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     I had a few days off and the thought occurred to me to visit one of my big brothers, Patrick, who lives in Sauzal, México, just before Ensenada. I often don’t trust my first feelings or my intuition and I soon doubted the success of the mission when I couldn’t contact Pat. It’s hard, he’s usually on a ship many weeks at a time with only a few days on land between trips. Right now he’s coming from a five-day trip on The Shogun with fifteen passengers. Most likely he’ll have big tuna steaks for us. Mom made some calls for me as I rushed around and did errands, practicing flutes with my teacher in Del Mar then back to my workshop near Old Town to paint. He called Mom and at four-thirty I was on the road to México.

     The drive was quick, passing TJ and the Rosarito coast in the cool evening light with great waves peeling below the sea cliffs. I reached Rancho Los Pirules where Patrick was relaxing on the porch in the shade. He directed me to pick some amazing grapefruits from the tree. I squeezed three in a bowl for the marinade and ate another, sweetness dripping from my chin and wiggling fingers. A spoon of sugar and a little soy as Patrick lined foil with scallions and onions finely diced. It sizzled on the grill like fajitas. He is an amazing cook and I learn a lot from him. He’s fast, with very simple ingredients. He has a way of multitasking and timing everything perfect. It’s great to watch. We completed the meal with steamed rice, fresh corn tortillas, avocados, salsas and beer. A relaxing feast by the moonlight with a symphony of crickets.

     In the morning we surfed San Miguel and it was small and inconsistent but perfect waves came through as usual. Back at the house I relaxed on the porch as he made chilequiles rojas. I brought three flutes and I gave each one their turn. Then we prepared for our day trip into La Valle de Guadalupe to visit his wife Adriana and her family.

     It’s a short drive from the coast, only eight miles, to enter the open country of farms and wineries where low mountains rise on all sides. First we visited a piece of land he is trying to buy. This one I like, big open land with a perfect view of the Sierra Blanca, the pine topped summit above the valley. Soon we came to Guadalupe Town as the locals call it. Francisco Carco it says on the map. Up the dirt roads to the last street, calle M. From there the hills rise up steeply. We met Adriana’s brother, mother and friend while unloading our gifts of peppers and jars for their fresh marmalades. Her mother began to prepare the dinner as we sat and talked. The deep and wonderful aroma filled the room, of Poblano peppers roasting. I played a little Kumeyaay flute for a moment of quiet reflection.

     We visit the Dona Lupe Winery, walking through the new adobe building with many huge containers of fermenting wine. We even went into the house to see Dona Lupe, she had recently fallen and hurt her ankles and wrists. Back in the car I drove on to the next bumpy turn. It was close, across the rocky wash of the dry river to the Kumeyaay Village of Nequa for another touring drive by, San Antonio Nequa.

     We drove to the back end of the valley to visit the waterfall and hot springs. At the farm/tollbooth we walked back through the fruit trees to visit with the farmer while he fed the ducks and turkeys. We paid our 50 pesos and continued through the gate and up the narrow dirt road. I had trouble in the last of the three water crossings, bouncing and skidding over rocks and sand. We made it, parked, ate cheese and began the hike.

     It’s a short hike, maybe a mile and we reach the dry waterfall and the large pool of green water below. Swallows circle above in the winds and cliffs. We take the steep and rocky trail up through the forest to the side of the waterfall to come out above it. We spy great granite caves further up the bend. On the climb down a Black Racer snake shot from between my feet like lightning. It never looked back. From there it’s on the trail up the stream a half mile to the hotsprings. We were alone at first before a local family joined us. We sunk slowly into the sulfur bubbling water. A tiny snake was in the water next to me and we had fun chasing it as it swam onto the grass.

     The hike back to the car wasn’t long but the car had a flat. We changed it and continued on. Back at the winery we helped Adriana in the giftshop. I toasted little breads, cut fresh white cheese into cubes, sprinkled the toasted bread with a locally made olive oil and served it on little dishes. Patrick and Adriana poured wine and sold things to the many tourists arriving just before closing. The smells, the wine, working in the kitchen, I was in heaven. Not to mention I was eating the whole time.

     After the last tourist left it was back at Adrianas house in Guadalupe town, where we sat together for a meal. It was the chile rellenos we had began earlier in the day. The day flowed from meal to meal where it was like the food contained our voices and conversations shared throughout the day. We savored each moment and each flavor as we moved about these precious moments of life in Baja California, México. 

