
The Mexican Riviera According to the First Mate: From Barra de Navidad to 
Banderas Bay/Puerto Vallarta and San Diego 

We are now moving north. We hope to follow the warm weather as it spreads 
northward after the winter solstice. Puerto Vallarta is at 20 degrees north latitude, not 
much higher than Barra was. The bay has its own weather patterns, as it is so large. 

The first leg was from Barra to Chamela. We enjoyed an easy passage except for 3-5 
foot seas rather on the nose. Ed had checked the swell model and they are predicted to 
drop to 1-2 feet on Friday, the day we'll round Corrientes. I was reminded of the start 
of our passage from Los Angeles north to San Francisco several years ago. It was 
lumpy, as going to weather always is, and I remember thinking we would have "only 
499 more miles of this stuff". In this case, we'll have only 1499 more miles, or 
thereabouts, before we are home. Even Ashes could tell we were going to weather. It's 
hard to fool a cat. 

The next morning we enjoyed hearing Don's single sideband weather without all the 
interference of the marina at Barra. Ed helped the neighbor with his dinghy motor 
which he had partially pooped the day before. We had noticed the previous evening 
when a lone man out in a dinghy drifted by and complained that his motor would not 
start. We suggested oars, but he announced he had not brought any with him. 
Muttering something about survival of the fittest, Ed said quietly to me that if the guy 
got into trouble, he would launch the dink (which we had on deck at that moment) and 
go help him. But the fellow figured it out and started paddling with his hands. It was 
not far to go, and there was little wind. But that was not an act of high intelligence. 
Next morning too, the same fellow seemed to not be thinking clearly in dealing with 
the pooped motor diagnosis. After a bout of mechanic-ing, we went ashore for a hike 
into town and lunch on the beach. 

 



  

Next day we prepped for an early start. We had to wait until the twilight gave us 
enough light, but we had a lovely if menacing sunrise as Ed pulled the anchor. If you 
look closely, you can see another boat, just right of center, who pulled their hook 
about 10 minutes ahead of us. We would chat with them later in the day. I kept 
thinking of the old rhyme "Red sky at dawning, sailor take warning" but the weather 
had been improving, not degrading.  

 



Don's SSB weather in on at 7:15 a.m. local time, and we had already left the 
anchorage by that time. We both listened carefully to the good reception. The short 
answer was "Good to round Corrientes before late tonight, otherwise it will get nasty 
there building into tomorrow". We were nominally two days from Corrientes, 
assuming we would overnight at tiny Ipala tonight in the lee of Corrientes, then 
attempt it early the next morning. But Don said that would be too late for reasonable 
conditions. It's only another 10 miles, less than 2 hours, from Ipala to the point, so we 
discussed the option to head straight for Corrientes, making it a long day but putting 
us around Corrientes before sunset. After sunset, we would still have 3-4 hours of 
sailing, but we would be in Banderas Bay with the wind behind us and the swells cut 
significantly by the northern corner of the bay. We felt comfortable entering Banderas 
and even the La Cruz anchorage in the dark. We've been here before, we reasoned, 
things are well lighted, and there are no difficult passages or shoal areas to contend 
with. 

Meanwhile we were aware of the boat which had left just before us. It was a Catalina 
47 named Three Quarter Time, who had been down the dock from us at Barra. They 
were clearly sailing the same course, and making very nearly the same time. I hailed 
them on the VHF. They were surprised that we knew who they were, but were happy 
to chat. We learned their plan was the same as ours had been, overnight in Ipala 
followed by rounding the point the next morning. When I explained Don's forecast, 
which they had not heard, they went offline to caucus. Shortly they came back to say 
that they were changing their plan just as we had done. We later also chatted with 
Lady Hawke, folks we had met on the HaHa, who were entering Ipala after rounding 
Corrientes. They reported Ipala was not too bad but Corrientes had been lumpy. And 
they were coming downwind, downswell. So we felt that tended to agree with Don's 
prediction. 

It is hard to take photos of wind. I know, because I've tried many times. At sea there is 
nothing to compare to, and the waves just look like waves unless you can snap a photo 
of solid things blowing around. Here are a couple of shots of Corrientes when we got 
there. It was noticeably rougher than when we came down southbound, but not so bad 
as to be alarming. Ashes came on deck because I think she wanted reassurance, and 
she managed to tuck herself under one of the linebags as "protection" during the 
passage. Otherwise it was business as usual. 



 
 

 



 

 

Once around Corrientes, we got a call from Three Quarter Time, thanking us for the 
weather tip and offering us a drink of our choosing if we found them in Paradise 
Marina. Ed and I had just been thinking that we had, indeed, made the right decision. 
We were all glad it worked out as it did. We sat back and enjoyed another brilliant 
orange sky, much like the one we had started with that day. 



 

We still had to anchor in the dark at La Cruz, where there were probably 40 boats. But 
as ever, there was ample light on shore and almost all the boats had proper anchor 
lights. We almost t-boned one who showed no light, both Ed and I cursing quietly as 
we maneuvered to avoid him. We dropped the hook without incident, setting it under 
power as the wind had died, then shared a glass of wine and headed for the bunk. Next 
day the wind blew the clouds around, and we were glad we were not trying to round 
the point in what were probably nasty conditions. In this picture of wind, notice the 
flapping canvas on the big boat next to us. 



 

We enjoyed La Cruz the first time and it was almost as good the second time. The 
weather was cloudy and sometimes rainy, but the dinghy landing was mostly replaced 
with a steel and concrete pier which I thought much better than the rocky beach 
landing. Unfortunately it is a fixed pier, so if you park at low tide the dinghy could get 
washed underneath, then pinned as the tide rises. We did not bother to set a stern 
hook, which the pangas did, but just kept an eye on the tidal flow and timed our stays 
ashore. We also discovered our friends on Niki Wiki were still there, waiting on their 
FM-3 papers to "come through". We visited with them in the inner harbor, and later 
Terry and her next-boat neighbor Deborah and I did a shopping trip to town. I was 
already bored aboard, so I made them each a ripstop carry bag for the adventure. I had 
been messing with the design, and the ones I made for them have a clean-finish zipper 
pocket. The whole bag folds into the pocket and can be clipped to purse or belt loop 
with a little colored carabiner built into the pocket. Not a bad design if I say so 
myself. In fact, I need to remember to make myself one like that too. 

We three girls had fun downtown, popping into many of the tourist shops in search of 
a piece of Talavera to match Deborah's boat sink. We spent some pesos in Parisina 



too, the nationwide fabric store who has wonderful prices on (bag) zippers, fabric and 
trims. Too bad they have no ripstop nylon. I'll have to buy more next time I go home. 

We had about 5 days of clouds, wind, some rain, some damp dinghy passages into the 
inner harbor, and some just sitting around. The day after I shopped with the girls, Ed 
got us a berth at Paradise Marina in Nuevo Vallarta. I was sorry to leave my friends 
but glad for a change of scenery. It rained on us the entire 5 miles from La Cruz to 
Nuevo Vallarta, and I had to wear my oilies, the tops anyway, to keep from being 
soaked. I probably looked pretty funny wearing boat shoes, shorts, a giant yellow 
slicker, and my big white hat to keep the rain out of my face. Kind of like a long 
legged duck. But it did the job, and we pulled into a nice end slip with ample help 
from the Marina staff. 

 

Nuevo Vallarta 

These big fellows were our view out the stern. The second from the right is named 
Maximus II, and in its own right it is a big vessel. But of course it's dwarfed here by 
comparison, something Ed and I found pretty funny. The marina is a very nice one, 
with features sized to match its clientele. No question of clean water here. The 
management is very helpful and keeps on top of any maintenance issues. Drat, I'd like 
to knit together a panorama I took of these big boats, I better learn how to do that. For 
comparison, here we are across the finger. 



      

One of our other neighbors was the J World School of Performance Sailing. They had 
classes from time to time, with everybody on a given boat wearing hats the same 
color. I guess that was so that they could sort out the bodies when they all fell 
overboard. I caught this shot of the instructor casually indicating a change of course. 

 



Adventures at a marina like this take a different form. The fellow nose-on caused an 
oil spill one day when he changed his oil, then spilled the old stuff into the ocean. 
They had to do the Hazmat thing, and Ed turned off our waterpump for the 
refrigeration, so that it wouldn't suck the oily mixture into the filter. The next morning 
they were revving their engines before daybreak. I walked by on my way ashore, and 
casually asked where they were headed. Suddenly the engines ceased, and the 
crewman I was chatting with said the oil filter wasn't on tight. Of course that means 
quantities of oil thrown all over the engine room, which I suspect in this case was 
more spacious than our entire cabin. It's too bad they don't give intelligence tests prior 
to boat purchase. Here is the only photo I got of them before they left. I don't recall 
the grandiose name of the vessel, which is probably just as well. 

 



One day we took the bus to Punta de Mita (or Punta Mita for short). We wanted to 
scope out the anchorage, to see if we might want tospend a couple of days there on 
our way out. We had heard both bad and good accounts of it. The town is a cute little 
place, and we covered it all in about 15 minutes. It has real sidewalks for some reason, 
and some concrete roads too (vice cobbles). As you can see, this street was exactly 
three vehicles wide. 

     

It wasn't terribly beautiful, but we found the main street along the ocean, and picked a 
palapa for our de rigeur shrimp lunch. We watched sizeable waves crash on the beach, 
and saw a couple of dinghies try to launch through that mess. 



 
 

  

One more pass through the main street took us back to the busstop. And we had an E-
ticket ride home. The busdriver was evidently trying to beat all the other returning 



busses and pick up the load of workers at each stop after shift-change. He took the 
winding, hilly road at full speed, crashing over the speedbumps and lurching to a stop 
at each "Parada", where the young workers hooted and whistled, and pushed to get 
aboard. Once they could no longer load in the front door, he had them hand their 
money hand-over-hand to him, then run to the back of the bus where the people in the 
back let them squeeze in there. I guess there was a hard-pack layer of non-
understanding Yankees near the front. Couple this with the standard practice of 
starting to accelerate before the men are fully on the bus (one leg qualifies, evidently. 
Different rule for women but these were all young men). Everyone seemed to enjoy 
the fun, even those of us in open-mouthed disbelief. 

The last week Ed and I were both ailing, due to something we ate on Sunday. As that 
was the day we had a lovely large brunch at the Golf Club restaurant, the El Tigre is 
suspect. We're finally fine, although Ed is nursing a lingering cold. I felt well enough 
midweek to meet the girls again for shopping. We met in Bucerias, a cute little town 
midway between PV and La Cruz. We didn't buy much, but had a nice fonda lunch, 
then headed back together to Nuevo Vallarta where Terry was able to get their long-
awaited paperwork. More logistics, VHF calls, a quick visit to the ATM (the Lord 
bless 'em), and Terry and Deborah headed back to la Cruz. I'll miss them both; they 
are lots of fun. Here is a view of Bucerias' fine beachfront, and here we are having 
Girls' Day Out: Deborah, Terry, and the J-Lady. 

 



 

 

I'm about to head home for a week so I can address the taxes. So I'll close here, to 
open a new chapter post-San Diego. 

 


