
Mazatlan According to the First Mate: Exploring Town 

Then to Los Frailes on the Baja and the jump to the mainland. Our first stop was Marzatlan, at Marina 
Mazatlan, a reasonably priced marina with lots of amenities for the gringos. After two weeks enjoying 
Mazatlanand we headed south.   First day here, we walked through the old part of the city. The buildings 
were reminiscent of Bordeaux, at its heyday in the late 18th century. Old Mazatlan is a bit newer than hat, 
but the European flavor is strong.  

                              



                              

Somehow we walked all the way to the beach, Olas Altas (High Waves) to be exact. We took the first 
nice-looking sidewalk cafe and plopped down for lunch.  



 

After lunch we took the bus back to the marina, past some lovely beaches. 

 

Fred wanted to take us to dinner for his last night in Mexico. We heard good reports on the new place in 
the center of Isla Mazatlan, right in the marina. We tried it and liked it. They were not fully open for 
business yet, no printed menus and no credit cards, but the chef made us our choice of entres, and 



everything was good. Next morning we put Fred on a taxi to the airport and went back to our now very 
quiet and empty boat. I didn't get a good picture here. Seems I'm either having fun or taking pictures, 
never both at once. I took a very large load of dirty duds to the marina laundry. We scoured and cleaned, 
trying to rid the boat of two weeks worth of dirt. Other than Fred's warm jacket, there were no forgotten 
items. We made him promise to come redeem it in the spring. For the next two weeks, we explored 
Mazatlan and had some very nice meals. Here is the Plazuela Machado, one of the popular spots in the 
old city, seen from our lunch table across the street.  

                        

The big pink building in the background is the Opera Angela Peralta, part of Mazatlan's cultural 
resurgence. They were giving the opera Carmen, but it didn't work with our schedule.  

                  



The sun is hot from about 9 a.m. on. It's so bright, it is tough to take good pictures of things which mix 
sunlight and shadow. Or maybe I just don't know the digital equivalent of less sensitive film. 

Mazatlan Aquarium 

Here are some views of the sea lion (lobos marineros) show at the Mazatlan Aquarium. You can see Billy 
and Bony (yes, with English names). It wasn't clear how just how big Bony was until he stood up next to 
his trainer. I wouldn't want to be around when he gets angry. He must weigh 800 pounds. My Spanish 
wasn't good enough to catch everything the announcer said. Well, it wasn't good enough to understand 
very much at all. But I know Billy is 2 1/2 years old. 
 

                       



                              
 

                            



Isla de la Piedra 

We made a pilgrimage to the old harbor, remembering it from a big-ship cruise several years ago. The 
harbor had not changed at all, save that there were no cruise ships in town that day. We walked up the 
harbor edge, past the drying laundry, looking for a place to eat. We passed a big Pemex facility, the 
storage and shipping center for the big Mexican oil company. A guard passed us on his patrol, carrying a 
machine gun. I was relieved to get a polite "Buenos dias" as he passed. The concertina wire everywhere 
should have tipped me off. I didn't pull out the camera until he was well past us. 

 



                  

After a long, hot walk, we reached what the map said was the Embarcadero, and a ferry to the opposite 
side. This is the ticket booth, honest! 

               



  
OK, that's not our boat, here is our boat. Same kind of panga, slightly cleaner. 



 

The trip cost $1.50 go-and-return and took about 5 minutes. The "island" on the other side is really a 
penninsula, but a very long estuary makes the fastest crossing a water route. They nonetheless call it Isla 
de la Piedra, Rock Island. On the other side, we stepped back in time about 100 years. Dirt streets and a 
laid back lifestyle greeted us. 

 



                   

We walked the main street to the outside of the penninsula, and found a string of beach palapas serving 
the ever-present seafood and beer on a beautiful beach. There were a few vendors, but they were not 
pushy. I even bought a silver chain from one of them. Ed later said "We'll see how long it takes to turn 
your neck green." It was marked 925, which is the silver standard here. But I guess anybody can stamp 
that on a clasp. So far, my neck is not green. 

                 



    



 

 

The Next Leg 

We modified our plan somewhat, and cut 400 miles out of the middle of it. Once we reach the Mexican 
Riviera, the delightful anchorages come up less that one day's sail apart. So why hurry through, when we 
have not been to any of those places yet? We'll get home same time, but we will put fewer miles under the 
keel and we can have more time in some of the most popular places. I figure it's not about sailing, which 
we can do at home (at least, we can if we travel north). It's about sailing somewhere, and we are about to 
explore a dozen or more new somewheres. I'm a little sad about leaving Mazatlan. So what were its least 
favorite parts? I would count the bugs, which are beginning to get to me, and the ever-present high 
pressure salesmen for condos and timeshares. We cannot wait two minutes for a bus without having some 
pulmonia pull up and try to strike up a conversation. We have both started saying "Not another one!" and 
that hardly slows them at all. Also I have settled into a routine, so it's time to pick up and move. Since we 
are basically nomadic right now, the best plan is "Where is the next wonderful anchorage?" I'll write more 
when we get to a nice, big internet cafe. 

 


