
Some More Horticultural Thoughts: In La Paz 

I hadn't remembered how very dry and brown Baja is until we entered the bay of La 
Paz. Their annual rainfall is close to zero, and it shows. The locals, however, seem to 
appreciate what trees can do for them in terms of shade and humidity, if not oxygen 
too. They have planted trees liberally through the town. Although there are few tree-
lined avenues, the malecon is one, and in other places trees just seem to spring up 
wherever there is a clear patch of earth. As I ran in the mornings, I often saw the 
locals out with broom and hose. They sweep everything, including the bare earth, to 
pick up any loose leaves or debris. And they water their trees and plants. Evidently the 
price of water has been controlled enough to allow irrigation on a limited scale. 
Several times I tried to envision how to bring the concept of compost to them. I 
regularly passed plastic bags full of leaf debris, piled on the street alongside bags of 
garbage for pickup. How much better it would be to compost that with a little of the 
irrigation water, and return the riches to the soil under trees and shrubs. 

Along the malecon, I noticed the restaurant Carlos and Charlies, a wantonly touristie 
place, had small-leaved basil growing as a hedge behind the patio seating. They had 
"lawn" too, although they were one of the few. 

 



Also on the malecon, I passed the town maintenance team every morning when I ran. 
As well as raking up seaweed as the water's edge, they watered the formal plantings 
around the pieces or public statuary. The plantings were far from lush, but it was not 
for the lack of attention lavished on them. 

 

The restaurant at the Marina, the Dock Cafe, had some African Blue Basil trained up a 
trellis right by the door (the nearest pot in the first photo). While we were there I 
noted one morning it had been carefully trimmed/harvested. We often had meals 
garnished with cilantro, but nothing on the menu said "basil". Still, I never saw 
cilantro grown, but I saw basil in several places. The second photo was taken 
streetside (there were no curbs or sidewalks on that street) just down from the marina. 
It looked as if small-leafed basil had once gone to seed there. The plants were growing 
right out of the pavement. 



  
 
 

 

I have to admire the tenacity of the local gardeners. As a group, the plant population 
in La Paz represented a small part of the inventory of one of our San Diego Home 



Depot plant departments. There were lots of ficus benjaminas growing streetside and 
in gardens, some houses had either citrus or roses in their yards, and there were the 
usual "pest" plants (pests at home, although here they are well adapted) of asperagus 
ferns (next photo, taken from our seat at La Perla restaurant on the Malecon), 
Sanseveria or Mother-in-Law's Tongue, and bougainvillea. Plus there were simple 
hardy plants like geraniums, palms, and nameless dark-leaved shrubs which I did not 
capture on film. I saw more of the yellow aloe which I showed in the Santo Tomas 
sequence of the regular website, only the ones that did not receive supplementary 
water were past their bloom already. Everywhere the bougainvillea was blooming, 
sometimes two or three colors planted in the same pot, sometimes just the standard 
bright magenta. 

 
 

         

There were also some of the dreadfuls, the plastic plants and (horror of horrors) the 
plastic microwave palm. 



 

We took a sidetrip to Costa Baja, a resort and marina north of town. The hotel there 
had a pretty magenta shrub near the pool. Here are the blooms, plus a shot of the 
growth habit. I have not yet found it in my reference books, and cannot access the web 
now to do further ID. 



 
 

  



On the car trip east, I was fascinated with the cactus, a cordon (Pachycereus pringlei) 
which was growing in the range of the salt spray on a cliff above the Muertos reef. It 
was growing everywhere, really. The Marlin sign's backdrop is typical of the near 
horizon. 

 

                      



Along the road, when we stopped for birds I took pix of the "yellow flowered shrub" 
which seemed to be everywhere above about 1000 feet. It had nasty thorns and I was 
cautious with my tender hands. 

 

  



The most impoverished environment was on the islands, Isla Partita to be specific. 
The only fresh water is what drops from heaven, and from the looks of it that doesn't 
happen very often. 

 

Some Horticultural Thoughts: 

Heading north up the Outside of the Baja Penninsula: 

The Baja Penninsula is characterized by a lack of rain and an overage of wind. 
Especially along the west coast, it seems that every shred of topsoil must have been 
carried away by the prevailing westerlies. We spent a week in Turtle Bay waiting for a 
good weather window, and I used the time to hunt down good examples of gardening 
zeal in the face of adversity. Geraniums were probably the number one plant in bloom 
now, the first half of May. You will also see hibiscus (largely leafless), amaryllis and 
even orchids. 



 
 

  



Some gardens had plants growing out of the dirt or sand, but a step up from that was a 
concrete surround, or planter without a bottom. These were empty about as often as 
they were full, and they were all swept or raked regularly to keep the dirt tidy. The 
agave in the planter was outside the local carwash, which of course was more paved 
and less dusty than the average house. 

 

  



Walled garden spaces were popular. The walls or fences gave some protection from 
the wind, and also some privacy. They also offered dog control, as dogs were 
everywhere throughout Mexico. In the hotter areas, the dogs seemed to be either the 
"too-tired-to-do-anything-but-lay-there" type, or the proverbial junkyard dog. The 
latter gave me problems when I tried to run early in the morning, especially in La Paz 
where there were workyards and junkyards near the Marina. But even the lazy dogs 
would wander around occasionally, and certainly must have been happy to chew on or 
dig up fresh green (irrigated) plants as a way to chase off boredom. I never learned the 
Spanish word for leash, as I never saw one used on the streets. 

Here are some examples of fences and gates in the landscape. 





  
 

 



I found two gardens which stood out. The first was essentially a container garden, 
with one (unidentified) pink-blossomed tree in the corner and the little succulent 
shown above in another corner. Here are some views of the blooming confusion. 





 



  
The pink tree reached its peak about mid-week. Lacking my reference materials and 
even an internet connection, I didn't have a clue as to its identity. With gnarled trunk 
and puffy pink fingers, it was a real standout. And clearly it is drought tolerant. 

 



 



  

The second garden was more of a potager, with herbs and vegetables laid out in some 
semblance of order. Again I had to shoot over the fence to get a good view. I'm only 
sorry I never saw the gardener behind all this. I'm sure a lot of love (and a lot of 
sweat) went into maintaining this space.



 



  

I'll leave you with a few familiar specimens. Both the Brugmansia and the Ficus spoke 
to me, reminding me of my own young garden and how much care I long to lavish on 
it. 



 

  


