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Part 1—Mexicali to San Felipe 
We crossed the border from Calexico to Mexicali 
in the big red H-1 Hummer  about noon on 
Sunday October 10, 2004.  The primary purpose 
of the trip was to photograph whale sharks in 
Bahia de Los Angeles.  But we also wanted to 
see some places we had never seen on the 
northeast coast of the peninsula, particularly 
Gonzaga Bay.  Our crew included my son 
Jesse, my good friend Jim Bailey, and me.  We 
budgeted ten days for the whole trip.   
 
It was our first time crossing the border at 
Mexicali.  We had prepaid tourist permits, and 
planned to get them validated at the imigracion 
office which I was told was immediately across 
the border on the right side.  However if it was 
there, it sure wasn’t obvious.  Lacking any 
convenient place to park and find it, we decided 
to continue on and handle the paperwork in San 
Felipe.  We filled the Hummer’s tanks (25 
gallons in the main tank and 17 in the auxiliary 
tank) with diesel at one of the many Pemex 
stations in Mexicali (4.9 pesos per liter).  We 
also filled three 5-gallon plastic bottles with 
diesel and one 5-gallon bottle with a gasoline/oil 
mix Jesse would use for his dirt bike (a 
Kawasaki KX250).  We carry the spare gas 
bottles on the roof and the bike on a rack 
mounted on the rear of the Hummer. 
  

The trip south to San Felipe took an uneventful 
2 hours on a good paved road (Mex 5) and on 
arrival we checked into the El Cortez Hotel right 
on the beach at the south end of town.  We then 
located the imigracion office in San Felipe, 
which was of course closed (Sunday afternoon, 

duh!).  Jim and I are both pilots and have made 
many flying trips to Baja, and Jim got the idea to 
drive out to San Felipe International airport 
where we knew there is an imigracion office 
open seven days a week.  That turned out to be 
a great idea, a pretty female imigracion officer 
looked at our passports, stamped and validated 
our permits in no time and we headed back to 
the El Cortez as legal tourists.   
 
The El Cortez was a good choice, nice big 
rooms, right on the beach, friendly people, 
decent restaurant.  We noticed an El Nido 
steakhouse almost directly across the street 
from the hotel, which of course drew us like 
magnets.  We had a great steak, walked back to 
the hotel, smoked a good Fuerte Hemingway 
cigar, drank a little Presidente brandy, solved 
several of the world’s pressing problems, and hit 
the sack.   

 
The plan for the next day was to make the drive 
to Alfonsina’s in Gonzaga Bay.  We were 
anticipating about a six hour trip, two to 
Puertecitos on the mostly-paved road and 
another four on the graded road south of 
Puertecitos.  We weren’t sure what to expect 
here, we had heard many conflicting reports 
about the quality of this road and how long it 
would take to get to Gonzaga.  Actually we 
found the worst part of the road to be the last 15 
miles north of Puertecitos where the pavement 
is heavily potholed and a lot of diligence is 
required to avoid the holes, even with the 
Hummer’s big 38-inch tires.   
 
Jess unloaded the Kawasaki when the road 
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started to get rough north of Puertecitos and 
rode it on the dirt the rest of the way to 
Alfonsina’s.  We made it to Puertecitos in just 
under 2 hours.   

 
The 42 mile graded road south of Puertecitos is 
excellent, with many stretches that we took 
easily at 40-45 mph.  When the road rose into 
the low coastal hills it often had sections with 
rocky outcroppings and these had to be 
negotiated carefully and more slowly.  This trip 
along the northeastern shoreline of the Baja 
peninsula is truly magnificent.  The views of the 
coastline, the islands, and the shimmering 
expanses of the Sea of Cortez were 

breathtaking, not to mention the strikingly 
beautiful cactus fields of cardon, ocotillo, cirio, 
viznaga, and the mountains to the west.  It was 
a magical Baja day, great October weather, 
clear and warm but not hot, and the combination  
of watching Jess ahead of us on the bike and 
the fantastic scenery was memorable.   

We were about two hours out of Puertecitos, 
when Jess ran out of gas on the bike.  We 
brought the Hummer alongside the bike and 
shut down on the road.  Our two GPS units 
showed that we were only 4 miles north of 
Rancho Grande and the short cutoff to 
Alfonsina’s, our next destination.  Jess took the 
spare gas container off the roof of the Hummer, 
and filled his tank.  After replacing the gas can, 
we walked around awhile to savor the views on 
all sides, then Jess lit off the bike again and Jim 
and I got back in the Hummer for the final short 
leg of our trek to Alfonsina’s.  We turned the key 
and…nothing.  The Hummer suddenly had no 
electrical power.  It was early afternoon and we 

were shut down on one of the most remote 
roads on the peninsula. 

 
Part 2—Gonzaga Bay 
The problem appeared to be batteries, or so we 
hoped.  That was certainly the least offensive of 
all the possible things it could be.  The Hummer 
has a 12-volt electrical system but it needs two 
12-volt batteries connected in parallel to provide 
enough amperage to start the big 6.5 liter diesel 
engine. The batteries had died suddenly several 
years ago, but that time it was in my garage at 
home.  Spare batteries had appeared on one of 
my many pre-trip checklists, but had obviously 
never made it to the top.  This was our fourth 
Baja trip in the Hummer and everything had 
functioned perfectly on the previous three.  I 
simply didn’t consider batteries to be a potential 
problem.  That will change in the future. 
 
We carried a 2000 watt Honda generator with 
DC battery charging capacity and we got it out 
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and tried charging the batteries.  We had been 
shut down for about 45 minutes, and the 
generator was purring away pumping electrons 
into the batteries, when a vehicle approached 
from the north.  Turned out to be two American 
men headed for one of the many homes which 
had been built on the Alfonsina’s beach.  They 
stopped and immediately offered assistance.  
We gladly took them up on that and tried a jump 
with the long jumper cables we carried.  This 
proved unsuccessful; their single battery just 
couldn’t put out enough current to turn over the 
big Hummer’s engine.  They had room for one 
additional passenger and I accepted their offer 
to haul me into Rancho Grande where they 
knew a mechanic was in residence.  Jess and 
Jim remained with Big Red. 
 
Rancho Grande is an interesting place.  At the 
intersection of the main graded road to Laguna 
Chapala and the side road leading to 
Alfonsina’s, it has a market, mechanic shop, 
satellite phone, and an about-to-be-completed 
Pemex station.  The proprietor of the facility is a 
big good-humored friendly fellow by the name of 
Rafael.  Rafael speaks pretty good English and 
through a combination of my pitiful Spanish and 
his much better English, I explained my 
predicament.  He asked me to wait for him to 
finish a few chores, and then he would drive us 
back to the Hummer in his F-150 and try to 
jump-start us.  That failing, he said he would tow 
us back where his mechanics would try to find 
the problem.   

 
After a short wait Rafael and I headed out in his 
truck back to the stranded Hummer.  He carried 

a small charger unit; however it failed to turn 
over the Hummer engine, even with a cable-
jump to his truck battery.  So he hauled out the 
strap, hooked it up to the back of his truck and 
the front of mine, and towed us back to Rancho 
Grande.  We got some interesting looks and lots 
of chuckles as we passed through the military 
checkpoint just north of the market.   
 
Rafael’s mechanics crawled all over the 
Hummer engine compartment checking 
connections and looking for problems.  They 
finally diagnosed the problem as we had 
originally hoped - one or two dead or damaged 
batteries.  With a fascinating combination of a 
large 110v rolling charger unit, Rafael’s smaller 
portable charging unit, and a jump to Rafael’s 
truck, the Hummer engine finally got enough 
juice to turn over and we were running again, 
but only until we shut down.  Rafael said he 
would order new batteries for us from San 
Quintin and they would arrive by truck in “maybe 
one to five days”.  We drove the Hummer the 
short distance over to Alfonsina’s, carefully 
selected a parking place at the rear of the 
building where we could back in for easier 
access to the engine, and shut down knowing 
we would be unable to start up again until new 
batteries arrived.   

 
After a long and eventually stressful day, we met 
Alfonsina’s manager Antonio, checked into our 
rooms, welcomed the evening with cold 
Pacificos, admired the beauty of Gonzaga Bay, 
and settled in to an undetermined and uneasy 
stay. 
 
Part 3—Alfonsinas and the Coffee Man 
You can do a lot worse than to be stranded at 
Alfonsina’s.  Clean, functional rooms, good food 
and drink, friendly competent staff, and  situated 
on the edge of what very well may be the most 
beautiful bay on the peninsula.  It’s on the north 
end of a gorgeous beach on which many homes 
have been built, most, I assume, by Americans.  
The patio at Alfonsina’s is a central meeting 
place for an eclectic group of people, guests and 
visitors, who show up each morning and 
evening for food and/or libation.  We had 
originally planned to be there for just two nights, 
and despite our situation, we quickly settled into 
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a not unpleasant routine of eating, drinking, 
beach walks, snorkeling, and conversations with 
the guests and visitors.  Each morning we would 
check with Rafael about our batteries; each time 
he would respond with “for sure tomorrow”.  
What else would you expect in Baja?  

The first morning (Tuesday) we met one of 
Alfonsina’s regular visitors, a personable, salty  
retired 30-year U.S. Marine known as “Coffee 
Man”.  Why, you ask?  Because he shows up 
every morning for a pot of savory Alfonsina’s 
java, and conversations with the guests and 
staff.  Coffee man (alias Jim Terry) lives with his 
wife in a home he built on the beach about five 
miles south of Alfonsina’s towards Punta Final.   
 
When he understood our predicament he 
offered to sell us two new batteries he had just 
installed in his motor home, explaining that he 
would have no immediate need for them and 
could replace them before he needed them 
again.  We initially declined his generous offer, 
thinking that Rafael’s batteries would soon arrive 
and save our bacon.  However after two 
consecutive days of hearing “manana for sure” 
from Rafael, I decided that two batteries in hand 
were worth a lot more than two on a truck 
somewhere south of San Quintin, and on 
Thursday morning I told Coffee Man that if he 
was still willing to sell us his batteries, we 
wanted to buy them.  I was fully willing to pay 
Rafael for his two batteries, even if I didn’t get 
them.  That was only fair.  But I felt we had to 
know for certain what our situation was, and that 
required batteries right now. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Coffee Man agreed to sell us his batteries.  
Antonio had graciously offered his truck for my 
use to go get the batteries, but Coffee Man said, 
no need; I will get them and bring them back.  
Which he did.  One more example of how great 
the people in Baja are.  Coffee Man returned 
with the batteries at about 10 am, and the 
installation process began.  The cable 
connections on the original Hummer batteries 
are on their sides, rather than on their tops.  
Coffee Man’s batteries, however, had their 
connections on the top, rather than the side.  
This presented a problem, since the Hummer 
cables didn’t quite reach the connectors on the 
top of the batteries.  Not to worry, Antonio, 
seeing the problem, immediately and almost 
magically came up with three cable leads, 
precisely the right size, which with a little kluging 
(is that a word?), made the cables long enough 
to work.  Room, food, drink, and battery cable 
extensions.  Alfonsina’s is one helluva hotel! 
 
We wrapped the positive connections in plastic 
and electrical tape (also furnished by Coffee 
Man), and secured the whole Rube Goldberg 
assembly with motorcycle straps.  When all was 
complete, the moment of truth arrived.  I got in 
the driver’s seat, put the key in, turned the 
ignition switch, and heard that most wonderful 
sound of diesel valve clatter as Big Red’s engine 
sprung to life.  I received a standing ovation 
from a large group of spectators, including the 
entire staff at Alfonsina’s, all the morning’s 
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visitors and remaining guests, and, of course, 
Coffee Man, to whom we owed so much.   
 
Once we were sure that we were back in 
business, Coffee Man and I sat down for the 
financial arrangements (las noticias malas!).  I 
asked him what he wanted for the batteries.  He 
said, nada, that he would simply take the 
batteries from Rafael when they came in.  I 
would have no part of that, and told him I 
wanted him to have absolutely no risk in any of 
this and insisted on paying him cash for the 
batteries.  He agreed, and asked what I wanted 
to pay.  I offered $200, which I considered more 
than fair for two new batteries and all his help.  
Savvy guy that he is, he countered with $100.  
Shrewd negotiator that I am, I told him I would 
pay him not a cent less than $200.  Recognizing 
my overpowering business acumen, he gave up 
and accepted the original $200.  I will never 
forget Coffee Man, and we will be eternally 
grateful to him for his help, moral support, 
mechanical skills, and good humor. 
 
Now that the Hummer was humming again, we 
packed up our stuff, loaded the Hummer, 
checked out of Alfonsina’s with profuse thanks 
to Antonio and all the staff, and headed over to 
Rancho Grande to settle up with Rafael.  I 
explained to Rafael that I had solved the 
problem by buying Coffee Man’s batteries, and 
that I would be glad to pay for his batteries even 
if we didn’t get them.  Rafael was amazing.  He 
said he didn’t want anything for the batteries, 
they would just go into stock and he would sell 
them to somebody else.  I was overwhelmed by 
this generosity, and pushed hard for him to 
accept payment for the batteries and the risk he 
was taking on my behalf, but he simply refused 
to take any money for the batteries.  I then 
pointed out that he had towed us in and his 
mechanics spent several hours checking the 
vehicle and eventually getting us started.  (Can 
you imagine what that would set you back in the 
US?).  What did he want for all that, I asked?  
He, of course, responded with the standard 
“well, what do you want to pay?”  I asked would 
$US100 be enough?  He said sure, no 
problema, and the negotiations were complete.  
There are simply no words to describe how 
much help and support we got from these great 

people and how little they wanted in return.   
 
It was now Thursday a little after noon, we were 
fixed, and with Jess on the bike we pointed the 
Hummer south again and continued our journey 
towards Bahia de Los Angeles to play with the 
magnificent whale sharks.  But first, a meeting 
with a Baja legend, the famous Coco of Coco’s 
corner. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Part 4—Alfonsina’s to Bahia de Los Angeles 
It was good to be on the road again.  The 
afternoon scenery between Rancho Grande and 
Coco’s Corner continued to be beautiful and the 
graded dirt road was good.  We arrived at 
Coco’s at about 2 pm and stopped to meet the 
legendary Coco.  There was one other car there, 
a young Mexican couple from Tijuana.  Coco 
was well and at his charming best, clearly 
inspired by the presence of the attractive young 
woman.  We did the standard tourist things, had 
a Pacifico, bought a T-shirt, admired the 
hanging panty collection, and signed the 
beautiful guest book.  Coco told us that 
someone had stolen one volume of his guest 
book.  Hard to imagine that anyone would do 
that.  Then you see all the graffiti on the 
rocks….who would do that?  Obviously 
somebody would.  Sure hope he gets it back, it 
is of great importance to him. 
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The afternoon shadows were lengthening and 
we headed out for the paved highway and Bahia 
de Los Angeles, our southernmost destination.  
We all breathed a heavy sigh of relief each time 
the Hummer engine lit off.  We reached Mex 1 in 
short order and stopped so Jess could load the 
bike.  Once everything was put together Jess 
jumped in the right front seat and Jim got in the 
rear, and we headed south for the Bahia de Los 
Angeles turnoff (my GPS waypoint is marked 
BLAX).   
 
The ride was easy and several miles down the 
highway Jess suddenly shouted, “Goodness 

gracious, there’s a hole in the Hummer!!!!” (OK, 
he didn’t say “goodness gracious”, he used a 
common two-word phrase starting with “Oh”.)  
He was pointing to the hood on the right side, 
directly in front of him near the front.  I couldn’t 
see anything from my angle in the driver’s seat, 
so I found a turnout and stopped.  Sure enough, 
there was about a one-inch diameter hole in the 
fiberglass hood.  Sticking through the hole was a 
battery post. 
 
The hood of the Hummer slopes down sharply 
near the front, directly over the forward  battery.  
Everything looked like it would clear, including 
the posts on the top of the batteries, but when 
we closed the hood after securing the batteries, 
we did feel a slight pressure.  We thought it was 
a group of wrapped cables, we didn’t notice that 
it was in fact the frontmost battery post.  The 

post was in contact with the hood and it didn’t 
take long for it to punch through the fiberglass.  I 
wasn’t very concerned about it (it was a small 
price to pay considering the predicament we 
were in), but Jess was upset because he had 
done the beautiful flame job on the Hummer and 
knew that matching it would be tough.  We will 
see. 
 
We arrived in Bahia de Los Angeles around 5 
pm.  The road from Mex 1 to the town was in 
good shape except for two concrete bridges/
culverts which were undergoing repair from 
recent washouts and required a minor detour.  
We were planning to stay at Costa del Sol, and 
thought we had reservations.  I had even sent a 
check to their San Ysidro address for the first 
night.  But of course when we arrived at the 
hotel their manager had never heard of us.  She 
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explained that there were no rooms available 
since a group had taken the whole hotel.  We 
were pretty angry about this since it seemed that 
we had simply been bumped by a larger group.  
That turned out not to be true, because when I 
returned home I found that my envelope with the 
check had been returned due to “insufficient 
address”.  So they never actually got the 
reservation check.  Anyway we got rooms at the 
adjacent Villa Vitta. 
 
We had been referred to Joel Prieto, a local 
panga owner and guide who had agreed (by 
email) to take us out to see the whale sharks.  
We located Joel at his home and arranged a trip 
for the next day.   
 
Part 5—Whale Sharks 
Joel Prieto picked us up at 7am the next 
morning (Friday) at the Villa Vitta.  This was 
really door-to-door service, he was towing his 
beautiful new panga (center console with 
sunshade, 90 hp Evinrude), and he literally 
backed it up to the door of our rooms.  We 
loaded our equipment and ourselves into the 
boat and headed for the ramp at Casa Diaz 
where he put us in.  It was a beautiful morning, 
wind calm, water surface glassy.  We headed 
towards the south bay where the whale sharks 
are generally found.  This took us past Camp 
Gecko and brought back fond memories of our 
stay there two years ago.  Doc’s cruiser Gecko 
III was at anchor just offshore.  We saw the two-
story orange “fancy cabin” that was our home for 
a few days in 2002.   
 
Joel headed for El Rincon in the south bay, and 
when we were about a quarter mile off the 
beach he cut the engines and began a slow 
search for the world’s largest fish.  Joel told us 
that there were at least eight individual whale 
sharks in the bay at that time.  It didn’t take long 
before we saw one.  The wake on the smooth 
surface, and the exposed dorsal fin were dead 
giveaways.  The animal was cruising easily on 
the surface.   
 
Jim and I put on our Polartec exposure suits 
(lots of “agua mala” jellyfish reported) donned 
our masks, fins, and snorkels, and waited until 
Joel positioned the boat in front of the shark.  He 

gave us the sign, and we slipped over the side.  
I was carrying a new Subal Housing for my Fuji 
S2 Pro digital camera, with an extremely wide 
Nikon 12-24mm lens.  I immediately saw the 
shark, and was able to swim to a broadside 
position within about ten feet of him (her?) 
where I fired off about 6 shots of the entire body.   
I had several other underwater opportunities 
later, but these turned out to be  the best images 
I would capture this day.  We watched in awe as 
the shark, a little one about 20 feet long, slowly 
swam away in the green water with his huge tail 
gracefully providing the power with smooth side-
to-side strokes.   
 
For the next two hours we were constantly in the 
presence of whale sharks.  They were easy to 
spot in the glassy water, and we spent some 
more time with them in the water, but mostly we 
just watched and photographed them from the 

panga at very close range.  I don’t know how 
many total individuals we saw, but I do know it 
was at least two because one was considerably 
larger than the other, and at one point I saw two 
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at the same time.   
 
These sharks are here from June through 
December.  Based on my own personal 
experience and what I have read and heard 
from others, October seems to be the best 
month.  They are largely indifferent to the 
presence of divers, as long as no aggressive or 
sudden movements are made which threaten 
them.  I have seen them bolt when a diver made 
a sudden movement toward them. 

They are such magnificent animals, and it is a 
rare privilege to see them at close range like 
this.  Little is known about them.  They appear 
regularly and reliably in a number of warm-water 
locations throughout the world (like BOLA) to 
feed for a few months, but little is known about 
the rest of their lives.  They are a true shark, the 
largest fish in the world, reaching lengths of over 
50 feet.  They are filter feeders and eat only 
plankton.  How odd, the largest fish in the ocean 
eats only the smallest animals in the marine 
food chain.  They bear their young alive.  A large 
pregnant female caught in a net had several 
hundred fully developed two-foot long fetuses.  It 
is thought that they live to 100-150 years, and 
are sexually mature at about 30 years.  Their 
scientific name is Rhincodon typus. 
 
We spent about three hours playing with the 
sharks, then decided to ask Joel to take us on a 
tour of the islands.  Actually I could have spent 
the whole day with them, but getting back into 
the panga was wearing heavily on my old body.  
Joel’s superpanga had extremely high sides, 
and I couldn’t use my fins to kick myself up over 
the gunnels like I could in older pangas with 

lower sides.  We had to get back in the boat 
using a very small swimstep on the transom next 
to the engine.  It was difficult, and rough on my 
back.  So, after a magical time with the sharks, 
off to the islands we headed.  Joel gave us a 
great tour.   
 
Although we had flown over them literally 
hundreds of times, I had never seen the BOLA 
islands up close like this.  They are wild and 

beautiful.  We saw an island that looked like a 
skull, beautiful rocky arches, large sea lion 
colonies, lots of boobies and brown pelicans, 
and several big osprey nests.  Water visibility 
was excellent, and I saw many sites I would like 
to dive in the future.  As they say, so much Baja, 
so little time.   
 
I can’t say enough about our guide, Joel Prieto.   
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Friendly, good-natured, reliable, and on top of 
all that, his English is excellent.  He lives in 
BOLA with his wife and young daughter, and 
has a 16-year old son away at school.  He can 
arrange fishing and diving trips, and is very 
knowledgeable and sensitive about the 
diverse marine environment in the bay.  Joel’s 
email address is joel_prieto@hotmail.com.   
 
Joel dropped us off at the door to our rooms at 
Villa Vitta at about 12:30 pm (he charged $120 
for the day).  We decided to head to Larry & 

Raquel’s for lunch.  That was delightful, the 
food was great and it was fun talking with both 
of them.  On the way back in with Joel we 

passed the new hotel near Larry & Raquel’s 
called Los Vientos.  Joel told us it was open so 
we checked it out.  It is truly open, 
substantially completed, and it is rather 
spectacular.  The rooms are luxurious, the 
pool and tiled site work beautiful.  There were 
no guests; a condition I suspect will persist for 

some time.  We were met and taken on a 
guided tour of the place by Salvador Juarez, a 
personable young fellow who is on site as the 
manager.  Someone has sunk a ton of money 
into this place; I wonder if they will ever see 
any of it come back.  
 
We headed back to the Villa Vitta, exhausted 
but supremely content after a spectacular day.  
Swimming with whale sharks, what an 
incredible experience!  We contemplated how 
few in the world had seen what we saw that 
day, and were thankful that Baja offered us the 
opportunity.  Once again, as in so many other 
beautiful Baja places on so many other 
beautiful evenings, we sat on the porch, 
watched the light fade, drank some brandy, 
smoked some cigars, and were asleep by 
about 9 pm.  Tomorrow we would start the 
slow trip north. 
 
Part 6—Homebound 
The northbound trip home was relatively 
uneventful.  We had breakfast at Guillermo’s, 
left BOLA at about 9 am and were in El 
Rosario in early afternoon.  We fueled at the 
El Rosario PEMEX and were hoping to meet 
Antonio (Baja Cactus) who owns it, but he was 
in Tijuana for a few days.  The lobster burritos 
were outstanding at Mama Espinosa’s, and we 
were on the road again for San Quintin.  We 
checked into the La Pinta at about 3 pm.  
  
I know others disagree, but we like the La 
Pinta chain, particularly the one at San 
Quintin.  The rooms are large, comfortable, 
and quiet (masonry and concrete 
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construction), electricity is 24/7, and you can 
always count on lots of hot water.  Plus the 
San Quintin La Pinta, in my opinion, sits on 
one of the most beautiful beaches in the world.   
All those things are, to me, worth the few extra 
bucks the chain charges. 
 
The crab dinner at Cielito Lindo is a ritual for 
us, and it was particularly good that night.   

Returning to the La Pinta we sat on one of our 
balconies and once again drank some 
Presidente, smoked some Fuente 
Hemingways, and solved a few more thorny 
world problems, but this time to the soothing 
background sound of the crashing surf. 
 
Next morning saw a 9:45 am departure for 
Rosarito.  I always forget how tough this drive 
is.  The long stretch of mountain road south of 
Ensenada is stressful, there always seems to 
be an eighteen-wheeler coming in the 
opposite direction around every other blind 
curve.  Plus just getting through Ensenada is a 
change of life, particularly after a week in the 
south.  But we made it to Rosarito in one piece 
and checked into the Rosarito Beach Hotel at 
about 2:30 pm. 
 
An overnight stop in Rosarito is another ritual 
for us on the trip back.  We catch up on all the 
shopping and gifts for those we left behind at 
the little covered flea market just north of the 
hotel.  And of course we can never resist a 
steak at El Nido.  All that accomplished, we 
had a good night’s sleep and we headed for 

the border at 11 am.  The San Ysidro border 
crossing was easy (Monday about noon), and 
we were quickly across and back in the USA.  

Home for us is in the west San Fernando 
Valley, and we were parked in my driveway at 
4:30 pm.  The total trip was 1208 miles. 

Out-Takes 
There are a few out-takes (bloopers?) that I 
didn’t mention, mostly out of embarrassment.  
But they are haunting me, and they probably 
need to be on the record.  So here they come.   
 
On the first morning at Alfonsina’s one of the 
American homeowners graciously tried to 
charge one of our batteries with one of those 
large, rolling battery charge units.  They 
operate on 110v a/c power and we ran a line 
from our room to the unit in back.  The battery 
seemed to be taking a charge, so I decided 
once again to light off our Honda generator 
and, with its DC battery charging cable, try to 
charge the other battery.  In the whole ordeal 
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we really had never charged either battery 
long enough to see if they could be 
recharged.  Well, detailed engineer that I am, 
I cleverly reversed the polarity of the cables.  
It took the battery about 30 seconds to 
explode.  That’s right, literally explode.  It was 
like a rifle shot, and it blew about half of the 
top of the battery right off.  That got 
everybody’s attention, and fortunately no-one 
was hurt or sprayed with acid. 
 
Another blunder was revealed when 
someone shined a light into the exploded 
battery and saw that it had water-filled cells.  
I had cleverly thought that the batteries were 
sealed, and had, in the 1.5 years that I 
owned them, never thought to add water.  So 
it is highly likely that the whole situation was 
caused by my own pilot error, in failing to 
check and fill the batteries with water. 
 
 OK I feel much better now having confessed 
all that.  In any event, it all worked out, we 
got home safe, the trip was fabulous even 
with the battery mishaps, and the cultural 
shock of returning to my frantic life in LA is 
fading.  I’m already thinking about my next 
trip south. 


