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10 Days on Catalina 470 Last Resort

By Sharon B. Drechsler, Executive Officer

it may sound clichéd, but the 25-to-
30-knot wind literally hums around
our Catalina 470s 65-foot mast as
we laid at anchor, safely cosseted
in Puerto Santo Tomas. Hubster/Cap-
tain Dick, friends Charlene and Norm Perron
{Commodore, Catalina 42 Association) and I
were well away from Coral Hotel & Marina,
beginning our 10-day, 600-mile trek aboard
S/V Last Resort from Ensenada to Turtle Bay
and back, along the coastline of Mexico’s Baja
California.

Our first night was at anchor in a sea-
weed-laden inlet at Puerto Santo Tomas.
The evening was spent stowing provisions
and completing last minute details. We were
careful to ensure that cans of chicken are kept
accessible. Ten years earlier, Norm had crewed
for a boat during the Baja Haha — the annual
autumnal rally from San Diego to Turtle Bay
— and had come away greatly impressed by
the abundance of fresh fish delivered to their
stern each evening by fishermen returning
home. His crew had found the Baja fishermen
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so sated with fish that they enjoyed swapping
their catch for tins of chicken breast. So we
were prepared to barter.

We got underway at first light, traveling
through an ephemeral fog and over silky-
smooth, undulating water, past Isla San Mar-
tin’s notorious Roca Ben, past Punta Baja on
the mainland and toward Isla San Geronimo.
Charlie’s Charts warned of heavy kelp beds.
We dodged seaweed and what Norm called
‘antlers’ for three miles as we glided through
the Stygian-like grayness toward the east side
of the island. On the way in, we spotted seven
or eight whales — both California grey and
humpbacks.

While Dick and Norm replenished the 26
gallons of spent diesel from jerry jugs, Char-
lene and I got a jumpstart on cockrails. So far,
so good, we figured.

We departed Isla San Geronimo before
dawn, first light was quickly engulfed by
heavy fog as we motor in light air. The scene
was eerie as we crossed Bahia Sebastian Viz-
caino and approached Isla Cedros. Gradually,
the fog rolled back, almost biblically, and Isla
Cedros emerged looking like a Japanese brush
painting of smoky Mount Fuji. The North
Anchorage was dense with raucous and randy
sea lions. That evening we watched as the sea
lion couples would first spar with one another
in a process that could only be described as
necking and then they would collapse for a
fifteen-minute-long snooze before facing off
with one another again. We greatly enjoyed
this serting which is so devoid of people. This
must have been what Catalina Island was like
before humans arrived.

We saw barely a soul during the four-day
journey down Baja’s rocky coast. Populated

by fishing communities, tiny pueblos appeared
infrequently along the coastline. Norm’s han-
kering for fresh fish was apparently going to
have to wait as we saw no fishing activity.
We had a cool, foggy motor-sail for most of
the trip. Our Catalina 470’ turbo-charged
diesel engine performed with amazing effi-
ciency. At 2550 rpm, it burned approximately
1.3 gallons of fuel per hour with only the help
of some current and a mainsail.

Once we reached Turtle Bay, or Bahia
de Tortugas, the fog cleared completely and
we peeled off our caps and foul weather
gear in what had quickly become tropi-
cally warm, sunny weather. We spent sev-
eral pleasant days exploring the small town,
Puerto San Bartolome (population, less than
1,000). We were certain we could find fish
for Norm here. After all, Turtle Bay boasts
three restaurants! But no, they were all closed
for the week in honor of Mother’s Day.
As we planned our departure, we were puz-
zled by conflicting weather forecasts. The cur-
rent GRIB weather file only showed 15-to-20-
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