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t’s the youngest sea on the planet. Born 
5 million years ago when the earth’s 

plates shifted—separating what is now the 
Baja peninsula from mainland Mexico. Today, 
the Sea of Cortez, also known as the Gulf of 
California, is as geographically stunning as it is 
ecologically diverse. The 1,400-kilometre strip 
of subtropical water is home to 39 percent of 
the world’s marine mammal species. Little 
wonder the sea and its 244 islands have been 
declared a world heritage site by UNESCO.

So when we heard that Moorings Charters 
had added powerboats to their fleet in La 
Paz, we jumped at the chance to explore. My 
husband John and I, with two dear friends, 
David and Anne, arrived a couple of days 
early to enjoy the amenities at the Costa Baja 
Resort and Marina. Located not far out of 
the city of La Paz and just a few minutes 
walk from the 47' catamaran that would soon 
become our home away from home during 
our eight-day adventure. 

Swimming With Sea Lions  
As Moorings Charter custom-
ers, we were welcome to take 
advantage of the resort’s exclu-
sive Beach Club—which we happily did. 
But even more memorable than bartender 
Salvador’s piña coladas was our trip to Los 
Islotes. Here, we were told, we could swim 
with California sea lions. While we could 
have taken our charter boat to the site our-
selves, anchoring at the site is not allowed. 
So we chose to join one of the area’s many 
organized day trips. After being sized for 
wet suits at one of the marina’s dive shops 
(we weren’t quite in the tropics here so the 
water was still slightly chilly in April) we 
joined a group for the cruise north to two 
craggy guano-covered volcanic rocks that, 
for some reason, are heaven to a colony 
of about 200 sea lions. When we jumped 
into the water, masks and snorkels in 
place, it was like sounding the recess bell 

to the adolescent sea lions. While 
the enormous males and their 
harems sat on shore bellowing, 
the kids came out to play. At first 

they kept their distance, putting on great 
acrobatic shows for us. But soon enough 
they became bolder and—like enormous 
puppies—started grabbing our legs and 
arms with their mouths. As I struggled 
to keep my neoprene-encased body from 
floating to the surface, one curious young-
ster came to rest on top of me and stuck its 
nose in my mask. Perhaps this isn’t every-
one’s idea of fun, but for us, it was truly the 
experience of a lifetime.

Under Way  On the day we were handed 
the keys to our impressive 474 Powercat 
we were both excited and intimidated at 
the thought of being entrusted with such a 
large new boat. Forty-seven feet of length 
was one thing, but a 24' beam was quite 

By Linda Aylesworth

I

Powerboat Charter in Baja
Desert, abundant wildlife, crystal waters, secluded anchorages and a chance encounter with fame

The sun-scorched 
red ear th of the 
Sonoran Desert.








