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Travel *

Best part of Riviera Nayarit includes dinner at Betty Vasquez

LR

iy Anne 2. Cooke

SAN BLAS, Mexico — Does your
fivorite celebrity chef spring o mind
when you're fecling pockssh, dlicking
through the channds and looking for
@ couking show? Mot

The mume “Betty Yasquez” dida't
ring my bell, cither. But when I
searched the internet for “Mexico
famous chefs,” | found her in San
Blas, bn the state of Nayarit, north of
Puert Vallarta,

Later on, when Steve, my hushand,
sugpested that we spend ane of aur
Puerto Vallart vacation days driving
north along the Riviera Navarit, [
wprewd, as long as 1t inchuded dinner
at Betty's, n San Blas.

Until then [ hadn't realioed that tie
horder between the fwo states, Jalison
and Nayarit, i just north of the air-
port, at the Rio (river] Ameco,
Beyorsd the border you're in wonder-
land, on one of Mexico's last,
unspaded rropical coasts.

Still a bit aff the grid, it's a gorous
refisge for wildlifie, with bundreds of
emply sand beaches, clear-water
streams and mangrove swanmps thick
with birds, fish, crocodiles, small
amamimials and even ling-like cats.

Diriving there we'd pass a dosen -
e villuges, from Nuews Vallarta s

Hlamingoes to Bucenas, Huanscastle,
Punsta Mita, Sayulita, San Francisoon,
Lo de Marcas, Guayabitos and Cha-
cala, hefore ever reaching San Blas,

Bat it wasn't that far, aconrding to
Sonia, the conderge at our hotel, the
Miraval, in Nuevo Vallima “San Blas
s a three-hour drive, lots of curves,
bt swenic,” she said.

“Tuke your toothbrush and sty
wvemight. Thea you'll have tine 1o
stop along the way in Bucerias,
Savulita and San Pancho, Everviaody
3 i the ocean and vou cun gt

e
lunch.”
We left Puerto Vallurts carly the

i “smowbirdy” e Caads.

next morning heading north on
Highway 200, following the cosstline.
passing miles of sandy shores and
ralling waves, thrilled to be seving
something new.

Steve, who'd done some research,
wondered whether San Blas, now a
ey farm town, was the sime port
of call where, from the 16th century
iz, Spain’s trepsure ships, reluming
Erom the Philippine. first made land

Eall, saopping e ot fresh wates.

Later, in 17 em Spain decided
to push her copire morth, as far us
Muska, San Blas became an offickal

vl pasrt, Tt was hoere thut Fatbier

Jumipero Serra, the Spanish priest,
and a company of soldscrs embarked,
sabling north 1o build California's
missone.

Chur first stop, in Tuceritas, was hst
long encagh te explore the expansive
arrs and crafts street marker, on
Lazaro Cardenas Avenie, and for a
10-minute swimn in the ocean, a block
vy, As we were leaving, two friend
Iy Carsdians in bathing suits, there
for the winter scusan, stopped to urge
us o jain thern. I8 imarvelous,” they
sald

Thie moxt stog war the Four Scasons
anid the W Head, for o ook st aach

eesort’s very special bobby art, inchid-
ing patntings, pottery and Huichel
headed figures and murals

A few miles on we reached Sayulita,
an art colony and anc of Mexico's
historic “magic towns.” With gal-
leties, shops, cafes, coffee shops. cot
tages and shesds crowded omo every
baildable inch, its cobblestone Lises
were s boisterons as ey were colar
ful. Joining mobs of shoppers, mostly
Mexican vacationers, we found @
beachside cafe and orderad e tel

Eventually we reached San Pancho

San Francison, officially — o place

T rensentrer beeu L

eeniral plaza and watched the igua-
mas in a trec, then spofted a strect
artist whe sobd nee a primisive paint-
g "My Eather paints ol of these,” he
said, showing e half doren differ
ent scenes. " He makes the paper,
o,

Colored fags strung between the
rooftops — & recent trend, It seems
— lod the way to the oocan and Las
Palmas Restaurant on the beach,
where we sat under an umbrella,
watched the surfers and ordered
lunch, Lingering over a plarrer with
six kinds of tacns and a couple of
pints, an hour ticked away before we
ot it, By the time we reached San
Blas the sun was keaning westwand,
barthing the cocan in a sivery sheen.

As we circled the plaza, passing
maothers pushing babics In stroflers,
obd men playing checkers, and skinny
kids chasing around the fountain, |
caupght a whiff of harbecued pork A
wave of nostalgia made my heart
thump, and [ felt like a fifth-grader
again, travellng with my parents.

San Blas, I could see, wouldn't be
on the average traveler's bucket st
Bact simplicity i its charm. I you've
seen Alfonso Cuaron’s Film " Roma.”
astory of erdinary people coping
with life in Mexico in the 1970s,
your Il ke what 1 migats,
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