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Desert Sanctuary

You have to wander off the beaten path a bit to find this
old-Mexico treasure. But what awaits is surely worth the trip.

Text by Tracey Minkin :

Photos by Gilda Badillo

Paradise for pilgrims: relaxing spaces for contemplation, conversation, or cocktails at the Todos Santos Inn.

s we lurch our way along the desert track, Sergio Jauregui's

SUV bucks over ruts and rocks. We hit a big one, and like a

rollercoaster rider at full tilt, I levitate off my seat, saved
from a head injury only by the grip of my seatbelt.

“You hit your head?” Sergio hollers
back over the noise of the ride.

I regain my focus on the sere
landscape out my window—Ilow scrub
punctuated by exclamation points
of cacti. This is the desert of Baja
California Sur, the southernmost
portion of that peninsular tail slung
from the other California.Iwatch the
finely ground dust kicked up by our
tires swirl in the hot air and soften the
harsh landscape into muted greys.

“Nope!”I call to the back of his head,
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and in doing so, catch the view out our
front window. The mountain escarp-
ment we've been slogging toward, first
distant when we turned off the coastal
road 15 minutes ago, now looms near.
And suddenly I see, as my guide
maneuvers our vehicle's massive tires
across what now feels loose and sandy
underneath, a small cliff marking the
end of our road.

There's water pouring from it.

An oasis. The sanctuary that cools,
nourishes, and sustains the desert

traveler. The anachronism of plenty
amidst little. Sergio’s waterfall that
marks a clear, meandering and mostly
underground desert river. And, it
turns out, just the right metaphor for
my home base on the Baja, the town
of Todos Santos.

Todos Santos means “all saints,”and
even though I want for ecumenical
identity, I confess I'm here on several
pilgrimages at once. Meteorologically,
I'm a chilly New Englander seeking
winter warmth. Culturally, T hope to



