
Part IV: North to Michoacan 
 

To the Beach – Nudists, Hippies, Surfers and Boomers 
After checking out of our rental in San Pablo Etla, we drove the mountainous “ rode from hell”  (the one I swore I’d never 
do again back in 2003) to the Pacific Coast. We broke the drive up by staying one night in a delightful little mountain 
resort at the half-way point. The best campground on the Oaxacan coast is at Zipolite Beach, which is mostly a very low 
budget hammock and palapa area favored by youthful Euringos and often aging nudists. Los perros, of course, love 
romping on the beach and engaging in standoffs with the sand crabs. After several days at Zipolite, we drove north a short 
distance to the surfer’s paradise of Puerto Escondido for a brief stay. We then bounced our way north to Acapulco on the 
“ tope”  highway. “Topes”  are the ubiquitous and quite effective speed bumps that one finds all over Mexico, except on the 
toll roads. Driving a highway laden with these things is quite tedious. Acapulco may have the worst traffic on the face of 
the planet, although mercifully, it does have a long, overpriced and underused tunnel that plows under its largest hill. I 
first visited Acapulco when I was 16 and thought then it was the cat’s meow, “muy elegante.”  We went to Acapulco on 
our honeymoon in 1978 after it already had started its long decline. It really got too big for its britches and too polluted, 
although it still has its “elegante”  spots. We stopped at a campground about 5-10 miles northwest of Acapulco for the 
night, our third stay at this particular spot. The first time, in 2003, our blind Shar Pei, Roscoe, fell into the pool, and we 
had a hard time fishing him out. I noticed a new sign by the pool now, “no dogs.”   Ho hum, more days at the beach.   
 

Back to the Highlands and a Week in Pátzcuaro, Michoacán 
Pátzcuaro is located at about 7000 feet and therefore has a very temperate climate. It is one of my favorite places in 
Mexico and it grows on me with every visit.  It has more rain than the other areas we usually visit, which means it is much 
greener. The city is right-sized, about 48,000, but only 30 miles from Morelia, which is large and has everything a city has 
to offer. Pátzcuaro oozes the same charm as San Miguel de Allende, without being overrun (yet) by Gringos. It has long 
been a popular Mexican tourist destination. When we first visited in 2003, we stayed at Villas de Pátzcuaro, a hotel/RV 
park combo. We stayed in the hotel because it allows dogs. At the time, there were only a few RVs parked here.  Now, the 
campground is so full that anytime anyone turns on an appliance, the voltage sags (we can tell because our lights dim), or 
else the power goes out completely. As is typical in Mexican RV campgrounds, there are a handful of Euringos in odd-
ball do-it-yourself campers that they ship to North America, Canadians outnumber Yankees, and les Québécois have their 
own sizeable caucus. 
 
Left: Patzcuaro                Right: Dance of the Old Men 

 



Above left: Arte in Pátzcuaro 
Above right: Ex-convento (and very unofficial dog-park) at Tzintzuntzan 
 
Pátzcuaro is located near a large, eponymous lake. Indigenous villages that produce a variety of crafts surround the lake. 
An English- language tourist brochure incongruously described the lake’s fisheries as follows: 

“ Its fishermen are worldwide known, due to the butterfly form nets, that they use to fish the delicious white fish 
which is in extinction at the present time.”    

Further down, under “gastronomy,”  the brochure recommended that tourists sample, you guessed it, the extinct “delicious 
white fish.”  

We took a launch out on the lake to a nearby island, Janitzio, where a picturesque village climbs its steep slopes. The 
village culminates in an extremely unattractive (in my view) statue of a revolutionary hero. Nevertheless, we made the 
obligatory huff and puff climb to the top.  

Pátzcuaro, and particularly the pueblos around the lake, offer numerous opportunities to part with one’s pesos. We drove 
around and visited many different villages.  
 
On the lake northeast of Pátzcuaro is the charming little village of Tzintzuntzan. Tzintzuntzan’s semi-onomatopoeic 
meaning in P©urépechan is “hummingbird,”  or “place of the hummingbirds.”  
 
The artesañas stands in Tzintzuntzan are a feast for the eyes. However, since we maxed out on purchases in Oaxaca, we 
just looked (to the vendors’  considerable disappointment). In another village, we did invest in two custom made 
sombreros ($7.50 each) after touring a hat-making “ factory,”  where hats are placed on molds, then shaped by applying 
heat from a direct flame below the molds. (See photos). Then they are finished by hand.  
 

  
  Hat Molds     Hombre, Que Guapo!   Milo Gets a Fitting 


