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Foreword

At a significant crossroads in life Yelapa, called my name. 
On pure whim, I traveled to- and then found- myself 
seduced by this remote village accessible only by water 
taxi. What started as a vacation adventure ended up 
bewitched and spellbound. 

Tantalizing. Indigenous. Juicy. Enticing lures. Tempting 
provocations. Vortex intuition. Undisguised discoveries. 
Heightened sensuality. Captivating vibrations. Beckoning 
calls. Barefoot jungle journey. Twilight night. Shamanic 
induction. Soul retrieval. Contemplative reflections. 

Yelapa once found, remains in your heart. 
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THE Magic OF Yelapa
Yelapa

Just eleven days were spent in Yelapa, Mexico. This indigenous 
place captured my soul, opened my heart, and offered hope for my 
future that remained uncertain. This was a time of introspection. And
through events that culminated in a tribal ceremony I found my lost 
self once again. Come, take a walk with  me, as my journey unfolds.

Yelapa was a small remote village accessible by water taxi an hour 
south of Puerto Vallarta (PV). The community backed by mountains 
encircles an intimate, picturesque bay. This was home to several 
small anchored fishing boats in various colors. Buoyantly they bob 
upon the bay water. Pelicans perch gracefully upon their bows and 
sterns, appearing to be in restful contemplation.

The bay inlet sits quiet, except for the randomly scheduled water 
taxi. This was a common daily fare for locals and tourists. Supplies 
to keep the village alive, also float in from time to time. Thereafter, 
an ardent exchange of goods occur between boat hands to local 
merchants.
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The town itself sits cradled inside the folds of the hills engulfing the 
bay. Homes were planted naturally among the foliage. Thatched 
roofs were dried, seasoned palms. Some dwellings were constructed 
of stucco, wire mesh, and cement. Their walls flaunt yellow, orange, 
and red; colors of their sunrises and sunsets. Adobes bear 
individuality. Many were built artfully. Natural and man-made 
materials were woven together to create useful, practical spaces, 
with no frills. Some had only roofs and depend on the natural 
privacy screens of nature for walls. The warm to extremely humid 
weather permits this option.

The main boulevard stretches and circles the length of the bay and 
somewhere beyond. This pathway was built as a cobble stone road, 
yet it was lined with character. Steps were built into the terrain to 
navigate elevation changes. Sometimes the path becomes broken. At
times it turns into dirt or water crossings, which then redirects 
travelers. One needs to watch where they place their feet. The path 
can turn windy, steep, rough, and lead to magical places. The main 
thoroughfare even randomly coils through backyard aisle ways to 
resident homes. This passage only allows foot traffic and horses, 
which mostly consist of mules.

Unfixed dogs wander, as did cats, chickens, and if gates were left 
unhitched, donkeys roam. Small animals had stewards, yet belong to
no one. Everyone care takes them. The dogs and cats were happy 
eating the remains of dead fish, leftovers from the sea catch, and 
offerings from dinner plates. Not one looks starved, but will 
gratefully accept any accessible nourishment. Horses were owned as
automobiles. Meaning there was a hierarchy and status in this type 
of ownership. Depending on one’s lifestyle an equine can mean 
certain livelihoods were esteemed. Both horses and mules appear 
healthy. Their eyes were big, brown, and soulfully bright. No hay 
bales for feeding were apparent. Presumably equines graze on local 
vegetation. Perhaps leftover corn tortillas!
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The land bears fruits like candy that melt in your mouth. Papayas, 
avocados, bananas and fruit nectars were deliciously-thickly rich. 
Yum! The ocean provides abundant harvests. The sea life, Tilapia, 
was freshly grilled at the diners. Caught right off the docks it was 
juicy, meaty and succulent. A harvest of tasty flavors if one loves 
this palate. 

The residents were Mexican, of course. They live close to- and with-
the land, understanding what they take, they need to replenish. Their
world was far from civilization. These home grown folks live green. 
All that was needed was gleaned from the land. And, from what the 
occasional water taxi brings in.

Everyone their had purpose. Some fish. Others run stores. A few 
owned restaurants. Tourism was big. Families rent casas (rooms) to 
tourists. Native women bear, then rear their children and share in 
parenting as a community. Men did construction projects. As with 
any city there were buildings in progress. Very many projects were 
pending restoration. And, some were flat out forgotten and left 
abandoned.

There was one atypical American resort. It sits perfect looking; 
alone on the other side of the bay, as if exempt from the heart of the 
real town. Yelapa has no timetable. It's called Yelapa time. A 
wristwatch was not needed. To catch a water taxi, you wait. Within 
an approximate time range the taxi arrives.

At first impression, the town looks deserted. Many shops appear 
shut down. As a newcomer the village feels remote, and terribly 
isolated. Within a few days, it's evident Yelapa was quite robust. 
Shopkeepers open their doors on demand. Villagers display their 
wares and line the streets. And, idle local men sit along corner curbs.
This was where they watch the tourists. Always friendly, they know 
you within days. When your trip was over they know it. Friendly 
good-byes and come see me again echoes behind.
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There were many special spots to discover. One can stand on a 
veranda high a top a hillside. In one breath you can inhale a star 
studded sky, a vast sparkling galaxy. The following exhale can 
reveal glistening lights of a sleeping town below. The tide laps echo 
upward, softly from the shoreline. This hand-hewn settlement was 
magically alive. And, crudely romantic. A true gem disguised to the 
ordinary Westerner’s eye. No one knows this better than a converted 
visitor. Once you experience Yelapa, there was no turning back.

From the get-go, Yelapa had my heart. But it was not for everyone. 
By most American standards it was primitive. If you were looking 
for five-star accommodations, go elsewhere. If you seek to be 
served, here you will find self-service. There were few hotels in the 
area that catered to that lifestyle. That was not why I went. 

If you ache to smell beautiful fragrances, you will be filled with 
wild, raw stenches. Feral aromas of intact male dogs waft nearby. 
Whiffs of sewage escape often. And fresh donkey dung grace the 
streets. On warmer days, you may bathe in your own sweat. Houses 
there were not about modern amenities. Rather, homes were about 
function. Perhaps primitive as some might see it, and not what one 
might be accustomed too. 

If visiting a contained menagerie was your preference, there wild 
things roam. Bees, the size of hummingbirds, buzz by your head and
float about your torso. Scorpions lay silent after a full rain. And, in 
waiting to sting an unsuspecting victim via a misplaced finger or 
toe. And deep in the jungle snakes the height and width of a man, 
may surprise and stave you from your path. 

With the exception of prepackaged cookies, food comes raw, 
natural, and a la carte. Except for the outdoor dining, you-fix-it-for-
yourself. If you seek prime rib, roast beef, and ham platters—or 
thick medium-rare cow steaks that ooze Au juices, it did not exist. 
Instead, white fresh ocean catches were served rare or grilled to 
perfection. Do not look for loaves of fresh baked breads, instead 
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you’ll find flat, unleavened hand patted tortillas. Upon first viewing 
I thought I would starve. But, no, there was food aplenty. The stores 
there were tiny, yet offer ample. Coming from the big city one must 
scale down, mostly in their thinking habits. Upon first viewing food 
appears scarce. But, not so. There was food aplenty. The stores were 
tiny, yet offered ample. It was apparent one must scale down in their
thinking habits.

Yelapa did have bathrooms. Even in the most remote places there 
were toilets with septic systems. But be prepared. Taking a private 
dump without walls can be the norm. You may find showers where 
the water was sun cooked in black hoses. It may turn lukewarm then
cold, so act quick. Shower stalls can be within the confines and 
bordered by nature—under the sky and with little privacy. For most 
that’s all that's required. As for transportation, your taxi was your 
feet. Even when tired. Your labored heart and lungs were your wings
as you puff your way uphill to your temporary refuge called home. 
No, Yelapa was not for the weak of heart, but for some—for me—it 
was utopia. 

I was delighted to be enchanted by another lifestyle. One that 
offered a different window. Untried lands can teach you much about 
other cultures, and most important about yourself. I came searching. 
To find myself I suppose. There were no disappointments as no 
expectations were held. If one holds only acceptance of what was 
right NOW, you will never go wanting.
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A Fateful Intervention

I had only heard of Yelapa for the first time, one month prior, when 
an email arrived. Recently, I had signed up on a spiritually oriented 
website to receive links to various natural- and supernatural 
phenomena. Amongst my many emails, most of which I  deleted, 
this one caught my eye. This email was an invitation to a creativity 
workshop. Starting in Puerto Vallarta, one of my favorite 
destinations, it promised to venture onward to Yelapa, a place I had 
never heard of. The word GO screamed in my head whenever I 
entertained the notion. Following my heart, three weeks later I was 
en route. 

Never had I planned such an impromptu trip. Yet, I just had to go 
see this place. I did not care about the creativity workshop. The Lord
only knew the abundance of creativity I practiced daily. So, I went 
just because I had too. Silly reason really, when I’m so practical. 
And truthfully? Because I saw a big transition coming my way, I 
needed time out to be sure of my next steps.
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Within days I contacted Chloe, who was the trip facilitator and 
leader. Chloe was a true pathfinder in every sense. Serendipitous, 
and I’m sure by no coincidence Chloe was practically a neighbor. 
When her email reached across the globe, we found we only lived 
five miles apart. We also found we had the exact same flight to 
Puerto Vallarta (PV). And so it began. We shared a ride to the 
airport, sat together, and when we both asked for orange juice with 
no ice, we knew without a doubt we were kindred soul sisters.

We had lead parallel lives in many ways. Chloe had also been in a 
long time marriage. After much soul work she courageously told her
husband it would be best if they parted. Chloe needed to honor 
herself. After a lifetime of pleasing and accommodating her parents, 
her husband and others, she decided to follow her heart and abide by
her own needs and wishes. I admired her for coming forth to her 
husband and asking to be released. He was amicable to this idea and 
it appeared that they would remain friends, as it should be. Chloe 
gave me inspiration. Because I was in her tracks, two footfalls 
behind.

As it turned out the creativity workshop was anything but that. In 
reality there were only three of us who signed up. With the flailing 
economy, a number of anticipated participants had bowed out. Chloe
had already purchased her airline ticket, so she decided to go ahead 
as previously planned. She had done this workshop many times over
the last few years with very large groups. She told stories of the 
various personalities. And, she discussed the challenges of 
constantly corralling her group onward towards their destinations. 

The silliness of keeping track of enlightened free souls sounded 
exhausting! After being responsible, and a caretaker for too many 
years, Chloe needed space to relax. So, unanimously the group opted
in favor of a free flowing vacation. Thank goodness. That fit my no-
care agenda just fine.
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As a group we collectively decided on what day trips we would 
participate in together. We flowed together beautifully. Each with 
our own purpose yet supportive of our individuality withing our new
family group. The other two participants were a couple from the 
southwest. Kelly was a healer and made her living in this manner. 
She gave readings and went to conferences, and thereby traveled a 
lot. Kelly was a petite, blond, warm, nurturing, and adorable. If she 
was in high school most girls might envy her. She knew how to 
wave her femininity under the nose of a male and command their 
full attention. At least it worked with Matt, her partner. 

Matt was a competent and accomplished businessman with a heart 
of gold, that embraced a very logical male brain, a really kind man. 
Matt knew spirituality from his mind’s understanding. Meaning Matt
was continually rationalizing new concepts. This was typical when 
one was introduced to unfamiliar ideas. Matt had a huge heart. To 
his credit, even his analytical male brain contributed a wonderful 
perspective to our clan.

There were two other endearing members who were part of our 
group. They had started out with Chloe and myself in PV. Maria, a 
very old dear friend of Chloe’s, now was in charge of Casa 
Milagros, the house where we stayed. And Anthony, Maria’s partner,
was a caretaker there as well. Maria came to Mexico about seven 
years prior to help out a missionary, and consequently stayed. Fluent
in Spanish, and with a deep understanding of this culture, Marie was
an indispensable guide. At five foot six, Maria stood my height, but 
appeared much taller. She was lean, strong, graceful, and wore her 
dark hair long. A truly beautiful woman, Maria was passionate and 
absolutely energized by life. 

Anthony, had curly hair just like mine, but prettier. The hair I mean. 
It fell long in ringlets unlike my hair, which had turned animal wild 
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frizzy in that hot, humid climate. Anthony was genuine and funny 
beyond belief. Anthony spent the last year as a caretaker on a ranch 
in the states. Then his discovery of Maria, and his love for her, 
found him in Yelapa. 

The house we stayed in was owned by Angelita. However, she was 
gone all but the last couple days we lodged there. In place her grown
son presided, but made himself scarce. So basically it was just the 
six of us, four woman, and two men who traveled and played 
together. I saw us as a family—a clan of sorts. Truly it was nice to 
be among my own. Meaning, we had similar spiritual ideals. We 
lived within the intention of being guided by our heart, not from our 
heads. We believed in like-mind persuasions, but as any religion we 
each had our our own viewpoints. In this group, it was easy to 
express what was on our minds without restraint or  judgment. This 
was a first time for me. This element did not exist in my marriage, or
in any other facet in my life. It was terrifically freeing. And so, by 
chance or fate I found myself a new family for the next eleven days.
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Casa Milagros

Casa Milagros sat high on the hill at the end of the horseshoe of the 
bay. One hundred and eighty-seven steep steps brought you to her 
doorstep. A tiled green bench under a palm leaf roof, compliments of
the host, sat halfway up as a resting spot. My legs were in good 
shape from horseback riding, but my cardio needed help. By the end
of the week my body did better, but I was still not bounding up the 
stairs. Let’s put it this way. You picked how many times a day you 
wanted to take a walkabout to town. There was another route out 
back. Through the laundry lines, open the gate, and by way of the 
town graveyard with white stone grave markers, there was a dirt 
path which lead down hill into town. This sharp descent was the 
back route into the village way below. So yes, there was the choice 
of two routes depending on your mood at the moment: climb steps 
or climb the hill.
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Casa Milagros was a very nice, estate house by Yelapa standards. At 
its heart was a huge kitchen. It contained two stoves, lots- and all of 
it- open shelving, two long work benches with storage beneath, and 
three refrigerators. It was a home to house many. There were three 
levels with ten large bedrooms that sleep two to four people each 
room. A couple bedrooms had bathrooms, the rest shared. It turned 
out by good fate and great fortune I had a bedroom with an attached 
bathroom all to myself. This was a god-send when Montezuma’s 
revenge hit me hard. 

The rooftop was wonderful for stargazing and had a palapa (a 
sleeping area) for romantic sleepovers. There was no living room 
per SE, but just off the kitchen there was a large veranda. It served 
as living, dining and entertainment center. This was where we ate, 
drank, played, conversed and lived. This high top perch held an 
awesome view of Yelapa. The house was most comfortable, the bay 
view incredible, and for this trip it was perfect. Casa Milagros I 
learned at the end of my trip meant House of Miracles. A well 
intentioned name, it truly was.
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Finding Yelapa

Sometimes I sit and think, and don’t fully know what happened to 
me in Yelapa. There were no proper words for the person I found. 
All I can do is to encourage everyone to find their Yelapa. One did 
not need to go to afar to find it. I found it many times at home in my 
own backyard with my animals. Yelapa was found while riding my 
horses, playing with my dogs and Grand kids, or even remembering 
the Peyote place. I know my other friends find their Yelapa by 
knitting or sewing, drawing and painting, reading a good book, 
fixing fences, plowing gardens, running marathons, doing mundane, 
seemingly humble chores, taking a quiet bath or warm shower, 
setting up a Christmas tree, and communing with nature.

Ah, yes, NATURE is most certainly the one place Yelapa will be 
waiting for you. Find an ancient oak grove to wander in. Follow a 
meandering footpath up the hillside. Tumble and roll over and over 
as a child in a field of clover. Hike mountain peaks and valleys. 
Submerge yourself in river runoffs. Float in a lake bed. Surround 
yourself in a pool of Mother Earth’s hot springs. Sink your hands 
deep into the earth to replant life. Or sit silent and be still out in your
garden, or upon your lawn. Alone, natural and without hindrance, 
Nature will always give you Yelapa.
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Yelapa was not a place. It is a state of being. A condition of the heart
—not the mind. It is the Zen within. Utopia. Nirvana. Oneness. Tao. 
Chi. God. Soul. The Ying and the Yang combined. It is all. It is 
nothing. It is what it is. No one can find it for you, but you. Yelapa 
may call you as it did me. Then again, it may not. It may come along
silently, slipping into your being ever so gently like the small ripples
of a tide. I had indeed experienced Yelapa many times. But, this 
particular sojourn brought me back to a place so deeply embedded 
inside; a primal connection that linked me to my origin. In 
remembering I felt it. I knew it. I was and am it. 

Yelapa dwells within me, and around me. Yelapa is me. Even my son
noticed Yelapa in my voice on the phone. “Mom, you sound so—so 
calm, at peace.” Yes, I was. I am happy at peace with a contentment 
and resolve I never had. And, all I have to do to remember Yelapa is 
to breathe, deeply.

I discovered many things in Yelapa. I relearned, relived, 
reawakened, but mostly remembered. I became whole again. Yes, 
Anam, you were and always had been my soul. The other half of me 
acknowledged. And in remembering we reacquainted, and merged 
once again. I could have never found my Yelapa without this 
unification of mind, body, spirit, and Peyote. My Anam continues to 
be my guiding light. A beckoning lighthouse in my fog. My spiritual
immersion consummates me. In remembering my soul—my Anam—
my circle completes myself. This I know. 

And, for you my dear friends, I want the same for you. Go find your 
Yelapa. Make peace with your now life, so you too can be whole. 
Whatever it takes, however you do it. Find your Yelapa for you. 
Even if we never meet in this lifetime, that is my one wish and hope 
for you. To all who inhabit Mother Earth, I urge every single one: 

Go Find Your Yelapa.  
And REMEMBER.
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Finding Yelapa:

Be alone
Stay silent
Listen
Learn
Accept what is
Acknowledge
Be gracious and grateful
Be in joy
Love
Imagine
Dream
Believe
Create
Do
Wake up
Get unplugged
Stay unattached
Be unencumbered 
Hug animals
Connect with nature
Absorb earth's elements
Look at yourself
Love yourself
Look deep inside to see
Breathe not for air, but for life
Breathe deeply and expand
Be one with it, whatever it is
And remember your essence—your soul self
There was more, there is always more.
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Thank You for Previewing

PLEASE Rate & Comment 
Where you purchased this book!
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Patty Ann is a life-long educator who has taught college, high 
school, and was an Instructional Designer who wrote training 
for corporate development. Now Patty authors a variety of genres. 
From fiction and non-fiction, to real life use-it-now lesson books.

Patty is an avid animal lover. Her book proceeds benefit animal 
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