In the Blink of an Eye

By Bill Payne

In 1992 a friend and I took a trip down to a little town in Baja California called Puertecitos. On that trip I discovered a story of adventure and lost love. The story of Speedy and Linda inspired me to write a song and a nursery rhyme about a man who lost everything in the “Blink of an Eye”. After that trip to Puertecitos my outlook on life was forever changed.  
Puertecitos is about a 6-hour drive south of the Mexican/American Border and is located on the Sea of Cortez side of the Baja peninsula. A friend of mine owned a lot with a trailer located on the water and had given me the key and said have fun. So my friend Jon and I told our wife's goodbye and headed south. We brought with us fishing gear and beer. The trip down was uneventful until we crossed the Mexican border. Once we crossed the border into Mexicali our Baja experience began. It's amazing that feeling you get when you cross the border, I have heard it refereed to as "That Baja Feeling", that felling of escape from the real world. Stress does not exist south of the border, at least the stress that we know back home. Stress that is the product of a structured world of timelines and bills.

After finding our way through town we found the highway that would take us south along the sea of Cortez and to our destination Puertecitos. The road between the border town Mexicali and San Felipe was not bad other then there was no road shoulder and we wondered what we would do if god forsake we had to change a flat tire. When we reached San Felipe it was close to lunchtime so we stopped for a beer and a fish taco. As we were eating lunch we noticed a lot of jeeps and sand rails in town. We really didn’t think much about the fact that they were there, after all this was Baja the birthplace of the Baja Bug. We washed down our last taco with a swig of Mexican beer and hit the road again heading South. 

On the road between San Felipe and Puertecitos the fun began. What looked like a fifteen-minute drive on the map turned out to be a 2-hour roller coaster ride through washouts and potholes. To top it off we found ourselves smack in the middle of the Baja one thousand off road race, a 1,000-mile race from Ensenada to the tip of Baja California. As we slowly navigated our way through the potholes, jeeps and sand rails sped around us as we slowly made our way to Puertecitos.

We finally arrived in Puertecitos and settled down around a campfire as the sun went down. The jeeps and sand rails were long gone and we never saw them again the entire trip. The next morning we awoke to the sun coming up over the ocean. This was an amazing site for me being born and raised in Southern California. I was use to the sun going down over the ocean. We spent the morning fishing with no luck. As we returned to the trailer we noticed a small shack about a mile north of us. We decided to hop in our car and check out the little shack. As we approached the shack we read a sign that read "Speedy's Camp". We went inside and ordered a cold beer from a slightly overweight Mexican gentleman. Our beer was served with an old newspaper wrapped around the bottle to keep it cold. Jon and I were the only guests and pulled up a seat next to a large window that overlooked the sea. The window was a 4 by 8 cut out on the side of the building with no glass. The fresh sea air blew through the window and felt refreshing on our faces. The sea was just 20 feet beyond our window. Within that twenty feet was a sandy beach. A small rowboat badly weathered sat in the sand partially buried. When I finished my beer I got up and was on my way to order another beer when I noticed a small poem on the wall. The poem was mounted on an old piece of plywood that had been burnt and treated for effect. As I read the poem I was overcome by a story of adventure, and lost love. Wow I asked the man who served me my next beer " who was this poem written for?". "That is the story of my life" he replied. He would not comment any further. I strolled back to my chair overlooking the sand and the ocean and thought of the poem I had just read. It was then while gazing out at the Sea of Cortez I realized that all my life I had spent my time making plans for who I would be and what I would do but never paid much attention to were I was, who I was and those I loved. The story of Speedy the Mexican man behind the bar consumed me. The story of a man who had made plans to spend a lifetime with his beloved wife ended when she tragically died. Speedy's life had changed in the blink of an eye.   

Our trip home from Puertecitos was uneventful. Jon and I returned to our families and jobs sunburned from 5 days in Mexico. That trip changed my life. I came to realize that in the "blink of an eye" your life can change. From that point forward I made a point to be grateful for all that I had and those who I loved. 

That poem that hung on the wall at Speedy's Camp became the inspiration for the song Puertecitos and a Children's Nursery Rhyme titled Speedy and Sweaty. It is my hope that Speedy’s story will inspire you to live each moment of your live to the fullest and appreciate every breath that you take.

