Playa Colora
by

Eyes Right

Fajardo, Puerto Rico – Every once in a while I get lucky and discover something very special which nature has to offer.  In this case, I was introduced to a wonderful, secluded, beautiful beach by the owner of our bed and breakfast here, Gladys.  I had asked if there were any unusual attractions in the area, and she had become very animated.
“We have two wonderful beaches,” she replied in a heavily accented English.  “They are our secrets.”

I listened as she continued, accompanying her speech with animated motion.  She was obviously very proud of these beaches.

“To get there takes some hiking.  Can you do this?”

I nodded an enthusiastic “Si!”

“It is very special.  You go to the Seven Seas beach – it will be crowded.  Go to the last life guard stand and you will see a path into the forest.  Follow it.  It is safe. We have no poisonous anything here in Puerto Rico.  No bad snakes.  No nothing.  Keep on walking.  You will see some iguanas along the way.  They are harmless.  When you hear the sound of the waves, follow the path to the right.  You will soon be on Playa Colora.  It is wonderful!”
Gladys had, if anything, understated the wonders of Playa Colora.  After a fascinating long walk through a mangrove forest – filled with birds and countless iguanas – we walked onto a deserted beach facing north to the Atlantic.  The sand had an overall appearance very reddish in color, but on closer inspection, the red grains of sand were mixed with tiny white pieces of quartz which glimmered in bright sunlight. Near the water the beach was steep, and waves were crashing with considerable energy.  At this tip of land on the northeast end of the island there was no protective barrier reef to lessen the energy of the waves which had traveled thousands of miles of open water before reaching their destination.  It was not a beach for weak swimmers due to what appeared to be a strong undertow.  But, so long as one remained near shore, there was no serious danger.  If I had children of any age in tow, I would have kept a very close eye on them.
Although it was late January, the water temperature was very comfortable, perhaps in the high 70’s.  Over the next two hours, two other couples and one man came to enjoy the beach and to sunbathe.  It was idyllic.  

When we left, we retraced our path until we returned to the fork in the trail.  We now turned right and proceeded another quarter mile to an entirely different beach which Gladys had called “The Hidden Beach.”  Ironically, more people were here, including a large chaperoned group of school children ranging in age from about 8 to 15.  One of the adults was a nun who was walking in the surf in her habit.  Hidden Beach was just the opposite of Playa Colora.  It did have a protective reef, so the waves were nearly non-existent.  There was a strong current running parallel to the beach, but it made for great floating in the increased buoyancy of the salt water.  Again we stayed about two hours and did considerable swimming in the calm waters.
Upon our return to the bed and breakfast that evening, we ensured that we thanked Gladys and told her, “La Playa Colora es maravilloso!’ 
Her reply was one equally maravilloso Puerto Rican smile.

I thought you might like to know.
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