
Sea To Saguaro 703km Permanent
Ride Report

San DiegoTo Jacumba: Original Route

San Diego To Jacumba: Alternate Route 
All week long the skies were full of smoke and ash as 
Firestorm-2007 swept over San Diego County. From 
Tecate near the border in the south, to Camp Pendleton 
in the north, all county residents were affected by the 
fires. By mid week, the winds had died and firefighters 
were making progress by hand and air. The original STS 
route from Ocean Beach to Hwy. 94 was closed at Otay 
Lakes, with no detour option. By Thursday, all roads 
were closed eastward from San Diego except one. That 
was the I-8 corridor through Alpine. Perhaps we could 
route around and take Mission Gorge through Lakeside, 
Alpine and on to Jacumba before heading eastward.

After serious deliberation, John and I decided to “go” and 
Friday morning saw us in the light smoke as we plodded through Santee. I told John at the time, I wasn’t being 
unfriendly, but I didn’t want to chat while breathing through my nose. It looked clear out and you couldn’t actu-

ally smell the smoke or taste it, but far ahead you could 
see the valleys clouded in haze. We were climbing out 
of it slowly, and I mean slowly. We were on the Hemet 
400K route now as we plodded up to Alpine and a refill at 
Carl’s Jr. The higher we went the better the air seemed 
to be and the turn off onto I-8 saw me taking a picture 
looking back down the Alpine valley and the haze that 
we rode through. Looking northward, you could still see 
billowing smoke in the distance, and I assume from the 
fires around Palomar Mountain.

We soon turned off I-8 and onto Hwy. 79/Japutal Val-
ley Road/Old Hwy. 80 for the short ride down into Pine 
Valley. We decided not to stop in Pine Valley, but instead 
catch the I-8 Rest Area down the other side of the hill by 
Buckman Springs Road. When we arrived with empty 
bottles the gate was closed! John cyclo-crossed the gate 

and rode up to check if the water was on. All systems go and I soon followed to the near empty rest area all to 
ourselves. Only 2 CalTrans workers were there as we stretched out and reflected on the morning ride through 
the haze. It was starting to warm up now as we soon 
rode down Olde Hwy. 80 toward the wind farms and 
climbing to the casino action ahead. We soon were in the 
Boulevard/Manzanita area where Hwy. 94 meets Olde 
Hwy. 80, the junction of the original Sea To Saguaro 
route. The first control was at Jacumba, so we stopped 
at the market there for water and a short rest, after leav-
ing the haze and smoke far behind.

Jacumba To Yuma 
It’s less than 60 miles from Jacumba to the next control 
at Calexico. We were familiar with this route, having 
ridden it several times in the last month on the Waves 
To Cacti and Yuha Scramble. The only climbing is just 
after you leave Jacumba to the junction of I-8 eastbound. 
From there on it’s downhill or generally flat riding. The 

Firestorm-2007: All week long fires burned across San Diego 
County as we decided if it was safe to ride Sea To Saguaro.

Start-Sea To Saguaro: The air cleared enough for us to take 
the only road open east out of San Diego via Alpine/I-8. 

Yuha Desert-Hwy 98: Once again we meet “Cartman” in the 
middle of nowhere, heading west toward Ocotillo. Kool!



winds rule in this area, and can make your ride a real 
pleasure or often miserable. John got a pinch flat on the 
long I-8 downhill after hitting a rock and we ironically 
stopped under a “No Stopping” sign along the I-8 as the 
big rigs whizzed by. Soon we were on the flatland and 
into the Yuha Desert riding into a slight headwind on our 
way to Calexico. I once again saw the “cartman”, wheel-
ing his loaded shopping card westward along Hwy. 98 in 
the middle of nowhere. He must live underground some-
where out in the desert, for it was a long way to Ocotillo. 
Under sunny skies, smooth roads and light cross-winds, 
we worked our mini-paceline to perfection and rolled into 
the Calexico Control in late afternoon. We spent a little 
extra time here, John had his customary sandwich and I 
tried a Cup-O-Noodles before we refilled our bottles and 
headed straight east on Hwy. 98.

The usual heavy truck traffic was again evident in the first 7 miles out of Calexico until the 18-wheelers turned 
southward to the Port Of Entry. The traffic was light and 
the roads good after that. The merge onto I-8 brought us 
full moon rising in the east and careful eyes on the bike 
lanes, which were sometimes littered with tire remains. 
This route would take us straight on I-8 to Winterhaven 
Exit, unlike the other Permanents which we darted on 
and off I-8 near Yuma. Looking northward, the Impe-
rial Sand Dunes were lit up with dune buggies and RV’s 
enjoying  a weekend in the sand. At this point my helmet 
light broke off the mounts and was left dangling on my 
shoulder. Too many click-swivels to check the routeslip 
and computer readings in the dark. A final turn brought 
us into Yuma, AZ, the third control on the way to Tucson.

After a long morning of climbing our average speed was 
up to 13.4mph. We expected it to increase after this, for 
there were only a handfull of climbs left on the route to 

Tucson. There was no real half-way stop on this route, as the next real full service stop was over 100 miles 
away in Gila Bend, AZ. We decided to clean up and take a nap at Motel 6 which was conveniently located next 
to Denny’s and on our Hwy. 95 route. I opted for chicken noodle soup and John had a sandwich as the ser-
vice wasn’t too bad for a change. Back at the room, I washed my clothes and did the towel roll pre-dry routine, 
before I cleaned my chain and re-lubed with Finish Line Dry Wax. I didn’t expect to get much sleep and I didn’t 
as I was prowling around at 2:00 AM looking for a dryer 
to finish off the clothes. I expected to sneak into Denny’s 
for some power spiked oatmeal and pancakes, but that 
didn’t happen as the place was packed with Marines 
and their escorts having a Friday night party. Service 
was super-slow and I finally left around 3:00 AM with 
breakfast behind me. John was ready to roll and walked 
over for breakfast as I was trying to stay awake under 
the shower!. Feeling refreshed, packed and ready to roll, 
we headed eastward around 4:30 under clear skies and 
comfortable temperatures.

Yuma To Gila Bend, AZ 
Highway 95 out of Yuma is super smooth and had light 
traffic early in the morning. A turn south brought us onto 
the Frontage Road next to I-8. This road was in poor 

Full Moon Rising: Smooth ride into Yuma on I-8 with the 
moon just starting to light up the roadway enough to help.

Riding The White Line: Several sections of I-8 bike lane will 
hammer you good unless you ride the white using a mirror.

Arizona Rising:  Sunrise over the Arizona Desert as we ride 
eastward from Yuma to Gila Bend.



condition and we took a beating for 6 miles before we 
ramped onto I-8 eastward toward Gila Bend. Just a few 
miles onto I-8 took us through a well-lighted checkpoint 
on the way up a climb. This was a tough little 2 mile climb 
and the curving downhill that follows was marked by 
gravel in the bike lane and slow speed is advised here. 
Just as the road opens up to the plains below is the Exit 
21 to Dome Valley Road. This road takes you onto Old 
Hwy. 80, which parallels I-8 and passes through several 
small towns on the route eastward, Wellton being the 
largest. On the north side of Old Hwy. 80, the landscape 
is green with irrigated fields for miles. Whereas on the 
south side of I-8 it is desert! Near a little blip called Noah 
and after 17 miles, you’re back onto I-8 and a straight 
ride into Gila Bend, about 80 miles away.

Riding I-8 was an overall good experience, with most of the bike lanes wide and in good condition. There were 
several sections, especially near exits, that were so rough, that we needed to pull over and ride the white line 
to keep from being hammered real good. The State of Arizona has 2 rest stops along this stretch, spaced 

about 30 miles apart. These are well kept, first class rest 
areas, with water, bathrooms and vending machines. In 
addition, small exit stops along the route such as Date-
land and Aztec will keep you well supplied with water. 
Overall, it seemed that there were possible refuel stops 
about every 15 miles all the way to Gila Bend. One thing 
we noticed were the large number of long Southern Pa-
cific freight trains that were heading westward along this 
section. I remember counting over 108 railcars on one 
and they were all doubled up container cargo. The tracks 
run mostly along the southern side of I-8, but switch over 
to the north at Mohawk.

This is the longest section on the route to Tucson, and if 
you encounter a headwind, it will be a miserable ride. We 
encountered only light winds, clear skies and hot temps. 
One highlight on this long stretch, was when John no-

ticed what looked to be a rider 10 miles up the road. We kept chatting about if it was a parked car or a rider. An 
hour later we came across Michael Maresco on a road bike pulling a 2-wheeled kiddie trailer, loaded with Ron 
Paul signs!. John put it in stealth mode and scared the jibes out of him as he pulled alongside. He wasn’t look-
ing back and didn’t expect anyone way out here. He was riding from Yuma to Gila Bend on his way to Wash-
ington, DC. He would spend the nights with political supporters along the way. He was riding a basic chrome 
road bike with the big wide padded seat. Well, even he 
said his butt was sore and they didn’t set it up right. We 
chatted a little, took some pics and bid him good luck as 
he eyed the “big” climb ahead.

Gila Bend seemed a little warm as I gazed up at the 
thermometer clock in the shade above the door to the 
Subway/Market on I-8 Business route through town. An 
even 100˚. This must be the place to be in town and it 
was busy. It’s on the eastern end of town, past the Space 
Age Lodge. We ate our sandwiches and chatted with  an 
old boy who just won $200 on a Scratch’em. He told us 
about the crazy drivers on Hwy. 238, shortcuts to Casa 
Grande and how expensive everything was here. He 
even offered us a ride! Not to be deterred after downing 

I-8 Rest Areas:  Two first class rest areas between Yuma and 
Gila Bend. Perfect! Mohawk Mountains in the background.

Dateland Exit: I-8’s Famous Date Milkshakes! Too much $$ 
for me. I settled for an ice cream cone with a date on top!

Ron Paul Supporter: We came across this supporter strug-
gling along towards Gila Bend. www.ronpaulriders.com



a gallon of liquid, we ventured outside and got blasted by 
the heat as John reminded me the Bianchi fell over while 
I was inside. John’s computer was acting up and now 
mine too! Must be the heat on the real steel! We heeded 
the old man’s directions, went under the I-8 overpass 
and turned right just past the Elk’s Lodge and onto Hwy. 
238, headed the 41 miles to Maricopa.

Gila Bend To Casa Grande, AZ 
The 41 miles to Maricopa was a nice route, taking us 
over rollers at the start and then starting the long gentle 
climb through the Maricopa Mountains. We had a little 
wind in this area, but the roads were excellent and most 
of the route followed the rail tracks winding their way 
through the hills. Our first saguaro cactus was spotted 
soon after we turned onto Hwy. 238. It was just getting 
dark when we rolled into Maricopa and soon found us at Basha’s Market at the intersection of 238/Maracopa 
Rd(Hwy. 347) for a control stop. It’s like a large market/deli there and we enjoyed soup and sandwiches while 
refilling our bottles. John was chatting with the Ms. Security Guard/Detective forever and finally ask her if there 
was a park where we could rest for a few hours nearby. Following her directions, we never did find the park, 

and rode around in circles until we found a reclusive 
grassy area where we could rest up. Just about the time 
we got stretched out under the space blankets, all hell 
broke loose. First came the ambulance sirens, followed 
by the constant Southern Pacific whistle blasts from 
those same long trains we met earlier. We didn’t rest long 
and were glad to be on the road straight south again.

The road south of Maricopa on Hwy 347 was smooth and 
fast. There was a smell in the air well before we turned 
eastward on Hwy. 84 towards Stanfield. This should be 
called the Stinkfield section because the road was lined 
with cattle feedlots on both sides. A deadly mist hung 
50’ in the air as the lights presented a mystic feeling to 
the area. If someone had lit a match, it seems the whole 
place would had a methane flare-up! We could see the 

lights of Phoenix to the north as we couldn’t wait to get to Casa Grande. After a short stop at a Circle K for con-
trol stop in Stanfield we were heading east and about to turn southward toward Tucson.

We were briefly concerned with the conflux of roads in Casa Grande, where Hwy. 84, 287, 238 and 328 sort 
of came together. In addition to this, it was night and the road was closed with a detour sign. I remember what 
the Ms. Detective said in Maricopa, keep following Hwy. 
84, it will take you to the right and into Eloy. So that’s 
what we did. We cyclo-crossed the detour, came out on 
the other side to 16 police cars with flashing lights! No, it 
wasn’t for us but looked to be a shooting at a bar as the 
ambulance was just leaving!. We rode Hwy. 84 another 
17 miles into Eloy and stopped at a Circle K to get our 
bearings. I thought we might have missed a turn, but 
John convinced me we were good to go from here.

Casa Grande To Tucson,AZ 
The next key road is Camino Adelante also called the 
Old Hwy. 84. I called it the frontage road, for it parallels 
I-10 for a long way southeastward. This is one of those 
roads where you see all the oncoming headlights from 
I-10 as you ride south. It seems as though you are riding 

Gila Bend, AZ: Famous Space Age Lodge where John thought 
he saw aliens before he stopped at Subway to cool off! HEAT?

Hwy 84-Casa Grande: Road closure/detour didn’t stop us as 
we blasted through and met 16 police cars on the other side!

Gila Bend-Maricopa: Great roads and super scenery as we 
gently climb through the Maricopa Mountains.



uphill for 14 miles as you aim toward the twin towers with 
red lights flashing in the distance and rail lines on your 
left. Picacho Peak State Park is at the top where you 
cross over and ride I-10 into the next control at Marana. 
I didn’t really appreciate that last long section along I-10 
and was glad to see exit 236. It was still dark when we 
arrived at a Circle K for refuel and control stop before our 
last leg into the Saguaro National Park and the scenic 
climb we were saving up for!

The sun was coming up as we turned on Sandario Road 
and entered the National Park. More traffic as we gently 
climbed past the road to the Desert Museum. The roads 
were good and we stopped for a few snapshots and 
took off our outer layers. This must be a favorite club 
route as we met more cyclist on this road than the entire 
route so far. We continued our gentle climb on Sandario Road, looking for the turn to N. Kinney Road and the 
Gates Pass climb. Due to a blip on our route slip, we never did do that turn, but instead continued south till 
we stopped at Hwy. 86. We asked two different motorists and they both said this was the way to Tucson/ Old 

Tucson Towne and Kinney Road would rejoin Hwy. 86 
down the road a bit. We blasted off towards Tucson into 
a headwind and soon saw a jaw dropping sign that said: 
Tucson-24 miles! We cranked up the pace line into a now 
strong headwind, dodging bike lane trash as we finally 
got our climbing in. This wasn’t the pristine climbing 
through the park we had envisioned. Never did see that 
N. Kinney Road turn off again. After riding into Tucson, 
we were still 3 miles south of the AmTrak final control. 
On the ride northward, it was surprising to find out so 
many residents didn’t know where the train station was! 
That little “routeslip blip detour” added 12 miles on to the 
route and another hour. After getting proof of passage at 
control, we rode south another 7 miles to the airport and 
our ride back to San Diego.

Sunday morning, the ride completed and we were head-
ing back west again. With clean clothes on, we stopped for some protein and pancakes on the route north to-
ward Phoenix. As the road changed to I-8 westward, we stopped at a no services rest stop outside the Tabletop 
Wilderness Area. We took a short rest there in the heat and winds, but soon realized we didn’t bring any water 
along so the next stop was Gila Bend and our favorite 
Subway/Market stop. It looked a lot different this time and 
just set a national high for the day at 98˚. Another hot 
day in paradise! That was a real long drive back through 
Yuma and a stop at Starbuck’s for a caffeine charge 
before the last leg back to San Diego. We had time to 
reflect on the route. What we would do different and what 
we like about the ride. We were both relieved to leave 
the smoke and fires behind in San Diego and  get out 
on the open road after a week of devastation. The route 
from Gila Bend to Maricopa and the Saguaro National 
Park route were probably the most scenic, followed by 
the long haul from Yuma eastwards. Neither John or 
myself enjoyed the section from Casa Grande along I-10 
towards Tucson very much. And of course the methane 
fog before Stanfield brought no cheers from me either. 
Overall the roads were good and the route memorable 

Saguaro National Park: Early morning finds us climbing 
through the scenic park. Lots of club cyclists ride here.

Sign: “Feeling Puny?” John looks hammered as we ride the 
last leg into Tucson through the Park. He wasn’t tired at all!

Historic Depot/Tucson: This complex of buildings is the final 
goal on the STS, finishing at the AmTrak Depot.



with adequate stops for refueling. Perhaps a few minor tweaks could bring this route into the classic column!

Comments and questions welcome —kellyjay, kelzee@hotmail.com

Old Hwy. 80/I-8: Smoke still looms over the mountains north-
ward as we leave Alpine and merge onto I-8 eastwards

I-8/Hwy.79: Smoke and haze can still be seen over Alpine and 
San Diego as we turn toward Pine Valley on Japutal Valley Rd.

I-8 Rest Stop:  Rest stop at Buckman Springs Road was 
closed but still had enough water pressure to fill our bottles.

Old Hwy. 80: Winds turbines on the ridge across I-8 show light 
winds from the NE as the Santa Anas have subsided.

Jacumba, CA: Post Office show us dropping off our postcards 
for Control Stop. Market is just across the street.

I-8 Merge: After several miles of lite climbing from Jacumba, 
we merge onto I-8 for miles of fast downhills!



I-8 Eastbound: Easy does it as cars and trucks speed by on 
the 6-7% downhill onto the desert floor below.

I-8 Downhill: John hit a rock in the bike lane and pinch flat 
saw us stop in the shade under the “No Stopping Sign”!

Hwy 98-Yuha Cutoff: If the winds are in your favor, this ride to 
Calexico can be lots of fun. Otherwise it is a real bummer!

Hwy 98-Yuha Desert: Smooth riding and great roads make 
this a fun section. Now only if we didn’t have cross-winds!

Calexico Control Stop: JIB and the Market next door seem to 
be the favorite stop for us in Calexico.

Imperial Sand Dunes: Hard to see in this photo, but those are 
all motos and buggies racing up the sand dunes at night.



Yuma, AZ: Time to hit the road after a short nap at Motel 6 and 
a pancake breakfast at Denny’s next door.

Checkpoint East Of Yuma:  A few miles east of Yuma riders 
go through a checkpoint on the way up a several mile climb.

I-8 Eastbound To Gila Bend: This is what the no ride zone 
bike lane looks like. Those expansion cracks are 1” high!

Yuma To Gila Bend: Another long Southern Pacific train un-
derline the mountains through the desert west of Gila Bend

Rolling Toward Gila Bend: Most of the I-8 bike lane looks like 
this and makes for smooth and fast riding along this section.

Downhill From Checkpoint: Here is a daytime shot of the 
downhill before the Exit 21 onto Dome Valley Road



I-8: The big A on the hillside must stand for the town of Aztec, 
located just north of I-8. Plenty of water and nice groves here.

Heart Rate Increase: John pulls up and shocks him into real-
ity! Always be alert of whats up front and behind!

Ron Paul Revolution: Michael Maresco has no idea we are 
lurking behind him on this long, lonely stretch of I-8.

The Revolution Is Here?: John takes a bumper sticker from 
Michael reluctantly, as it might weight too much! HUH?

Highway 238 from Gila Bend To Maricopa: This is a great 
road with lots of good scenery too! Follows the train tracks too!

From The Ron Paul Website: Another vote for Paul from the 
“real cyclists, one with a tire brush” he met on the road.



Saguaro National Park: John is smiling here, but a few min-
utes earlier was hammered. Must be the Blok Shots working!

Casa Grande Detour: The conflux of roads and then the de-
tour. Not to worry, just follow Hwy 84 through the signs!

Hwy 238: Our first saguaro cactus on the route deserves a 
photo. Nice road here on the way to Maricopa.

More Saguaro Near The Mountains: Hwy 238 winds up 
through the Maricopa Mountains and follows the rail tracks.

Maricopa Control: The sun was just setting as we pulled into 
town for a nice rest at Basha’s Market.

Saguaro National Park:Kelly looks back down the road at the 
club cyclists on their carbon rides wondering what the heck!


