María. It is located about 50 kilometers inland, at the base of Barranca Agua Fría. As we approached
Palos María, the road was under
construction. Although just fifty
kilometers south of Tecomán, the
terrain was noticeably greener.
Palos María is a town of perhaps a
few hundred. It is sequestered in a
valley and beautiful. It has one grocery store. Several men were sitting
there visiting. We asked a boy on a
bike, Felipé, where the presidente
lived. He was pleased to lead us to
Presidente Rubin’s house, just one
block west of the store. Ruben
wasn’t there. His wife said he would
be back in a couple of hours.
Back at the store, Felipé introduced us to Jorge. Jorge’s eyes
squinted as he leaned forward and
whispered. “Listen, I know a cave
where there are numerous clay
figurines from the indigenous
people of this area. I can take you
there, but you must promise never
to divulge the cave’s location”.
“Thank you very much,” I responded. “That would be nice, but
we are not looking for artifacts. We
are just here to explore the caves
and make maps of them.”
“That is very good,” Jorge countered, “Did you know there is much
gold in these hills? Years ago an
American firm was here mining.
They went away. The gold remains.
I am confident we can find it.”
“No, thank you,” I interjected.
“We are not looking for gold. Just
caves that hopefully have natural
formations of interest.”
Jorge looked rather confused.
“How about mineral specimens of
precious gems? Wouldn’t you like
to find some?”
“No, we don’t take anything out
of the caves.”
“Well, why did you come all the
way to Palos Maria if you don’t
want to find treasure in our caves,”
he queried, half befuddled, half indignant.
“We just enjoy exploring and
mapping caves,” I repeated. “We
take nothing but pictures and leave
nothing but footprints.”
With that finally settled, Jorge began to describe less than spectacular

he remembered. “It is where we get
our water supply. We call it Cueva
de las Canoas. I can take you there
right now”. So off we went. Felipé
tagged along. We walked up the
canyon a short distance from the
bridge and then through the brush
to a cliff. Jorge looked somewhat
confused. There was nothing but a
solid cliff where he thought the cave

ago.”
We continued along the cliff base
another ten meters or so. “Oh, here
it is,” shouted Brandon. There,
close to the base of the cliff, was the
entrance. It is just big enough for
Brandon to squeeze into. We waited
outside. About ten minutes later
Brandon emerged, quite excited to
report that it led to going passage.
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