Waterfall Hunting

     One month after a trip to México City, just after my 28th birthday, I went to Monterrey in Northern México. My younger sister was there, a junior in college. She invited me to visit and I took the unique opportunity of visiting another country for an amazing experience. She was my guide as I briefly stepped into a dream, rich and fascinating. This trip was a gift to myself, a gift to again venture out into the unknown world and into my unknown self. Possibly to find something hidden that has only shown itself briefly in the corners of dreams, something seen but unknown.  

     Through clouds and a day old full moon the jet descended into the rain and fog filled sky of Monterrey. This trip was a true time-warp, quick and surreal. I was only there four days, but we experienced so much. Robin put herself into high gear and we quickly moved about the city by taking fast taxis from the suburbs of her host family’s house into the dense urban center. There were museums, cafes, old buildings and friends. It is a big city, with tall hills on the edges and fog to hold it always slightly hidden. There were great rodeo nightclubs, open-air markets and an expedition of flavor worthy of the journey. I’ll never forget the Chile Relleno made from a Jalepeno pepper.

     I had read a travel book about Monterrey and built up the desire to hike in the surrounding mountains and into the amazing environment of the cloud forests. Equipped with camping gear we wandered off with a Méxican friend into the outlying towns hopping from taxi to bus towards a mysterious waterfall named La Cascada de Cola de Caballo, The Horses Tail Waterfall. It was mid November, heavy rains were blanketing the state and we enjoyed one of the greatest episodes of a favorite pastime of mine, waterfall hunting.

     A half-day driving and we got off the bus in a sleepy country town shrouded in mist. We check our notes, guidebook and caught a taxi the last few minutes to a small house in the forest. Inside we paid our entrance fee, bought a six pack of beer, some snacks and began over a small bridge and along the stream. Campsites with low walls lined the left enclosed by the tall trees of the forest. The canopy above was thick and entangled with vines and drooping flowers. The right was the tumbling stream. Up ahead the forest begins to clear and even before you can hear the sound the light pours in. Then the sounds thankfully reach your ears, the wonderful hush and blowing of the waterfall. A wide curtain of cascades falls from an opening in the forest down to a series of stair-stepping terraces and pools. We passed below it on a bridge and relaxed in the blowing mist. We had it all to ourselves.

     From there we left the falls and continued on a narrow and muddy trail up through the forest. There was a place to stop and look just above the falls. The view spanned the enclosing forest and pools below as the water snaked a path down. The trail popped out onto the main road and we crossed it several times while following the streams and cascades up. At every turn a new plant reached out, bending, unfolding, to grant you a peek at perfection. We followed the road and then a series of trails up into the deepening forest for several hours.

     At each turn or fork in the trail I would take note which way we turned. After a few we decided we might get lost and we hiked into the evening in search of a flat campsite. The dirt road flattened out just as two side trails crossed and we found a great place to set up the tent. One trail took a short path up to a hilltop and deep view down into the steep forest. Off in the distance I could hear a waterfall and stream. Not one car, person or mule passed by as we hid in our dry tent drinking beer or laughing. We each had our time alone, to photograph, write or draw. The stillness of the cloud forest enchants you. Never a drop of rain, but all things drip wet ceremoniously and without end.

      Deep within the green tinted mists of the cloud forest we realized once again the simple joys life has to offer. A walk along a mountain street lined with old-world country cottages stained with years of healthy moss and the flowering of families and their lives. Rivulets and streams curling the grasses under doorfronts and along the road; butterflies migrating, shifting fog, birds and dripping leaves singing a water song of abundance. I learned a lot traveling with Robin. It was new to me. Robin sees things I don’t and she always looks out for me. Elaborate lessons flowed out of this trip and I hoped our relationship would become boundless and infinite. I returned home to San Diego with renewed hope and a brighter smile. I learned to feed off of those adventures like a potent drug, flooding my blood with ideas and hope. There was a lot to be happy about. It was a wonderful time.
