
Some Horticultural Thoughts: In Cruz 

Mexicans seem to love their gardens, no matter how small or humble. Plus there is a tendency to decorate 
anything and everything with living plants. Since it rains copiously during the rainy season and never has 
frost, the coastal region is very forgiving of plants. You don't need to water much, and the soil appears to 
be black and rich. I should be so lucky in Point Loma. To illustrate my claim, here is the sewage 
processing facility at tiny Cruz. Note the blooming hibiscus in recycled, painted cleanser cans along the 
driveway. 

                 

Just down the street I found this house and garden. Notice the clever use of found objects. Heck, I should 
call them objets trouvees from the French. Evinrude dinghy engine cover, anyone? 

 



The same house had an interesting plant growing right in the dirt street in front of it. I am guessing it is 
some sort of terrestrial orchid, as it makes a pod non unlike a reed-stemmed epidendrum. A quick check 
through Ornamental Plants and Flowers of Tropical Mexico says it is a Caesalpinia pulcherrima or Dwarf 
Poinciana 



                                                     



 

One of the girls on Yachtsman's Dream was bemoaning the lack of fresh herbs in the market. Well, we 
found fresh basil.  It appeared to be the African Blue type, which would put up with the humidity they get 
here during the summer. 



 

In Mazatlan: We visited the botanical garden which is part of the aquarium there. Would you believe 
that Orejas De Burro or Ear of the Burro translates into Mother-In-Law's Tongue? 

 



I snapped two shots of the Botanical Garden information boards for later study. Unfortunately I could not 
find a website for them. And the only "guide" available was a young boy with what appeared to be a 
learning disability. I asked him a question and he started squealing and rocking rhythmically in his chair. 
He had a badge and everything, but somehow I failed totally to communicate with him.  

 

  



Some of the plants had labels, but the surrounding trees were so tall and dense that it was difficult to take 
pictures of the mature specimens. Here is a Bucida bucerus, "Black Olive". Gee, I wish I had my 
resources handy. Can anybody tell me how this compares to our local olives? Just shoot me a SHORT 
email and I'll respond when I can. 

 

In reading Guns, Germs and Steel, I note that there are 50 different species of olive worldwide, but only 
one was ever domesticated, and that is Olivo europaen ????? This Black Olive is said to be a native of 
Mexico, and therefore has never been domesticated. 



One of the first "unknown" plants I saw was this one, and it is Adenium obesum or Desert Rose. It was 
growing in a properly planted line along the boundary of a construction site atop the entry hill at the Cabo 
harbor. 

 

In Puerto Vallarta: I visited the botanical garden which is quite new, just two years old. It is about 25 
km. out of town, and it took me half the morning to get there. First I took a panga from Paradise Village 
to the downtown pier. We disembarked by jumping from the panga bench seat onto a concrete pad as the 
panga rose and fell IN THE SURFLINE. I told the panganero I would try to get back by the 3 p.m. ride, 
but failing that I would make the last one at 4:45, or else. He told me I better make the 3, as it would 
likely be too rough after that. Rougher than the landing? I better plan on the 3 p.m. panga. From the 
surfline, I walked about 7 blocks up to the corner indicated as the bus stop. Locals directed me to three 
other corners, but I finally saw a bus with "Botanical Gardens" pasted on the window, so even though it 



was not running, I asked permission and climbed aboard. Funny that it did not say it in Spanish. (Much 
later I chatted with one of the marina guards, a man who has been very helpful as I try to sort through 
complete thoughts in Spanish. He said the translation of "jardi'n botanico" has the connotation of a 
medical/medicinal garden, so that is not how it should be translated. Of course, the early gardens WERE 
for medicinals as well as food and flowers. But I am still at a loss for a good Spanish translation. 
Evidently, so is PV Botanical Gardens.) A half-hour busride south down highway 200 made me happy I 
took my seasick medication when I got out of bed this morning. Lots of curves, narrow two lane road, and 
lots of traffic made it interesting. I was glad to see the place was well marked, with advisories at 15 km, 
10 km, and 5 km. The busdriver stopped just for me, leaving me several feet past the garden entrance. I 
entered the driveway, and found a kiosk near a big empty parking lot. It was 50 pesos to enter, but the 50 
pesos were good for credit at the restaurant. I had planned to eat at the restaurant anyway, as it was 
supposed to be good and I knew there was nothing else anywhere nearby. They gave me a map and I 
proceeded to walk the entire garden in about 35 minutes. My friend at Philo's Bar had told me the garden 
was quite young, and she was right. They have many very small plants, with many of them labelled in 
English and Latin (again, not in Spanish), but I know it takes a long time to establish a good garden. This 
one has good bones, and clearly a good plan too. They have a lovely theme building about center stage on 
the property, which flows down a wide hillside to a small river running through the valley. I didn't go all 
the way to the river, but I could clearly see the bottom and every stone step leading there. 

 



           

Across from the building, there is another canyon with mature trees and underplanted with coffee (just 
going in) and ferns and bromeliads. I caught this photo of bromeliads sunning themselves in the upper 
branches. I'm sure these were existing, not recently planted by the staff. And I'm cross I missed a photo of 
the suspension bridge you cross to get there. 

               



Surrounding the building on the cleared hillside are sun lovers, with paths, benches, and a lovely pool and 
lath structures. I decided I better get lunch, as there was an advertised tour at 1 p.m.. You enter the 
restaurant, the upstairs part anyway, by walking through the gift shop. Very clever marketing here. I 
headed directly to the restaurant area, and chose what I considered the best table in the place, in the center 
of the balcony overlooking the entire valley, the sunny hillside and the river. A gentle breeze was 
blowing, and the hostess noted that if the breeze got too stiff, they have wraps you can use to ward off the 
chill. At 80 degrees it was not too chilly, but I can see how an elderly patroness might want a wrap 
against the breeze. I later used one, a soft woven poncho, and it was quite cozy. I ordered a chicken salad, 
one of their reasonably priced items and something that should be quick to prepare. I also ordered iced 
tea, as it was on the menu (unusual for Mexico) and something which is much more typical in restaurants 
which cater to American tourists. The food came and was both visually appealing and tasty. As I started, a 
typical American man in neatly pressed denims came by to ask how I liked things. I told him I came for 
the horticulture, but I'm enjoying the view. That was the spark that started a conversation. Bob is the 
owner and mastermind behind the gardens. He is working on his 501 c-3 status, and has plans for growth. 
The staff right now stands at 10 in the Theme Building and 10 in the gardens. His dream is that the 
Gardens become self-supporting. He offered to give me a tour himself, as the 1 p.m. "tour" was pre-
empted by a busload of Home and Garden Tour folk. Good enough! The bad news was: I missed the folks 
from Quail Botanical Gardens, who were here just yesterday. Pat Hammer and some others toured the 
place, and among other things promised him some agaves to augment his collection. He asked me to 
remind Pat to hurry along the agaves. What bad timing. I could have come one day earlier if I had only 
known. After I finished, it was approaching 1 p.m.,so I wandered downstairs and found Bob serving at the 
bar. He introduced me to Alejandro, a horticulturist and associate, a tomato grower in his own right and 
working with Bob now on some orchid and anthurium tasks. 

          

Alejandro gave me a wonderful tour. We talked about everything from commercial tomato species and 
what sells where, to designing the garden so that the less nimble can traverse it without risk. I asked about 
irrigation, still unsure how this "summer rainy season" thing works. He said they have some sprinklers, 
and some hoses. Ouch, that is truly a lot of work. Once back to the theme building, I thanked Bob and 
Alejandro, traded email addresses, and rushed off to find a bus back. Bob had no cards, having hunted 
high and low for one without success. But at least I have his address plus the website which I had 



reviewed before the trip. I am thinking over what role botanical gardens play in our overall goal of 
bringing horticulture to the public. And a foreign garden plays a part too, although their audience is first a 
different one. He has so clearly targeted English-speakers, I worry that he is severely limiting his chances 
for success. The wonderful thing about Mexican busses is that when you're out in the outback, any bus 
that comes by will stop and pick you up. By the time a bus drove up, there were 7 Yankees waiting. 

 

I don't count the cows on the hillside behind. 

 



The bus happened to be the first class bus which I had taken from Barra de Navidad to PV just 6 weeks 
earlier. They have high seats that recline, TV monitors with first run movies, darkened windows and a rest 
room (don't ask, I didn't go check it out). The fare was the same, 15 pesos or about $1.50. I had to crawl 
forward and confer with the driver in my limited Spanish, but managed to tell him where I wanted to be 
dropped off. I could just see him taking us all to the bus central, a big new center north of the airport and 
very far from my panga landing. No problem, he dropped me exactly where I started and I had only to 
walk 7 blocks back to the pier. I couldn't have been much closer on schedule. I arrived at about 2:59 and 
the panga appeared at 3 p.m. sharp. I waited patiently as all those ahead of me boarded, waiting until the 
panga bow rose to the level of the concrete pad, then jumping quickly into the arms of the assistant before 
the panga dropped 4 feet with the surge. I was the last one aboard, which put me in the back. That was 
fine with me, there would be less spray there. In front of me one man was having a crisis. He did not 
swim, and evidently did not have much experience with boats. He was on the outside where he had a 
vertical support to hold onto. Trouble was, the support was rusted out at the top, and loose in it's 
connection at the bottom. (This is Mexico, after all.) That didn't help his composure. We urged him to put 
on a life jacket. I put one on, and I was probably the only gringo who did. Some of the others draped one 
over their shoulders without fitting the clasp. Others just held onto theirs. The panic man put on two, but 
didn't attach either one. What is it about the word lifejacket that causes people to blank out? The ride back 
was definitely an E-ticket ride, for those of you old enough to remember those things. There was a lot of 
spray, and a lot of vertical motion. I held onto the seat with both hands, but we were several times at risk 
of being thrown clear out of the panga. A half hour later, we all arrived safely at the Paradise Village 
dock, somewhat wet but all happy to be back. 

 


