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Page 50 The TEXAS CAVER, March 1972

Adventure
by Rod Crowder

Below me lay a vertical drop of over 350 feet and from where T
stood against the limestone cliff, T had already rapelled a gond
200 feet. The critical time was on hand. Although I c»Huld not see
it, I knew the opening to the cave was about thirty feet below me.

To enter the opening, I would have to jump out as far as I could and
let the rope run free throug my brake bars so that on the inward
swing I would glide down and into the cave. As I hesitated, a bead
of sweat crawled down from my forehead and off of my cheek. I
watched it as it disappeared below. I pushed out hard and let the
rope tension go'slack. Out like a pendulum I swung and my brake
bars sang loudly as the rope raced through them.

It was the fall of 1970. My good frierid Elbert Bassham and T
had met at the small Texas town of Sierra Blanca from where we would
enter the Sierra Diableo Mountain Range to search for caves. We were
well equipped with over one-thousand feet of goldline climbing rope,
hard hats, and other equipment for vertical exploration. Elbert
was accompanied by two friends from El Paso who assisted with the
work.

Our decision to go to the great cliff area was prompted by a lack
of success in other areas of the region. We had observed the many
openings in the cliff walls. It appeared worth while to go and explore:
to see if these massive limestone cliffs held passages to large caverns.
By these circumstances, we found ourselves high in the Sierra Diablos
for what would be a memorable caving adventure.

Our plan was simple, One of us whuld drop down the cliff face
and enter as many openings as possible. We selected an area across
the cliff where we could place a radio man. On top, we left another
radio and set up a belay assist for the descent.

Both Elbert and I wanted to go first, but I won the thss and
fastened myself into my harness. I used a pair of brake bars on the
descent., When I attempt the cany->n walls again, I will use only »ne
brake bar for the sake of speed and ease of handling.

I hooked into the rope. Elbert snapped my picture. As one wh»
had taken caving up only six years prior, I was both anxious and
excited.

As I dropped, my rope whizzed through the brake bars., My landing
in the cave floor was smooth and right on target. My radio picked
up congratulations., For a moment, I stond like a statue before re-
leasing the belay and pulling the
rope in., For safety, T tied the rope to a stubby stalagmite., I
then radioed for Elbert to come on down.

Elbert's descent was swift and skillful. I hoisted him in and
he stepped ontn the flo»>r of the cave. From abnove, radio messages
reported a storm. Elbert turned and looked at the foot of the cave.
As he did, my attention was drawn to oHur few footprints in the soft
guano, For a moment, we were silent, Both »f us realized that our
tracks were the first human prints in the cave that had overlnnked



