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The problem was that there was no way
around it. My concern was to not fall
behind the other cavers (not a problem
really - it would be hard to get lost in
this cave), and to keep my camera dry.
The choice between getting me wet or
the camera wet put me in second place,
and I carefully lugged the bag through
the bathtub, keeping the camera side of
the cave bag up at all times.

The first couple of pools soaked me
to my chest. Where there was flow, the
water was pretty shallow, and not much
trouble. It was about this time that Glenn
commented that he really hates crawl-
ing on gravel, and shortly after that he
reiterated that he REALLY HATES
crawling on gravel. Part of the reason
could be because he never uses elbow
pads, but it could go deeper that that. I
will leave the reasons as an exercise for
the reader. I was not too thrilled by the
gravel myself. It was this small and
pointy stuff, too small for throwing, and
too big for sling shots. When Glenn’s
level of dislike became public knowl-
edge, word came back from up the line
that this was the easy stuff, the fist size
rocks were coming up soon. Drat. Oh
Well.

We would hit pools of water inter-
mittently. Some of them were quite fetid.
Not much water movement in those
pools, just dark, murk and stench. We
managed a few breaks on the way, and
some of us even got to sit up. We came
across a side passage that looked like it
was a close relative of the same crevice
we crawled in from. The walls were too
muddy to thoroughly explore or climb,
so we pushed on, and by 2:00 we came
across a side passage that opened in to a
great crevice, similar to the previous one.
This crevice, however, was sealed at the
top by large boulders, rocks, and mud,
and had some adequate handholds that
enabled exploration. I got the impression
that if the proper, fist-sized, rock were
removed, the entire ceiling would fall
away, exposing a clear path to the out-
side. I kept my hands in my pockets. A
couple of guys went up and poked

¥

MARCH / APRIL 1999

around 40 feet or so over our heads. We
could not see them, but got reports back
from the void: “Here’s a sapling that was
growing at one time, there must have
been sunlight in this crevice in recent
history.” We appreciated the significance
of what they were saying and shouted
encouragement. “Dig!”. More time
passed, and we heard that there were
roots coming through the clay. We
helped them with more encouragement.
“DIG!!” we cried. They decided that it
was hopeless, but we persisted in sup-
porting their exploratory efforts by re-
peating, “DIIIIGGGG!!!”. In the inter-
est in maintaining a broader readership,
the response will not be published in this
chronicle.

The team secured a safe climb
down using the rope, and we were on
our way. We were a little excited that
we may have found a short cut that
would enable access to the back of the
cave without all the wear and tear on the
knee pads, if we could only locate the
feature from the surface. There was
some lament that no one brought any
percussive earth moving supplies, but we
did not beat ourselves up too badly. Who
knew (Besides Glenn, who clearly left
his digging implement to teach us a les-
son)?

Three quarters of an hour of crawl-
ing on fist-size rocks terminated at the
pit. I was glad to get the rope out of the
bag and see it put to use. It would have
been a bummer to haul it all the way in
and not get to use it. It was bad enough
that I forgot my vertical gear. We rigged
the drop, tying off to a large formation/
bolder that was right at the lip. We pro-
tected our rope from the sharp protru-
sions in the rock by lining the area with
tee shirts. Glenn harnessed up with his
frog and negotiated the lip with a mod-
erate amount of grace, only drooping
about three feet before all the slack got
taken up. I don’t think he swore or any-
thing. He made the rest of the 10-meter
drop without further excitement.

The pit has a pit within it, slightly
offset requiring taking a few steps to

drop the second pit. Off to either side
are passages that go back about 15
meters on one side and about 20 on the
other. This comfortable walking cham-
ber had small crawling leads that wan-
dered off to places where only the ex-
treme and punishment-ready caver
would dare follow. Why we did not pur-
sue them to their full extent and ultimate
conclusion can only be attributed to time
constraints and bad air. They looked fun,
if not promising, and very cozy. Before
Glen had a chance to discover these trea-
sures, he became a little concerned about
the quality of the air and asked for a ciga-
rette lighter. The next guy down the rope
forgot to bring a lighter. Glenn was not
pleased. Glenn sent up his harness for
me to use and put a butterfly knot on the
rope so I could lower his cave bag, the
one with the lighter in it. I returned the
rope so I could climb down, forgetting
the cave bag. Glenn was ready to come
up at this point. We dropped another
caver down the rope WITH a lighter.
Somehow he went over the lip of the pit
such that the rope was behind him. The
inevitable slack was going to cause seri-
ous problems with equilibrium if he let
loose, so he hung on to the rigging with
one hand and did some sort of Irish jig
to get on the right side of the rope. He
made the bottom without further inci-
dent, and with the lighter.

I geared up and re-routed the rope
so that it had a higher vantage and made
the drop without incident. Well, almost.
The butterfly that was tied in the rope
was now about a meter off the ground
because the rope was re-routed. My in-
seam is just under a meter. Serves me
right for not dropping the lighter to be-
gin with. I got untangled and joined in
the air quality experiments. With great
effort we got the lighter adjusted so that
it would light ever so often. When it
did light, the flame separated itself from
the lighter by a distance as large as an
inch. I have never seen this effect in the
Indiana or Kentucky caves I am used to.
Sometimes the flame would burn nor-
mally for a few seconds and then the lit
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