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Tag Fall Cave-In Pre-

Registration NOW OPEN! 
It's that time of year again!! Pre-

registration for the 32nd Annual 

TAG Fall Cave-In has begun! Save 

$10 by registering prior to the 

September 1st end date and get a free 

decorative button! That's right; we 

are bringing the button back! But this 

is not the same badge button you 

remember from the recent past. It 

will be a unique decorative button 

you can collect. However, it is only 

available to those who pre-register. 

 

The 32nd Annual TAG Fall Cave-In, 

October 8-11, 2009 is the Dogwood 

City Grotto's annual fundraiser. It's a 

weekend of camping, caving, 

climbing contests, live entertainment, 

and a chance to visit your favorite 

vendors for cave gear. Besides many 

of the same activities you remember 

from years past we have added a few 

new exciting things for your 

enjoyment. Some of the new 

activities we will have this year 

include: 

 

-Movies under the Stars.bring your 

blankets, grab some popcorn and 

enjoy! 

-Two nights of Live entertainment! 

That's right.two nights!! One Hour 

Drive, a local band with cavers will 

start us out on Friday night and 

Saturday night we will have a dance 

floor and two DJs spinning for us 

while we get our groove on with a 

cool light show! 

-A Friday night fire as well as the 

traditional Saturday night fire. 

-Race for the Cure! A 5k Run/walk 

for the Cure for WNS. All proceeds 

will be donated to the WNS Rapid 

Response fund. There will be awards 

for the top winners! 

-There will a variety of food vendors 

all weekend so you can have a choice 

of what you want to eat. 

-Best decorated Campsite 

Recognition Award, .so bring your 

creativity and 

all your decorations to show us your 

caving spirit and you may be the 

award winner! 

-A scavenger hunt for the whole 

family to enjoy. It will cover the 

entire Cave-In site so put on your 

comfy shoes and your sleuth hats  

and brush up on your deciphering 

skills. 

 

For updates and information visit 

www.tagfallcavein.org and/or join 

our Yahoo group, tagonthemountain. 

 

We look forward to seeing everyone 

there!! 

 

Chistine Voudy TAG Fall Cave-In 

Chair 

_____________________________ 

Lewis David Laymon 75th 

Birthday  
       

To all our caving friends, past tour 

guides, and friends of Cumberland 

Caverns, we want to invite you to a 

birthday party for our dear friend and 

co-worker Lewis David on Saturday, 

August 8, 2009, at about 6:00 pm in 

the Volcano Room at Cumberland 

Caverns. Cake and Ice Cream for all! 

If you would, RSVP to me so we'll 

know how many to prepare for at 

teddyj@cumberlandcaverns.com. 

 

Teddy B. Jones 

General Manager 

Cumberland Caverns 

931-668-4396 

CumberlandCaverns.com  

______________________________ 

State of Tennessee Closes All 

Public Caves to Protect Bats 

in Southeast 
 

NASHVILLE --- Caves located on 

land owned by the Tennessee 

Wildlife  Resources Agency and other 

state lands in Tennessee will be 

closed for a year in an effort to 

prevent the spread of White Nose 

Syndrome (WNS) among the stateôs 

bat population. 

 

The TWRA and state agencies 

agreed to close all caves on public 

property after receiving a request 

from the U.S. Fish & Wildlife 

Service. The Nature Conservancy has 

also agreed to follow the state?s lead 

to close all caves located on 

Conservancy property. 

 

The closures are effective 

immediately and temporarily close 

public access to all caves, sinkholes, 

tunnels and abandoned mines on 

state land managed by the Tennessee 

Wildlife Resources Agency, the 

Tennessee Department of 

Environment and Conservation and 

the Tennessee Department of 

Agriculture Division of Forestry. 

These lands include state parks, 

forests, and wildlife management 

areas. The closure extends through 

May 2010 and follows similar steps 

taken elsewhere in response to a U.S. 

Fish & Wildlife Service advisory 

asking for a moratorium on cave 

visitations in WNS-affected states 

and adjoining states. 

 

State agencies will work with the 

Nature Conservancy, cavers and 

caving groups to share information 

and answer questions about the need 

for the temporary year closures. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ECHO))))) CHAMBER  

TAG Calendar 

 
Aug 8

th
 

Grotto Trip 
Annual Grotto Picnic at Camp 
Hulaco 
 
Sept 1

th
  

Grotto Meeting 
7:30pm Train Depot 
 
Sept 5

th
 

Grotto Trip 
TBA. Meet at Library 8am 
 
Oct 8-11 
TAG Fall Cave-In 
TOTM site on Lookout Mtn 
 
August 2-6, 2010   
NSS Convention   
Essex Junction, Vermont 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.tagfallcavein.org/
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Return to TAG 
By Patrick OôDiam NSS 35852 

 

At one point in my life, I had caved 

every weekend and often during the 

week.  After having achieved many 

of my caving-related goals, I reached 

a point where I became burned out 

with the sport.  Spending over 4 

years in Arkansas and being unable 

to do any caving, I was ready to 

renew my passion.  Within a few 

days of returning to Alabama, Dave, 

Harold, and I went to Neversink.  I 

reached the bottom first and the 

realization hit me that I was finally 

home.   

 
 

A week or two later, Kuenn, Harold, 

Evon, Scott, and I met Bruce, TinY, 

Nicky, Dave and others with them to 

visit Valhalla.  Several of us made 

our way back through the cave to the 

Mega Dome and enjoyed ourselves 

immensely.  The tyrolean and several 

other smaller trips came and went 

and still I couldnôt seem to get a trip 

report down on paper.  Most of these 

trips were classic trips that have been 

reported on numerous times so 

nothing stood out to write about.   

 
 

When the Green Pound scouts had to 

reschedule their tirp to Tumbling 

Rock on July 18, we found a free 

weekend to enjoy.  Kuenn, Harold, 

and I headed for Huntsville and made 

a few side trips to check out a sink 

and another cave on the side of the 

road.  Within minutes of locating the 

cave, we had a GPS reading and 

Kuenn had searched the ACS and 

located a map of a 170 foot cave.  

We then headed on up Green 

Mountain and to our destination for 

the day: Varnadoe Cave.  

 

 
      Harold, Patrick, Kuenn at cave entrance 

A new subdivision with ¼ to ½ 

million dollar lots is being built close 

to the cave.  There are no houses 

built yet, so we parked close to the 

cave and made the easy ¼ mile hike.  

We had two GPS units with us that 

day and had no trouble locating the 

cave.  We did, however, didnôt think 

to take a way point of the vehicle.  

No trouble finding where we parked, 

right? 

 
 

Varnadoe Cave is a multi-drop cave 

and one that had been on my list to 

do for many years.  There are four 

pits to get to the bottom.  I donôt 

recall the exact depth of each pit, but 

the entrance was about 70 feet.  We 

made it to the bottom and through a 

tight crack to the top of another pit of 

about 25 feet. 

   

 
             Kuenn at 113ô dug entrance pit 
 

Here, Kuenn pulled out the dreaded 

orange rope.  I thought that rope was 

dead, but pieces of it live on. [Hope 

thatôs not the piece we used to pull that 
girlôs car out of the ditch withééé..ed] 

 

 
               The infamous orange rope 
 

At the bottom of the second pit, some 

large passage leads to other sections 

and a tight crawl leads to the third 

pit, also about 40 feet in depth.  We 

each made our way down that pit and 

snaked through some tight spots to 

the top of the last pit, one of a little 

over 70 feet.  At the bottom, we 

relaxed and poked around in some 

holes.  There is still a good bit of 

horizontal cave that can be accessed 

from that point but we didnôt plan to 

do any more of the cave that day.  

 

              Kuenn waits at top of pit 4 

 
 

 

We started up and made our way to 

the surface.  Harold and I found a 

much easier bypass for the tight 

crawl, but we didnôt share that info 

with Kuenn.  He made us climb an 

orange rope ï we made him go 

throught the tight crawl.  We exited 

without much dificulty (other than 

climbing that orange rope) and 

redirrected the rope over to the dug 

entrance close to the main entrance.  

The dug entrance starts tight but 

drops 113 feet into large passage.  I 

took one tight canyon passage down 

to the point where the 3
rd
 pit is 

located, so we made the connection 

where the two passages meet.  

Harold came down to see the pit and 

Kuenn also decided to bounce.  I had 

him bring down another rope to 

check another 40 foot pit.  I thought 

that may connect to the bottom cave, 



August  2009                                                                                                                                                                             Cullman Grotto Flowstone 

4 

but it did not right away.  Upon 

consulting the map, we found a 

canyon leads to a few climb downs 

and connects to the bottom cave, but 

weôll do that another day.   
 

 
              Harold on rope in Varnedoe 
 

 
 

We exited the cave and started the 

hike up the mountain.  We reached 

the top, hiked for a while, and 

decided that was not the way we had 

come in.  We turned around and 

walked another way ï also not the 

way, but we kept going.  Before 

long, we found ourselves in 

someoneôs yard and then on the side 

of a road not knowing where we had 

parked.  Our GPS units were useless 

without a reference point.  It was 

then I realized I had forgotten to 

place my TAG II headlight in my 

pack and the lamp fell off my helmet.  

After turning our ¼ mile hike into 

almost a 2 mile trek, I decided not to 

go back looking for it.  

 

 A few days later I did return but had 

no luck locating it.  We ended the 

day in the traditional way: Mexican 

for suppper.  I am enjoying being 

back in TAG and my passion for the 

sport is returning. 

 

                       

COULD YOU SURVIVE 

WITHOUT MONEY?  

MEET THE GUY WHO 

DOES                                     
By Christopher Ketcham; Photograph by Mark 
Heithoff 

DANIEL SUELO LIVES IN A 

CAVE. UNLIKE THE  average 

Americanðwallowing in credit-card 

debt, clinging to a mortgage, terrified 

of the next downsizing at the 

officeðhe isn't worried about the 

economic crisis. That's because he 

figured out that the best way to stay 

solvent is to never be solvent in the 

first place. Nine years ago, in the 

autumn of 2000, Suelo decided to 

stop using money. He just quit it, like 

a bad drug habit. 

His dwelling, hidden high in a 

canyon lined with waterfalls, is an 

hour by foot from the desert town of 

Moab, Utah, where people who know 

him are of two minds: He's either a 

latter-day prophet or an irredeemable 

hobo. Suelo's blog, which he 

maintains free at the Moab Public 

Library, suggests that he's both. 

"When I lived with money, I was 

always lacking," he writes. "Money 

represents lack. Money represents 

things in the past (debt) and things in 

the future (credit), but money never 

represents what is present." 

On a warm day in early spring, I 

clamber along a set of red-rock cliffs 

to the mouth of his cave, where I find 

a note signed with a smiley face: 

CHRIS, FEEL FREE TO USE 

ANYTHING, EAT ANYTHING 

(NOTHING HERE IS MINE). From 

the outside, the place looks like a 

hollowed teardrop, about the size of 

an Amtrak bathroom, with enough 

space for a few pots that hang from 

the ceiling, a stove under a stone 

eave, big buckets full of beans and 

rice, a bed of blankets in the dirt, and 

not much else. Suelo's been here for 

three years, and it smells like it.  

Night falls, the stars wink, and after 

an hour, Suelo tramps up the cliff, 

mimicking a raven's callðhis 

salutationða guttural, high-pitched 

caw. He's lanky and tan; yesterday he 

rebuilt the entrance to his cave, 

hauling huge rocks to make a 

staircase. His hands are black with 

dirt, and his hair, which is going 

gray, looks like a bird's nest, full of 

dust and twigs from scrambling in 

the underbrush on the canyon floor. 

Grinning, he presents the booty from 

one of his weekly rituals, scavenging 

on the streets of Moab: a wool hat 

and gloves, a winter jacket, and a 

white nylon belt, still wrapped in 

plastic, along with Carhartt pants and 

sandals, which he's wearing. He's 

also scrounged cans of tuna and 

turkey Spam and a honeycomb 

candle. All in all, a nice haul from 

the waste product of America. "You 

made it," he says. I hand him a bag 

of apples and a block of cheese I 

bought at the supermarket, but the 

gift suddenly seems meager. 

  

Suelo lights the candle and stokes a 

fire in the stove, which is an old 

blackened tin, the kind that 

Christmas cookies might come in. It's 

hooked to a chain of soup cans 

segmented like a caterpillar and fitted 

to a hole in the rock. Soon smoke 

billows into the night and the cave is 

warm. I think of how John the 

Baptist survived on honey and 

locusts in the desert. Suelo, who 

keeps a copy of the Bible for bedtime 

reading, is satisfied with a few 

grasshoppers fried in his skillet. 

  

HE WASN'T ALWAYS THIS 

WAY. SUELO  graduated from the 

University of Colorado with a degree 

in anthropology, he thought about 

becoming a doctor, he held jobs, he 

had cash and a bank account. In 

1987, after several years as an 

assistant lab technician in Colorado 

hospitals, he joined the Peace Corps 

and was posted to an Ecuadoran 

village high in the Andes. He was 

charged with monitoring the health 

of tribespeople in the area, teaching 

first aid and nutrition, and handing 

out medicine where needed; his 
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proudest achievement was delivering 

three babies. The tribe had been 

getting richer for a decade, and 

during the two years he was there he 

watched as the villagers began to 

adopt the economics of modernity. 

They sold the food from their 

fieldsðquinoa, potatoes, corn, 

lentilsðfor cash, which they used to 

purchase things they didn't need, as 

Suelo describes it. They bought soda 

and white flour and refined sugar and 

noodles and big bags of MSG to 

flavor the starchy meals. They 

bought TVs. The more they spent, 

says Suelo, the more their health 

declined. He could measure the 

deterioration on his charts. "It 

looked," he says, "like money was 

impoverishing them." 

 

The experience was transformative, 

but Suelo needed another decade to 

fashion his response. He moved to 

Moab and worked at a women's 

shelter for five years. He wanted to 

help people, but getting paid for it 

seemed dishonestðhow real was 

help that demanded recompense? 

The answer lay, in part, in the 

Christianity of his childhood. In 

Suelo's nascent philosophy, 

following Jesus meant adopting the 

hard life prescribed in the Sermon on 

the Mount. "Giving up possessions, 

living beyond credit and debt," Suelo 

explains on his blog, "freely giving 

and freely taking, forgiving all debts, 

owing nobody a thing, living and 

walking without guilt . . . grudge [or] 

judgment." If grace was the goal, 

Suelo told himself, then it had to be 

grace in the classical sense, from the 

Latin gratia, meaning favorðand 

also, free. 

  

By 1999, he was living in a Buddhist 

monastery in Thailandðhe had 

saved just enough money for the 

flight. From there, he made his way 

to India, where he found himself in 

good company among the sadhus, the 

revered ascetics who go penniless for 

their gods. Numbering as many as 5 

million, the sadhus can be found 

wandering roads and forests across 

the subcontinent, seeking 

enlightenment in self-abnegation. "I 

wanted to be a sadhu," Suelo says. 

"But what good would it do for me to 

be a sadhu in India? A true test of 

faith would be to return to one of the 

most materialistic, money-

worshipping nations on earth and be 

a sadhu there. To be a vagabond in 

America, a bum, and make an art of 

itðthe idea enchanted me." 

In Utah, a modern-day caveman 
has lived for the better part of a 
decade on zero dollars a day. 
People used to think he was 
crazy. [for good reasonéé.ed] 

THERE ISN'T ENOUGH SPACE 

IN SUELO'S cave for two, so I 

sleep in the open, at the edge of a 

hundred-foot cliff. No worries about 

animals, he says. Though mountain 

lions drink from the stream, and 

bobcats hunt rabbits under the 

cottonwoods, the worst he's 

experienced was a skunk that sprayed 

him in the face. Mice scurry over his 

body in the cave, and kissing bugs 

sometimes suck the blood from under 

his fingernails while he sleeps. He 

shrugs off these indignities. "After 

all, it's their cave too," he says. I 

hunker down near a nest of 

scorpions, which crawl up the 

canyon walls, ignoring me. 

The morning ritual is simple and 

slow: a cup of sharp tea brewed from 

the needles of piñon and juniper 

trees, a swim in the cold emerald 

water where the creek pools in the 

red rock. Then, two naked cavemen 

lounging under the Utah sun. Around 

noon, we forage along the banks and 

under the cliffs, looking for the stuff 

of a stir-fry dinner. We find mustard 

plants among the rocks, the raw 

leaves as satisfying as cauliflower, 

and down in the cool of the creekð

where Suelo gets his water and takes 

his baths (no soap for him) ðwe cull 

watercress in heads as big as 

supermarket lettuce, and on the bank 

we spot a lode of wild onions, with 

bulbs that pop clean from the soil. In 

leaner times, Suelo's gatherings 

include ants, grubs, termites, lizards, 

and roadkill. He recently found a 

deer, freshly run over, and carved it 

up and boiled it. "The best venison of 

my life," he says. 

  

I tell him that living without money 

seems difficult. What about 

starvation? He's never gone without a 

meal (friends in Moab sometimes 

feed him). What about getting deadly 

ill? It happened once, after eating a 

cactus he misidentifiedðhe vomited, 

fell into a delirium, thought he was 

dying, even wrote a note for those 

who would find his corpse. But he 

got better. That it's hard is exactly the 

point, he says. "Hardship is a good 

thing. We need the challenge. Our 

bodies need it. Our immune systems 

need it. My hardships are simple, 

right at handðthey're manageable." 

When I tell him about my rent back 

in New Yorkð$2,400 a monthðhe 

shakes his head. What's left unsaid is 

that I'm here writing about him to 

make money, for a magazine that 

depends for its survival on the 

advertising revenue of conspicuous 

consumption.  

 

As he prepares a cooking fire, Suelo 

tells me that years ago he had a 

neighbor in the canyon, an alcoholic 

who lived in a cave bigger than his. 

The old man would pan for gold in 

the stream and net enough cash each 

month to buy the beer that kept him 

drunk. Suelo considers the riches of 

our own forage. "What if we saw 

gold for what it is?" he says 

meditatively. "Gold is pretty but 

virtually useless. Somebody decided 

it has worth, and everybody accepted 
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this decision. The 

natives in the Americas 

thought Europeans were 

insane because of their 

lust for such a useless 

yellow substance." 

 

He sautés the 

watercress, mustard 

leaves, and wild onions, 

mixing in fresh almonds 

he picked from a 

friend's orchard and 

ghee made from 

Dumpster-dived butter, 

and we eat out of his 

soot-caked pans. From 

the perch on the cliff, 

the life of the sadhu 

seems reasonable. But I 

don't want to live in a 

cave. I like indoor 

plumbing (Suelo 

squats). I like 

electricity. Still, there's 

an obvious beauty in the 

simplicity of 

subsistence. It's an un-

American notion these days. We 

don't revere our ascetics, and we 

dismiss the idea that money could be 

some kind of consensual delusion. 

For most of us, it's as real as the next 

house payment. Suelo doesn't take 

public assistance or use food stamps, 

but he does survive in part on our 

reality, the discarded surfeit of the 

money system that he denouncesða 

system, as it happens, that recently 

looked like it was headed for the 

cliff.  

 

Suelo is 48, and he doesn't exactly 

have a 401(k). "I'll do what creatures 

have been doing for millions of years 

for retirement," he says. "Why is it 

sad that I die in the canyon and not in 

the geriatric ward well-insured? I 

have great faith in the power of 

natural selection. And one day, I will 

be selected out." Until then, think of 

him like the raven, cleaning up the 

carcasses the rest of us leave behind. 
 

            

 

 

Boy Killed and Girl Hurt in UK 

Cave Accident                      By 

Kirsty Smallman and Catherine Roche 
A 16-year-old Bridgnorth boy was 

killed and an 18-year-old woman 

seriously injured when a cave roof 

collapsed on them during a camping 

trip in the town. 

Aiden Brookes, of Paulbrook Road, 

was camping with friends in the 

townôs Hermitage Caves, off Lodge 

Lane, when the tragedy happened.  

 

An 18-year-old woman was also 

seriously injured and is still being 

treated in Telfordôs Princess Royal 

Hospital today. 

The devastated family 

said Aiden was an 

Oldbury Wells A-level 

student. 

A statement released 

by the family said: 

ñAiden was a member 

of the training cadets in 

Bridgnorth and was 

planning on 

representing the UK at 

Disney World later this 

year. 

ñHe was a member of 

Bridgnorth Rugby 

Academy and had 

played for the under-

18s. The entire family 

are deeply distressed 

and wish to be left in 

peace to mourn.ò  

Aiden leaves behind 

his parents, Kirsty and 

Ashley, his two-year-

old brother Kyron and 

his 10-day-old brother Bryce, along 

with two sets of grandparents. 

Aiden was born in South Africa and 

moved to Britain when he was 10 

years old. The group of friends with 

whom Aiden was camping had lit a 

fire shortly before the cave collapsed. 
His friends tried to save his life by 

following instructions from 

ambulance control operators as 

paramedics were sent to the scene. 

But efforts to save him failed and 

Aiden was pronounced dead at 

Telfordôs Princess Royal Hospital. 

It is believed about 20 people, many 

of which were youngsters, were on 

the overnight camping trip. One of 

the group, who did not want to 

named, said the fire they lit grew 

very large. It is believed it started to 

unsettle some of the rocks. 

One teenager said: ñWe talked about 

whether the cave was safe and we 

thought it would be because it had 

 

    CANDID CAVER  

 
    Harold, are you holding up the wall or posing for GQ?? 
 

http://www.shropshirestar.com/2009/04/06/boy-killed-and-girl-hurt-in-cave-accident/sd3136361/

