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Grotto Trip  
This coming Saturday, we are going 

to Valhalla.  It is Sharon's birthday.  

We plan to visit parts of the cave, 

going back to the Mega Dome.  This 

is a 2 - 3 hour round trip, rather easy 

but does involve some minor climbs 

- no vertical gear needed in the cave.  

Buddy Lane has given us the permit, 

but with WNS being in TN now, we 

do have to comply with the rules of 

cleaning the gear.   

 

Please let me know if you plan to 

attend so I can add your name to the 

permit... I need to know by 

Wednesday morning at the latest.  

Also, let me know if you have caved 

in any other states within the last 12 

months.  Please make sure you  

thoroughly clean your gear, pack, 

and clothing prior to the trip and you 

will need to clean everything 

thoroughly after the trip.  Attached is 

recommendations for cleaning the 

gear. 

  

Looking forward to a nice trip - as of 

right now, the weather looks to be 

sunny and in the mid 50's.  Hope you 

can make it. 

  

Patrick 

 

Blue Spring Cave Book Is 

Now Available 
The long awaited "Blue Spring 
Cave" book is now back from the 

printers and available from the NSS 

Bookstore. 
 

The softbound version has arrived 

and the hardbound version should be 

available in about one more week. 

 

So, if your favorite caves are closed, 

due to WNS, sit back and read the 

"Blue Spring Cave" book and 

remember the good old days when 

youcould actually go inside a cave. 

 

Larry E. Matthews 

______________________________ 

SERA Summer Cave 

Carnival Survey 
Did you know that your Grotto is a 

Member of SERA? The Central 

Alabama Grotto (CAG) is working 

with The Southeastern Regional 

Association (SERA) to help make the 

SERA Summer Cave Carnival the 

best it can be each & every year. 

 

We'd like your input & opinions. 

Your responses will be very much 

appreciated. 

 

Go to 

www.centralalabamagrotto.com 

______________________________ 

WNS in Tennessee 
A confirmed case of WNS has been 

found in Tennessee. Three Tri-

Colored Bats in Worleyôs Cave in 

Sullivan County have tested positive 

for the disease according to the 

Tennessee Wildlife Resources 

Agency. Sullivan County is on the 

Virginia state line with Bristol and 

Kingsport TN. 

 
This makes North Carolina, South 

Carolina, Georgia, Alabama, 

Mississippi, Arkansas and Missouri 

"buffer states" according to the WNS 

plan. Worleyôs cave is over 200 

miles from the nearest Georgia or 

Alabama cave.  

____________________________ 

 

NSS Youth Caving 
The National Speleological Society 

Youth Group Liaison Committee 

http://www.caves.org/youth 

is connecting this generation of cave 

explorers and the next through youth 

groups seeking to include the 

sciences and arts of speleology and 

cave exploration in their program, by 

involving the Regional Coordinators, 

partners, associates, and Grottos. We 

are developing the position of 

Regional Coordinator. There is an 

opening for a Regional Coordinator 

in the Ohio Valley Region and the 

Northwest Caving Association. This 

person will connect safe and ethical 

cavers with youth groups. You can 

read what a Regional Coordinator 

does and does not do on our web site 

at 

http://www.caves.org/youth/coordina

torguidlines.shtml 

If you are, or know a person who 

cares for the quality of youth group 

programs, they may be cavers that 

are already involved with programs 

such as Boy Scouts, Girls Scouts, 

Boys and Girls Club, 4-H, Awanna, 

and others. I'd like to strongly 

encouraging each NSS Region to 

make this Regional Coordinator a 

part of your Section's make up. The 

next generation of cavers depend on 

what they experience now. 

Allen Maddox 

_____________________________ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ECHO))))) CHAMBER  

TAG Calendar 
 
Mar 6                                        
Grotto trip                                                
Valhalla. Meeting time TBA 
 
Apr 6                                       
Grotto Meeting                                                
7:30 pm L&N Train Depot 
 
Apr 18                                       
Grotto trip                                                
TBA.. Meeting time TBA 
 

June 17-20 
SERA Cave Carnival 
Hosted by Sewanee Mountain 
Grotto in Grundy County, TN, 
near Monteagle. See the SERA 
Web site or Contact Maureen 
Handler. 
 
August 2-6, 2010 
NSS Convention  
Essex Junction, Vermont 
 
Oct 7-10                                     
33 Annual TAG Fall Cave-In 
TAGOTM. Hosted by DCG 
 

Oct 16 
Bridge Day 
New River Gorge, Fayetteville, 
WV 
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TinY & NikkYôs 2009-

2010 Mexico Adventures 
Part 1 

Saturday morning, December 19
th
, 

2009, we began our annual trek to 

Mexico.  Paul PD Drennan and his 

lady friend Jane from Cleveland, OH 

arrived at our house on Friday 

evening , to get a good nightôs rest 

before starting the long journey 

south.  Jeff Dunn and Sonya 

Erickson arrived at our house 

Saturday morning.  Jeff had flown 

down to Sonyaôs house from 

Pittsburgh, and they left Nashville 

early to meet up with us.  We had 

some coffee and omelets and were on 

our way to Mexico by 11am.  We 

took our car and PDôs suburban to 

give us plenty of room for the 6 of us 

in our caravan.  We decided to leave 

Saturday morning instead of Friday 

night to time the border crossing for 

4-5 am so we could get through when 

it was quiet and get out of 

Matamoras before the city wakes up.  

Mike and Gudrun Hrizuk left our 

house the previous Tuesday and 

made their way leisurely to 

Brownsville where we will meet 

them before crossing the border and 

caravan through Mexico.   

Friday evening we spent packing the 

car.  I had three excel spreadsheet 

pages with the list of everything we 

needed.  Iôve been using the list for a 

few years now, so every year it gets 

better and a little more refined.  This 

year I added a column for where the 

items were located so it made it very 

easy to sort what I had to get from 

upstairs and what was in the garage.  

I had sent the list out to our Mexico 

trip Yahoo group as well to give the 

rest of the crew an idea of what we 

were bringing.  I did get a comment 

from PD on packing ñrappelling 

pantiesò, hey, you have to make sure 

what youôre wearing does not have 

seams in the wrong places or you can 

get some serious harness chafing 

quickly.  Jeff also pointed out that I 

forgot to list climbing gear, guess 

that one was just automatic for me.   

The first days driving passed without 

incident, it was nice to see the sun 

come out in Mississippi after two 

weeks of rainy and dreary weather in 

Alabama.  I took first shift and drove 

all the way to Laurel, MS where we 

stopped for lunch.  Iôve been fighting 

some kind of crud that has settled in 

my chest, so I decided my best 

course of action was to lie down and 

try and get some rest during the 

afternoon .  Sonya drove the evening 

shift while TinY slept and I 

navigated for both of their shifts.   

We made it to Brownsville, TX at 

about 4:15 in the morning and met up 

with Mike and Gudrun Hrizuk who 

were already in a hotel there.  We 

took advantage of the room to wash 

or faces and brush our teeth and at 

least feel a little more refreshed.  

Then it was off to Wal-Mart for those 

few last minute items.  We have this 

down to a science now and 

everything I needed fit into one 

shopping bag.  

At this point we broke out the FRS 

radios.  To manage a group this size 

itôs tremendously helpful for 

everyone to have an FRS radio on 

them.  That way you donôt have to 

spend a lot of time looking for 

anyone.  And they are very helpful to 

have in the vehicles too to 

communicate traffic stops, obstacle 

navigation and not to mention being 

able to pass on curves. 

We stopped at the Casa de Cambio 

(money changers) and changed $600 

a piece into pesos, before crossing 

the border.  This year the exchange 

rate was 12.5 which gave us all 7500 

pesos.  We were a little behind 

schedule getting to the border, it was 

almost 6am and the line was 

building.  We got everyone through 

the personal visa line and filled out 

the visa forms.  Then I helped PD 

and Mike Hrizuk as an extra set of 

ears to get them through the vehicle 

registration process.  Registering a 

vehicle involves having copies of 

your title, registration, drivers license 

and passport and needing to get a 

copy of the tourist visa you just 

received.  We had pre-registered the 

vehicles online so this process was 

relatively simple given all the 

paperwork involved, although still 

time consuming.  Our vehicle did get 

the red light at the border, but lucky 

for us they just waved us through and 

didnôt bother stopping us to search 

the vehicle.  We were very thankful 

for that as this process can take hours 

if they so choose. I forgot to mention 

that the Mexico bathroom situation 

starts at the border, so we had to take 

a little time for everyone to dig out 

their TP and hand sanitizer supply 

which no one should be without 

during the next two weeks.  TinY 

drove us to the Matamoras city limit 

while I navigated our way through, 

and then Sonya took over again and I 

continued navigating.   

The new frontier station was open 

and we crossed through the frontier 

with Sonya driving.  At the frontier 

they ask you if you have anything to 

declare and have the opportunity to 

search your vehicle again.  We got 

the red light again, but after showing 

them our paperwork they decided to 

just wave us through.  One of the 

standard questions at the frontier is 

how many people are in the vehicle 

and we told him 3, and I looked back 

to see TinY was asleep totally 

encased in the sleeping bag.  Since 

the car and the registration were in 

his name I did have to wake him up 

long enough for the frontier guard to 

see that there was in fact another 

person in the vehicle and he looked 

more like the passport I was showing 

him than the two blond chicas in the 

front seat.  He did seem to enjoy our 

visit.   

It was a little after 9am when we 

made it to the ñYò restaurant that is 

our traditional breakfast stop on the 

way into Mexico.  This restaurant is 

located at the third Pemex stop after 

the frontier where highways 101 and 

97 intersect.  This is always a great 

first stop, the food is excellent, the 

bathrooms are clean, and itôs so nice 

to get out of the car and site for a 
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nice leisurely meal.  I had my first of 

many glasses of fresh squeezed jugo 

de naranja (orange juice) of the trip, 

and huevos con chorizo (egg with 

Mexican sausage). After that it was 

finally nap time again for me.   

We made it to Tampico that evening 

and after a nice tour of the city made 

our way to Playa Miramar.  We 

drove down the strip first to check 

out what was open and then started 

looking at prices for hotels.  Some of 

the fancy hotels at the beach were 

gringo prices, but there were still 

some good deals to be had.  We 

found a very cost effective place at 

$395 pesos per night for the first 

night.  That night we had dinner at 

the seafood restaurant next door to 

our hotel.  They had some incredible 

Cocktails de Camaron Grande, huge 

bowls full of cocktail shrimp, not like 

the 6 shrimp you get in a shrimp 

cocktail stateside.  I had the mixed 

seafood cocktail with shrimp, crab, 

snail and squid, very yummy as 

well.  My chest cold was reaching its 

worst at this point complete with 

fever, chills and bodyaches, so after 

dinner I went right to bed to lay 

down and the rest of the group 

headed out to the beach.   

The next morning it was very nice to 

sleep in, have a hot shower and meet 

everyone for a leisurely breakfast.  

We had breakfast at the restaurant in 

the Best Western there on the beach 

and everyone decided to switch hotel 

because they had nicer amenities that 

the other hotel for not much more 

money.  Apparently no one else 

could find the hot water in the first 

hotel, which can happen regularly in 

Mexico.  The hot water tanks are 

only so big and once someone uses it 

all you have to wait an hour or so 

until it can heat another batch.  One 

big plus to the hotel switch was the 

free wifi, which gave me the 

opportunity to get online and 

download a set of Mexico maps for 

my Garmin Edge 705 and update my 

Facebook status.  We check out at 

noon and headed to Wal-Mart for 

some supplies and to try and find me 

some medicine, the body aches were 

excruciating by this point and it hurt 

to stand.    The Wal-Mart we found 

was an anchor store in a mall in 

Madero (the city bordering Tampico) 

so there were other stores  and stalls 

for everyone to be able  to look 

around.  I found a nice pearl and 

turquoise necklace, Sonya found a 

hand embroidered table cloth and 

Gudrun found some shoes.  So the 

quick trip took about 3 hours, but we 

did well on the shopping front.   

When we got back we still had a few 

hours of daylight to sit in the big 

wooden beach chairs under the 

thatch-roofed umbrellas and enjoy 

our adult beverages while looking at 

the ocean.  It was a little breezy on 

the beach and I was still going 

through fever and chills so I curled 

up in a sleeping bag while a light 

jacket sufficed for the rest of the 

crowd.  It was nice to be able to sit 

on the beach and relax and enjoy.  

Several street vendors came up 

selling their wares.  This actually 

works out well here, where they 

show you what they have, but if you 

say no they are not pushy and will 

simply move on.  But if they do have 

something you want you donôt have 

to get out of your chair to get it.  

Eventually the vendors we were 

looking for found us, I was waiting 

for the guy with the stuffed crabs and 

fish empanadas in particular.  The 

way they do stuffed crab in Mexico 

is the way I feel it should be done, 

the crab is free because they catch 

the crab, but they have to buy the 

bread, so thereôs barely enough bread 

in it to hold it together, it pretty much 

all crab and it works for me.  There 

was also a man with sweets that 

stopped by and between the group 

we bought one of all the different 

kinds and shared them so that 

everyone had a taste.  There was a 

coconut bar, another coconut 

flavored dessert that looked like a 

cannoli and a tamarind fruit bar.  

While we were out there on the 

beach there was a Mexican who got 

his truck stuck in the sand and TinY 

was more than happy to use his tow 

strap to pull him out.   

As the sun set we decided it was time 

for dinner.  I had another restaurant 

picked out, that TinY and I had been 

to before, but it was closed that night 

so we decided to go back to the same 

restaurant we were at the night 

before.  This time everyone ordered 

the big shrimp cocktail dishes, but I 

got mine mixed again with all the 

seafood.  I also ordered stuffed crabs, 

but with being sick no appetite by 

that time so I had to get the rest of 

them to go.  PD ordered a dish with 

shrimp wrapped in bacon and 

covered in a cheese sauce that looked 

absolutely delicious.   

After dinner TinY and I had a nice 

long hot soak in the tub in PDôs 

room.  Bathtubs are a rarity in 

Mexico, but PD had gotten a suite at 

the Best Western which included a 

jetted tub.  So while they were out on 

the beach we had the chance to have 

a nice hot soak.  The tub got very hot 

and it really helped break up the 

chest congestion and put me right to 

sleep.  I woke up sweating several 

times that night and the fever finally 

broke.  I didnôt get up for breakfast 

the next morning and slept in until 

around 11am, and had TinY bring me 

a plate from the restaurant so I could 

have breakfast in bed.  But when I 

finally did wake up and had a hot 

shower I felt much better than I did.  

The worst of the chest cold was over 

and I was starting to get better.    

Tuesday was our last day in Tampico 

so we packed the car, checked out of 

the hotel and headed back to the 

beach until it was time to go.  We 

hung out at the beach for another 

couple hours and took a nice stroll in 

the sand.  The weather was gorgeous 

so the beach had drawn more of a 

crowd than it had in the past few 

days.  There were lots of families 

with kids playing in the sand and 

some of the teenagers had rented 4 

wheelers and were running laps up 

and down the beach.  TinY and I 

took a walk to soak in the sites and 

then settled down in a set of beach 

chairs next to Jeff and Sonya to 

watch the world go by.  We did make 
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sure to stop the person with the 

stuffed crabs as they went by and Jeff 

and I enjoyed a stuffed crab snack on 

the beach.  

 

That afternoon we all loaded up in 

the car to head to our next adventure, 

Hotel Taninul just outside Cuidad 

Valles.  Hotel Taninul is home to a 

volcanically heated warm sulfur 

spring pool which is great for 

soaking away all the aches, pains and 

jungle funk of Mexico.  Normally we 

reserve it for the last stop, but given 

that we are heading home New Years 

weekend, there would be too much of 

a crowd there to enjoy it, so we 

moved it up in the schedule.   

After checking in the first order of 

business was dinner.  Hotel Taninul 

makes a great parillada, a large 

platter with a variety of meats 

including sausage, beef and chicken 

with onions, mushrooms and 

pineapple.  One of these is plenty for 

3 hungry cavers.  We order three of 

these to split between the 8 of us at 

the table.  We also ordered chips 

with guacamole and queso dip as an 

appetizer.  We also order several 

pitchers of limonada con agua 

mineral, one of my personal 

favorites, for the table.  Itôs a lime-

aid made with sparkling water, and 

oh so delicious.   

After dinner we changed into our 

bathing suits and headed out to the 

pool, the real reason we picked this 

hotel.  The sulfur water has a 

distinctive smell as you walk out 

there, but after about 5 minutes or so, 

you become desensitized to it and 

forget its even there.  You have to be 

careful to remove and jewelry thatôs 

not gold or surgical steel because the 

sulfur will turn it black and you will 

need to give it a good scrubbing to 

get the color back.  With some of the 

cheaper jewelry that just has a metal 

coating, it will take that coating off 

and youôll never get it back to the 

way it was.  We soaked in the pool 

for several hours.  Sonya and Jeff 

even dove to find us some of the 

good mud to make Sonya, TinY and 

myself into mud babies.  The mud is 

a great exfoliant and skin tightener.  

Eventually the hotel staff came and 

turned the lights out on us and we 

decided it was time to turn in for the 

night.  Gudrun and Mike liked the 

hotel  so much they were seriously 

considering coming back to stay a 

few more days after our trip was 

done.   

The next morning the group was up 

bright and early to head to Rio Choy, 

a 180ô rappel into a warm resurgence 

spring which you can walk out of.  

Parking for Rio Choy is at the quarry 

just a few minutes up the road from 

the hotel, which makes it very 

convenient on the nights we stay at 

Hotel Taninul.  From the quarry itôs a 

few miles hike down the railroad 

tracks. I still wasnôt back to 100% so 

I decided to stay at Hotel Taninul 

with Jane and spend the afternoon at 

the spa.  So after breakfast with the 

group I went back to the room to do a 

little catching up on the trip report 

and then went out to the pool to 

swim and met Jane there.  The pool 

was much warmer with the sunlight 

and we soaked and chatted for about 

an hour.  Then we went back to the 

rooms to shower and pack up, we 

had to be checked out by 1pm.  At 

one I had my facial which was very 

relaxing and made me feel a lot 

better.   

After my facial Jane and I hung out 

and waited for the group to return to 

the hotel.  We spent some time 

waiting in the lobby, then waiting by 

the car and then waiting on the 

benches outside the hotel.  We 

expected them back around 3, but it 

was closer to 5pm when they got 

back.  There was a wedding going on 

that day so at least there was 

something there to entertain us while 

we waited.  When the group arrived 

back at the hotel they had two more 

gringos in tow as they had met up 

with Nikki Fox and Chris Coates at 

Rio Choy.  Chris & Nikki had 

headed down about the same time we 

did and were going directly to 

Aquismon, but because of car trouble 

in the states had only just gotten 

there the day before.   

Our next stop was the Sorianna in 

Cuidad Valles.  We were all starving 

by that time, so we decided to eat 

first.  Right outside the Sorianna 

there is a cute little restaurant that 

bills themselves as an American style 

malt shop.  I find the Mexican take 

on American food here interesting.  

After dinner we hit the Sorianna and 

did our grocery shopping for the next 

week and a half to stock up on 

everything we would need in 

Aquismon to eat breakfast at the 

house and lunch at the pit.  Our plans 

called for going out to dinner every 

night while in Aquismon.  We 

stocked up on queso fresco, limons 

for the Coronas, aveno (oatmeal), 

bottled water and toilet paper for the 

house.  We also got some galletas 

(cookies), aguacates (avocados), and 

cebollas (onion), to get us started for 

the week, and we can resupply these 

items in Aquismon.  After the 

grocery stop we headed strait to 

Mike Walshôs house in Aquismon 

where we would be staying for the 

rest of our vacation.   

 

Mikeôs house is constantly evolving, 

growing larger and grander every 

year.  The accommodations are the 

nicest in town and are more the 

gringo standard than the Mexican 

standard.  Mike had made a new 

room for us upstairs on the third floor 

which had just recently been 

completed.  It has two great big 

picture windows with no glass so 

there is a great view of the Sierra 
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Madres and a full bed with a large 

iron bed frame.  Mike is also 

working on a bar area on the third 

floor right across from our bedroom, 

called the Cueva Linda Cantina.  

There are two hanging chairs here as 

well as the bar and barstools and itôs 

a great place for the group to hang 

out if we want a change from the 

patio downstairs.  On the second 

floor there are 4 bedrooms for 

couples, and Nikki & Chris are in our 

old room.  Two of the rooms open 

outside to the patio and the other two 

open into the kitchen.   

Mike Walsh was there to greet us and 

show us the improvements he has 

been making to the place.  It took 

quite some time to get all our 

belongings unloaded and get 

everything situated in the house.  I 

was grateful for the unpacking help 

from Jeff and Sonya as TinY was 

otherwise occupied with Mike .  It 

was 1am by the time I have all my 

stuff unpacked and had repacked the 

thing I would need for the morning 

and made lunch for TinY and I.  At 

that point I decided it was time for 

me to crash and TinY stayed up for a 

while because he still had his vertical 

gear to get packed and ready to go 

for the morning.   

Morning came very early the next 

day.  We got up at 7am with the goal 

of having the group in the cars and 

out the door by 8am.  We had talked 

to Mike Walsh the night before about 

where to go the next day and had 

decided on Hoya de Quile, a ~150ô 

pit close to Paxalja.  We wanted 

something small to break everyone in 

and get them used to the Mexico 

views, but wanted to save La Ninja 

and Huasteca for next week when the 

group expanded from 9 rappellers to 

16.  On the way out of town we 

stopped on the square in Aquismon 

to make a quick breakfast stop.  One 

of our favorite places to stop in the 

morning is the pastry store which has 

a good selection of fresh pastries and 

cookies, those normally serve as our 

carbs for the day.  We can get 

enough cookies and pastries to more 

than feed both of us for about 10 

pesos.  They also have hot coffee for 

a whole 6 pesos.  There is also a guy 

on the square with a stand selling 

fresh squeezed orange juice which is 

another favorite stop.  He cuts and 

squeezes the oranges right in front of 

you so you know its fresh. This is 

also the time to stop for ice and 

coronas, so they are cold when you 

get back from the pit.  

 

It was about 8:45 when we got 

everyone back in the vehicles, which 

was a little later than weôd hoped but 

still not too bad for time.  We headed 

up the Golondrinas road and were 

impressed with the improvements 

that had been made.  It used to take 

us 4-5 hours to get all the way up to 

Golondrinas, but with the 

improvements that have been made 

now it only takes about 45 minutes.  I 

turned my Garmin Edge 705 on at 

the square in Aquismon so we would 

have not only the trail log, but the 

road log as well.  To get to Paxalja 

we turn off the Golindrinas round at 

La Laja and follow that road for a 

ways.  It took us an hour and 13 

minutes to go 8.61 miles.  We got up 

to as high as 38.7 mph while on the 

Golondrinas road, but the road to 

Paxalja was in a  lot worse shape and 

we pretty much stayed at less than 10 

mph the whole way up this road.  We 

stopped that the main intersection 

with the school house and the store 

and got out to talk to the locals.  

They were very shy and I had a hard 

time asking for porters here.  They 

told me most of them men were out 

cutting coffee and there was no one 

to carry bags.  I still wasnôt back to 

my normal energetic talkative self 

and my throat was sore and my voice 

was a little raspy, so I was not having 

fun with having to go through this 

same conversation with so many 

people.  But finally we found one 

someone willing to arrange for 

porters to take our gear to the pit.  

Apparently they donôt see a lot of 

gringos in this area and this was a 

new concept to them.  Where if we 

went to Guaguas or Golondrinas they 

would have come met the vehicles to 

offer their services.   

It was almost 10:45 when we left the 

vehicles to start our hike.  The young 

guides took off ahead of us with the 

packs and headed toward the pit.  

They had told us it was about an 

hourôs walk, but the trail log we had 

said only about 18 minutes.  During 

the hike we passed one pit off in the 

distance on our left which they blew 

right by.  They stopped at another 

one and told us this was the first pit, 

which had rather an impressive high 

wall and a good size to it.  But they 

said there was another one that was 

twice as big and twice as deep that 

they wanted to take us to.  So we 

kept following them through the 

jungle.  It took us about an hour and 

20 minutes to go the 1.62 miles 

through the jungle to the other pit.  

There was a lot of up and down with 

a total elevation loss of 250 to get to 

the pit.  It was a very impressive pit, 

which looked even bigger than 

Guaguas size of what we could see of 

it, which a large high wall on the 

other side and a natural bridge 

directly in front of us.  We decided 

we didnôt have nearly enough rope to 

attempt to do this pit. We stopped at 

this pit and ate lunch.  I had packed a 

whole pollo asado that I had bought 

at the grocery store and deboned last 

night and some tortillas, cebolla, 

queso fresco and aguacate.  We had 

worked up an appetite and I was glad 

to get a chance to sit down and eat.  I 

was very sweaty and coughing the 

first part of the trip, but by the time 

we were headed back to the first pit, I 

was feeling somewhat better.  The 

guides had run off and left us again, 

but I could use the Garmin return to 

start feature and it gave me the line 

map of the trail we took to come here 
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and even beeped at me when I was 

approaching a turn, pretty handy 

when the trail split.   

It was 1:45pm by the time we got 

back to the trail intersection that took 

us to the other pit.  And it was only a 

short hike around to find a rig point 

for that pit.  We ran into a Mexican 

couple that lived near Golondrinas.  

They were out looking for other pits 

in the area.  We had been told 

previously that there had been a big 

legal battle over who owned 

Golondrinas and the tourism rights to 

it and the town at the top of the hill 

had won.  So now all tourists needed 

to park there and walk down and all 

guides needed to be hired from the 

other town.  So I guess he was out 

looking for other pits to take tourists 

to so they had at least some 

remaining options in the tourist 

industry.  In the rush to get out of the 

cars and follow the guides that 

morning, we had forgotten to bring 

our machetes with us, so we were 

very happy that he decided to come 

along and cut a trail for us to the pit 

rig point.  We found a decent 

overhung rig point and TinY and I 

set about rigging the pit with some 

help from Sonya, Nikki and Chris.  

TinY went down first and used a pair 

of clippers to trim away the foliage 

from the edge and clear the area for 

us to rappel.    

Looking out over the pit we werenôt 

entirely sure that our rope was going 

to reach the bottom, but once TinY 

was on the bottom and confirmed 

that it did, we lowered the second 

one.  The elevation from one side to 

the other in these pits can vary 

greatly.  I worked the lip while TinY 

worked the belay and in very short 

order we had everyone down the pit 

and back up.  I was very impressed 

with how well it worked and as soon 

as TinY called Off Rope at the 

bottom I was calling on rope at the 

top. The drop only turned out to be 

98 feet on that side, so they were 

fairly quick climbs out.  The guides 

had left for lunch when we got to this 

pit and returned at about 5pm as we 

were packing up to take the gear 

back to the cars.   

 

The sun was just starting to go down 

as we started our hike back to the 

cars.  Though it was a long day in the 

jungle it was still a successful day on 

rope.  When we got back to the cars 

we paid our guides, and paused long 

enough to enjoy a drink, I had a 

Monster Energy drink in the cooler 

with my name on it.  There was quite 

a crowd gathered by the time we got 

back.  Some of the others in our 

group commented on the number of 

people locals around us watching us, 

and I had to tell them that there are 8 

white people in their town. We are 

the most entertaining thing going on 

at the moment.   

We stopped at the town store on our 

way out and bought some soda for 

the kids who had accompanied us to 

the pit that day.  Then we headed 

down the mountain and back towards 

town for dinner.  On the way through 

town we got on the radio to check on 

PD and Jane and see if anyone at the 

house wanted to join us for dinner.  

Mike Walsh decided to come out and 

join us for dinner.  My first choice 

for dinner was El Laurel, one of my 

favorite restaurants in town, but it 

was closed that night (the places I 

wanted to eat being closed was 

turning into a popular theme this trip) 

so we decided to go to the restaurant 

out on the highway, another favorite.  

We split a parillada with Jeff and 

Sonya and ordered a pitcher of the 

limonada con agua mineral for the 

table.  It was late when we got back 

to the house and Mikeôs Texas 

friends were still working on the hot 

water.  We did have warm water 

downstairs, so everyone was able to 

at least get a warm shower to wash 

off the jungle from the days 

activities.  TinY and I had the last 

showers, and very shortly after that I 

went to bed.  That night was 

Christmas Eve and there was a lot of 

partying and celebrating going on it 

town and it was very difficult for me 

to fall asleep and stay asleep with the 

music that was playing and the 

churchbells that were ringing at 

midnight.  Having no windows I had 

no sound barrier either and I wished I 

had packed ear plugs.   

Mexico is a very Catholic country 

and they celebrate Christmas at 

midnight on Christmas Eve.  None of 

the stores close on Christmas like 

they do in the US because the major 

holiday is really Three Kings Day 

when they exchange presents, as that 

was the day the Three Kings 

presented baby Jesus with their gifts.   

After a night of tossing and turning 

the body aches had returned and I did 

not feel good at all when I woke up.  

So I decided to stay in bed and try to 

catch up on my sleep and get better, 

the crud was still in my lungs and I 

was still coughing a lot (little did I 

know at this point it would take 4 

weeks to clear up).  So I got up to 

take my meds and then went back to 

sleep until noon.  I woke up again 

feeling a lot better and went 

downstairs to say hi to Mike Walsh 

and the Texas gang, Freddie Power, 

Dave McClung, Jay Jordan.  They 

were still working on the hot water 

and think they had gotten it fixed.  

After they finished that they headed 

into town to get some supplies.  I got 

a nice hot shower and had a nice 

leisurely afternoon at the house by 

myself and had a chance to do some 

more typing on the trip report.  Rojo 

stopped by for a while to chat, like 

Mike heôs an American who has 

retired down here to the Aquismon 

area.  A social security check goes a 

lot farther down here for him than it 

would in the states.   PD and Jane 
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came back early in the afternoon 

from a day out site seeing around the 

area.  Mike and the Texas gang came 

back shortly after 5pmé. (to be 

continued in April Flowstone)    

 

 

Kennamer Cave TR 

By Scott Murphy 
January 1, 2010     

 

 
     Kennamer Cave banditos at Orgy entrance 

  

I met Harold and Patrick at the 

library at 8:30. We had to be in 

Grant by 10 to meet up with Jeff, 

Wendy and Aaron. We were on our 

way to Kennamer Cave. We planned 

on doing a pull down trip. Talk of 

trips like this worry me. For one 

reason I am not too fond of water in a 

cave and the thought of pulling the 

rope down behind us. 

     

I didn't realize that the cave is on the 

way to Fern. The hike up to the 

entrance wasn't that bad It gets a little 

steep in places near the top. When 

you arrive at the top first thing I 

noticed was the big sink area and the 

small hole in the ground where all 

the water goes. Harold said that it is 

the dug entrance. When you get in 

the cave you will notice on the left 

side not for from the entrance. 

 

The entrance of the cave is a 35 foot 

climb down. We rigged our rope on 

one of the rotten logs at the top 

"rigger goes first". Harold was the 

first one down. I was second. You 

have to stay to the right to stay out of 

the waterfall. While you wait at the 

bottom you would think there would 

 

   
 

be a lot of spray from the waterfall 

but it is not that bad. Got some good 

photos here. We got to this spot at 

the right time. The sun was at the 

right angle to get some good shots. 

    

After everyone got off rope we 

pulled it down. We could have 

climbed out here if we had to. From 

the looks of the waterfall there was 

going to be some water in the cave. 

The first part was really crawly in 

and out of water. In the first big room 

where you could stand there was 

some stones lined up on the left side 

you could tell they had been placed 

there. I noticed that the sandy soil in 

this area had some places where the 

water had eroded some stalagmite 

looking formations. When I got back 

home and got a new map printed out 

this was the sand castle room.  

     

Moby Dick is in this room also. It is 

a very huge rock. We stayed to 

the right side up and over. Not for 

from here there is a tight climb 

down. Patrick almost got stuck here. 

he left his cave pack on his back and 

got down into the crack and got it 

wedged in luckily he wasn't the last 

one down and had some assistants to 

get it off. We took a break after we 

all got down in this room. 

     

From here it is stand up passage back 

to the second drop here it is about a 

35 foot drop down and through the 

hole. We should have rigged so we 

could have gone over the hole ( I 

forgot to mention that I was using my 

Micro Rack. Itôs too short Had to 

jack rope all the way down.) When 

we all got down we had to pull the 

rope down. From this point 

it would be a very hard climb back 

up if we had to. It took Jeff a while to 

pull it down. I had to whip the 

rope while Jeff pulled it down.  

     

This is where it gets really crawly 

again and really wet. If you make a 

wrong turn and get to for to the right 

it gets very low (sideways helmet). 

Here is where I got really wet and 

cold. The first place in the cave 

where I got my chest wet in a stream 

you could tell we were near the exit. 

Patrick backed out of the tight 

passage and the correct way was 

right there above the really tight spot. 

     

We got a group shot right when we 

exited. We rushed down the 

mountain quickly so we could get out 

of our wet clothes. Walked in the 

stream bed most of the way down the 

mountain until I busted my hip. Did I 

mention at the top that it was in the 

 

 

GROTTO TRIPS 
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low 30s on this day. We saw Bill 

Torode back at the parking area he 

was clearing trees off the road. We 

went our separate ways here. We 

headed home via the Huntsville way 

on county road 5. It goes by Herring 

and Glover Caves. We stopped and 

had "Sushi" in Huntsville. Really 

Mexican. Did I mention IT WAS 

COLD. 

 

                  

Graveôs Cave on a Gray 

Winterôs Day 

By Patrick OôDiam NSS 35852 

 

Several days before the one weekend 

in January, Bruce White sent out a 

text about a trip to Graveôs Cave. I 

had been to Graveôs several times, 

but didnôt have plans for the day yet 

and said I would attend. Scott met 

me at the library and we drove down 

to the cave. I thought Kuenn, Perry, 

& Sharon was doing something 

vertical that day so I called Sharon 

that morning playing as if I was 

Carlos. I quickly discovered I had 

succeeded in waking her ï turns out 

they decided not to do anything on 

the overcast, cold day.  

Bruce, Josh, and Ben, showed up and 

just as we were about to walk to the 

cave, Kuenn pulled up. He had done 

his morning chores and felt like 

going caving. The trip into the cave 

was typical and we made good time. 

We took the crawl in and stayed dry. 

There are some nice formations and 

very large rimstone dams on near the 

back. After going to all the areas I 

had visited before, Bruce started 

leading the way out through the 

stream passage. I knew these 

passages were there ï had seen the 

map and been to the start of the 

passages, but had never felt 

motivated to get into the water. 

 

Bruce led us to the 40ô waterfall 

where Kuenn climbed up and poked 

around the top. We then took several 

stream passages to sumps and headed 

upstream toward the entrance. I 

found the stream very entertaining. 

I believe everyone found some 

unwanted, unexpected cold water at 

some point during the trip, but I 

didnôt have anything to do with that. 

There were a couple of interesting 

climbs on the way out; I was glad to 

have visited the other sections of the 

cave. Even when I have been to a 

cave several times and may 

anticipate having such a good time, I 

always seem to enjoy myself more 

than I had expected.  

 

We exited the cave to a cold winter 

day and headed toward home. I 

called Sharon again to see if they 

wanted to meet us for Mexican, and I 

succeeded in waking them up again, 

a second time in one day. I felt I had 

done my duty! 

Guffey Cave 
By Harold Calvert 

 

Our grotto trip for the month had 

began small, but had grown in size 

dramatically. Kuenn had asked me to 

help with a small church group.  

Of course, I said, I always help if 

possible.  

Got any suggestions, he asked? 

What do you have in mind? 

Well, an easy cave, horizontal, with 

some pretties to look at. 

We both came up with Guffy cave. 

Itôs easy, no crawling unless you 

want to, and big enough for larger 

groups. Sounds good, itôs a plan. I 

had been wanting to plan a grotto trip 

there anyway, so I suggested that. 

No problem, he replied. 

This added to the head count. But 

we're not finished counting yet. The 

Athens scout group was asking for a 

trip this month. We threw them in the 

mix. Also Montgomery Grotto 

member Stan Tew had been wanting 

to go there. He is also a member of 

our grotto. 

 

It was suggested that this be a 

combined grotto trip. Why not, the 

more the merrier. The total head 

count was 32, I think. Or maybe I 

just stopped counting at that point. 

The cave is big enough to handle that 

size group and more. Kuenn had 

decided to take the two young adult 

groups in. That way we wouldnôt 

bottleneck at the slower points. Good 

idea. I would take the two grotto 

groups in. 

 

After waiting on the Montgomery 

folks, who were a few minutes 

behind, I led them into the cave only 

to find the first group at the ladder, 

only fifty feet into the cave. We 

stalled for time only to again get to 

them at the Pump room. I donôt think 

they were slow, there were just so 

many. It takes a little time to cave 

with non cavers. After going through 

a few breakdown areas, we all had 

gathered in the Grand Junction room.  

 

Kuenn decided to go left, tour the 

main passage, then head out. Some 

of the group had time limits. The 

grottoes headed across the big 

breakdown room going to the Spires/ 

Little India area. Halfway through, 

we heard the youth group closing in 

on us! They had hit high gear and 

wanted to see more of the cave. I led 

them to the Mud Gallery, they liked 



March  2010                                                                                                                                                                            Cullman Grotto Flowstone 

10 

it a lot, maybe more than the rest of 

the cave. 

 

Giving them a head start, we 

backtracked to the entranceéall the 

while hearing them just ahead of us. 

We exited the cave to some frosty 

air, but it felt good. It had seemed a 

little too warm in the cave. We 

arrived at the vehicles, changed 

clothes, then helped get a truck 

unstuck that a Montgomery member 

had parked on the leaves. No mud, 

only leaves. I had parked beside him 

in the Suzuki, no problems in or out. 

This resolved, we once again headed 

for Mexican. 

 

It was a good trip, everyone had a 

good time. It was also nice to do 

some caving with our MG friends. 

We had better cave while we can, we 

may be shut out of all caves soon. 

 

               
 

Birthday Suit Caving 

             By Patrick OôDiam NSS 35852 

 

When I realized my birthday would 

fall on a Saturday this year, I 

imminently decided I would prefer to 

spend the day underground.  I was 

not sure which cave I wanted to visit, 

but soon decided on War Eagle.  I 

called Milton Polsky and secured 

permission for the day.  I also 

remembered seeing the pictures from 

Houston Hardin of him caving in a 

suit and tie.  I had always wanted to 

do the same.  Houston claims to have 

gotten the idea from Reed Hilton, the 

ñoriginal Dapper caverò caving in 3 

piece suites & ties.  My motherôs 

neighbor had given her a couple of 

menôs suites that were rather old.  

Mom was going to give them to the 

Salvation Army or something like 

that, but I got hold of them.  It didnôt 

take much to convince Harold to 

dress up with me.  His birthday was 

coming up just 3 days later.   

 

On the morning of February 13
th
, 

Harold and I met Perry and Sharon at 

the library.  As we were taking few 

pictures of the proper way to cave in 

style, complete with the caving 

caddie, Sharonôs mother drove up for 

her day of work at the library.  She 

had a very puzzled look on her face 

when she realized her own daughter 

was among these strange people.  I 

just told her that Sharon & Perry 

didnôt know how to dress for a 

caving trip.   

We met Bruce and Wendy at the Y 

near Guntersville and headed on to 

the cave.  Perry showed me the gift 

he had for me and placed it beside 

my pack.  It was obvious that he 

wanted me to carry it gift.  As we 

walked through the snow on the 

ground which made for a pretty walk 

up to the cave, I commented that I 

felt I was being rocked.  The package 

was heavy, but Perry assured me 

there was not a rock in the box.         

I did the traditional walk through the 

woods which has landed me the 

nickname of Moses.  Before too 

long, Bruce and others were calling 

and we all made our way to the 

cave.  We quickly had the rope 

rigged to the upper bolt and backed 

up to the column outside.  The 

entrance is a small hole in the wall 

and then opens to the 137ô pit which 

has been known in days past as ñThe 

Lip.ò  In the olden days (back when 

Vic was still caving using vines), the 

lower rig point and the rolling lip 

made it very difficult to climb up and 

over when using knots.  Now it 

presents very little challenge, but the 

history is there.         

 

I went down first and was soon 

joined by everyone else.  Wendy 

brought the cup cakes and at the 

bottom of the pit, we had a party.  

Perry really wanted me to carry the 

gift to the back of the cave to open it, 

but I decided to open it there.  He 

was correct, it was not a rock, but it 

was a brick.  I did package it in my 

pack to remove from the caveé 

Sharonôs birthday is just a few days 

away and Perryôs is in July.  The 

brick shall be seen again.     

               Bat Fax                             
Bats are more closely related to 
humans and other primates than they 
are to rodents         
_________________________________ 


