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ANNOUNCEMENTS

Terry Holsinger @ 443-4241 or @ 
ctrhl i @sprynet.com>

June 26-28, Powells Cave Project. Contact;
Terry Holsinger @ 443-4241 or @ 
<lrhil@sprynet.com>

June 20-28, Eastern Region NCRC Week long 
training, Dailey, West Virginia. Contact: John 
Appleby @ 215-541-4994.

June 27-28, GYPKAP, New Mexico. Contact: 
Joli or Chris Lee @ 505-585-8406 or @ 
<jclee@wazoo.com>

July 3-5, SWR/USFS Project. Black and 
Hidden Caves, Lincon NF in the Quads. Will 
include Restoration, Speleothem Repair, Trail 
Marking, Impact Mapping, and Inventory of 
historic signatures. Bring water bottles, brushes 
sponges, ext. Contact: Stephen Fleming 505- 
899-2419 or @ <sfleming©flash.net>

Almost Sold Out! Less than 70 copies remain of 
the 1995 Speleo Digest. Don’t miss 600 pages 
of cave maps, articles, and humor for only 
$19.95. Contact NSS Office @ 205-852-1300 or 
@ <nss@caves.or>

I need you're submissions to keep the 
newsletter going. Anything will do, tell us about 
you're trips, make fun of friends, share you're art, 
share a trip announcement, share a joke, share 
a photo. It doesn't have to be long, it doesn't 
need to be short just please
SUBMIT TO THE NEWSLETTER @
P.O. Box 3162 OR 3426 C Willowrun 
Austin TX, 78764 Austin TX, 78704

Blowing Sink and the other caves on the 
property are still CLOSED to cavers. The 
situation is being belt with, but for the time being 
cavers should stay away. We are in danger of 
completely loosing access.

June 5-7, Marneldo Ranch. CANCELEP.

June 12-14, Colorado Bend Project. Contact;

August 3-7, NSS CONVENTION, Sewanee, 
Tennessee. Contact: William Shrewsbury @ 
423-886-3296 or @ <nss98 ©caves. org>

August 9-15, Mammoth Cave restoration field 
camp. Mammoth Cave, Kentucky. Contact; Norm 
Rogers © 309-692-6715

August 22-23, GYPKAP, New Mexico, Contact; 
Joli or Chris Lee © 505-585-8046 or ©
<jclee@wazoo.com>

September 11-13, Colorado Bend Project. 
Contact: Terry Holsinger © 443-4241 or © 
<trhli ©spry net. com>

September 23-25, International Geological 
Correlation Program, Project 379.
Processes and the Global Carbon Cycle 
Mammoth Cave, Kentucky. Contact; Chris 
Groves © 502-745-5974 or © 
<chris.g roves ©wku.edu>

Seotember 26, Carlsbad Bat Appreciation 
Day, Carlsbad, New Mexico. Contact; Rick



uoBello @ <nckjobello@nps.gov>

October 9-11, Colorado Bend Project.
Contact; Terry Holsinger @ 443-4241 or @
<trhli@sprynet.com>

October 16-18, 21st. Annual Texas Cavers 
Reunion? Site to be announced?

October 23-25, Powlls Cave Project. Contact 
Terry Holsinger @ 443-4241 or @ 
<trhil@sprynet.com>

November 13-15, Colorado Bend Project, 
Contact; Terry Holsinger @ 443-4241 or @ 
<thril@sprynet.com>

Colorado Bend Project. Contact Terry 
Holsinger @ 44-4241 or @
<th ri 11 @sprynet.com>

DOES THE EARTH ROTATE
FASTER OR SLOWER DUE TO 

THE EXISTENCE OF 
CARLSBAD CAVERNS

Please send your comments to the editor. A 
scientific explanation will appear in a future 
issue of the U.T. Grotto News, along with some 
of your responses. 

—___ _

MEXICO CAVING

Trip Report - Spring Break, 1998 
State of Hidalgo, Mexico 
March 13 - March 22, 1998 
by Dale Barnard

July 12-16, 1999, NSS CONVENTION, Twin 
Falls County Fairgrounds, Filer, Idaho. Contact; 
David Keener @ P.O. Box 1334, Boise, ID 83701

Crew;Terry Raines 
Christy Quintana 
Dale Barnard

or @ 208-393-0979 or @ <drdave@micron.net>

TEXAS CAVE RESCUE
THE TSA TEXAS CAVE RESCUE EMERGENCY TELEPHONE NUMBER IS'

1-800-692-0234
THIS NUMBER WILL WORK IN THE U S BUT THE

MEXICO CAVE RESCUE
JUMBER HAS CHANGED AREA CODES AGAIN. PLEASE NOTE THIS CHANGE

001-956-686-0234
From Mexico Dial Direct or Call Collect ( por cobrar - in 

Spanish )! These are the 24-hour numbers for 
Kreidler Funeral Home in McAllan.

After Terry Raines spent days studying 
various topographic maps looking for possible 
new caving areas, he, Christy Quintana, and I 
headed for the border. Christy and I had to take 
on faith that Terry had determined a approximate 
destination. Perhaps he preferred to leave the 
plan open. Perhaps he preferred to let us 
"discover" the plan as we went along. Perhaps 
he thinks that I am overly interested in needing a 
plan so he intentionally withholds it. Whatever

Ask for Cave Rescue and Jon Kreidler. Be persistent!

sun Harvest
YOUK HEALTHY ALTERNATIVE TO TRADITIONAL 

SHOmNG SINCE 1979, AND STILL FAMILY OWNED

THE USE OF A COMFUTER. FOR THIS NEWSLETTE 
WAS RROVIDED COMPLEMENTS OF

the reason, when someone who has thirty years 
of Mexico caving experience finds time to travel, 
I tend to use words like "yes sir!" in place of 
complaints. Indeed, as the trip went along, he 
seemed to have some approximate objectives in 
mind, the first of which turned out to be in Ciudad 
de Mante, where we rendezvoused with a local 
caver named Jean Luis Lacaille M squiz.

Jean Luis wanted to get some AMCS 
books from Terry to help with his cave and 
orchid studies. He invited the three of us to visit 
his parents' house for wine and a snack. Our 
quick stop turned into a six hour visit. They lived 
in a wealthy area of Mante where houses hid
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^'ourse, they would point to someone named 
Juan. Then, "Who here is named 
they would point to someone named Pab o. 
This kept them entertained for about 10 minutes. 
After what felt like an eternity, Pedro and his 
friends returned and led us to the home of a 
widow who had an unoccupied room with two 
beds in it. She would not accept money for her 
hospitality. They asked us if we needed a 
riu&piidiiiy } Terrv rel eved some ofsecond room for Christy, i erry rehbvc 
their visible tension by explaining that Christy 
>j^as his daughter (a white lie), and that it^was 
okay for her to sleep in the same room as the 

two of us^i^ brought
us a lunch that his wife had packed for us and 
then his father led us up an Arroyo toward a 
rumored sutano. His father looked like an old 
man but could have run circles around us as we 
hiked up the arroyo. After about an hour-and-a- 
half our guide made a sharp left turn out of the 
arroyo and found the cave a short distance up 
the hill. Their sense of direction impressed me.

The cave sloped downward at a 45j,or 50ft 
angle following the angle of the rock layers. By 
listening to a rock tumble down it, we estimated 
that it reached a depth of about 100 meters. 
Although we were tempted to rig the pit with 
some jungle vines, we postponed our descent 
until we could return with appropriate rope at a 
later time. Unfortunately, the hike back to the 
truck turned out to be a bit farther than we had 
hoped and we never returned to the cave with 
our gear.

Once back in the Calnali area, a new 
guide took us on a "short" hike to a nearby 
waterfall. The short hike turned out to be several 
kilometers of rough trail. Our first view of the 
falls immediately justified the hike, though. From 
our high perch, we looked down on the water, 
which fell about 100 meters into a clear pool, 
and then roared down some narrower falls. We 
made the final descent to the falls, discovering a 
strong, chilly breeze coming from the base of the 
falls. Although the coolness relieved some of 
our urge to swim, the clean-looking water still 
appealed to our dirty bodies. Christy did a face­
plant on the rocky approach to the pool, which

gave her a nice chin bruise to proudly display for 
the rest of the trip. The clear, chilly pool quickly 
silted up, but we enjoyed the opportunity to feel 
a little cleaner. One the way back to the truck, 
one of our guides decided that he liked Christy 
enough that he wanted her to stay and live with 
them. The fact that she is married did not 
discourage him.

That evening in Calnali, we camped on 
the patio at Arnulfo's property again. The next 
morning, we left Calnali and drove toward a one- 
year-old road that crosses from Molango straight 
to Ixmiquilpan, opening up some possible new 
caving areas. Molango interested me with its 
steeply sloping town site and a red paint theme 
throughout. By this point in the trip, I felt warmed 
up to Spanish and spoke to people whenever I 
had the chance. While in a restaurant in 
Molango, I suffered a bit of a set back, though, 
when I asked whether they had a restroom and 
the worker looked at me puzzledly and then 
handed me a toothpick.

Just south of Molango, we found the new 
road. It skirted a near-vertical topography for 
many miles, bounded on one side with the 
mountain and the other with certain death as it 
dropped off many hundreds of feet, inches from 
the edge of the road. Terry marveled at the 
interesting limestone while Christy reminded him 
to watch where he was driving. I think that she 
may have put finger dents in the door handle 
where she nervously readied herself for a quick 
escape. Of course, the more she complained 
about Terry not watching the road, the more he 
exaggerated his interest in the limestone 
observations. At some point, she tried to distract 
herself by telling us the grasshopper joke; 
Grasshopper walks into a bar. Bartender says, 

"Hey, we have a drink named after you!" The 
grasshopper says, "Really? You have a drink 
named James?"

We descended on the dry side of the 
mountains to a natural lake called Laguna 
Metztitl-n. In the early 1950s, the government 
decided to drastically reduce the flooding by 
drilling a tunnel through the mountain to let the 
water escape. This reduced the occasional 50- 
foot floods. We crossed a second pass and



ended up zigzagging across a river bed for a 
number of miles. Thankfully, Terry's four-while- 
drive Landcruiser had no trouble at all as it 
pushed its way through the one- to two-foot 
deep current. That evening, we camped in a 
remote, dry area next to the road. As we shone 
our lights around looking for a tent spot, large 
spiders' eyes reflected back our lights. I spent 
this long night reacting to all of the unusual 
Mexican foods I had eaten. As I repeatedly 
practiced the three-point backwards stance, I 
kept watching for those glowing eyes staring 
back at me.

The next day, we drove to a commercial 
cave and recreation area called Cueva de 
Tolontongo. We paid about 30 pesos each to 
get in, but it was worth it. The cave releases an 
entire river. Some of the water pours forth from 
falls above the entrance while the rest of it pours 
out of a number of fantastic cave formations. It 
gives the impression that the entire mountain 
must be full of water, desperately trying to 
escape through every nook and cranny of this 
large cavern. As we neared the entrance, a 
blast of hot, humid air hit us. Inside, it felt like a 
sauna. The water felt about 100 degrees F (40 
degrees C), obviously warmed by some non- 
sulfuric thermal action. I opted to leave my 
camera at the entrance rather than risk damage 
from the humidity. Thankfully, Terry had a 
waterproof camera and managed to capture 
some very nice shots while Christy and I popped 
flashbulbs for him.

We then drove northeasterly, back across 
the mountains on the more familiar highway 85 
toward Tamazunchale. We observed dozens of 
dolinas beside the road as well as some small 
caves in the road cuts. Locals spoke of many 
caves in the area, most of which would require 
an afternoon's hike. The fog eventually reduced 
our visibility to nil so we stopped at a side road 
and camped for the night.

The next day, we drove north to a 
commercial cave in Monte Zulel, near 
Aquismun. We intended to make a map of the 
cave, but the local cave-master informed us that 
mapping the cave requires a permit from the 
secretary in Aquismun. A permit to map a cave?

Pl^o^ograph it, though. '
qritnnr. H up the valley toward
fencA thot Golondnnas to inspect the new 
and camninn^*^^^ became steady

bit damp. Near the cave, Terry spotted a light from 
someone walking amongst the jaggS 
limestone. He asked the young man if there was 
an unoccupied building in which we coul^ 
spend the night. The man invited us to s ay with 
his family just up the hill. We piled into the little 
stick and cardboard house and found a sma^ 
patch of dirt floor on which to lay our sleeping 
bags. Four people currently occupied this tinv 
home with only two twin-sized beds. Terry 
cooked soup for them while Christy and I 
brought our journals up-to-date, with the entry 
titles, "The Night the Gringos Came to Dinner'' it 
felt like a large scale invasion of an otherwise 
peaceful dwelling, which made their generosity 
even more appreciated. We slept shoulder-to 
shoulder while baby chickens pecked on Terry's 
face through their cage. A young child cried 
nearly the whole night due to illness. Their other 
children were staying with relatives until the 
germs had passed.

In the morning, we walked up the hill to
see Golondrinas in the fog. Even though we 
could only see about 50 feet into the massive, 
clouded chamber, its magnitude impressed us 
beyond words. The brand-new barbed wire 
fence around the pit did not impress us, though. 
Terry has since launched a campaign of letter 
writing to try to get the fence removed.

On the way down the bouncy dirt road to 
Aquismun, we picked up four adults, one child, 
and a baby. This brought our total to 8.5 people 
in Terry's Landcruiser. Impressive, if not a little 
absurd! Terry told our new passengers the story 
about how awful the snow is in Texas. One 
passenger began asking questions; "In which 
months does it snow? Does it snow every year? 
How much does it snow? Do people really die 
from the snow?" Terry's little lie began to get
bigger.

In Aquismun, we had lunch with the 
secretary of the municipality, the husband of 
whom is an American from Amarillo, Texas.



y had a magnificent house with a palm roof 
hn at around 20 feet. Several social
u Passed before we finally hit the road for 
home,

F We drove full speed ahead back toward
I Austin, stopping at Cueva del Abra for some 
I photographs, and finally camping near Victoria 

at the well-known "under the bridge" camp by 
the river. Here, we encountered a vehicle with a 
bat sticker that turned out to be Pete Strickland, 
his son, and Melonie Alspaugh. Although the 
idea of staying up all night socializing and 
drinking appealed to us greatly, a thunderstorm 
chased us into our tents. The storrn passed 
quickly and brought us the morning s light far 
sooner than I would have preferred.

The next morning, we crossed back to the 
United States, giving me a familiar 
disappointment. However, I did return with an 
entirely new perspective of Texas. When we 
rendezvoused with Pete and Melonie, they told 
us that it had been snowing back in Austin, at 
least according to a clerk at a Pemex station. 
See what can happen when you tell a little white 
lie, Terry? Half of Mexico probably thinks that 
Texas is snow country. Immigration should 
probably thank Terry for his work.

Until I can return to Mexico, I'll be 
wrestling with Spanish text books and maybe 
some language school to prepare myself for a 
follow-up trip. On this trip, we logged many 
possible new caving areas. Good Spanish will 
be very useful when gaining access to them. 
The hard part will be deciding which ones to 
revisit first. A few more trips with Terry, and I 
may have learned most of the secrets of the 
original Mexico cavers. As much as I will mimic 
Terry's speaking style with Mexican locals in 
hopes of experiencing similar success, I am not 
sure that I am quite ready to tell the story of the 
cruel Texas winters.

SUBMITTED BY; Dale Barnard

Grapevine Cave, Ladder

The ladder which was formerly available at 
Grapevine Cave has been retired after 30 years 
of faithful service. If you have permission to go to 
grape vine ( witch in now gaited) you will now 
need to supply you're own vertical gear.

Whirlpool Cave, Gate

A new gate has been Instated onto the 
entrance of Whirlpool Cave, a TCMA owned 
cave in South Travis County.

The gate is a self contained unit that was 
dropped into the existing opening and welded to 
the original surrounding support plate The plate 
was so misshapen by years of use and abuse 
over the years that considerable shimming was 
required too secure it. It ain’t pretty, folks, but I 
think it's a lot better gate than we had.

The main shortcoming of the old gate is that it 
relied partially on the hinges for security-to keen 
It in place. It was learned early in the history of 
door and gate making (like 10,000 years ago) 
that the hinges were the meekest part The new
gate is designed so that the 3/8" plate steel gate 
itself rest on substantial support bars, not the 
hinges, which serve only to let the gate open 
and close. A positive acting latch is now 
provided to keep the gate shut, as opposed to 
the lock, witch now serves only to secure the 
latch. The latch has a handle which allows the 
gate to be raised enough to get fingers under it 
to finish opening it. The arm hole has been 
moved to the side of the gate, in the support 
structure, so that the gate itself has no holes in it 
into which prying devices may be inserted 
Clearances between the gate and the frame arp 
less than 1/8”, generally closer to 1/16” to 
preclude the use of prying tools. None of this 
prevents entry to a person willing to haul a 
cutting torch to the place, of course.

Persons wishing to visit the cave should 
contact Nico Hauwert @ 263-735?

Submitted By; Gill Ediger



The Top Ten Caver Tips

10, Don't get hypothermia because of 
your friends.

9, The air mattress was not 
manufactured to accommodate eight.

8, If you want to build a fire, keep
it small. If you want to have a good time, keep it 
G rated.

7, If you u want to tare holes in 
you're shirt do it in a cave, not in a 
microwave.

6, If your light goes out... don't 
worry, speloboy fluoresces!

5, If you've never gotten naked 
before, talk to M**.

4, Red wine and pasta alfredo don't 
mix!

3, Never wear a wettest in a dry 
passage, especially if you are going 
to follow the wrong reflector.

2, For all true cavers, if you do 
have to break your leg, please do it 
in a cave.
1, Don't bury your friends in the cave

The following was reprinted from the OZTOTL 
caver - Vol. 15 No. 2 Feb. 1997.

LECH'L'GET'CHA

After years of caving I finally got a chance to go 
to Lech "Gewel of the underground". Excited? 
Yes! Scared? Yes! Terrified? Yes! All the words 
of wisdom I received from people who had 
been there were nothing compared to 12 hours 
of getting to camp. EXHAUSTION was the 
number one thing on my mind! I honestly got to 
the Chandelier Ballroom looked at it and said

How much farther is it to camp?"! When thsy 
said "2 more nours", I said, "Lie to me"!

Okay, for the details and reason for the trip... 
Vai Hildreth, Jim Worker, Barry & Rita Loucks 
and I headed for the entrance of Lech on Dec. 7 
1996. I had taken my "baby titanium rack", 
witch is great for a 104 pound woman but not for 
a new rope with a 30 pound pack on her back! 
The first drop was a heck of a lot faster than I 
really wanted and I was, basically, upside down. 
Oh, well, I got there! Barry Loucks was in the 
cave for his 26th time so he knew the cave and 
each area we were going into. His 
KNOWLEDGE and information was great.

Our destination was the Pearlsian Gulf for 
restoration where some stupid idiot had, literally, 
walked through with muddy boots! Can you 
believe that someone could be so 
unconservation minded and uncaring as to 
WALK through something so incredibly beautiful 
as ultra white cave pearls that are as big as 
eggs?

To restore Ihis area I took in lOcc syringes 
with micropinsand surgical tubing. It worked 
great because I could suck up the dirt off the 
bottom 
of the pools with out disturbing the cave pearls. 
On the way, out I finally got to appreciate the 
Chandelier Ballroom. I believe it is the Sth 
wonder of the world. The whole cave is 
spectacular.

It was also as hard as I heard it was and also 
as exhausting. It was a lot easier to get out of the 
cave than it was to get into the cave, probably 
because I knew what to expect. The next time 
will be easier and I will do a lot of things 
differently, but I guess everyone says that.

REPORTED BV: Barbe Barker
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