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EDITORIAL 

 

Members puzzled by the appearance of a blank page in the last issue of the Journal need not fear that the 

hand of the censor is at work. Notwithstanding a certain amount of controversy, it was intended that the 

article in question should appear in this issue accompanied by some related materials However, the 

contributor of the original item has now decided to withdraw the article for reasons which he has set out 

in a "Letter to the Editor" in this Journal. This was his decision and it is being respected. 

 

CLUB NEWS 

 

Thrupe Lane 

 

The new entrance shaft has been completed after a lot of hard work by the Thrupe team. The cost of 

providing this permanent entrance was about £90 and a levy of 10p per person is being imposed until the 

cost has been recovered and the loans repaid. 

 

Ropes 

 

There are doubts about the safety of using polypropylene ropes for abseiling and prussiking. Members are 

therefore advised to avoid using these types of rope for SRT work which apparently imposes different 

stresses on the rope than the ordinary top-rope lifelining for which these ropes have been used safely for 

years. 

 

National Caving Conference 

 

12th-14th September, Manchester. Booking details can be obtained from Andy Finch, 16 Longcroft 

Avenue, Harpenden, Herts. 

 

New Members 

 

We welcome the following new members:- 

 

Miss Corinne Lisa French 

Roger David Stanley Mean 

Victor Edward Wright  

John Stephen Robinson 

David Alan Berrill 

Alan T. Rogers 

6 Orchard Road, St. George, Bristol BS5 7HS. 

Brookfield, Northend, Batheaston, Bath. 

3 South View Drive, Upminster, Essex. 

176 Gill Avenue, Fishponds, Bristol. 

4 Beckford Gardens, Whitchurch, Bristol. 

11 Meadow Walk, Croespenmaen, Crumlin, Gwent. 

 

FRIDAY NIGHT CLUB 

 

All meets at 7.30 except for those in Wales. 

Further details from R.R. Kenney, 'Yennek', St. Mary's Road, Meare, Glastonbury. Meare Heath 296. 

 

 

 

June 27th Longwood 
July 12th WALES 
July 25th Thrupe 
August 8th Swildons 
August 22nd Cuthberts 
Sept. 5th Cuthberts 
Sept. 20th WALES 
Oct. 3rd Hilliers / Shatter 
Oct. 17th GB 
Oct. 31st Pinetree 
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR 

 

Dear Mr. Editor, 

 

The extraction of an article from all copies of the last issue of the Journal coupled with the rather 

ambiguous insertion has resulted in members contacting me for an explanation of this apparent censorship 

of my contribution, and I have decided to write a few words about the incident. 

 

A short while ago the "Guardian" published an article on the use of ropes made of man-made fibres, and, 

thinking it may be of interest to members, I obtained the permission of the editor of the newspaper to 

offer it to you for publication in the Journal. I must make it very clear that I did not and still do not 

necessarily agree or disagree with the views expressed by the writer of the article, and I am certain every 

intelligent person would view it in the same light i.e. without prejudice one way or the other. 

 

I did not know if you would, or if so, when, publish it - that was completely up to you as editor - so I was, 

to put it mildly, astonished when on being handed my copy, I was informed by a member that he and 

other cavers violently disagreed with the views of the writer of the article, and he had therefore taken 

steps to withdraw it from the Journal. 

 

The committee decided that the "Guardian" article be re-published in the next issue of the Journal, but 

after careful thought I have decided to withdraw it. I do not consider that as an innocent party in the battle 

of self-appointed "experts", it is advisable for myself or the Club to get further involved. 

 

Going from the particular to the general, members will not have failed to observe the long term danger to 

the Club's welfare with this negative approach by individual members. The committee has taken the 

appropriate steps to clarify the editorial aspect of the Journal, and will no doubt be on its guard against 

behaviour by members which could jeopardise the Club's best interests and therefore that of all other 

members. 

 

Yours sincerely, 

 

F.W. Frost 

 

 

 

 
WATER TRACING by Ino D. All 

 

Water tracing on Mendip has enjoyed, until recently, an honourable history. The first attempts at serious 

study were made by the insertion of mongrels into the swallets, and the results were startling to say the 

least. One was led to believe that the fires of Hell and the Water Table were superimposed upon each 

other, for the dogs came out of the resurgences singed but still breathing oxygen. Further work was 

hampered by the ensuing theological discussions, and many years were to pass before the next Giant Dog 

Step was taken. 

 

A local rope chandler was having trouble testing his ropes and cord. He found that every time he wanted 

to stretch out a reasonable length for testing then someone would get in the way. Back to the mongrels he 

thought --- by attaching his cord to a dog he was able to stretch his ropes underground. Itinerant Water 

Tracers were quick to see the potentialities of this method. Depending upon one's position in relation to 

Cheddar one could introduce the necessary left or right hand bias by attaching the cord to the right rear or 

the front left leg (direction of earth's rotation taken into account). You may even see traces of the cord or 

string in some caves nowadays. 

 

And thus the Itinerant Water Tracer's cry could be heard all over Mendip. - - - "Well I'll be doggoned!" 
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This was the heroic age of water tracing. What do we find now? Stop an Itinerant Water Tracer and one 

may (if you have the inclination) find lycopodeum spores under the fingernails. How can these scientists 

expect us to believe them? How can we prove that they have clean habits? One Itinerant Water Tracer 

said to me -- "When I take my Rhoda into Wookey Hole all sorts of funny things happen". One reads with 

disgust about the number of people with green fingers, and some people even drink green tea -- the mind 

boggles! 

 

Would you believe it if these scientists were to write in the Journal -- "Cheddar Rising drains the NW 

European plate" ---? 

 

 

 

MOVIE 

 

by Derek Ford 

 

"I'd like to publish something besides the latest bucket-and-spade epic on Mendip" the Editor wrote! 

"How about more news of helicopter caving amidst soaring mountains?" Will this do? - a saga of mega-

sweat with mega budget and mega-choppers, far and away the biggest effort yet mounted in Canadian 

caving, an attempt to make a colour cine film depicting the features and exploration of our longest and 

hardest cave. 

 

It was a silly idea, really. We were beginners in the cave movie business. Obviously, you start with a 

modest project in an easy cave, something that is at least accessible throughout the mild summers of the 

Rockies, shoot a bit of film with a few friends, rest up whilst you view rush prints of the film, go back to 

correct errors and shoot a bit more, and so on. Most cave movies, professional as well as amateur, have 

been made like this, a few dedicated souls working slowly at weekends. You don't start with a technically 

hard cave or a very long one with dreadful logistic problems, that is remotely located and a viable 

proposition for only a few weeks in winter so that your filming must be done in a single big heave, a one-

shot deal with little or no chance to correct mistakes. More innocent yet than we, the National Parks 

suggested making a film of Castleguard Cave. Of course, we bought it. 

 

I have described the 1973 Castleguard winter expedition in No.148 of the Journal. The trunk passage of 

the cave extends seven miles from the single entrance, ascending 1,000 feet, passing beneath a high 

mountain and terminating at the base of a deep ice field (Figure 1). In the first three miles are sustained 

ice and boulder crawls, freezing pools, a couple of pitches and more than one mile of exacting traverse in 

an ascending fissure passage. Half a mile of singularly beautiful grottoes follow this, then the fissures 

begin again, harder than before. The first 1,000 yards of the cave may flood violently and for long periods 

in the summer. 

 

Arrangements were clinched with the National Parks and National Film Board of Canada in December 

1973; a one-hour film for national television, to be shot on location in April 1974. The budget included 

provision for a professional cameraman and professional editing of the results. At McMaster University, 

2,300 miles from the cave, we started to organise. 

 

The choice of professional was obvious. Sid Perou, the Yorkshire caver and freelance cine-photographer 

who has made most of the B.B.C. cave films was raring to go. To second him, we got Frank Binney, 

(Texas), a fine caver who is editor of "Inside Earth" and also a trainee film maker. He handled sound and 

shot records on location. Five "actors" would appear on screen and we chose the five originals of our 

Rocky explorations. They would also handle lights, local portering, etc. From the current McMaster crew, 

Russ Harmon, Ralph Ewers and Bob Bignell (ex-Bristol) handled logistics, lights and purchasing. My 

wife and Allison Perou took care of the kitchen at base camp (cave entrance). Fourteen sherpas were 

chosen from an international band of volunteers. John Donovan, Tony Waltham and Peter Smart 

(U.B.S.S.) came from Britain.
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Lighting and logistics are the crunch problems. Ralph assembled a dozen 100-watt lamps, Sid brought 4 

of 500 watts from Britain. To power them, 25 12-volt snowmobile wet batteries. They are a little smaller 

than car batteries. Each was encased in a stout, padded plywood carrying box of Ralph's design. In 

Sunday sewing bees we built backpack harnesses for them. Each complete battery package weighed in at 

25lbs. Sometimes an actor would move with three of them hung upon him. 

 

Batteries were charged by a petrol charger outside the cave. How to charge them inside? We debated 

taking a charger in; it would be dangerous and unpleasant. But at all costs we must avoid repeated hauls 

of batteries through the long, rough entrance crawls and up and down the bumpy 80-feet pot a mile inside. 

Electrical Engineering was called in: calculations and practical tests showed that it was feasible to charge 

through 6,000 feet of heavily insulated cable - at least, it was in the lab. This would just reach through the 

final crawl below the 80. We crossed our fingers. 

 

Filming schedules, battery supply, cable laying, the necessity for fully 80 man-days of camping 

underground, meant hefty logistic planning. However, Russ's flow charts rarely looked more complex 

than the plans to break the German lines at El Alamein on a four division front. One version is given as 

Figure 2. Russ and Bob understood them well and they worked perfectly. 

 

Midway through March Sid and Frank, the principals, arrived. We took them on a preliminary trip to see 

what they were up against and to plan the shooting script. The Parks set about building our surface camp 

the same weekend: 25 people for three weeks on nine feet of snow meant an elaborate installation. So 

there was a very big helicopter, Mr. Editor, and as we headed into the cave I last saw it, swaying low 

through cloud and wind with a brand-new, green roofed one-holer slung below its belly. Clearly, this was 

to be a plush expedition! 

 

We went to the end of the Grottoes and back, a delightful 18-hour trip without gear. Sid allowed that the 

proposition was feasible - just. The principals retired to Edmonton for scriptwriting; Ralph, Russ and I 

just caught the midnight plane to Toronto and the Monday morning lecture. "That’s what I call weekend 

caving", said Russ. 

 

25 of us went in on April Fool’s Day. We would work in two phases of 10 days each with three days off 

between to drink and rest in Banff and do other things, like washing. Phase 1 - surface scenes would be 

shot and the filming would be pushed steadily in for the first 1½ miles. In Phase 2, we would go into 

reverse, set up camp 3½ miles in at the Grottoes and work out 'til the Phase 1 stop point was reached. 

Many wanted to do it the other way round, arguing that the hard effort from the underground camp should 

be done before we were burnt out by commuting through the bloody entrance crawls but, as most of us 

had to learn the movie game, I ruled that we start at the entrance where there was some chance of 

repairing mistakes. Because the sherpas would be comparatively lightly worked in Phase 1, we planned a 

push at the one tantalising lead left at the far end of the cave. 

 

Parks had done us proud. Three big tents to sleep in and two bigger ones for kitchen, stores and changing. 

All with wooden floors and heating, though fuel ran out before the end. Plus the one-holer discreetly 

offset and a very large plywood box containing Moloch, a frightening petrol oven. On occasion we 

moved him out and substituted a tin firebox that Charlie Brown (actor) supplied; it made an excellent 

sauna. 

 
On lift-in day the sherpas set up the surface camp and dug a refrigerator for the meat. Our heroes donned 

skis for "ski-in" scenes that Sid shot from aloft. It was as well that he over-exposed (for the only time) 

that day for we actors had forgotten ski technique in hard cold powder snow that we don't meet in the 

lowlands and the rumour spread that the real intent was to make a prat-fall comedy. 
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In the next two days sherpa teams carried a load to the Grottoes camp and laid the charging cable. 

Batteries began to disappear inside, to be set down at predetermined shooting locations. It was frustrating 

for actors. Sid shot camping scenes just inside the entrance where it is bitterly cold. Somehow, we always 

seemed to be doing sleeping bag scenes when sherpa parties came out tired but pleased with their work. 

 

Then we moved into the ice section of the cave. It starts with ice 'pingoes', large ponds of flood water 

frozen solid and heaved upwards to form small volcanoes. Bubbles of air trapped in them describe 

fantastical patterns that Sid carefully photographed, but not before I had spent half an hour on my knees 

cleaning and polishing the ice surface to reduce light bounce. Somebody photographed "the world's only 

pingo polisher with a Ph. D." 

 

Next came the ice crawls, 900 feet of belly work on an ice floor. Normally they are great fun for the 

sliding is delightfully easy. But now we moved slowly to a location, stopped, set up, filmed and moved 

forward again. A strong draught blows throughout the cave and really whistles here. Actors had to appear 

always in the same deteriorating boiler suits; I will not detail how much underclothing we crammed on 

beneath them. Boulder crawls followed: close-up shots of knees on pointed stones, ropes snagged on 

projections. Sid worked with meticulous art and we moved on to scenes of wading at the freezing pools. 

Peter Thompson (actor) had been trapped here by a flood during the first exploration (summer 1967) and 

there were scenes of recollection. For several days now we had been stuck in crouch-and-crawl country 

that was always cold and gloomy. We had to take a day off to rest. 

 

The sherpas had now extended caches of batteries far into the traverse fissure. As we exhausted a nest of 

them, it was picked up and moved forwards to an accumulating dump below the 80. Ralph jointed and 

patched the cable, hooked in the charger and announced that everything worked! A critical moment had 

passed. Whilst we slept, eight batteries recharged unattended in the cave. 

 

The news reinvigorated us and we swept forward to the 80 Pot. Here I learned that vertical feet go a lot 

slower than horizontal feet in a cave movie. Sid spent three full days on the damn thing. It was not until 

the evening of the second that I actually set foot on a rung and the draught was unavoidable on the ledge 

above. Charlie and Tich Morris, the stars of these scenes, were up and down innumerable times; Sid was 

everywhere, leaning out above, hung on a bit of subsidiary ladder tethered to somebody's foot, clipped on 

halfway down with three batteries whilst Charlie climbed down to him, down him and on below him. 

There was a scene where Tich did a pendulum to reach a side passage. It was shot repeatedly and he never 

did reach the passage by this means. But it was good footage. 

 

Now we detached Peter Thompson (the super caver amongst the actors) to lead a push party of five 

sherpas to the end of the cave. They were gone three days. The end of the cave is a fork. One passage 

leads to a complete blockage by glacier ice, 1,100 feet below the glacier surface. Peter Smart and Tony 

Waltham took still pictures of Thompson posed at this, for the movie. John Donovan, Eoinn Finn and 

George Tracey tackled the other lead, an undescended 100 feet shaft. All the draught that blows 

incessantly up through the cave passes down into this. It looked very promising and our strongest, best 

supported, party ever was going to it. 

 

Sod's Law! The bottom was a hopeless boulder choke. The draught appeared to flow across the top of the 

pitch into yet another tortuous vadose fissure on the far side. It can only be reached by artificial climbing 

across an overhanging, rotten wall. Nobody is planning to try it at the moment. I know of no more 

desperate cave rescue operation than an accident at this extremely remote spot would entail. 

 

Filming had moved to the Subway. This is the superlative phreatic tube, beautifully rounded, easy to 

walk, 500 yards long and absolutely straight. All the batteries and lights were assembled for shots of 

enormous depth. For the greatest, Sid deployed five men marching away from camera, spaced 100 feet 

apart and with 2,100 watts of light. It worked well. 
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The push team returned. The filming team was now commuting nearly three miles round trip each day 

from the surface. It was time for a rest and a change of tactics. In glorious sunshine we skied or 

choppered out to Banff. There was a beer strike there. 

 

Early on Sunday 15th April we were back at the cave, rested and with more skiing footage in the can. 

Now I wished I'd accepted the views of the others and scheduled the far underground shooting for Phase 

1! Before 10 a.m. nine men and Linda Thompson, (actors and crew) took a last look at daylight and 

slipped away underground in ones and twos. Each carried a fat rucksack of personal gear (some of it 

liquid) and as we passed through the cave, cameras, lights, tripods and other technical Impedimenta were 

added. Festooned, we left the Subway and started the long traverse through First Fissure. It took us all 

day to reach the camp at the Grottoes. 

 

But the sherpas had stocked it lavishly and even attempted to level the sloping clay floor for sleeping. 20 

fresh batteries were neatly stacked, awaiting our attention. 

 

A great variety of scenes were shot. Action, including some spectacular back-and-foot traverses beyond 

the Grottoes with Sid jammed halfway down fissures underneath the backsides. Lots of pretties from all 

angles with Russ standing ready with a priming bottle if they didn't drip fast enough for Sid's taste. 

Science, with tape and callipers and collecting bottles. (Technical notes we had forgotten a bright red pH 

indicator for a gripping scene starring a test tube and a dirty thumb. An aliquot of Tang is a very good 

substitute for cinematic purposes). For five minutes, nobody dared move or murmur as the sound man 

recorded a musical drip. 

 

On the second night Sid and Frank drifted off to line up the next day's scenes. Being newcomers to the 

cave they crawled into one of those small holes that everybody else knew somebody else had checked to a 

dead end five years before. They found another half mile of grottoes, small but decorated with superlative 

delicacy - "The Next Scene". 

 

The sherpas re-established contact. It was snowing outside, they said. The. schedule now called for each 

of them to pull back one battery each day. The enormous commuting involved put them off this scheme; 

instead, each would pull back two batteries (50 lbs) and then take a day's rest. They would also clear the 

odds and ends accumulated from three expeditions at the Grottoes camp and survey The Next Scene. 

Obviously they were in fine fettle. 

 

But after 72 hours the film crew was running down a bit. However, the Grottoes were finished. We would 

move back to a camp In First Fissure for the all-important action shots of this great traverse. 

 

We humped gear and batteries back down to arrive at midnight. The camp was at the only bit of flat 

ground in the First Fissure, a false floor of dry clay interspersed with gaping holes. Previously twos and 

threes had slumped there briefly for a rest. Now ten of us tramped around. The clay was thixotropic. 

Water quickly rose to the surface and in an hour the place looked like a singularly wet day at the Somme. 

Battery boxes began to sink away into the ooze and we wrote "R.I.P. Sid Perou" on one of them because, 

in profile, it looked like a headstone. A whole section of the floor fell away piecemeal over 36 hours, 

shaking the cave and fouling the only water supply. Russ and Linda struggled gallantly at the kitchen but 

meals became slops. The bog called for advanced gymnastics. 

 

Sid drove us on. Traverses, climbs, descents and more traverses with those bloody batteries. Peter 

Thompson staged a bogus fall that nearly became the real thing.  

 

On the Friday morning we began to pull out down the Fissure, with only ’exiting' scenes to be shot at the 

ladders, pools and entrance. Ralph fell and fractured his ankle. He got himself out using a lighting pole as 

a crutch. It was the only accident for the eager doctor in the party. 

 

Tempers frayed for the first time, too. I slipped in the last pool and, endeavouring to keep the still camera 
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dry, went under myself. "Leave the bloody gear for the bloody sherpas" - they were already scavenging 

great piles behind us. 

 

We reached daylight at 5.30, just before sunset. Sid got a quick pan of all our faces; we looked rough. 

Then away to six days' accumulated beer ration and the sauna. 

 

It was Sid's birthday. I don't believe that I had slept for 72 hours and the others had done little better. But 

being out made all the difference and the party roared on until 3.00 a.m. 

 

We sewed up the odds and ends during the next two days and flew away. More than 250 scenes were 

shot, exposing 10,000 feet of film (6 hours). Four hours of live sound was recorded underground. The 

film has now been professionally edited, the story line and narration script is also professional. It is 

entitled "Castleguard Cave - the long push", a puffy title that the script writer proposed. We couldn't think 

of a better one. It runs for one hour. B.B.C. or I.T.V. may screen it in the future. I hope to show my copy 

privately to interested Wessex members next year or in 1977. 

 

Technical 

 

The film stock used was a 16mm commercial colour reversal film very similar to High Speed 

Ektachrome. Underground footage was forced two stops in developing. Sid used an Arriflex camera for 

surface and entrance work, his trusted Bolex underground. There was a variety of lenses but he relied 

mainly on very wide angle. Sound was recorded on 1/8 inch tape on a miniature Nagra recorder. It gave 

excellent results. One 12-volt battery drove a 100-watt light for 2+ hours in a very cold environment. The 

500-watt lamps required 3 batteries each and ran them down quickly. But none were run right out. A 5-

h.p. petroleum charger charged 8 batteries through 6,000 feet of cable in 7-9 hours.  

 

Photos 

 

These are "production stills" that I took with a Nikkormat with a 28 mm. lens. The film was High Speed 

Ektachrome and illumination is from the movie lights only, no flashes. The film was forced two stops in 

developing; because of this and because it is colour, these black and white prints are very grainy. 

 

Dept, of Geography, 

McMaster University, 

Hamilton, Ontario. 
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Hung at the tip of the 80, Sid corrects a lens setting. Russ is holding as 100 watt lamp on an extension 

pole. 
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Tich tries a ladder pendulum to reach the recessed passage before him. 
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Tich dressed up for a tracking shot in the subway in which he will walk with a 500 watt lamp. He is 

carrying three batteries; 75lbs. 
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THE DENNY’S HOLE EXPERIMENT 

 

by Colin Rogers 

 

The Date: Friday 14th June 1974 

 

The Place: The Main Chamber of Denny's Hole under Crook Peak 

 

The Scene: A shadowy and shapeless form crouched tapping at a typewriter 

 

Having just attempted to learn to touch type, I'm afraid I may be writing: asdfjkl, instead of, 1234567. It 

would not be so difficult, but with Clive North farting about ...... "Do this!" ..."Do that!"... "Move carriage 

this way!" "Have you bleedin' finished yet, Clive?" 

 

Through the candle gloom, an air of excitement grows. Beads of dew (you know, the beautiful beads of 

moisture that adorn our caves) are lit up like fairy lights by the soft candle glow. Denny's Hole surprises 

me a great deal. I thought it would be a sod, but it's turning out to be a beautiful cave, rather like Ludwell. 

 

At 23.25 hours Clive bids me "adieu!" He would return around 19.00 on Sunday 16th June. Suddenly, 

Clive is out of the chamber, and it is dark. 

 

Six rolls of "Izal" for the typewriter. I really thought I would use all of it, or at least a goodly part. 

Unfortunately, it's not so easy to work, and although a roll of loo paper was a nice idea, in the lab where I 

tried it out, it isn't so easy to change rolls on this typewriter as I imagined. The idea was that the rolls of 

paper would seldom need changing, but the tissues have become damp in the humid atmosphere. Also, 

my hands are so cold as to be almost useless at feeling the paper. Frequently I have knocked one hand 

against the other, and thought my fingers were keys. 

 

I'll tell you what's been happening. About fifteen minutes ago I heard two thunder claps, and occasionally 

I have heard cars from the road; apart from that, things have been peaceful. 

 

If you're wondering why my typing is even worse (Having seen the original toilet roils, I can confirm 

this! Ed.), it's because I have my freezing hands under the sheet, and I am trying to speed up, for time 

marches relentlessly on - even down here. The fact is, I'm only just capable of finding the keys above 

ground, let alone with freezing, sheet-fettered hands. 

 

I am now disappointed with the cave. It's cosy and dry enough, and the wind doesn't blow too much cold 

air down here, but I can now see a glimmer of light which is filtering through from the entrance chamber 

above. I could sleep further inside the cave, but this chamber is the easiest to carry tackle into. 

Unfortunately, because of the light, I know the time of day, and I can't properly perform my tests. I hope 

to see the flashes of light (static electricity) that are supposed to emanate from silver foil when it's ruffled 

before the face, and with my back turned to the cave entrance for the whole day, I avoid seeing any light. 

 

First Static Electricity Tests 

 

So far, I have not seen any light evolved from foils of lead, nickel, aluminium or copper. Or from the 

work-hardening of nichrome wire, or from ruffling steel wool. 

 

Unfortunately, I've had diarrhoea for which I've taken a kaolin-morphine mixture, and have spent most of 

Saturday sleeping and dozing in my circle of stones and equipment. 

 

Yer, 'tis nerve-racking this! Not knowing if I'm writing "asdfjkl", or "zxcvbnm", or even "1234567". I’m 

not even sure what word I'm on sometimes, especially after changing position. As to Friday night, I 

became tired and blew out the candle. I haven't moved much because I wanted to rest, and it's nice and 
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cosy in my kit bag. The fact that my sister’s sleeping bag only comes up to my belly-button, is overcome 

by my wearing two string vests, three woollies, two flannel shirts and an anorak. So far I've not bought 

any special bedding or camping stuff, but I did think of getting one of those arctic survival things - like a 

goon suit, only quilted. But it occurs to me that you couldn't invite any friends in for tea in that confined 

space. 

 

I had decided to have a snack, and chose a tin of sardines. I was just rolling off the lid and smugly 

thinking, how could anyone possibly . . . 

 

Interruption, to say that the first pipistrelle bat has returned to give me the once over, and flew round a 

few times. 

 

As I was saying . . . how could anyone possibly be so stupid as to make a mess of opening a sardine tin, 

when the lid sheared off. Not only that, but after trying to start the wind again with my knife, I punctured 

the tin from below. Fortunately, I had drunk the oil at the first opening, but it still made a mess. 

 

I’ve had a wash of sorts, passed water into the "Dettol" bucket, and generally tidied up the place. 

 

Interruption, to say that a new sound is now occurring - it may be pipistrelles in the next chamber, and 

something like thunder from afar. A second bat is hanging around, unperturbed above my head. Now, a 

new noise, like the singing of cranes in the distance, as they whoop and wail and take off as a flock. 

 

Sorry, I was dozing. I awoke shortly before the dawn chorus. Firstly came the starlings, but it took quite a 

time to identify their call. Mysteriously, it seemed to repeat several times, as if in an echo chamber. I must 

round of my report by saying that the very first noise heard was like a faint blowing of wind over the 

mouth of a drainpipe. This sound has persisted throughout my stay, and appears to be the actual sound of 

the cave. 

 

Now to move on to light. Firstly the eye doesn’t tolerate pitch black for too long, and so I see dark grey 

patterns, of the type of thing you see when you close your eyes. When I am more energetic I see bright 

flashes, especially if I jerk my head sideways. 

 

Back again, I tried to sleep, for I felt too cold to type. It seems I can’t stop sleeping, just as on Saturday. 

It's interesting to note that the sound of planes penetrates down here quite well. Sorry about the jumbled 

comments, but it’s rather difficult to stick to one subject with so many things happening. I had intended to 

give you a moment to moment report, but it would take so long even to record what I've eaten, so I'll 

plough ahead with the experiments. 

 

More Static Electrical Tests 

 

Tearing magnesium ribbon no light noticed. Tearing thick copper foil:- no result. Vigorously tearing lead 

foil no light. Tearing steel wool:- no optical phenomena. Likewise the breaking of polystyrene. Tearing 

paper produced a reasonable glow, the colour of which was not easy to tell. Masking tape also produced a 

fair glow, but too faint as to tell much about it. A packet of "Rise and Shine", however, produced the best 

light yet: a sort of pale green light, only powerful enough to see a soft streak hang before the eyes. The 

packet seems to be a foil and polythene laminate. I will test these too. Tearing aluminium foil:- no visible 

light. Tearing polythene:- no light. So I proceeded to investigate cellophane. Unfortunately, the 

cellophane still had a full block of jelly inside; this I ate and found that cellophane does not appear to emit 

light when torn. However, I was not satisfied with the experiment on damp cellophane, so I brought out a 

packet of nylons wrapped in cellophane, which in turn were wrapped in polythene. On rubbing the packet 

against the arm of my goon suit, a beautiful pale light was seen in the bag. I remove the first polythene 

covering, while deciding if the sound I can hear is a flying bluebottle or a plane droning without. After 

about five minutes the sound is around my head and is most definitely a fly. 
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To return to my bag, once again the poly bag produced no light I could see. Rather perplexing this! 

Sounds more like the dawn chorus, but it’s hours later; and why the bluebottle? The colour of the light is 

too faint to be sure, but it could be green or yellow. Next I separate the nylons from the cellophane . . . 

whoops, I’ve been typing on thin air! I don't know how long I've been typing on thin air, but I'll go back a 

bit. 

 

I removed the nylons from the cellophane and found that both cellophane and nylon gave light for a 

while, but the amount of light produced when only the nylon, or only the cellophane was spontaneously 

rubbed against the rubber of my goon, seemed to last for less than when the two packets together were 

rubbed against my goon suit. Both nylon and cellophane, however, remained active to the end of the test. 

 

More Tests 

 

Nickel foil produces no obvious light, and the work-hardening of nichrome wire (work-hardening till it 

breaks) produces no effect. 

 

Interruption, to say that the bluebottle finally went an hour ago, and I still have to avoid light in this leaky 

chamber, but outside noises are difficult to get away from. 

 

Sorry, dozed off again. I have now finished my thermos of yoghurt, and the mandarin oranges. The 

oranges were a messy meal since they were tinned. 

 

Interruption, to note the sound of children not far from the entrance . . . seem to have gone now. 

 

Other Tests 

 

Rubbing expanded polystyrene against my goon suit, and also perspex box no visible result. 

 

Ain't half cold in this place - my fault for choosing a draughty chamber. The kids came back but didn’t 

enter. Peaceful here, in spite of the cold, so long as I don't doze off. 

 

It occurs to me that you might like to know what I'm doing here. Well, it always strikes me as rather odd 

that the world is jam-packed with organisms, but sod all can be found in our caves. On almost every 

island are unique species, many of them stranded, left over from a different age. In every particle of soil 

there are millions of organisms each adapted for its own niche, while in the caves only a select handful of 

organisms seem specially adapted. I have a great deal more to say about this, but the main point is that 

some cavers, and also some non-cavers, are divided down one critical line. Some support my views, but 

an equal number seem oddly up in arms about the very suggestion that life should be more prolific 

underground. 

 

Matters were brought to a head when Ken James challenged me to stay underground for two solid days, 

without any distractions like music or company. I had intended something of this sort in any case, for my 

ideas on cave life are by no means clear. I felt a full day would give me some idea of the daily cycle in a 

cave, and the circadian rhythms of the animals therein. I also wanted a quiet weekend! Ken chose Denny's 

Hole because he'd spent two days or more down the place and it gave him the creeps. He seemed to think 

that the experience would convert me to the blind faith : no light, no life. 

 

So, on Friday the 14th June, I carried my equipment and caught the bus for Axbridge, capital of Mendip, 

while poor long-suffering Mike Walker drove to pick me up, bringing Paul Wills and his scantily clad 

sister. Halfway up the path leading to the cave we met Clive North. It was the first time I'd seen the cave 

and Clive was to show me around before taking photos. 

 

Interruption, that's the third dawn chorus. 
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Paul filled my water bottles while the others checked my equipment . . . 

 

Interruption, I have a visitor - it's Clive and he's now filming. It's a pity that I haven't finished anything 

like all I wanted to ... "Good grief! Clive, You're no sooner in the place than you're blinding me with 

flash". 

 

 

DRY AND CLEAN IN WOOKEY NINE 

 

by W.I. Stanton 

 

A year ago, in No. 152 of this Journal, I described the investigations by Wookey Hole Caves Ltd. into the 

feasibility of opening an alternative egress to the show cave. The new way out was in fact opened to the 

public on March 27th 1975. 

 

The original plan was to start the tunnel in the east bank of the ravine about 20m from the resurgence and 

continue all the way to Three, making a gentle curve to avoid Charon's Chamber and a much bigger one 

to enter Nine, which would be viewed from a platform at the south end. The tunnel floor would rise 

gently to enter Nine well above flood level, which had been roughly determined by noting which of the 

divers' floatable castoffs (candles, boxes, etc) has been unaffected by floods since about 1950. 

 

The entry of the tunnel into Three posed problems. The river had to be crossed without changing the 

appearance of the chamber, and the possible instability of the great unsupported span had to be respected. 

After much thought it was decided to attempt an upbreak (a steeply ascending tunnel) in the roof of 

Three, well away from the walls but starting inconspicuously behind the public viewing area, which 

would cross the river high up in the solid rock. If the upbreak failed, by for example causing major 

collapse in Three, the whole project might have to be abandoned. The upbreak would therefore be 

attempted first. 

 

Ken White was in charge of the project, and the contract went to the tunnelling firm Foraky Ltd. Most of 

the miners were recruited locally from Kilmersdon Colliery, which was just closing down. 

 

The first blasts were fired on December 15 1974 to start the upbreak. The charge was nine pounds of 

explosive divided among many shot holes one metre deep, fired as 4 groups separated by half-second 

delays. Standing near the Witch, we were unprepared for the violent air pulsations that arose and 

continued for more than 10 seconds. Unplanned damage was negligible, and Vibrograph readings were 

satisfactorily low. Three was however filled with dense fumes, which showed little tendency to dissipate 

until someone had the bright idea of opening the top entrance to Nine and lowering the water level 

enough to un-sump the arch between Three and Four. Then the wintry conditions outside set up a draught 

via John Parker's high-level route to Nine. Within a few hours a strong warm fume-laden draught was 

blowing from the top entrance, and Three was clear of fumes in half an hour. 

 

The upbreak was soon completed, and the only damage to Three consisted of several large flakes 

(pressure shells) that peeled off the roof below it and fell into the river. Most of the spoil from the 

upbreak was used to level off the floor of Three. 

 

Work on the main tunnel, 170m long, could now begin. To remove the spoil a narrow-gauge railway was 

laid alongside the canal past the Hyaena Den, the trucks emptying into a chute which fed the spoil into 

waiting lorries. We anticipated that blasting might loosen some of the cliff above the tunnel entrance, so a 

massive concrete shield or portal was built there to protect the miners from falling stones; it would be 

demolished when the tunnel was completed. 

 

In fact, only a few smallish boulders fell onto the portal, but the blasting must have loosened a rock 

buttress weighing many tons half way to the resurgence. Shortly after heavy rain in February it toppled 
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into the canal, crushing a lot of Foraky equipment. 

 

At first the tunnel advanced smoothly in firm conglomerate (after the initial weathered zone about 3m 

thick), but as it approached the bend near Charon's Chamber a meshwork of thin cracks - joints, bedding 

planes and calcite veins - was encountered. They were choked with sand and gravel, and their presence 

made the roof very unsafe. This section of the tunnel had to be supported. 

 

Worse was to come, for on February 27 1974 the tunnel broke into the side of a huge cavity full of river 

sand and mud. As the sand was removed, more fell from above. This was a hazard more familiar to cavers 

than to the miners, who were inclined to climb up the collapse cone and prod with drill rods at rocks 

hanging out of the sand, hoping that they were roof pendants. In every case, however, they were detached 

slabs, some weighing tons, and one after another they crashed down onto the floor of the tunnel. Ken 

White, persuaded up the collapse cone, was hit by a fall which fortunately was of boulder-free sand. 

 

The cavity, 3m wide, at least 12m high, and of unknown length, was crossed under a temporary shield of 

steel and timber. It proved to be a choked extension of Charon’s Chamber, in the same fault, which dies 

out in Two. It appears to be a section of a large distributary streamway pre-dating the river route from 

One to the resurgence, and provides a salutary example (like the Boulder Chamber in Gough's Cave) of 

the massive chokes that a river can build up in such passages. 

 

For a day or two the cave guides' throats were irritated by fumes from the tunnel pouring into Charon's 

Chamber and One, until the temporary connection was blocked, probably by renewed falls of sand. Joe 

Walker, a Foraky engineer and alleged non-swimmer, managed to overturn a rubber dinghy when 

crossing to Charon's; luckily he held on to the dinghy and was pulled ashore in One instead of at the 

resurgence. 

 

Before long the now trouble-free tunnel approached Nine, and the testing of my Grade 5 survey became 

imminent. On March 31 the face was only 5m short of Nine, according to the survey, and the miners 

drilled a probe hole to locate the chamber. They struck it, they said, at 4m and again at 6m. Somewhat 

worried by this, we went to Nine by the top entrance, and found the drill sticking out of the wall 4m 

above the sandbank. Levels checked with the survey, and the horizontal misclosure was about half a 

metre. The drill had passed through a narrow cleft in the chamber wall and then traversed a big buttress 

before entering the chamber proper. 

 

Now it was only necessary to keep the probe hole a metre up in the right wall of the tunnel for the latter to 

enter Nine at the desired place. This it did on April 3. 

 

Within a few days we had surveyed Eight, Seven and Six, as described in No. 153 of this Journal 

(pedantic readers will have noted the typing error in line 6 of the first paragraph), to make sure that the 

tunnel would not intersect them unexpectedly. Soon the decision was made to seriously consider taking 

the public through Nine, Eight and Seven along bridges and a catwalk, using John Parker's upper route. It 

was felt that this would be more scenic than the simple tunnel with views into Nine (and possibly Eight 

and Seven) of the original plan. 

 

On April 29 the tunnel was a few metres short of Three. The short spur tunnel to Seven had to be driven 

before making the connection with Three, to avoid problems with fumes in the old cave, and in the 

evening the miners drilled a probe hole to Seven from the tunnel. This was another case where the 

accuracy of my survey was critical, so I went from Nine to Seven by the upper route and sat in the T-

shaped rent awaiting the arrival of the drill, which I could hear approaching through the rock. The noise 

of the bit swelled until the chamber rang, and then it burst out of the opposite wall in a shower of small 

rock flakes and stopped in a strange silence. The survey had been accurate. 

 

On May 3 the spur tunnel reached Seven, and the miners drilled through the final metre of rock to link 

with the upbreak in Three. Graham Jackson was present with Madame Tussaud's managing director, Mr. 
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E.V. Gatacre, to establish the round trip by greeting the miners through a two-inch drill hole. 

 

At about this time our nerves were tested by the fall of two large boulders onto the sandbank in Nine from 

the roof 15m above. Presumably they had been loosened by the blasting. Fortunately no-one was in Nine 

at the time, but the size of the craters in the sand was horrific. Powerful propane lamps were brought in 

and the roof was carefully scanned with binoculars, and photographed, but no more loose rock could be 

seen. 

 

With the tunnel completed, belated doubts were raised about the stability of the cliff above its entrance. 

After two days spent dangling on ropes levering off loose rocks, I reached the conclusion that it would be 

practically impossible to bring that part of the cliff into a condition that would satisfy an insurance 

company. Wookey Hole Caves Ltd. therefore decided to extend the tunnel 15m towards the Hyaena Den 

to a point where the cliff was lower and less steep. This was done by digging away the bank of earth 

between the canal and the cliff, building a concrete tunnel, and replacing the earth to cover it. An 

alternative proposal, a pathway under a protective canopy, had been rejected to better preserve the 

appearance of the valley head. Luke Devenish and Nigel Taylor "gardened" the cliff above the new 

entrance, bringing down several tons of loose rock. 

 

It was now time for the miners to deal with the temporary shoring in the Charon's Chamber extension. 

The company wished to explore the possibility that the sand-filled chamber might be cleaned out and 

preserved to distract visitors on their long walk from Nine to the valley. The shoring was dismantled and 

water jets were used to wash out the sand. But the sand proved to be supporting the chamber walls, from 

which massive slabs began to peel. The chamber had to be written off. It was filled with rubble and 

cement grout to a metre above tunnel roof level, after which the tunnel was re-excavated through the 

grouted mass. The chamber had been penetrable to within 6m of Charon’s, but curiously enough we had 

been unable to establish voice connection. 

 

The details of how to take the public through Seven, Eight and Nine remained to be decided. A major 

obstacle was the bridge of jammed boulders in the roof of Nine-one, which, although so precarious-

looking, seemed to be holding up huge fractured portions of the chamber wall. Taking a catwalk safely 

past it appeared an almost insuperable problem, until rather unexpectedly we found a bypass via a narrow 

rift between and parallel to Nine and Eight. The top of this joined the upper route through a four-inch 

crack, which was widened to "fat man" width by the miners. 

 

The bridges across Seven and Eight, and the catwalk in Nine, were constructed of steel which was heavily 

galvanised before its final emplacement. Several areas of fractured wall were stabilised with rock bolts. 

The T-shaped rent in the partition between Seven and Eight was enlarged, and when the permanent 

lighting was installed it revealed other holes at higher levels in this remarkably thin leaf of rock, which 

nonetheless seems to be quite stable. The tunnel was hosed down, revealing excellent sections of 

conglomerate and of the massive calcite veins that traverse it at frequent intervals. 

 

Many people have wondered aloud whether Balch would have approved of this major operation on his 

favourite cave. In fact, nearly all the major pre-1973 modifications to the cave had been made by Balch or 

at his direction, mostly to better display it to visitors. It was Balch, in 1929, who organised the "work of 

three men for five months" to cut a tunnel through 20 feet of solid rock to open up the inner New Grotto. 

Luckily he never knew of the vandalisation of these grottoes, many decades later, by unsupervised 

visitors. Balch planned the paths and steps through One and Two, cut a groove for headroom in the low 

arch between Two and Three, and by his archaeological work rendered the entrance passages more easily 

passable. In Swildon's Hole, for years after his first visit to the Old Grotto, he cherished a plan to open it 

to the public. An unselfish man, Balch was anxious that all should be able to share his appreciation of the 

netherworld of Mendip, even if its attraction to cavers might be lessened by commercialisation. He 

would, I am sure, have been delighted to walk down the tunnel to the great Ninth Chamber, which he 

often imagined, but never saw. 
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A CHILDS EYE VIEW OF CAVING 

 

These colourful accounts were extracted from compositions by 8 to 10 year old boys and girls at Spaxton 

Primary School, near Bridgwater. 

 

"My name is Roger Moore, I'm 20 years old, I'm a doctor or studying to be a doctor. I like to go 

exploring. This week I'm going to look for a floating rock, I don't know if we will find it but we might 

find something else useful, my companions are Susan Grey, John Debenham and Joanne Dunn. We are 

going to a cave near Bristol. Susan is a student, she is studying geology at the University of Bristol. She 

likes to go caving near Bristol so that she can get back to her University. The cave we are going to is big. 

It has a big stream running through it. I'm wearing a bright yellow wet suit. I have a miner's helmet on and 

some things in a haversack. I have a torch on my helmet and have some tools to chip away the stone and 

carve interesting bits out. We are going in now, I have metal tubes to put stone in. We follow the stream. 

We have stopped, Susan is getting some stone. The air is cold and heavy. I'm putting some stone in my 

tubes. We climb over stones and through holes but we have not found what we want. Now we are tired. I 

said 'Let's rest here by the lake'. The lake was wide then Joanne said she would go to the lake to look at 

the water. She kicked a stone in the water it floated across the lake she jumped in after it then we did. She 

forgot she couldn't swim John and I swam to her to help her, while Sue swam to the stone. She got it then 

we got out and then we saw daylight and we got out of the cave." 

 

Barbara Down 

 

"...First we had to crawl on the wet, slippery rocks with dripping water, then we went down lower. There 

were two passages so we took the smallest which seems rather daft but we did. Mike stopped and started 

to rub a rock but it was nothing. Every now and then we would make tests and take things from rocks. We 

could not be separated because we were tied together. We passed another entrance suddenly there was a 

scream and the rope jerked. Ken shouted 'It looks like a giant.' , but I got out my knife and thrust it into 

the Bat and so did Ken and Mike put the pickaxe into the Bat. Blood dropped all over the place, but it was 

all over in about ten minutes. But Robert was dead". 

 

Timothy Hobbs 

 

"...We went down a dark tunnel I had a spade and a rope and John had a pick and a rope ladder. We had 

special clothes on, boots, a rubber suit and a helmet. I had to bend low to get through a hole. The other 

side was a place with Stalactites and Stalagmites it looked like a big Church. I went round a corner and 

saw a skeleton, I said 'Look at this', then it was all rotten. I put it beside a rock out of the way. I walked a 

little further when John saw a rock fall. I jumped out of the way but John was too late. A rock hit him we 

sat down for half an hour. We went on we found some very funny rock it was so small I lost it. I walked 

on then I saw a cliff. I told John to make a loop in the rope then threw it on a rock at the top then pulled it 

to make it safe. I climbed up then John. We went on and then met the other four we all got out of the cave 

and told each other what happened". 

 

Michael Frye 

 

"Hello. My name is Professor Beagle. I am small, short, nice and kind (some people say) and I am 50 

years old. I am a caver and it is my birthday tomorrow, so to treat me the other cavers are going to take 

me on an expedition in a cave because when they found this cave I was ill . . . . . When we are all changed 

we started to walk slowly down a rope ladder. After 80' we got to a ledge. I put my back against the rock 

and started to go slowly along. My legs had done this for 35 years and it wasn't just my legs that were 

getting old, it was all of me that was getting old. After we got back I thanked everyone very much and 

kissed the ladies". 

 

Claire Kearle 
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"...Hey! Watch out! Oh no! Tom has fallen and a stalagmite has stuck through him. We have got to get 

him up on the ledge and we will have to leave him here until we get back. Let's go and get some help 

quick. Hurry up, Dick. O.K. O.K. Hheeellpp. Oh no! Dick has fallen down too. We are having bad luck 

today. We will have to pull him out of the cave and stop the bleeding. You go and get help, Bert. O.K. 

Harry. I will go as fast as I can. Well done. Good, the ambulance is here to take away Dick and poor old 

Tom". 

 

Mark Brewer 

 

My thanks to Mrs.Ruth Barnes, the Headmistress, for permission to reproduce these extracts. 

 

 

FROM THE LOG 

 

27th/31st March 1975 BELGIUM 

 

27.3.75 Ian Jepson, Phil Hendy, Aubrey Newport, Richard Websell drove uneventfully to Dover. Ferry ½ 

hour late leaving. Ferry awful and expensive. 

 

28.3.75. Drove through heavy snow to On in the Ardennes. Arrived at the Speleo Club du Gerny about 15 

minutes before Paul Hadfield. Few hours kip, then up to do the nearby Grotte de Fayt. A super-

Goatchurch, with climbs, crawls, squeezes, a large easy main drag and sumps. Hon. Asst. Secy tried to 

fall headfirst backwards down a 10m hole, but failed. Sausage and chips in the nearby bar, then lots of 

Trappiste in another. Returned to the Gerny at a late (early?) hour, singing Cathusalem through les rues de 

Jemelle. 

 

29.3.75. Hon. Asst. Secy woke in a pool of honk, but being generous shared it with everyone. 

Embarrassing moment when Jean-Paul and Monique came in to say hello. We shook hands over a pool of 

vomit. Looked at the sink of Grotte de Noia-Maulin - taking much water. Trip to the Han Cave postponed 

indefinitely due to flooding. Went to the abandoned show cave of Grotte d'Eprave. Mainly high rifts, 

phreatic passages, concrete floors and steps, and iron railings. Clear sump nearly walked into. Meal in the 

Cafe du Luxembourg, then with a large party of Belgians (and Ezio) to Han for much Trappiste. Slides of 

Xmas at Upper Pitts back at the Gerny. 

 

30.3.75. Tried to do the Trou de Bernard, reputedly the most difficult cave in Belgium. Didn't wear wet 

suits, so when we found two streams going down, called the trip off. As we left, snow started falling - 2" 

in 10 minutes. Tried to do the nearby Trou d'Eglise, but still too much water. Returned to Rochefort, took 

the top entrance of the Trou de Nou-Maulin. Entrance crawl to largish passage, then 60' handline pitch. 

PGH dropped his camera down this. At bottom, sump to the left, large phreatic rift passage to the right. 

Soft mud floor, plenty of rat footprints. Ian, Rich and Paul continued through dry sump to attempt a round 

trip which involved passing through many vast boulder ruckles and large chambers. Round trip could not 

be done, however, as it was sumped, so we returned the way we came. Returned to surface to meet Phil 

and Aubrey photographing in entrance to cave. N.B. This cave does not smell nice. 

 

31.3.75. Paul, Ian and Rich decided to attempt the Bernard, but were unable to persuade Phil and Aubrey. 

A forty mile journey in wet suits proved uncomfortable. We arrived at the cave and no stream was going 

down. Entrance climb led to top of 15m pitch with awkward take-off, followed by tight start to the next 

pitch, the Chicane, 20m. This was rather tight and Ian had to push his way down! Beyond this a small 

10m pitch led to a vertical squeeze and crawl into a chamber. From this chamber a further awkward take-

off led to a 40m pitch broken into three stages. The rope fitted perfectly and ended just 1' off the ground. 

Further climbs led to bouldery passage and small streamway. Final mud tubes led to chamber with static 

pool which we assumed was the end. We returned prussiking all pitches and finding them rather awkward 

to get off. Ian had trouble at the top of the 10m and we all had trouble getting up the Chicane pitch with 

chest jumars getting in the way. We all agreed that the trip deserved its reputation - about a Northern 
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Grade IV equivalent. Bottomed and out in 5 hours, a worthwhile trip, entirely different from the other 

things we had done in Belgium. 

MISC 

 

4th April 1975 HEALE FARM CAVE 

 

Richard Websell, Paul Hadfield. A dig originally worked by Beechen Cliff Speleological Society. It now 

goes steeply down the fault following an unstable route through boulders. At the foot of the boulder slope 

the stream appears and is followed through a low stoop to walking sized passage where after a few meters 

the head of a 15' pitch is met. A ladder can be rigged from the large boulder wedged at the head of the 

pitch with a long tether. 

 

From the foot of the pitch the stream can be followed for about 30m down a steeply descending large 

fault passage to a point where it sinks among boulders. A muddy squeeze between the boulders rejoins 

part of the stream which soon sinks again. The route continues along a very muddy narrow rift with an 

awkward climb. A continuation could be seen along an awkward ascending traverse which would 

probably require tackle, and so it was left for a future visit. 1½ hours. (About 600' of passage). 

PH 

9th April 1975 SWILDONS HOLE 

 

Richard West, Paul Hadfield. S.E. Inlets to visit Pete Moody's dig and remove a few token bags of spoil. 

Pete has made considerable progress along a phreatic tube about 1m in diameter, with a very tightly 

packed sand/gravel fill over a lower layer of clay, and with plenty of fossil remains in the walls. 

 

A visit to Sump 1 found the water very clear, and we were able to observe two pairs of gammarus 

copulating, and found many more in and around the pool. We were surprised to find a very large number 

of leeches also in the water. 

P.H. 
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4th May 1875. EASTWATER CAVERN 

 

Alison Hooper and Pete Moody. After 5 previous digging trips, including two with Freddie, the passage 

went. 50' of tight, steeply ascending passage with stal. flows. 

P.H. 
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MENDIP’S TOP TWENTY 

 

An up-to-date look at the vital statistics of Mendip's big systems. 

 

Longest Feet 

1.  Swildon's Hole 24500 

2. St. Cuthbert's Swallet 21000 

3. Wookey Hole 7800 

4. G.B. Cave 6400 

5. Stoke Lane Slocker 6000 

6. Longwood Swallet 4700 

7. Eastwater Cavern 4400 

8. Shatter Cave 4000 

9. Gough's Cave 3750 

10. Fairy/Hillier's Cave 3500 

11. Manor Farm Swallet 3060 

12. Withyhill Cave 2520 

13. Goatchurch Cavern 2400 

14. Reservoir Hole 2280 

15. Sludge Pit Hole 2170 

16. Thrupe Lane Swallet 2000 

17. Lamb Leer Cavern 1920 

18. Read’s Cavern 1900 

19. Balch Cave 1880 

20. Lionel's Hole 1600 

 

Greatest Vertical Range Feet 

1.  Swildon's Hole 548 

2. Longwood Swallet 515 

3. Manor Farm Swallet 497 

4. Rhino Rift 473 

5. St. Cuthbert’s Swallet 455 

6. G.B. Cave 440 

7. Eastwater Cavern 420 

8. Thrupe Lane Swallet 400 

9. Reservoir Hole 380 

10. Cuckoo Cleeves 251 

11. Cow Hole 250 

12. Wookey Hole  

13. North Hill Swallet 228 

14. Lamb Leer Cavern 220 

15. Read's Cavern 216 

16. Sludge Pit Hole 204 

17. Banwell Stalactite Cave 200 

18. Gough's Cave 199 

19. Rod's Pot 186 

20. Goatchurch Cavern 180 

 

Acknowledgements to the Mendip surveyors. 


