
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 





WESSEX CAVE CLUB  September 1958 
Journal No 70, Vol 5. 

 
FOREWORD 

 
The Annual General Meeting and Dinner will be held on Saturday 
October 25th, and the Committee hope that members will make every 

effort to attend both functions, particularly the former. 
 

During the past year the Committee has been seriously perturbed by 
reports that have been received concerning the behaviour of certain 
members, and on investigation it has been found these complaints were 

not without foundation. It is the firm resolve of the present Committee to 
stop the rot before it is too late, and with this aim in view they will ask 

the Annual General Meeting to give the next year's committee more 
power to deal with this and any similar situation. 
 

The death of Mr. H.E. Balch our late President, leaves a void that it will 
not be easy to fill as he held the position for nearly 24 years, but the 

A.G.M. will have to elect a new President for 1958/59. 
 
A month or so ago Robert Woolley had to relinquish the post of Hut 

Warden, and David Willis who stepped in to fill the vacancy, found that 
he could not spare the time during the summer months, also had to 

resign. We have managed to get by, but it is not possible to guarantee 
regular attendance at Hillgrove. Members can help by doing all they can 
to keep the site tidy, emptying the 'Elsan', and reporting anything they 

cannot handle themselves to the Hon Secretary. 
 

Hon. Sec. F. Frost, 22 Wolseley Rd., Bishopston, Bristol 7. 
'phone Bristol 44221. 

Hon. Tres. G. Williams, Cedarwood Cadbury Camp Lane, Clapton-in-

Gordano, Bristol. 
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Forthcoming events 
 

G.B. Guest Days. Oct. 4th or 5th and Nov. 22nd or 23rd. 
 

Annual General Meeting and Dinner 
October 25th at the Cliff Hotel, Cheddar. 
 

A.G.M. 4.30 p.m. 
Dinner 8.0 p.m. Tickets 11/- (this charge includes staff gratuities) 

Application for tickets, with cash, to the Hon. Sec. before October 19th. 
 
Officers and Committee for 1958/59. Nominations for the above and 

motions for discussion at the A.G.M. must be received by the Hon. Sec. 
not later than September 26th. 

 
The following new rule will be proposed at the A.G.M. 
 

"Rule 20. No part of the Club's funds shall at any time be distributed by 
dividend gift division or bonus in money to or between any of its 

members. On dissolution surplus funds shall be applied in or towards the 
advancement of science in the fields of Spelaeology, Archaeology or 
Geology or of any one of them." 

 
Discussions 

 
"Election of new members" 
"Facilities given to members who fail to pay their current subscription 

before January 1st" 
"Request by the Committee for additional power to deal with cases of 

behaviour prejudicial to the Clubs interest." 
"Fee to be paid by non-members staying overnight at Hillgrove Hut". 
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THOUGHTS ON SOME RECENT CAVE RESCUES 
 

It is well over two years, since I wrote some brief notes for this Journal 
about some of the work the Mendip Rescue Organization is called upon 

to do. Since then two rather disquieting trends have developed, which 
suggest that cavers are not doing all that they might, either for 
themselves or for one another. 

 
There was the Stoke Lane incident of November 1956, when a certain 

notable caver and his girl had light trouble. "We only had one candle 
between us, so we cut it in half to make it last longer." In all fairness this 
was not quite as absurd as it sounds, as their candle was in imminent 

danger of being extinguished by drips from the roof. But the 
discreditable part of this affair was the behaviour of other members of 

that club, who had been down the cave earlier and knew that these two 
were overdue. They didn't go back to find out what had happened, 
neither did they try to get help from other members of their club, who 

were on Mendip. They rang for M.R.O. right away. By way of an excuse 
they said that their clothes were wet, and that they had to get back to 

London that night. 
 
The other trend has already been mentioned in this Journal (Vol. 4, p. 

142) in a story about some of our members, who said they were going to 
G.B. and then, without telling anybody, went to Swildon's instead and 

used the ladders they found there without a word. They got stranded, of 
course, when the ladders were removed. In the small hours of the 
morning some of our members noticed that they were overdue and went 

to look for them. Their search was not made easier by the fact that 
 

 
 
 

 
 

-109- 



the lost ones had changed their plans, but they were found in the end. In 
this case the rescuers put on their wet clothes with a good grace! 

 
The third incident I have in mind combines both these trends. It was in 

February of this year. Two parties from another club went down 
Swildon's, without making proper arrangements about who was going 
where, or who was likely to be the last out. As a result, party "A" came 

out first, removed all the ladders, and then discovered that party "B" was 
still down there. Like the London cavers in the first story, they neither 

rectified their mistake nor sought help from the other members of their 
club, large numbers of whom were at that moment propping up the bar at 
the Hunters'; they called out M.R.O. The Warden first on the list (to 

whom be all credit) was ready for them this time. "Get your clothes on, 
chum," said he, "you're coming down with me." 

 
"We can't," said they, "our clothes are all wet." 
 

"Put them on wet, then!" said he. 
 

"Anyway," said they, "we've run out of carbide." 
 
"That's all right, chum, I've brought some for you." 

 
In this way he shamed some of them into accompanying him on the 

rescue. 
 
Some clubs make it a firm rule that all caving parties must leave a note at 

the hut saying where they have gone and when they expect to return. It 
would be a good plan if all 
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clubs made this their rule. Some cavers don't even bother to let their 
people at home know when to expect them back, so that our long 

suffering friends on Mendip get called up in the small hours of the 
morning by our equally long suffering friends, the police. Needless to 

say, notes left at the hut should be cancelled by the cavers on their return. 
It is always pleasant to go touring about Mendip, but one likes to be 
saved a wild goose chase. 

 
Oliver C. Lloyd 

25th August, 1958. 
 
 

Another disturbing incident was reported a short while ago. An official 
party of one of our affiliated clubs arranged a visit to one of the major 

caves of Mendip, and finding that it was possible to get in without 
obtaining a key, proceeded to force a way in. Not only was this a 
thoroughly dishonest thing to do, but they ran the risk that in the event of 

a "Missing caving party" call-out, the Police and the M.R.O. would not 
give a second thought to that particular cave, - the owner having no 

knowledge of the party in the cave - which in any case still had the lock 
on the entrance gate. 
 

Hon. Secretary. 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
All Material published in this Journal is Copyright, 
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MUITA BRINCADEIRA IN ANGOLA! 
 

One realises, when a long way from Mendip, how much of the fun of 
caving derives from sociable and unsociable contact with other cavers. 

Here in Angola competition, colleagues, and cider are all wanting, and 
thus it was a full year before I set out to explore, in a purely sporting 
spirit, a full-scale river cave as near to my door as Wookey Hole is to 

Wells. 
 

The Rio Mavoio, which varies from a trickle during the dry season to the 
size of the Axe in flood during the wet, flows down the valley below the 
Company copper mine and enters a small wood. The valley is dry for 

about 400 yards beyond, and then the river re-emerges from another 
wood. So much we knew from air-photos, and on Boxing Day 1954 I 

went with the Rev. David Grenfell, a Baptist missionary, to make a 
closer examination. 
 

The upper wood conceals a deep pit, with the river cascading down one 
side and disappearing into a low wide archway. We followed it, and after 

only about 100 feet were halted by a 20 foot waterfall. Scrambling in 
some dirty guano-floored side tunnels took us no further, and we were 
forced to return to the entrance. A few minutes struggling through an 

overgrown manioca plantation brought us to the lower wood, where the 
river splashes out of a great rectangular opening in a cliff. This is a 

nasty-smelling spot, as the downdraught through the cave picks up the 
scent of its swarming bat population. (In fact, in Angola, the smell of 
bats often reveals an otherwise unsuspected cave.) 

 
We climbed the small entrance waterfall and walked upstream on mud 

banks crawling with long-whiskered crickets. The ceaseless twittering of 
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the bats, and the rain of their parasites and so forth as they took wing, 
was unpleasant. Tree-trunks and branches jammed high above told of the 

wet seasons floods, and I noticed some enormous and perfect scallops up 
to 4 feet high and six inches deep, evidently the product of the fierce 

flood-time currents. The edges are almost knife-sharp. About 200 yards 
upstream the roomy tunnel widens into a great gloomy chamber, with 
one huge pillar of stalagmite. The two native boys accompanying us 

appeared to see some sort of fetish in this, but we pressed on regardless 
until we arrived at the foot of the 20 feet waterfall which had stopped us 

earlier in the day. A glimmer of daylight was visible beyond so we 
counted honour satisfied and retraced our steps to the lower entrance, and 
a picnic beside the river. 

 
Some months later, a Swiss colleague brought news of a big river cave 

about 25 miles away, rear the Belgian Congo frontier. I visited it with 
David Atkinson, an English geologist, and his wife Dianne. We could 
hear a waterfall roaring long before we arrived at the wood, and the sight 

as we emerged from a grove of bananas on the lip of the pothole was 
breathtaking. Opposite and below us, quite 200 feet away, an enormously 

wide symmetrical archway gaped at the base of a 150 foot cliff. The river 
Tshenguezi, emerging high above us from the wood at the top of the 
cliff, takes three magnificent leaps down the rock face, the last being in 

front of the cave entrance, into a deep pool. The upper part of the cliff is 
horizontally bedded red shale, which rests on the massive limestones 

containing the cave. 
 
The sides of the pothole are all sheer or nearly so, but it is possible to 

clamber down 
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among spray-drenched boulders on the left of the fall into the 
comparative dryness of the cave. Looking out of the entrance into the 

green ravine with the wide curtain of water thundering down from the 
highest point of the arch, is a memorable experience. 

 
We first explored some dry and rather jagged mud-floored passages and 
creeps on the left of the entrance, finding them all dead ends. Then we 

started down the main river tunnel, of similar dimensions to GB gorge, 
which runs back directly under its course on the surface. There were high 

sandbanks on the right bank of the river, which enabled us to keep dry. 
Crossing an immensely wide flat-roofed chamber, we came to a roof fall, 
which had left a heap of jumbled boulders partially blocking the tunnel. 

The usual tree-trunks were caught up among the rocks, making the pile a 
slippery obstacle to pass. Beyond, the cave narrowed somewhat, and it 

was necessary to chimney down to the river, paddle a short way, and 
then chimney out again. The ascent brought us into a high chamber 
reeking of bats, and the torch-light was reflected high in the roof by the 

glowing eyes of countless flying foxes, the big fruit bats. The boulder 
floor was covered in sloshy guano, and infested with ugly white bugs. 

 
At the far end of this chamber the river entered a narrow corridor, about 
20 feet high and 10 feet wide, and vanished in a series of rapids. We 

were unprepared for wading, and returned to the entrance, about 300 
yards away, accompanied by a swarm of bats. 

 
I returned nearly three years later, in June 1957, this time accompanied 
by my wife Angela, and a Dutch geologist, Rob Korpershoek. The 
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roar of the waterfall was enticing as we walked down to its picturesque 
pothole in the hot sunshine. After a bit of crawling in some low sandy 

culverts and boulder chambers leading off to the right of the first wide 
chamber, Rob and I went on to the Bat Hall. Being in an aquatic frame of 

mind, we slipped easily into the foaming warmish water. 
 
Partly wading, up to our waists occasionally, and partly walking on 

cherty ledges beside the stream, we descended gently for perhaps 150 
yards. The tunnel retained its high corridor-like nature, following a joint, 

and then suddenly and surprisingly the roof came down to water level in 
a long still pool, and the cave ended in a sump. I led out until the water 
reached my armpits, but then, responding to a rather panicky feeling that 

tropical cave waters might support bigger and badder livestock than 
Asellus cavaticus I turned and splashed back to the shore. 

 
We returned to Bat Hall, and explored a few side passages, hoping vainly 
to bypass the sump. In one, partially flooded, I disturbed a large n'gola (a 

common big-headed fish). Looking up to the roof in Bat Hall, we saw 
what might be a large high-level passage, but when Rob tried to climb to 

it he found that the rocks were inches deep in soggy bat droppings. 
Disgusted, we left Bat Hall and returned to sweet-smelling daylight. 
 

David Grenfell had often urged me to visit a cave near Maquela do 
Zombo, which he had explored some 15 years previously. It was a quaint 

but common habit of the Zombo natives, prior to the coming of white 
men at the close of the last century, to ceremonially hurl evil-doers, help- 
lessly old people, and witches over cliffs or 
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into potholes. David had descended one of the latter and had found piles 
of bones and a few knick-knacks or trinkets. 

 
Rob, Angela and I, with Jack Schermerhorn, another Dutchman, went to 

see the place shortly after the second Tshenguezi trip. The entrance was a 
long rift about 20 feet deep and 3 feet across at the foot of a cliff, with a 
big bubu-sanda tree growing out of the hole. The walls of the rift were 

smooth and slippery, and we attached a doubled tent rope to the tree to 
help in the descent. When all was ready Jack and Rob had still not 

arrived (it turned out that they had absentmindedly driven off to 
Tshenguezi) so I slithered down by myself. Down, I found it quite 
roomy, with a small tunnel descending to the south, and a deeper pit, an 

extension of the same rift, to the west. I explored the south creep; a 6 
foot drop led to two short passages with a few stalactites lime-encrusted 

bones and gravel on the floor. Leaving the western pit until later, I then 
started scrabbling among the debris at the foot of the entrance shaft, 
uncovering a decomposing skull and many bones, some amber, and part 

of a clay pipe. The bubu-sanda roots made it difficult. 
 

Rob and Jack then arrived, and with much noise and sarcasm came 
down, loaded with photographic tackle. Flash bulbs popped all over the 
place, especially among the formations in the southern creep. Rob and I 

then explored the western pit; after descending a short chimney we 
walked down a boulder-strewn slope with a few bones into a higher 

chamber with a cracked mud floor and some ringing stalactites. A few 
cul-de-sacs led off. Reascending, Rob noticed many more bones among 
boulders in the 
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debris pile, but by now we had labelled the place disappointing, and 
decided to get out. Rob climbed out in style without using the rope, but 

Jack was more dependent. Angela then came into her own dealing out 
picnic fare on a rock pinnacle above the entrance, and so we returned to 

Mavoio. 
 
In the course of field-work I had seen what appeared to be a promising 

swallet some 5 miles away from our house at Mavoio. Three valleys 
converged on a small wood which nestled against a limestone bluff, and 

no stream came out. One Sunday morning in June Angela and I decided 
to go and investigate, so we sent for a couple of my field boys and set 
off. This time we were accompanied by Jeannie, a newly acquired black 

dachshund, named after a well known caver's dog, now, alas, deceased. 
 

Driving through the elephant grass to the wood we severely bent the 
Land Rover's steering bar on a concealed termite's nest. In the wood 
three small dry steam beds joined to sink below a small cliff, and we got 

bitten by ants following them. The hole looked pretty tight, but a closer 
examination showed it to be passable. 

 
Pembele and Chico had no torches, and stayed outside. Jeannie, however, 
followed Angela and me enthusiastically as we crept over a clean washed 

stratum of bumpy fossil algae. After a few yards the roof lifted into a 
small chamber with a rocky floor and a few stalactites. On an earth bank 

I noticed two round objects, and on crawling over to them found them to 
be two old pots. Evidently we were not the first in this cave - in fact the 
earlier explorer was still there, as decomposing bones and a skull with 

horrible tooth cavities showed. I 
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should guess that some fugitive died there. 
 

We left Skeleton Chamber by a stoop among hanging gours, and entered 
a roomy tunnel that sloped down gradually. On one side were a few 

helictites. The floor was mostly clean pebbles, and Jeannie got on fine, 
ahead of us most of the time. There were a few very tiny sleepy bats 
clinging to each other in clusters of three or four, and something flew 

past us with a whistling noise. 
 

After some distance pools began to appear on the floor. Jeannie swam 
across them unhesitatingly, but we preferred to traverse round. Soon we 
thought we were approaching the end, as we looked down a wide rock-

floored slope to a flat area of pebbles which met the roof. But the open 
tunnel turned a corner to the left and continued as a deep cutting with 

walls of clay and stone fill. We lifted Jeannie up onto the banks and she 
enjoyed herself rooting round in the tiny muddy burrows quite 
impassable to us. Caving by proxy! 

 
The tunnel grew higher, and the pools rather deeper, and in the end we 

took to the warmish water too. A tributary passage, too narrow for 
comfort, came in on the left, and the main corridor bent to the right. 
More pools, and the air grew rather steamy. Strange shapes appeared in 

the gloom ahead, and resolved themselves as tree-roots looping across 
the passage, festooned with grasses by the last flood. We cringed past 

them. The floor became muddy, and the roof lowered. Everything 
pointed to a sump just ahead, even the curious feeling of apprehension 
associated with these daunting phenomena. Sure enough, the cave 

narrowed to a stooping rift with waist-deep crystal clear water on the 
floor 
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and beyond it was a little chamber with no way out. Turning round to 
return I felt a faint draught. Following it showed me a small earthy crack, 

and wriggling up this - surprise! - I saw daylight, leaves and blue sky 
through a tiny hole among boulders. The perfect ending now would have 

been to dig a way out, but the rocks were too big to move. Angela crept 
in to look too, and then we returned to the whimpering Jeannie, who had 
refused to tackle the final pool. I think in any case it may have been the 

invisibility of the undisturbed water that led her to enter the earlier pools 
- only the stones underwater look a little darker than the dry ones. 

 
Returning to daylight the long way we lent the torches to Pembele and 
Chico, and told them go exploring while we picnicked, off pickle and 

cheese sandwiches. They returned surprisingly quickly, admitting that on 
reaching Skeleton Chamber they became "full of fear". We then went 

over the hill and found the rising, a spring with the crevice just above, in 
another wood about 900 feet away in a straight line. This agreed well 
with our estimate of the caves length as about 1000 feet. Christening the 

hole Two Pots Cave we returned to Mavoio, and necessary showers. By 
next morning the boys had forgotten their fears, describing their exploit 

as "muita brincadeira" (lots of fun) to their envious colleagues. On the 
whole, we felt that went for us too. 
 

W.I. Stanton 
 

July 22nd, 1958 
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Agen Allwedd. 
 

On the 17th August 1958 I visited a caving area hitherto unknown to me, 
although it is within easy reach of Bristol. The area is the southern end of 

the Black Mountains on the border of Monmouthshire and 
Brecknockshire at Llangattock near Crickhowell. In particular, my 
attention was drawn to a line of quarries to the south of Llangattock, 

situated about a thousand feet up on the hillside. The view from here is 
awe-inspiring as you follow the Black Mountains to the north. Rising 

from a couple of hundred feet above sea level they reach heights of two 
thousand feet. 
 

Agen Allwedd is situated at the extreme west of the quarries at the end of 
an old quarry road. The cave is mentioned in Britain Underground as 

being 1,500 feet long, ending in a boulder choke. This choke was quite 
recently penetrated and passages were discovered stretching for vast 
distances. 

 
A friend, a non-member, and I found the keyhole-shaped entrance on the 

Sunday afternoon and began to put on our caving materials (I hesitate to 
call them clothes). Suddenly grunts, swearing and Welsh accents began 
to pour forth from the cave, with the emergence soon after of a party of 

ten people. They were very surprised to find a Wessex member in Wales 
but they told us how to get into the cave, including drawing a map of the 

Boulder Ruckle, through which we "would never find the route". 
 
We bade farewell in our best Somerset accents and entered the cave. The 

first few hundred fee are:- squirm, pull, wriggle, crawl, squeeze, 
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repeated several times. It consisted of narrow, little passages, turning in 
all directions. In fact, at one point my spine felt as if it were bending in 

three directions at once. On the way in you will think that this paragraph 
is an exaggerated account, but on the way out you will understand. 

 
The cave now widens into a small stream passage in which it is large 
enough to stand up. It continues, getting steadily larger with scalloping in 

places on the walls. Boulders begin to appear on the floor. They become 
numerous and soon begin to hide the stream. Scrambling happily along, 

with hardly a care in world, the caver suddenly meets "IT", the Boulder 
Ruckle, face to face. We "spoke more low but cheerfully still" (and 
consulted the map). 

 
The way was obvious. A switchback ride, varying from roof to stream, 

under or over large limestone chunks supported by less than you have 
ever seen before, brings you to a retracing of steps. If you are lucky, you 
drop into the stream passage, see an aven full of loose houses, dive down 

a hole to the right, immediately entube yourself in rock to the left and 
meet the stream again. 

 
From here the journey is easy. Hearing the stream, you ascend gradually 
until, suddenly you realise that you are in an air space (a solid rock wall 

in the blue corner and in the red corner, weighing in at several thousand 
tons, a loose - pause - a very loose pile of rocks). Why they are not where 

you are, no one knows. Having decided it is too dangerous to turn round, 
you go on, squeezing under, over and between. Eventually a chain meets 
you. Looking 
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up you see two boulders above you embraced with wire. The climb is not 
difficult. The chain is there to stop anyone climbing from flinging his 

feet around too much and dislodging all the rocks, for one rock would be 
enough to block the passage. 

 
All that has hitherto been described is the Old Cave of Britain 
Underground. The New Cave, which now begins is completely different. 

The emergence into it can be likened to the entry into the Gorge in G.B. 
Cave. From the chain we crawled up a slope into a passage., sixty feet 

wide and thirty to forty feet high, stretching into the distance beyond the 
range of our lights. From here to the end of the passage is a walk which 
took us twenty minutes to cover. 

 
After a short distance the floor changes from a boulder pile into earth. At 

one time in the past, most of the passage must have been filled with 
water. The silt gradually settled and the water drained away. Over 
thousands of years the mud has been drying and large cracks several feet 

thick are in evidence everywhere. Another important feature of this 
passage is crystals, presumably of calcium carbonate, scattered over the 

floor. 
 
The air here is very dry. We saw no streams, no drips no stalactites or 

any other evidence of water. Several examples of the mud cracks and 
crystal were taped off by the party we met at the entrance. The result was 

to give the passage the atmosphere of a museum with us walking around, 
looking at the exhibits. 
 

The end of the passage widens out into a round chamber and at the far 
end of this we could hear a stream flowing some distance below us. On 

investigation, we found that it was 
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possible to reach it by climbing down between the dry mud infill and the 
solid rock wall. However, as the footing was insecure and we had been 

underground for several hours in a cave new to us, we decided to start for 
the surface, leaving all further exploration until a future date. 

 
On the way out, at the beginning of the dry mud walk on the left, we 
looked at a small passage connecting with a stream. This, I assume, is the 

same stream as we heard at the other end of the passage. The stream 
from the Old Cave joins it a short distance down. The few yards I saw of 

this passage reminded me of the middle section of the master cave in 
August Hole. After this we made our way out of the cave. 
 

The cave in general is horizontal. The stream passage descends very 
gradually (like Stoke Lane Slocker), and in the sections of the cave 

which we visited there was very little evidence of stalactite formations. 
 
Finally, a word of warning. When you emerge from the cave, remember 

that you are three quarters of the way up a mountain and you must have 
enough energy left to get down. 

 
M.L. Hooper. 

20. 8.1958. 
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Caves of the Avon Gorge 
 

The caves described are on the Leigh Woods side of the Avon Gorge and 
all Grid References may be located on the 0.5 6 inch map ST. 57.5E. The 

quarry numbering is taken from the 1935 Proceedings of Bristol 
Naturalists Society. Where applicable, I have used the cave numbers 
given by Dr. E.K. Tratman in his report on the "Caves of the Bristol 

District." 
 

Cave 8. Burwalls Cave N.G.R. 31/5638/7289 length 129 ft. 
 
This cave used to be in the grounds of Burwalls House, but is now 

fenced off from that property and is included in the land under the 
control of the National Trust. It is on the 200 ft. Contour line. 

 
To reach the cave one climbs the wall on the left hand side of the road 
after crossing the Suspension Bridge from the Clifton side, and then 

following the fence of beech palings until some rickety steps are reached 
leading to the cave. An alternative route of approach is via Rownham 

Hill and Burwalls Road. After squeezing through a gap in the green 
railings one again follows the beech palings. The cave has a large 
horizontal entrance leading to a chamber with a hole in the roof which 

goes to the surface. Two short passages lead off from the chamber. The 
cave is in a pocket of conglomerate and the choked terminations of these 

two passages must be very near the underlying limestone. Immediately 
below Burwalls and just above the high tide mark is a small stream 
which flows into the River Avon, and this is thought to have some 

connection with the formation of the cave. 
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Cave 7. N.G.R. 31/5644/7293. Length 20 ft. 
 

This is near the railway line, and is an artificial cave that was dug in an 
attempt to find a large system behind Burwalls Cave. 

 
Cave 5. N.G.R. 31/5602/7302 Alt. 320 ft. 
 

This cave is on the south side of Nightingale Valley some 322 yds. from 
the valley mouth. Proceed along North Road from Clifton Suspension 

Bridge until Stokeleigh House (2nd house after Bannerleigh Road) is 
reached. The cave is directly opposite. A few yards to the east a path will 
be found in the undergrowth and this is followed under a fallen tree to 

the cave entrance, care being taken as there is a steep slope on one side 
of the pathway. The large entrance of the cave quickly tapers down to a 3 

ft. high flow of stalagmite at the top of which there is a 15ft. crawl 
terminating in a small boulder and earth choke. The crawl leads in a 
south-westerly direction, towards the road. 

 
Some fissures have been noted in the south side of Nightingale Valley 

but these are very small. 
 
Cave 3. (Lower Cave) N. G.R. 31/5615/7330 length 27ft. 

 
This cave is in the valley parallel to, and immediately north of 

Nightingale Valley. It starts off as a rift 11 ft high then tapers down to a 
rift passage with an average height of 2 ft. It has a hard mud floor and 
terminates in a stalagmite choke. Just before the end of the cave is a 

narrow impassable side passage running off in an easterly direction. The 
cave is about 70 yds from the top of the valley at a point 
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where the ivy covered cliffs are about 100 ft high. A tall tree has fallen 
across the valley with its top-most branches just in front of the cave 

mouth. 
 

Cave 3. (Upper Cave) Lenght 18ft. 
 
This is also a rift cave and it is situated some 20 ft above 'Lower Cave'. It 

can be reached by a short but difficult climb. The entrance is 9 ft high by 
2½ ft wide. The cave has a dry dust floor, and commands a good view of 

the valley. It is choked by the roof meeting the floor. A very small 
passage can be seen leading into the cliff. 
 

There is a small gap in the rocks some 20 ft. lower down the valley 
where I have found hare bones. 

 
Like most caving areas we hear of a "Lost Cave", in fact we go one 
better here, as we have two lost caves. Dr. E.K. Tratman mentions a cave 

situated 150 yds nearer the Avon than Cave 3, but I have been unable to 
locate it. It is said to have two openings and is on a ledge 15ft from the 

top of the cliff on the south side of the valley. Another (Cave 2) is known 
to exist, but I have yet to find it, although B.S. Roach said he found it 
some time ago but has been unable to find it again. Dr. Tratman says 

"The entrance is inconspicuous and is readily overlooked by anyone 
passing only a few feet away". The cave is said to be on the north side of 

the same valley and opposite to Cave 3. 
 
There is a spring lower down the valley. It usually drys up in summer. 
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Quarry 5 cave N.G.R. 31/5613/7389 length 20 ft. 
 

The cave is under the "Great Slab" and the easiest way to get to the 
entrance is to ascend the east side of the Slab until just past an outcrop of 

conglomerate when a yew tree is seen. Just past this tree a short and easy 
climb leads down to a ledge consisting of a large boulder and earth. The 
cave has an average height of 2 ft and consists of two chambers. It is 

choked by fallen rocks and loose earth. Brian Roach informs me that the 
holes that can be seen in the side of Quarry 5 do not "go". He was 

lowered down the face of the cliff on a rope. 
 
Quarry 2 caves. 

 
In the southern corner and about 60 ft above the floor of the quarry, is the 

second longest cave in the Gorge, it is 46 ft. long with an estimated depth 
of 15 ft. down a 25° slope. The cave has a wet mud floor, and terminates 
in a mud choke, which could become a pool in wet weather. 

 
Some 5 ft higher up the cliff and 30 ft to the west is another cave. It is 15 

ft long and has an average passage section of 5 ft high by 1 ¼ ft across. It 
has a firm mud floor. 
 

To the south-east of this cave about 70 ft away and at approximately the 
same height, is a small hole in the rock. This is about 10 ft deep and six 

inches in diameter. 
 
Cave 6. 

 
Ibis cave is in the south-east corner of Quarry 1, and although it is hidden 

from view by the trees can easily be found by an X painted on the rocks. 
It is situated just above the floor level of the 
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quarry and descends in a southerly direction at an angle of about 20°. It 
is about 10 ft in length and is blocked with boulders at the end. During 

wet weather it takes the overflow of the stream that flows into the quarry. 
 

N.G.R. 31/551/749 
 
The last cave lies further down the Gorge. Follow the tow path until it 

ends and then continue along the mud until you get to the navigation 
light. The cave which is just over the wall, is situated at the junction of 

conglomerate and sandstone. The spire of St. Mary's Church, 
Shirehampton can be seen from the cave. It is 8 ft long and has a 
conglomerate roof and a sandstone floor. 

 
Cave 1 

 
This is another "lost cave" of the Avon Gorge. Dr. Tratman in his paper 
writes "This is a small cave which opens at the foot of a small outcrop of 

conglomerate and lies some 50 - 10 ft above the level of the Avon at the 
mouth of a valley". Neither my friends nor I have found any trace of this 

cave. 
 

A.D. Oldham 

 
Ref: Proceeding of the University of Bristol Spelealogical Society 1921-

22 Vol. 1 No. 3 page 147. "Caves of the Bristol District". 
 

E.K. Tratman 

 
Proceedings of the Bristol Naturalists Society 1935, Vol. 8 Part 1 

 
(note. The most northerly quarry is No. l) 
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WONDERS OF THE PEAKE by Charles Cotton 
in 

POEMS OF CHARLES COTTON Edited by John Buxton 
Routledge & Kegan Paul, 1958 331p. illus. index.18/- 

 
Charles Cotton is generally remembered as part-author of The Compleat 
Angler. Among cavers he is known also as the writer of a 17th century 

poem of nearly 1500 lines, which includes lengthy descriptions of the 
three subterranean wonders of the Peak District - Poole's Cavern, Eldon 

Hole and Peak Cavern. Extracts are often quoted in caving journals and 
guide books, such as the notorious 'exaggeration passage' about the depth 
of Eldon Hole: 

 
"But I myself, with half the peak surrounded Eight hundred, fourscore, 

and four yards have sounded," 
 
As if this were not enough, this figure was mis-quoted in 1700 by 

Charles Leigh as in fathoms instead of yards, bringing the depth to some 
5000 feet! 

 
The poem was first published in 1681, with several other editions 
following soon afterwards, but is has not now been reprinted for a 

century and a half. I have once seen an early edition offered for sale at 
12/6, but the only practicable way to obtain a copy of the poem now is to 

buy this new collected edition which has the merits of an accurate text 
and good notes. 
 

Early in the 17th century Thomas Hobbes had written a latin poem, De 
Mirabilibus Pecci, and in 1778 it appeared under the title of The wonders 

of the Peak with an English translation 
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"by a Person of Quality". One wonders whether this was, in fact, Cotton, 
who was a Derbyshire country squire, but there is no evidence that this is 

so. 
 

T.R.S. 
 
THE WORLD OF CAVES by Anton Lubke 

Weidenfeld & Rocolson, London, 1958 
295p, illus., index. £1.0.0. 

(A translation of Geheimnisse des Unterirdischen 
 
In many ways this book is similar to "British Caving", and in other 

complementary to it. The sporting aspect of caving, the equipment and 
technique of exploration are outside its scope, so there is room for fairly 

detailed treatment of scientific research in caves. Prehistoric studies 
occupy an important place, and other chapters cover fauna and flora, 
early cave bibliography, salt-mines and ice caves. There are also 

descriptions of a number of individual caves. 
 

The main difference between Lubke's book and "British Caving" is that 
he treats his subject from a less national point of view. For instance the 
chapters on prehistoric man provide a general study of his development 

and remains throughout the world, rather than dealing only with the sites 
of his own country. It is this international treatment which makes the 

book of considerable value to a British reader. 
 
The photographs are excellent and the translation good. 

 
T.R.S. 

17.8.58. 
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