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WESSEX CAVE CLUB 

 

Journal No. 121, Vol. 10.       February 1969 

 

CLUB NEWS 

 

With the spectacular appearance of the Upper Pitts Headquarters, disposal of the other huts must 

urgently receive our attention. At the time of writing we have almost completed the sale of 

Eastwater Hut. This is being sold to Bob Lewis for £50. It has had a long history since it started 

life as Gerrard Platten's garden shed. A bit added here, a re-arrangement inside there, and it has 

given sterling service to many members and their families. But, it is too near Upper Pitts, and 

we must concentrate our membership at the main H.Q. It's nice to know that it will continue to 

be used as a caving hut. 

 

A problem bigger in every way is the Hillgrove Hut. We have had no offers to buy this, 

essentially because no club wants an H.Q. without absolute security of tenure, and planning 

permission to build is very difficult to obtain. When we leave the Hillgrove site later this year 

we must leave it as we found it; and this means dismantling the hut. It may be easier to sell 

stacked for re-erecting. We shall invite tenders when the time comes for the hut to be taken 

down. 

 

By the time this Journal is published Upper Pitts will be ready for us to start on the internal 

works. Details are given in an article elsewhere in this issue. A working weekend at Easter is 

being arranged by Phillip Davies. Do come along. 

 

Members are asked to note that the date of the 1969 Annual General Meeting and Dinner will be 

Saturday 18th October. Full details will be published in due course. 

 

Once more the perennial problem of unpaid subscriptions is with us. Again it is important we 

get subscriptions in as quickly as possible. The list of members who have not paid their 

subscriptions as at the beginning of 1969 is inserted with this Journal in accordance with Club 

Rule No. 8. A reply slip is attached for the convenience of those yet to pay for the current club 

year. 

 

Members should note that Miss Jenny Murrell has now taken over the duties of organising Club 

Meets from Roy Staynings. Roy will continue to issue keys, permits etc., for the controlled 

caves on Mendip. Offers to lead caving trips or to organise other club functions should be sent 

to Jenny at:- 

 

1 Clifton Hill, Bristol BS8 IBN 

 

The Club now has 350 feet of Polypropylene Fibrillated Tape rope which is stored at Hillgrove. 

This type of rope was recommended at the 1968 British Speleological Society Conference. It is 

said to have a far better resistance to abrasion than other synthetic fibres, being akin to Hemp 

and Sisal in this respect. The Tackle Warden would like members' comments on the handling of 

this experimental length of rope. 
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We welcome the following new members elected on 1-12-68:-  

 

R. Coulston, 3 Inf. Wksh. No. 4 Plan, Tidworth, Hants. 

N. Francis, Expedition Training Centre, H.M.S. Daedelus, Lee-on-Solent. 

D. Colledge, Rockland Road, Downend, Bristol. 

M.D. Newson, 2 East Shrubbery, Redland, Bristol 6. 

P. Owen, 91 Upper Shirley Avenue, Shirley, Southampton. 

 

CLUB MEETS 

 

 

Saturday 15th February 1500 hrs. 

 

Tuesday 4th March 2130 hrs. 

 

Sunday 30th March 1100 hrs. 

 

Tuesday 1st April 2130 hrs. 

 

Weekend 3rd/4th May  

 

Tuesday 6th May 2130 hrs 

Little Neath River Cave * Leader: D. E. Grant, 14 

Cresta Road, Abergavenny, Monmouthshire. 

Library Night with C.J. Hawkes at 10 Christchurch 

Road, Bristol BS8 4EE. 

St. Cuthbert's, Mystery Tour * Leader: B.E. Prewer, 

East View, West Horrington, Wells, Somerset. 

Library Night (as above) 

 

South Wales * Leader: T.E. Reynolds, 23 Camden 

Road, Bristol, BS3 1QA. 

Library Night (as above) 

 

* Denotes wet trips for which suitable lighting and clothing are considered essential. 

 

Provisional Meets. (Full details in the April Journal). 

 

Weekend in May or June  

 

Weekend in Aug. or Sept.  

 

Weekend in Autumn 

 

Devon Leader: D.M.M. Thomson, "Pinkacre", Leigh-on-

Mendip, Bath, Som. 

Steep Holm Leader: R.J. Staynings, 8 Fanshawe Road, 

Bristol BS14 9RX. 

Portland Caves Leader: M.W. Dewdney-York, Flat 2, 11 

Southleigh Road, Clifton, Bristol 8. 

 

 

 

Hon. Secretary: 

Asst. Secretary: 

Hon. Treasurer: 

Subs. Treasurer: 

Hut Warden: 

Journal Distribution: 

Club Meets: 

Editor: 

D.M.M. Thomson, "Pinkacre", Leigh-on-Mendip, Bath, Somerset. 

R.J. Staynings, 8 Fanshawe Road, Hengrove, Bristol, BS14 9RX. 

T.E. Reynolds, 23 Camden Road, Bristol BS3 1QA. 

A.E. Dingle, 32 Lillian Road, London S.E.13. 

M.W. Dewdney-York, Flat 2, 11 Southleigh Road, Clifton, Bristol 8. 

P.R. Cousins, 3 Kinver Road, Sydenham, London S.E.26. 

Miss Jenny Murrell, 1 Clifton Hill, Bristol BS8 1BN.  

J.D. Hanwell, 50 Wells Road, Wookey Hole, Wells, Somerset. 
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UPPER PITTS HEADQUARTERS 

 

What but six years ago we would have considered a dream has at last become reality. Club 

committees in the early 1960’s realised that one day we would have to acquire a new site and 

more spacious headquarters on Mendip. After several setbacks and innumerable heart-searching 

hours later, their successors have managed to produce what must be the best modern freehold 

caving H.Q. in the country. No doubt the trials and tribulations of the whole saga will be written 

one day for the record, but this must wait awhile until the whole job is truly completed. At the 

time of writing we have a well-constructed shell as indicated on the accompanying building 

plans and photograph. This has been paid for, and we have a good balance in hand. However, 

much remains to be done to finish the job thoroughly, even if the worst is over. We call upon all 

members to help us finish what we set out to do. The summer of 1969 must be our target for 

completion! 

 

A few members have already devoted considerable enthusiasm, time and energy to making the 

dream possible. To them the whole Club owes a great debt of gratitude. Yet, since it is every 

member who will benefit from the facilities at Upper Pitts, we request the help of the many who 

frankly have not previously lent a hand in any direction. Please co-operate all you can in the 

tasks outlined below and let's get the job done. 

 

At a meeting just before last Christmas, the Upper Pitts Sub-Committee set out the following 

jobs, and invited those named to take charge of each one. Offers of help and/or supplies of 

suitable materials should be addressed to the appropriate person. If you have any queries please 

write to Phillip Davies, "Morley", Silver Street, Nailsea, Bristol, as he is the overall organiser. 

 

1. Plumbing: S. Causer, The Cottage, Rectory Lane, Timsbury, Bath. 

 

This will require a good labour force, ideally with knowledge about plumbing. We have a source 

of supply for standard materials and fittings. Clearly, it is one of the urgent jobs to complete. 

 

2. Heating: L.M. Teasdale, 47 Cambourne Road, Morden, Surrey. 

 

A professionally prepared plan for oil fired central heating and domestic hot water has been 

drawn up. As this is another urgent job to be phased-in with the plumbing, all available 

assistance is needed as soon as possible. Generally the main service rooms will be given 

background heating and hot water supplies financed out of residential fees. Extra radiator 

heating will operate off slot meters in the dormitories and general purpose rooms. Similar meters 

will be installed to provide fixed amounts of hot water for showers. Automatic time switches 

will operate the system at a background level during weekdays in cold weather. The old 

Hillgrove stove will be refitted in the Living Room for additional heating when required. Any 

members able to supply suitable radiators, blending valves for the showers and kitchen, and an 

oil storage tank of 600 - 1,000 gallons capacity should contact the organiser. 

 

3. Electrical Wiring: A.J. Surrall, 216 Evesham Road, Headless Cross, Redditch, Worcs. 

 

There must be many members with a good knowledge of such work. Again, we have a source of 
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supply for the materials and a full plan of the lighting, power points, and their circuits has been 

drawn up by P. Davies. Briefly, all internal lighting and points will be controlled by a central 

slot meter as at Hillgrove. Mention has already been made of the additional slot meters to be 

fixed to boost radiator heating in the dormitories, etc., and for the showers. 

 

4. Drainage and Sanitary Fittings: Jenny Murrell Top Flat, 1 Clifton Hill, Bristol 8. 

 

Since much of this must be phased-in to the plumbing, the job must be completed as soon as 

possible. The builders have made all the necessary connections from the kitchen and ablution 

blocks to the sceptic tank. The latter requires covering with suitable outfall trenches dug and 

piped. We already have the necessary toilets, but offers of other sanitary fittings and units in 

good condition would be appreciated. 

 

5. Kitchen Facilities: M. Dewdney-York, Flat 2, 11 Southleigh Road, Clifton, Bristol. 

 

Calor cooking will be used in the kitchen. Any members able to help in the installation and 

provision of suitable piping, fittings, and movable ring burners should contact the organiser. 

Offers to help in the joinery for storage cupboards, etc., would be appreciated. Arrangements are 

already in hand for suitably surfaced prefabricated working tops. 

 

6. Flooring and Ceilings: J.D. Hanwell, 50 Wells Road, Wookey Hole, Wells, Somerset. 

 

¾" thick 8' x 4' sheets of chipboard will be used for the upstairs flooring, and good quality 

plasterboard for the ceilings and partition walls. The roof will be insulated with 1" Crown 75 

fibreglass. Supplies of these materials are in hand. This is a big job in such a large building and 

so all able carpenters in the Club are requested to give a hand. Someone prepared to organise the 

more exacting work of fitting the stairs balustrade, skirting boards, doorframes, architraves, etc., 

would be appreciated. 

 

7. Decorating: 

 

This will include wall surfaces as well as painting. Sources of supply are known. Since 

decorating will be one of the last jobs of work to do, sometime in the late spring or early 

summer, offers to organise and help should be made to P. Davies. Any assistance with the 

supply of suitable durable floor coverings for laying on finished screeds would be welcome. We 

have a large floor area to deal with as the plans show. 

 

Provisional estimates for just the materials required in the jobs listed are currently within the 

balance we have in hand after paying the builder. However, we all know that the building will 

require bedding, furnishing, and quite a deal of outside works to tidy up the surrounds, drive and 

park. We very much need your support in this; tables, chairs, bookshelves, curtains, mattresses, 

blankets, cupboards, even linoleum, carpeting, etc., will be required inside, and help to lay 

paved paths outside will be needed. If every member contributed just a few such items and/or 

donated to the Hut Fund, we would be assured of a superbly completed and furnished 

headquarters by the October A.G.M. next. A club as large as ours can do all this, and get some 

caving done as well!
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CAVING IN JAMAICA 196? 

 

by P.P. Drew 

 

Me No Sen Cave (St. Elizabeth Parish) (See Fig. 1. p. 235). 

 

This cave was first discovered, speleologically, by a United Nations Groundwater Research 

team working in the area but it was not explored. During a U.N. water-tracing run nearby, at 

which two members of a Bristol University Geography Department Expedition were 

present, it was decided to take the opportunity of investigating the system. Thus it was that 

one sticky, steamy afternoon in August an amazing procession wound its way through the 

bush to the cave entrance. In the lead a bunch of decrepit locals staggering under the weight 

of plastic dustbins full of a slurry of lycopodium spores; then the upper echelons of the U.N. 

team, immaculate in white shirts and slacks; behind, the U.N. caving team (assorted 

Jamaicans, Swedes and Americans) sporting brand new boiler suits and carbide lamps; and 

bringing up the rear an ever-increasing body of Jamaicans drawn to the procession as if it 

were a flypaper being dragged through the countryside. By the time that the cave entrance - 

an imposing arch some 60 feet high into which a fair sized stream tumbled - was reached, 

the assembly was 65 strong. 

 

At length the whole ‘team’ was ready and began to pour in total disorder down the slippery 

boulder pile into the cave entrance. Some 20 feet later the Jamaican contingent (45 strong) 

retired from the expedition. After a few yards the stream passage ended in a small, scummy 

sump pool and the only way on appeared to be via a series of muddy tubes to one side of the 

syphon. Daunted at this prospect the entire U.N. team conferred and hastily retreated to the 

entrance - the exploring party was now reduced to two. Much grubbing in the tubes failed to 

reveal any negotiable way on and we were on the point of leaving the cave, when a tiny hole 

was noticed 10-15 feet up to one side of the streamway. The entrance to it was almost 

totally blocked with rotting bamboo washed in by the stream in flood, but eventually a way 

was forced through to a short crawl terminating in a pitch of some 20 feet. At this point a 

further 50% of the expeditionary force departed for the surface and I was left alone to 

ponder. At last, goaded by the sight of open passage below I fell down the pitch and found 

myself, somewhat bruised, in a large dry tunnel, well adorned by Jamaican standards and 

with a succession of potholes in the floor to be traversed over. Progress was rapid until after 

1,000 feet or so the system ended disappointingly in an ooze-filled crawl. 

 

Retreating to the first pothole for a cigarette I became aware of a distant sound of running 

water. The noise emanated from a narrow slit at the foot of the pot and wriggling through I 

edged down a second drop to a heavily scalloped tube descending steeply. The noise was 

now a dull roar and urged on by the heady sound I raced down the passage to the point at 

which a stream - probably that in the cave entrance - emerged from a sump and poured away 

down a series of cascades. A few hundred feet of exhilarating caving followed, along a 

canyon type passage which intersected a multiplicity of oxbows and inlets. Abruptly the 

cave opened out into what appeared to be a vast chamber - walls and ceiling invisible - with 
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the stream tumbling over the boulder floor to one side. Somewhat taken aback by this 

unexpected find and apprehensive for my ailing carbide, I retreated to the surface and a 

tumultuous reception from the assembled masses. 

 

There was no further chance to visit Me No Sen cave until the last few days of the 

Expedition's stay on the island and again due to a series of misfortunes I ended up caving 

alone. Retracing my route through the cave I was rather unnerved to notice that various 

constrictions in the system, some 60-70 feet above stream level, which I had previously 

cleared of flood-borne bamboo, had already become choked again. Inevitably the 'vast' 

chamber shrank to more reasonable proportions on second viewing but was still 70-90 feet 

square in section. Deluded, as ever by visions of miles of Master Cave to follow, I 

scrambled along carrying out an atrocious survey en route. After several hundred feet of 

passage of this type roof and walls receded yet further at the point where a sizeable stream 

(3-4 times the volume of the 'main' stream) entered via a boulder pile from a passage high on 

the left. The continuation of the main passage was blocked a short distance beyond by a rock 

fall and access to the stream passage beyond was gained only after much ferreting. Beyond, 

the streamway dwindled in size rapidly, finally contracting to an unpleasant wallow, 

reminiscent of Stoke Lane Slocker, neck deep in water. A succession of ducks followed to a 

final bell-chamber from which several tight routes on radiated; all well submerged. 

 

Retreating to the large inlet passage and scrambling up the boulder fall I found myself in a 

gloomy tunnel, the stream meandering silently over its silty bed. Upstream the water 

deepened gradually and it was necessary to swim at several points. With the water 

temperature at 80°F, subterranean swims in Jamaica would be delightful were it not that 

assorted fauna of varying degrees of unpleasantness, also have the same idea. This particular 

cave had a large resident population of oversize white crabs and luminous crayfish. At 

length the floor gradient increased and the going became easier until the passage form 

changed abruptly and the stream issued from a narrow eminently vadose passage, crashing 

noisily down a series of cascades and waterfalls in a solid wall of water. Twenty minutes of 

exciting progress upstream followed until the inevitable sump intervened. A brief 

examination of dusty attic passages overlooked on the way in yielded only a few hundred 

feet of uninspiring passage and I picked my way back to the surface. The total length of 

surveyed passage was 6,500 feet. Seconds after reaching the entrance the Heavens opened 

and a month's supply of Mendip rainfall arrived within 40 minutes. Hypnotised, I watched 

the stream rise. 

 

Thirty minutes later the cave was submerged. 
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Duppy Cave (Trelawney Parish) (See Fig. 2. p. 236). 

 

Fifty miles north of Me No Sen Cave, and on the edge of the true Cockpit Country, lies 

Duppy Cave, its entrance a low slot at the foot of a minor cliff-face. We first learned of the 

cave's existence in what came to be the usual manner. Whilst I was driving placidly along a 

dirt track in a particularly remote area, a man leapt in front of the vehicle flagging me down. 

 

"You want cave man?" 

"Me show you big cave" 

 

I did want cave and was duly shown the entrance. This same man eventually came to devote 

much of his working life to the unearthing of new caves for us to descend and was 

eventually given one of the Expedition's new red helmets in which he was later seen 

addressing a Revivalist meeting with great fervour. 

 

A preliminary look inside the cave had established the existence of a pitch a few hundred 

feet inside, so duly armed with ladder, Tim Atkinson and I set off to explore. Five hundred 

feet or so of roomy passage terminated in the loose, muddy, 35 foot pitch with only what 

'Pennine Underground' would describe as 'a doubtful piece of rock' for a belay. At the foot of 

the drop the character of the passage changed completely, becoming a twisting, steeply 

descending gut, heavily scalloped with deep pools on the floor. A short distance beyond the 

pitch the passage ended in what appeared to be a small sump pool; closer investigation 

revealed a tiny triangular notch of airspace leading into a second bell of similar dimensions 

which was indubitably a sump. Unfortunately this second chamber lacked a floor and a near 

drowning resulted as I gaily launched myself through the duck. We deduced the existence of 

a flooded pitch of depth unknown. 

 

Sitting on the edge of the sump pool, contemplating, we became aware of a distant sound as 

of drums beating. Gradually it grew and grew in intensity until its regular 'boom boom' 

became almost deafening, the walls of the cavern vibrating in sympathy. The usual gamut of 

explanations was invoked 'amplified heartbeat', 'fluctuating syphon', 'noise from outside' - 

without really convincing ourselves. The water in the sump was absolutely still and we were 

several hundreds of feet into the hill. Still the noise went on. I slipped into the pool to 

investigate further and promptly leapt out again in terror as a shoal of amorphous, white 

objects bobbed to the surface under my nose. On inspection they proved to be disintegrating 

cigarettes from my boiler suit pocket. 

 

Ten to fifteen minutes after it had begun the noise began to subside and finally died away 

altogether. We waited a further half an hour but nothing stirred. Duly impressed, if not 

shaken, we scuttled back to daylight to be greeted by the usual crowd of voyeurs gathered 

round the van to watch the changing process. 

 

Science failing to produce an explanation for the phenomenon we named the system Duppy 

Cave, Duppy meaning ghost, or some macabre variant thereon, in Jamaican dialect. 
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EXPLORATIONS IN THE UNDERGROUND COURSE OF THE TANGLE RIVER, JAMAICA. 

 

by T. Atkinson. 

 

This article recounts the efforts of Dave Drew, myself, and several other members of the 

University of Bristol Karst Hydrology Research Project Expedition to Jamaica (1967), to 

explore the underground course of the Tangle River. The Expedition was based at the village of 

Maldon, near Maroon Town, St. James Parish, and the Tangle River is the largest stream in the 

immediate area of the base. The catchment of this river formed the principal study area of the 

Expedition (see Fig. 4. p. 236. 

 

The area around Maldon and Maroon Town is a closed inland basin, floored with Cretaceous 

rocks and surrounded on all sides by hills of Tertiary limestones. The Cretaceous rocks are 

mainly impermeable mudstones though three sizeable areas of Cretaceous limestone outcrop 

within the basin, and these contain some caves. On the whole, however, the impermeable floor 

of the basin forms a collecting ground for water from the limestone country to the south and 

west. Much of this water enters the basin from karst springs at the base of the Tertiary limestone 

about its south and west margins. These springs form the sources of three main rivers - Lemy 

River in the east and the very much more important Bottom Ground and Tangle Rivers in the 

west. 

 

The north side of the basin is defined by a series of faults which throw the Tertiary limestones 

against the Cretaceous rocks. Where the rivers reach this boundary, they sink, often in 

spectacular cave openings. Water tracing conducted under Dave Drew's discretion showed that 

the rivers resurge at the large springs at Spring Vale and Deeside, 3-4 miles to the northeast. 

 

Much of this information we already knew, or had guessed, after only a few days in the area. 

Out first glimpse of the size of the streams in the area stimulated visions of following them for 

miles towards their eventual resurgences. This, however, was not to be. 

 

The obvious place to start our explorations was the known underground course of the Tangle 

River (see Fig. 5- p« 239)- This large stream which swells to very great size in flood, sinks close 

to the road from Maroon Town to Montego Bay. The sink itself is choked with boulders, but a 

few yards away is one of the several entrances to Peterkin Cave. 

 

This cave is very well known to the local people and has been fairly exhaustively explored by 

the Jamaica Caving Club. Arriving at the West Entrance, the river is soon encountered inside in 

a deep pool some thirty feet across. A swim showed that the Tangle River enters from the sink 

via a submerged opening in the north wall. On the other side, the river may be followed 

downstream to a sump, or a lengthy detour taken through an upper fossil series which includes 

two huge halls, one open to a cockpit to the north (Great Entrance), and a third entrance which 

lies in a cliff-face close to the sink of the Bottom Ground River. 
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The Tangle River is not seen again before Logwood Sump in Rota Cave, which had also been 

explored by the Jamaica C.C., the year before our visit. It may be entered either through a large 

opening in Rota Cockpit or at a point close to the sink of Bottom Ground River. The Bottom 

Ground entrance, though less spectacular, is the more satisfactory as Rota Cockpit may be 

reached more easily through the cave than by an overland slog through the bush. Entering 

from Bottom Ground, the explorer climbs down over boulders into a high tunnel with a 

small stream. A quick walk leads to a T- junction with a vast passage, 30 ft. high and wide, 

with the Tangle River on the floor, myriad bats on the roof, and a strong smell in between. 

Turning upstream, the river becomes deep and slow, and a swim takes one to an obvious 

tributary - Cascades Passage. This was followed by the Jamaica C.C., to a point where a 

strong waterfall from a boulder choke blocked further progress. The diminutive Drew, 

however, was able to pass this point on a solo trip and crawl along 200 ft. of boulder strewn 

passage to dig his way out very close to Bottom Ground sink. Returning to the main Lower 

River Passage, Tangle River may be followed upstream via several swims and a canal to a 

sump. An oxbow, Flood Passage, is well endowed with bats and insects, but those not averse 

to bat lice may use it to reach Upper River Passage. Here the river may be followed 

downstream to the same sump, or upstream to Logwood Sump. The latter was thus named as 

a 10 ft. tree trunk was lodged on its downstream side. On learning that we had diving kit 

with us, Mike Ashcroft of the Jamaica C.C., proposed that we should dive there. He chose a 

bad moment to ask, however, just as we were examining the sump pool, and after several 

pensive looks at the sump, each other, and the tree, Dave and I hedged. The sump was not 

dived. 

 

Downstream from Bottom Ground Passage, Tangle River can be followed into Rimstone 

Pools Passage, where it takes several small tributaries and finally disappears into a sump. 

Not, however, for good, as the Rota Cockpit entrance to the cave lies only a short way away. 

The cockpit may be easily crossed, and on the far side a roar of water and clouds of steam 

issue from the misnamed Rota Sink. A 50 ft. climb down this spectacular pothole leads once 

more to the river, which tumbles out of a narrow crack in one wall. Downstream, the 

passage temporarily narrows and one must swim for a few feet. Thereafter, a spacious river 

passage, with a large tributary adding to the volume of water, leads 2,000 ft. or so to a 

boulder choke. Here our efforts proper began as we squirmed or scrambled over, under, and 

into the choke. The total results were one lost lamp, two (temporarily) lost cavers, and a 

half-drowned Drew. Not daunted, we continued down Dry Galleries to examine the 

prospects of bypassing the choke. Results here were a lost watch and a mounting feeling of 

frustration. The latter grew slowly as we probed, to no avail, two sumps and a very wet 

choke, but rose to neurosis level when we reached a second choke (marked on the plan of 

the cave) at which the noise of a large river, very close by, could be heard. Twenty minutes 

digging revealed that the way was blocked by a stalagmite obstruction which would 

certainly need explosives, of which we had none. 

 

Though our examination of the Rota Complex had exhausted the obvious ways into the 

Tangle River's underground course, several other possible lines of exploration remained. 

Firstly, we argued that the underground course of the river must lie to the north of the 
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Cretaceous inlier, since the rocks of the latter were largely impermeable and would thus 

form a barrier to groundwater movement southwards. Thus, it appeared that the Lemy River 

and the smaller Jarman Bottom River, both of which sink on the north side of the inlier east 

of the Rota Complex, could well be tributaries to what we were wishfully coming to think of 

as the "Tangle River Master Cave". In the case of Lemy River, this was shown subsequently 

to be probably not true, as tracers introduced into Lemy River Sink follow a course 

independent of Tangle River water, to Deeside Spring. In practice this made little difference 

for the sink turned out to be blocked. Keith Hanna and I followed the flood course of the 

river past the sink to a point where it ended in a narrow pothole. Hope rose again, only to be 

dashed when a 30 ft. ladder pitch ended in the stalagmited boulder floor of a chamber 30 ft. 

wide. The rays of the noon sun striking vertically down the pitch and glinting on the ladder 

were pretty, but unhelpful. Jarman Bottom Cave proved more promising at first, but here too 

we were disappointed. A half hour's struggle through the bush led us to an impressive 

entrance with a large stream. Thinking that this one must go, we advanced 200 ft. into a 

sizeable cavern. Convinced that it would go, we rushed down the remaining 50 ft. of passage 

to a desolate and gloomy sump, with the putrid corpse of some unidentified animal eddying 

uncompromisingly to and fro. 

 

In this way, we had exhausted the possibilities at the upstream end of our "master cave", and 

our remaining hope lay in attacking the downstream end. Our first venture was at Deeside 

Rising, where Dave and Professor Tratman had discovered a dry cave in the hillside 100 ft. 

above the springs, ending in a stal choke after 150 ft. A small hole blew a strong draught. 

Trat, Dave, and I returned to the hole armed with hammer and chisel, and after an hour had 

enlarged the hole sufficiently for the more youthful pair of us to squeeze through. Trat, 

unselfish, but not to be outdone, remained behind to enlarge the hole. The way ahead lay 

down an awkward 40 ft. pitch in a well decorated rift (Stalactite Pit), and at the bottom 

turned left along a large tunnel. Another stal barrier followed, but this we passed via a flat-

out wriggle. A steep upward slope with long, delicate, stalagmites, led to a cross rift, with an 

unstable choke to the left and open passage to the right. Continuing, we reached a large 

chamber, floored with bat guano, and a high, narrow, canyon decorated with helictites and 

profuse stalactites. Our exploration was slow, as even Drew, hardened cynic though he is, 

was impressed by the beauty of the passage and its formation. Beyond was a wide tunnel, 

Paradise Walk, with more stalactites than we had seen in five miles of other Jamaican caves. 

This passage, also, led into an even more beautiful chamber - Hanging Gardens - with the 

only curtain stalactites that we had seen on the island. This appeared at first to be the end, 

until, pausing for a reflective cigarette, we caught sound of a faint rumble. Our exploration, 

hitherto leisurely, now became feverish as we searched for the source of the noise. 

 

It appeared to come from a concealed passage, barred by a grille of stalactites, and grew 

more distant as we approached. Throwing ethics to the wind, we broke off those necessary 

to make a passage and crawled down a narrow corkscrew. Dave's feet disappeared into a 

black space, and the noise appeared to grow louder as he called back the size of the cavern 

he was in. I emerged close behind and found myself standing on a ledge of boulders high on 

the walls of a cavern. The roof was 25 ft. above us, the far wall 60 ft. away, while below us 
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the floor fell away into a deep pit whose bottom was made invisible by a cloud of steam. 

The booming noise of a falling river of great size rose out of the River Pit, as we afterwards 

named the place. Our excitement was great, in spite of the awful desolation of the place, for 

we were sure that this must be our big breakthrough and that we should be able to follow the 

river upstream beneath the Spring Vale polje. The situation was not without frustration, 

though, as we had with us no ladder to descend the pitch, which we estimated to be at least 

80 ft. deep. Instead, we traversed along the ledge, around the side of the chamber, to reach a 

continuation of Paradise Walk, as well ornamented as before. Once again, our exploration 

was halted, this time after only 150 ft. of passage by chokes of mud and boulders. The smell 

of fresh air was strong. Mindful of the patient Tratman waiting at the top of Stalactite Pit, we 

resisted the temptation to dig our way out, and returned the way we had come. 

 

We revisited River Pit a day or so later, armed with ladders and ropes, and again 

accompanied by Trat as a third helper. Our plan was for Dave and I to descend the pitch and 

explore as far as possible while Trat remained behind to lifeline. Dave climbed down first, 

wearing a lifejacket. After a 30 ft. climb down a dangerous boulder slope, the ladder hung 

free and ended in 20 ft. of water. Aquatic exploration showed an uncompromising sump 

upstream, while downstream there was a 3 ft. rapids in which Drew's lifejacket acted like a 

surfboard, sweeping him into a downstream sump. Neither sump looked to have much 

prospect for divers, at least for a small party such as our own. At this point, all lights began 

to fail, and Dave reascended the pitch and we left the cave. 

 

Deeside Roaring River Cave was the last card in our pack, the more so as we afterwards 

learnt that we had been lucky not to have been eaten alive by the various ghosts, "duppies", 

and monster that the local people were convinced inhabited the hills (though we did 

encounter one of these elsewhere, vide Dave's account)! Several possibilities do remain, 

however, and general prospects are more than hopeful. They are: 

 

1. Diving the sump in Jarman Bottom Cave. 

2. Digging or blasting the choke in Dry Galleries, Rota Sink. 

3. Diving or draining the other sumps in Rota Sink. 

4. Diving in Spring Vale and Deeside Risings. 

5. Diving the upstream sump in Deeside Roaring River Cave. 

6. Detailed prospecting of the area between Maroon Town and Spring Vale for possible 

tributary sinks to the underground Tangle River. 

 

With Deeside Roaring River Cave our work of cave exploration, most of which was 

undertaken on "days-off" and rest days from the main business of the Expedition, reached an 

end. Perhaps on some future trips we, or others, may be more successful in penetrating the 

extensive underground systems that surely exist in this area. 
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A VISIT FROM RUDOLF 

 

by W.I. Stanton 

 

It is a Saturday morning in April, 1968. Two Wessex men are changing in Cheddar Gorge, 

preparatory to descending a certain hole notorious among slaves and their drivers. They are 

approached by a smart young Youth Hosteller carrying a large rucksack. 

 

"You are potholers, no?" 

 

"We are potholers, yes." 

 

"I too am a potholer. I am Rudolf." 

 

"Hullo Rudolf. You must be from Austria or somewhere." 

 

"I am from Switzerland. In my country I explore many potholes. Now I am wanting to explore 

potholes in England. Where is your Society that I can have a torch and a suit, to explore with 

you your pothole?" 

 

"Alas, Rudolf, our club hut is far away and it will be empty on a Saturday morning. We have 

only one torch each, or we would gladly lend you one. But you would not like our pothole, 

which is small and muddy, and we go only to dig, not to explore." 

 

"What is to dig? In Switzerland I never dig, only explore." 

 

"At the end of our pothole the roof has fallen down, and we are digging through the boulders to 

find the great caverns beyond." 

 

"Ah, that is very interesting. Perhaps I go now to Cheddar to buy the torch, and then maybe I 

join you to dig in your pothole." 

 

"Well, that would be great, Rudolf„ There's the entrance, up there. But you'll get your clean 

clothes terribly dirty." 

 

"Maybe I see you. Goodbye." 

 

He marches off down the Gorge, and the Wessex men do not expect to see him again. They 

enter the hole, lay and fire a large bang on an obstacle half way down, then, noting that the 

gentle draught is carrying the fumes outwards, continue to the bottom of the terminal dig, a shaft 

50' deep. Busily working, they suddenly hear coughing and a whistle up above. 

 

"Hullo! Who's that?" 

 

"It is Rudolf!" 
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"Good gracious! Come on down, Rudolf, it's quite safe." 

 

Rudolf arrives in a shower of stones. 

 

"See, I have bought a fine torch. But there has been an explosion, no? I come to the entrance and 

she is full of gas!" 

 

"Yes, there was an explosion. Did you see if there was much damage?" 

 

"I think there was no damage. But I think this is not a pothole, only a mineworks! When I can 

see through the gas, all I can see is stone walls." 

 

"No no, it really is a cave. We've been digging here for 15 years, that is why there is so much 

debris." 

 

"You are digging here since 15 years and the cave is still so small! That is very interesting. All 

the time in Switzerland I have never seen so small a cave!" 

 

"Oh. That is very interesting." 

 

Rudolf joins enthusiastically in the digging, and has to be restrained from prising out rocks that 

seem to be supporting everything up above. He announces that when he needs bang in 

Switzerland, he makes it himself! The Wessex men marvel at his tales of the 'Holloch', but point 

out that the caves beyond the boulder choke are likely to be even bigger. At last it is time to go. 

In the Gorge, Wessex is astonished to observe Rudolf peel off his muddy trousers and throw 

them into a rubbish bin. His shoes follow the trousers. 

 

"Rudolf, in Switzerland do you always throw away your caving clothes after only one trip?" 

 

"Ah, no. Here I do not wish to soil my good clothes, so after I buy my torch, I look in all these 

baskets and I find the trousers and the shoes. I wear them down the cave and now I put them 

back!" 

 

"Very sensible. Well, we must be off, Rudolf. How did you like digging?" 

 

"To me it is great happiness. Next year I think I come back to England with my friends, and we 

dig and we find a big cave for you! Goodbye!" 
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR 

 

Circular to Member Clubs of the Governing Body of the Mendip Cave Registry. 

16th January 1969. 

Dear Editor, 

 

Firstly I should like to express the Mendip Cave Registry’s thanks to your club for the interest 

shown over the past years especially for financial help and for the continued support in sending your 

publications to the Central Library Collection. 

 

I expect you may remember that it was back in 1962 that the Mendip Cave Registry saw a second 

lease of life and that within a couple of years a considerable amount of work had been done. Briefly 

I would like to enumerate the major points:- 

 

a) A useful and up to date reference book - the Mendip Cave Register has been compiled and it is 

housed in three local public libraries as well as with the Cave Research Group and the 

Somerset Archaeological Society. 

 

b) A useful check list of cave surveys and a comprehensive bibliography of articles from caving 

journals was published by the Cave Research Group which became a supplement to the 

Register. 

 

c) The Mendip Cave Registry persuaded the Bristol Central Reference Library to start a caving 

collection - you may well have seen a catalogue of this collection which was issued in March 

1968 and will therefore appreciate that a lot of work has been done. 

 

However things are not now what they should be in that the Executive Committee of the Mendip 

Cave Registry is well below the number required to run it and things are not improving. Over the 

past year the Committee has dwindled to a very small number of enthusiasts, needless to say the 

people remaining are the usual standfasts. What in fact is needed now is an injection of fresh blood 

into the Registry because a considerable amount of work still needs to be done and there are just not 

enough people to do it. 

 

To sum up it is certain that without new members elected to the Executive Committee, the Mendip 

Cave Registry will virtually cease to exist and I firmly believe that the member clubs of the 

Governing Body would not be happy about this. The Registry has certainly proved its worth many 

times over and it would be a pity to drop it now. 

 

If your club has any members who think they could help the Registry they are cordially invited to 

meet at Phil Romford's caravan, behind the petrol station at Townsend, Priddy on Saturday 8th 

March 1969 at 6.30.p.m. 

 

Yours etc., 

Kay Mansfield. 

'Tiny Knott', 

Little London, 

Oakhill, 

Bath, BA3 5AY. 
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MENDIP NOTES 

 

by Schizomycetes 

 

Cave near Tynings Farm 

 

In addition to the havoc wrought elsewhere, the Great Flood last July opened up a new cave near 

Tynings Farm previously unrecorded. This cave is in the field immediately opposite the farm 

(NGR.ST 4-715 5637), and was first found by members of the Axbridge Caving Group last 

summer. On Sunday 22nd October Tony Jarratt (A.C.G.) and James Cobbett visited the cave, 

and estimated that it was 90 - 100 ft. deep, with an overall length (including side passages) of 

250 to 300 ft. The entrance was a 10 ft. deep shaft with a squeeze at the bottom. Past this was a 

small chamber, followed by a deep rift. At the bottom of the rift was another small chamber, and 

from here the main passage led off. This passage was about 4 ft. wide, between 8 ft. and 20 ft. 

high, and descended at a steep angle. It was possible to walk down the passage for the greater 

part of its length. Eventually it ended in a choked rift. 

 

There were good prospects of extending this cave, especially since it was trending towards G.B.; 

but, unfortunately, when the farmer heard of the discovery, he decided to fill it in. Whilst at first 

sight this might appear rather harsh, it appears that the field in which the cave is situated is being 

used for growing corn; and so, in all fairness, cavers would be a considerable nuisance causing a 

lot of damage to the crop. However, the Axbridge, made a C.R.G. Grade 2 survey of the cave, 

and also located the position of the entrance accurately so that, at a later date, if the access 

position to the cave alters, it would be possible to reopen the system. 

 

St. Cuthbert's Swallet 

 

After the failure of the digging weekend of 4/5th February 1967 (owing to high water 

conditions) the B.E.C. are to have another attempt at passing the terminal sump. Since February, 

Phil Kingston, Colin Priddle and Barry Lane have continued digging underwater, and made 

slow but sure progress until they reached a point about 20 ft. into the sump. Unfortunately, one 

of the effects of the Great Flood was to wash all the debris so laboriously removed back into the 

sump; so the B.E.C. were back to square one. Undaunted, Dave Irwin is organising yet another 

assault; this time using dams and a pump to lower the water level until it is possible (it is hoped) 

to dig a way through and remove the obstruction which is causing the sump. The plan is to build 

a set of dams; the main one, made out of breeze blocks and cement will be at the end of the 

Gour Rift, with supporting dams made out of boulders, mud, and cement in the Sump Passage. 

When the dams are finished, a "dress rehearsal" will be held to test pumping arrangements, and 

to clear out the approaches to the sump. Once everything is ready, Dave intends to wait for a 

spell of dry weather next summer (hopeful!), and then set to work pumping out the sump and 

digging. As yet the type of pump has not been settled, but the preference is for a hand pump in 

view of the dangers of using an electric one so far underground. 
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Ordnance Survey Revision of 25 Inch to One Mile Maps. 

 

In 1935 Lord Davidson's Committee recommended that all O.S. maps should be recast upon a 

uniform system; and a grid system, now the well-known National Grid, was adopted as the basic 

framework. Over the past two decades the different map scales have been slowly recompiled 

and revised. All the 7th Series One-inch Maps have been complete now for several years. 

However the larger scale surveys are far from finished. On Mendip we are lucky in this respect 

for the current Six-inch to One Mile coverage has been available for some time, and we have 

been able to dispense with the old revised "County Series" which were surveyed at the turn of 

the century. Our luck continues for, of the pitifully small percentage of new 25-inch to one mile 

maps (more correctly the 1:2,500 scale) published to date, those sheets covering parts of Mendip 

are about to go to press. Each sheet covers one kilometre square, and is designated by the 

easting and northing of its southwest corner, e.g. sheet ST 5350 will cover the area around 

Lower Pitts Farm, Eastwater Cavern and Upper Pitts, while sheet ST 5450 is the area 

immediately east to the Hunters Lodge Inn. One-inch maps make a good index sheet to all the 

larger scales. 

 

One of the important features of these 1:2,500 sheets is that all the rights of way shown will be 

legal (in some parts of the country legal rights of way are being shown on revised One-inch 

maps as well). The establishment of these rights of way follows the Access to the Countryside 

Act. It has taken sometime to agree on the legal rights of way with the Parish Councils, and 

from there up to the County Councils. Indeed, some of the parishes on Mendip have not done 

the job thoroughly even now since some of our treasured footpaths are not being maintained, 

probably because no one in caving circles has made the right representations. So, with the 

benefit of hindsight it seems that we might be in danger of losing certain rights of way by 

default. For those interested, the updated definitive "Footpaths "Map" is housed with the County 

Planning Office at Taunton. 

 

A case in point is Ebbor and its surrounds. Here the Nature Conservancy has a ninety-nine year 

lease from the National Trust who are the owners. Naturally, they have taken a great interest in 

the preparation of the footpaths to be shown as legal rights of way on the coming 1:2,500 maps. 

As it happens, Willie Stanton has all but completed a survey of the 26 known caves in Ebbor, 

and it is likely that a large amount of his information will appear on the new maps. No doubt we 

shall hear more of this in subsequent Journal articles; but, what is pertinent here is that none of 

the rights of way go near the caves, or indeed to the published climbs in the upper portions of 

the gorge. So it seems that cavers and climbers visiting Ebbor will require the usual Nature 

Conservancy Access Permit to stray off the paths. 

 

How about the legal rights of way to other Mendip caves? We shall have to rely on verbal 

agreements with individual landowners in the absence of suitable legal routes as published on 

the Ordnance Survey maps. 

 

Cornwell's Calamity - or nearly! 

 

As mentioned in the December Journal, John Cornwell has been digging in Hillgrove Swallet. 

But, unfortunately, in November when John was blasting a new route to the surface, in an 
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attempt to solve his soil disposal problems, a massive subsidence occurred. So John was forced 

to abandon the dig, and he has now transferred his attentions to a site near an old Lime kiln 

towards the north end of Eastwater Lane. During the summer John carried out geo-resistivity 

tests in this area with very encouraging results. It should be interesting to see how the dig 

progressed. 

 

However, during December, John ran into a rather unusual digging hazard. He had been using 

explosives to loosen and break up some boulders when he found, to his horror, that lodged 

against the wall behind which he had been sheltering when letting off charges was an 

unexploded mortar bomb! He removed the bomb, and disposed of it with a stick of bang; the 

result being a mini-explosion, and one dead mortar bomb, the remains of which were duly 

buried with full military honours. The episode was mentioned to Mr. Patterson, who is our 

neighbour at Upper Pitts, and he said that he too had found a mortar bomb some time ago. John 

agreed to dispose of this one as well Mr. Patterson removed a stone from the top of his garden 

wall to reveal a rusty mortar bomb which was duly taken into a field and set off with a charge. 

The result this time, was an even louder bang which was heard at Hillgrove! 

 

Since then John has discovered that these bombs probably date from the last war, for German 

bombers jettisoned many such bombs across Mendip particularly in the fields between Lower 

Pitts Farm and Rookham. So next time you start banging in a shake hole, beware; it may just be 

a bomb crater! 

 

Exiles in North America 

 

Rumour from the Karst Police Information Centre has it that Dave Drew, who left Bristol for the 

University of Saskatchewan, Regina last August, has been elected Chairman of the Geography 

Committee. This is virtually akin to the position professors hold in university departments in the 

U.K. Clearly, if you want to get ahead, join The Wessex, the Karst Police, and then emigrate. 

 

Meanwhile, Bob Ganicott, who left for Canada in November 1967, has not been idle either. His 

last reported position was in a tent well north of the Arctic Circle prospecting for minerals. It 

appears that he was over 500 miles from the nearest civilisation, and so was having his supplies 

airlifted to him once a week. However, recent developments suggest that he can’t have been in 

his tent all the time, since in December news came through that he was marrying a Canadian girl 

whom he had met in Yellowknife, North West Territory. So our congratulations Bob, and all the 

best! 

 

The other exile of which your scribe has information is Gary Pilkington. Gary left for Canada in 

April last year. First he went to McMaster University where he was working for Derek Ford, but 

later in the summer he was 'poached' by a talent scout from the States who was trying to develop 

a show cave, and wanted an expert to oversee its cleaning out. Gary ended up directing a dig 

with a team of fully paid navvies to help him! 
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Archaeological Dig at Sun Hole, Cheddar 

 

A note in the Cheddar Valley Gazette of 27th December says that an American John Campbell, 

who is at present studying at Oxford University for a philosophy degree, is leading a dig at Sun 

Hole. Sun Hole has been previously dug, once in 1926 by the U.B.S.S., and later in the early 

1950's. This time the purpose of the dig is to try and establish more closely the age of the 

'Cheddar Man' which was found at Gough's Cave. Mr. Campbell hopes to re-excavate the stone 

age hearth located on previous excavations, and from this to obtain charcoal samples. These will 

be radio-carbon dated so that the period of the habitation in Sun Hole can be determined. In 

view of the fact that Sun Hole is quite near Gough's Cave (it is opposite Cooper's Hole) it is 

quite likely that the various caves in the Gorge were occupied at around the same time,, The age 

of the hearth, coupled with the various flints found at other sites, should enable a reasonably 

accurate estimation of the age of the Cheddar Man to be made. 

 

Ebbor Gorge and the Great Flood 

 

No, this is not the title of another biblical epic, or the discovery of the resting place of Noah's 

Ark. Dr. G.T. Crummock, who during the period immediately after the flood noted a 

considerable amount about its effects, mentioned a rather unusual occurrence in Ebbor Gorge. A 

considerable quantity of water had flowed down the upper part of the Gorge. By the time it had 

reached The Narrows it must have been a fair sized stream since several hefty trees were found 

jammed across this constriction. Once past The Narrows the stream had sufficient force to roll 

small rocks about, and generally to leave a trail of debris towards the scree slope. Here the 

stream sank. The point where this occurred is just where the Gorge finally widens out about 30 

yards north of the larger scree slopes. Dr. Crummock observed that the water did not reappear 

lower down, and postulated the existence of a cave (possibly a buried resurgence) on the lines 

supposed by Derek Ford. 

 

National Polities (Caving) 

 

Well it really had to happen, and now it finally has. Caving now has a national body, the 

National Caving Association. This was formed at a meeting of the various Regional Councils 

(including the Southern Council) together with representatives from the B.S.A., C.R.G., and the 

Pengelly Research Centre, on the 9th November 1968 at Matlock, Derbyshire A lot of the 

meeting's time was spent wrangling over whether or not the B.S.A., was a scientific body 

entitled to attend the assembly, and over the name of the new organisation. Eventually 

everything was threshed out and the National Caving Association came into being. 

 

Before cavers start writing off to the N.C.A. to complain about it or the caves in their area, a 

word of warning seems appropriate. The new body is designed to be controlled from below by 

the Regional Councils, and to get it to bite could take some doing as a glance at its constitution 

will show:- 

 

1. No permanent officers 

2. No executive powers 

3. Unanimous voting, except on procedural matters. 
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The Association will meet annually with two representatives from each Regional Council; 

together with one representative from each of the three scientific bodies mentioned above, and 

from the Cave Rescue Council. Your scribe, being an anarchist at heart is sorry that any 

National Body was necessary, but he can appreciate the pressures from Youth Clubs, Education 

Establishments and other Government organisations which is rapidly making it necessary for 

cavers to speak with a single national voice. What worries him is the possibility that the national 

voice, instead of berating the Government or sundry other extra-caving organisations, turns and 

starts berating cavers. 

 

At present, as the constitution of the N.C.A. stands, this appears most unlikely to happen. Let's 

make certain that no one tampers with its constitution! 
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WATER TRACING IN THE PEN HILL AREA, MENDIP, IN JANUARY 1969 

 

by T. Atkinson and M. Newson 

 

A water tracing programme using Lycopodium spores was carried out between January 6th and 

18th, 1969, in the Pen Hill area. The swallets traced were; Hillgrove Swallet, Easter Hole, 

Whitsun Hole, Zoo (or Double-back) Swallet, and Rock Swallet. All of these except Hillgrove 

Swallet have small natural streams. At Hillgrove Swallet, the stream has in the past been 

diverted, and we found it necessary to pump water into Balch's old shaft from the pond. In the 

past a sizeable stream sank in the swallet itself, and in 1939 was traced to Wookey Hole by 

Frank Frost. 

 

The analysis of the results of the Lycopodium tracing is as yet by no means complete, but 

preliminary results are shown below. In particular, the times given are very approximate, and 

may in some cases be greatly less than the value shown. 

 

Swallet Rising(s) Approximate Travel Times 

 

Hillgrove Wookey Hole 38 hours 

 Biddlecombe West 3½ hours 

 Biddlecombe East 60 hours 

 

Easter Hole Wookey Hole 9 hours 

 

Whitsun Hole Biddlecombe West 5½ hours 

 Biddlecombe East 12 hours 

 

Zoo Swallet Biddlecombe Centre 12 hours 

 Wookey Hole 78 hours 

 

Rock Swallet Wookey Hole c. 70 hours 

 Biddlecombe West 22 hours 

 

With the analysis as yet incomplete it is not worth including a map in this preliminary report, 

but those familiar with the area will realise that these results indicate a very complex flow 

pattern, with crossing flow lines. One interesting feature is that in order for water to reach 

Biddlecombe from the swallets, it must cross the Old Red Sandstone outcrop to the east of Pen 

Hill. Presumably the water drains under the sandstone, in which case, considerable deductions 

can be drawn about the structural geology of the area, as the Old Red Sandstone is an older rock 

than the Carboniferous Limestone. 

 

Finally, may we in this preliminary report take the opportunity of thanking all those who gave 

their help with the field work, and without whom an operation of this kind would be quite 

impossible. 
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NORTHERN NOTES 

by Carl Pickstone 

 

Your Northern Scribe must apologise for the omission of Northern Notes in the last Journal. This 

was because, at the time, very little information was available for publication. But now, fortunately, 

things have returned to normal again with the discovery of a further five miles of cave passage since 

the publication of the last edition of the "Northern Notes". 

 

At the moment everything is happening over in Wharfedale. It seems that most of the small existing 

systems are postglacial in origin which lead into much larger pre-glacial systems similar to Easegill 

Caverns. Most of the work is being done by Leeds University, and Harry Long (B.S.A.). 

 

Gavel Pot, Leck Eell 

 

This huge shakehole on Leck Fell has seen much activity recently with the Northern Pennine 

(N.P.C.) digging a way through the large boulder slope at the bottom. Just after they had broken 

through a large boulder collapse effectively closed it again. 

 

The water from Short Drop emerges in the shake hole before disappearing underground again, it is 

thought to enter the Lost Johns Master Cave beyond the large duck before the sump. 

 

Ireby Cavern, Ireby Fell 

 

Since being re-opened again early last year, Sump I has been dived again by the Northern Cave 

Club. They found a fairly extensive high level system above the Sump II streamway; one of the 

passage extends over Sump I, and is thought to connect with the relatively new North Western C.C. 

discovery which goes off above the third pitch of the old cave. The high level passage is 150 ft. 

above Sump I. 

 

Gaping Ghyll 

 

Many sceptics have been heard to mutter that this fine system has long been worked out, but even 

after the relatively new discoveries which added a further 1½ miles of cave passage, the system still 

has one or two surprises left. The recently reformed North Ribblesdale C.C. have discovered a 

further 800 ft. long inlet which goes off Stream Chamber towards Newby Moss. 

 

Birks Fell Cave, Wharfedale 

 

This recent Craven extension has been pushed a further 1½ miles. The system now contains 2½ 

miles of passages. 

 

Sleets Gill Cave, Wharfedale 

 

Leeds have extended this by mile. The cave slopes downward from the entrance and then rises 

forming a U-tube 80 ft. deep. It floods very easily forming a very deep sump. The cave has been 

described as a huge ebbing and flowing well with an unpredictable cycle. Whilst exploring the 

extension which continues beyond the U-tube a party of Leeds narrowly escaped being caught. 

Apparently the only advance warning of flooding is a very strong draught blowing outwards. A few 
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years ago a party from the Bradford had a similar experience. 

 

Langliffe Pot, Wharfedale 

 

Rumours have been floating around for a long time of a big Leeds discovery in Wharfedale. Now it 

has been fully explored the veils of secrecy can be lifted to reveal a 2½ mile extension to the old 

cave, entered by a flat out crawl and then 400 ft. of narrow passage leading into a big streamway. 

The only pitch is the one at the entrance, the system is now 300 ft. deep. The caving prospects of the 

area were appraised by Bob Lewis in an article in the December 1968 Wessex C. C. Journal. This 

article was written last October. 

 

Sunset Hole, Chapel-le-Dale 

 

This pot has been extended by the Gritstone C.C., and the Heavy Woollen District C.C. The 

extension starts from the top of the last pitch and contains a pitch and a couple of chambers, making 

the depth of the pot 250 ft. 

 

West Scrafton Pot, Coverdale 

 

While digging in the stream bed close to the village, the Craven discovered a fairly extensive system 

which is over 2,000 ft. long and 100 ft. deep. It has what must be the largest known expanse of 

unsupported roof in Yorkshire, right under the centre of the village. 

 

Lancaster Hole, Casterton Fell 

 

A new 20 ft. deep pitch has been found in the Graveyard area by The Happy Wanderers. After 

dropping down the pitch a tight bedding plane follows, which is now being banged. 

 

Also in the Graveyard area the Bradford have dug through into a small chamber and reached a very 

loose 40 ft. high aven. 

 

C.R.O. News 

 

The Settle-Ingleton team were called out on the 27th October to rescue seven members of Lancaster 

University who were trapped by rising waters below the Cascades in Alum Pot. 

 

On the 10th November the team was called out again to assist a party emerging from Bar Pot. There 

were three exposure cases including one person who required a stretcher. 

 

On the 28th December the Upper Wharfedale team was called out to give a helping hand to five 

members of the Bolton Potholing Club, who got into difficulties on a Providence - Dow through trip. 

 

Someone has removed the large eyebolt used to secure the hand line which assists in crossing the 

bridge in Alum Pot. This wanton act of stupidity is to be condemned because, as every Northern 

caver knows, this pothole has the highest mortality rate in England. Since its initial exploration 13 

cavers have been killed whilst descending the main shaft, the majority of these fatalities occurring 

whilst crossing the Bridge. The C.R.O. are taking steps to replace the eyebolt. 
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RUMANIA 1968 

 

by A.D. Oldham 

 

After the excitement of last year’s discovery in Şura Mare (Ref: W.C.C. Jl. No. 115 Vol. 10 

pp.24-31) this year’s visit appeared to be comparatively quiet. I say comparatively, because all 

the time we (my wife and I) were there, there was the threat of a Russian invasion; and not 

wishing to learn from first hand experience of life in a Siberian Salt Mine, we kept a good 

weather eye open for the "winds of change". 

 

We arrived at Ponor to find J. Dolman's expedition settled in and laying telephones to Şura 

Mare. Not wishing to get in their way we decided to investigate Lunca Ponorului, one of the 

sinks for Şura Mare. 

 

It took a good four hours to reach the sink, stopping off on the way to visit Peştera din Valea 

Cheii - a rather pretty resurgence about 250 m. long; and to inspect the entrance of Peştera - 

aven din Şesul Leordei. Although the latter cave is choked after 40 m. I was interested in it 

because it was in line, more or less, with Şura Mare. 

 

Lunca Ponorului was an impressive site. A large closed valley about 6 km. long by 1 km. wide, 

with a river meandering across it. In fact a classic Polje. The stream sank indiscriminately at the 

foot of a 25 m. high limestone cliff. I dug at what appeared to be the main sink for 10 minutes 

and produced a shaft 10 ft. deep, in boulders covered with silt and humus; but, with still more 

boulders to go, there was no telling when we would reach Şura Mare. 

 

We stopped to examine a whirlpool with a multitude of bubbles coming out of it. This I felt sure 

was J.D. trying to make for the surface. Having not succeeded in getting into the top end of Şura 

Mare, we decided to visit some caves in the vicinity of Cluj. We later learnt that J.D. and Co. 

had little to show in the way of exploration after a 5 week stay. They added another 500 m. to 

Şura Mare, only to be stopped by an undivable sump. They also found the sump in Şura Mica 

undivable due to its depth and mud. 

 

We had been told by many speleologists in our travels through Rumania that the Carpathians to 

the west of Cluj contained the most important karst in their land, so this year we planned to find 

out whether or not this was true. The cave at the top of our list was Cetaţile Ponorului. 

 

The first thing we did was to call on Dr. Coman in Cluj, and not only did he lend us maps of the 

area, but gave us detailed instructions as to the various features to look out for. 

 

From Cluj we took a good tarmac road to Huedin, but from there on it was all bumpity bump 

along the first roads in the mountains. We took the road through Ic Ponor and Rachiţele. Just 

after the last village we saw a sink at the side of the road and took the opportunity to stretch our 

legs and visit it. An entrance 1 m. high and 2-3 m. wide quickly narrowing down, and not 

wishing to get wet, exploration ceased at this point. Our attention was then directed to another 

opening 200 yards away, on the other side of a horseshoe bend in the road. A ladder led up to 

the cave entrance which was 4-5 m. high and 3 m. wide inside. A slippery scramble around 



 

255 

 

some fair sized lakes eventually led to a sump. We later learned that this cave was called Pesţera 

Firei and has never been dived! 

 

We drove on past Ic Ponor and to our surprise the road got better, possibly because it was the 

most recent stretch. It was not tarmacked, just very well steam rollered! At last we arrived at our 

destination, Cabana Padiş, a popular mountain hut. 

 

After spending the night camped by the Cabana we made an early start for the cave. According 

to Dr. Coman it was only a 5 hour round trip, but we knew better, 5 hours walking for a 

Rumanian, is 10 hours for Tony Oldham, so we set off at 7.00 a.m. After walking for about an 

hour we were surprised to see great road making works in progress. It looks as if there will 

eventually be a road right up to the cave, and possibly a route to the cave from both Huedin and 

Oradea. 

 

Tending to do everything backwards, we went to Doline No. 3 first. It was a fantastic sight - 

sheer walls 200 m. high, and just a glimpse of a cave entrance in the depths. We admired the 

depths from the two balconies thoughtfully provided. The 3 dolines and the cave are probably an 

even more impressive sight than Skocjanski Jama, in Yugoslavia which Casteret is credited as 

describing as "Matchless in the world", but I do not think that Casteret could have visited 

Rumania. We viewed No. 2 Doline from similar balconies, and marvelled at the tiny figures in 

the depth. Next came the descent into the bottom of the doline. A steep slippery winding 

pathway led down. The impression of depth was even more pronounced at the bottom of the 

doline. The towering walls very much resemble a fortress from whence the doline takes its 

name. I checked out one large entrance portal near the pathway, but it did not go, so we went 

over to the other entrance - the gateway to the depths? 

 

A steep gravel/scree slope led down to the subterranean river Cetaţilor. Downstream the way on 

was barred (at least for us feather-bed cavers) by raging rapids, but our colleagues from the 

Institute at Cluj had penetrated for over 2½ km„ only to be stopped by a dam of logs 60 ft. (20 

m) high! The exploration took 7 days and they were able to light fires underground, with the 

drift wood brought down by the river. The very size of the enormous chamber meant that they 

were able to do this without the risk of suffocation. When I asked about the high water they 

calmly said that this was just the job - the boats being safely carried over the sharp rocks by the 

flood water! 

 

We next made our way upstream and here another sight greeted us. Sunlight poured in through a 

"Karst Fenster" high in the roof of the chamber. One could also see the green pine trees 

silhouetted against the rich blue sky and in the foreground a white cascading torrent roared 

down - truly a remarkable sight. After the usual photographs were taken we made our way back 

to the surface again in the No. 2 doline. Our task was to locate the Karst Window and the source 

of the stream. We followed the pathway across the doline into the No. 1 Doline, and here 

another sight awaited us. The huge doorway to the fortress or Cetaţile, at least 100 m. high, 

taking the river of the same name. 

 

We climbed down the rickety wooden steps only to find that the lower ones had been washed 

away. We took to the rocks for a difficult (for me that is) climb down to the river. The slippery 
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remains of a wooden bridge helped us to get across the river dry shod, and then we inspected the 

engulfment, noting a small tributary to one side. A huge passage opened up before us. This lead 

to No. 3 Doline and in fact, is the only way of entering this doline. Upon emerging into the open 

air again, another sight awaited us. The sheer walls - 200 m. high and the gaping portal of the 

karst window. Another cave mouth was noted in the opposite corner. This appears to be just an 

opening formed by vertical shafts coalescing into the doline, and is a possible clue to the 

Doline's formation. 

 

We made our way back into the first Doline and followed the pathway towards Padiş, beside the 

cascading torrent, pausing just to have one last look at the rock portals. We crossed over the 

road works again and made our way up through the woods in ankle deep mud, and down the 

other side to Poiana Ponor. 

 

This is a sink which takes the water which flows into Cetaţile Ponorului. Like most sinks which 

we had seen in Rumania, this one was blocked with mud. 

 

In some low cliffs nearby we noted another cave mouth. A quick perusal revealed that it was 

only a short passage which quickly petered out in an aven, too small for A.D.O. to force. 

 

We followed the stream to its source - Izbucal Ponor. This is quite a large resurgence about 4 m. 

wide and 2 m. high. There appeared to be an airspace there, but feeling indisposed I did not 

investigate it. Coman said it does not go, and has not been dived. We then made our way back to 

the Cabana, an uphill slog of an hour or more. It was interesting to note that it was just 5.00 

p.m., my estimate of a 10 hour trip proving quite accurate. The next day we drove back to Cluj 

via Cimpeni. A terrible road, still not finished from last year. We visited the Institute and Dr. 

Coman to thank him for all his help, and make our farewells. 

 

From Cluj our travels took us to Lacul Roşa, a kind of Rumanian Cheddar Gorge, the 

Monasteries at Moldavia, a little village called Corbu, where we stayed to do some ethnic 

studies and buy a hand made carpet, and then on to Bucarest. During our two day stay we visited 

the artificial grotto in the Natural History Museum. This had been extremely well done, with 

walls of paraffin wax, which very realistically resembled stal. flows. 

 

After making our farewells to our hosts Dr. and Mrs. Decu, and arranging to meet Dr. Orghidan, 

the Director of the Speleological Institute in Bucarest, in Ponor, we left Bucarest. 

 

In Ponor we found the Dolman camp mopping up after torrential rain. As we only had about a 

week left in Rumania we collected the stuff which we had left with our friends in Haţeg, said 

goodbye to Dr. Orghidan and his family and set off for the last cave on our list, Peştera Cloşani. 

 

Although this cave is only 90 km. from Haţeg as the crow flies, because of the lack of roads and 

the state of those which existed, we had to make a journey of 200 km. via Caransebeş, and 

Turnu Severin to reach the cave which is at the village of Closani near Baia de Aramǎ. The road 

from Haţeg to Orşova is mostly tarmac, and except for a short stretch between Turnu Severin 

and Brosteni, the rest is very bumpy with some terrible corrugations at 2 ft. intervals. 
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Just outside Cloşani we saw a peasant and his wife distilling Tuica, with a primeval still, so we 

duly stopped to photograph him. It was an interesting sight, no thermometers or glass tubing, 

just a brick kiln type of boiler with a large vat of water as a cooling condenser. 

 

We continued on to Cloşani, without sampling his brew. At Cloşani we enquired after "Fǎnicǎ 

Argintaru" who works for the Institute there and a local at once offered to find him for us - for 

which we were very grateful. 

 

Domul Fǎnicǎ soon installed us in the laboratory of the Speleological Institute, which was to be 

our home for the next two nights, and extremely comfortable it turned out to be. 

 

It is very well equipped just like a caving hut. It can sleep 8, and has a kitchen with a calor gas 

stove, a laboratory with benches, reading lamps and chemicals etc., and of course, electricity and 

electric lighting. It certainly gave us a welcome chance to clean up and relax. The laboratory is 

stone built with a wooden roof and very pleasant veranda. 

 

The next day at about 9-30.a.m. we made our way to Peştera Cloşani. At the cave entrance was a 

stone built hut, containing the usual hospital type bed. It also contained a very posh Hungarian 

clock, which was being used as a timing device with two electrodes making contact with the 

clock hands as they passed by. As soon as our guide had cracked up some carbide for his lamp 

we were ready. 

 

The entrance was quite small for such a famous cave, barely 1 m. high and 2 m. wide, closed by 

a rickety triangular gate. Some low passages followed till we reached a steel ladder leading to 

the lower series. Here the whole nature of the cave changed. 

 

The passage became larger and was filled with formations, and this became the general pattern 

for the rest of this series. Stalactites, Stalagmite columns and palettes abounded, and it was 

difficult to know what to photograph. At one point there were lakes, and these we crossed by a 

wooden raised pathway, whilst in the rest of the passages there were concrete pathways, just like 

a show cave! We soon found out the reason for the pathways. The cave is used as a laboratory, 

and the electric cables which we had been following will eventually be used for lighting and 

power supplies. The passage ended in a calcite flow, draped with stalagmites, an obvious place 

to dig, as it was a cert that the passage continued, but alas this was going to be the main 

Geophysics Laboratory and already the chamber was covered with tables and stands etc. Slowly 

we made our way back to the entrance, photographing as we went. 

 

After dinner we visited the other half of the cave, again a lower series, at possibly the same level 

as the first series which we visited. This was more beautiful than the other series, if that is 

possible. The main difficulty was that there were no pathways, only lakes of red glutinous mud 

which protested audibly at every step we took! 

 

The passage had, at some time in its history been flooded, and the result was hundreds of crystal 

pools and some large 18" high crystal stalagmites. To our disappointment the colour camera had 

packed up in the other series, so we had to make do with black and white, which did not really 

do justice to the formations. There seemed to be more palettes here, and as the system was only 
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discovered in 1959 there was hardly any vandalism. It is difficult to describe in words the 

texture and variety of all the formations, perhaps all one can do is say in Rumanian "Frumos". 

 

We returned to the laboratory for tea, before going on to the next cave, Peştera-Aven din Cioaca 

cu Brebenei. This is basically one large chamber in the form of a cork screw! A 4 m. entrance 

pitch (on a very shaky wooden ladder) leads to a small chamber which connects with the main 

chamber. We were surprised, not only at such a large chamber so near the surface, but also at the 

wealth of stalactite formations. True they were rather dry and dusty, but the sheer wealth of 

numbers was overwhelming. Opposite the way in, a scree bank lead up to the ceiling, another 

possible way in perhaps? 

 

On the scree, and not noticeable at first glance were thousands of botroydal stalagmites; small 

red formations, barely ½" high. 

 

We continued on down the spiral, until we were more or less underneath the entrance, and here 

was the highlight of the cave, a cluster of helictites; not just the ordinary thin and whispery 

types, but thick, tusk like formations, like overgrown pig's canines! After the usual photographs, 

we made our way back to the surface. Although only a small cave it was well worth a visit, the 

amount of formations being beyond belief. 

 

This was the end of our caving holiday. The next morning we drove to Timisoara, and joined the 

convoy of tourists waiting to cross the border. Then followed a leisurely trip back across Europe 

to England. 

 

Bibliography 

 

See previous article W.C.C. Jl. No. 115, Vol. 10 Feb. 1968. pp. 30-31. 

 

Translations of Rumanian Place Names 

 

Ponor - Sink or Swallet 

Ponorului - Sink (genitive case) 

Cetaţilor - The Fortress or Citadel 

Izbuc - Rising or Spring 

Cabanǎ - Alpine Hut 

Poiana - Glade or clearing or grassy meadow. 
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Helectites in Peştera – Aven 

 

Di Cioaca cu Brebenei. 

 

The “Argentaru” in Peştera Cloşani 
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Report on the course in Limestone Geomorphology 

held at Bristol University on 23rd/24th Nov. 1968 

by J. D. Hanwell. 

 

Over ninety people attended this course which was arranged by Mr. A.B. Hawkins and Mr. 

D. Ingle Smith of the Departments of Extra Mural Studies and Geography at Bristol 

University. Interests ranged from academic geographers, geologists, and experts in fringe 

subjects, to naturalists, Mendip lovers, cavers and a fair number of teachers and students. 

Clearly, neither the numbers nor the range of audience had been anticipated, and so it is to 

the credit of the organisers and contributors that the weekend proved so satisfactory to most 

of those present. Indeed, it is indicative of the regard held for the karst research going on in 

the Geography Department at Bristol that the course attracted so many. No doubt the effort 

proved as rewarding to the researchers since the discussions, although brief, prompted 

constructive criticisms and suggestions from several authorities engaged in kindred and even 

independent fields. Here is where the university truly justifies its name. 

 

As the writer shares not a few of those interests listed above, perhaps he can be forgiven for 

introducing a little background to the proceedings that took place. Geomorphology is rapidly 

freeing itself from its traditional preoccupation with denudation chronology in favour of a 

fuller understanding of present landscapes. This is partly a natural change, but perhaps even 

more so it is a distrust of the often subjective assumptions typifying most explanations of 

landforms in terms of an ordered sequence of developments. To no small extent the 

recasting of present day Geomorphology has been aided by overcoming previous inhibitions 

concerning statistical methods, and the feasibility of making reliable measurements with 

better instruments. The result is an increasing desire to quantify studies of current 

geomorphic processes and to abandon historical speculation about the origin of landforms. 

In this sense Geomorphology has moved from what might be called Historical Geology. 

There is even a wariness of adhering too strictly to Uniformitarianism. Modern 

geomorphologists are rightly tackling aspects of landform research hitherto neglected, 

leaving the "story of events" to those better equipped, or until such time that the relative 

importance of past and present can be evaluated. Geology and Geomorphology are not at 

variance, however, although they are now more complementary rather than overlapping as 

before. The complexity of each discipline demands specialisation, and for each to have a 

built-in bias to the past is clearly unwise. 

 

These differences in the immediate aims of geologists and geomorphologists are well 

exemplified in karst studies. Obviously a few people present at the course were anxious to 

debate the merits of each approach; perhaps because they were unaware of, or did not 

appreciate, the trends outlined above. Admittedly there is a sort of nostalgia and compelling 

satisfaction in explaining landforms and landscapes in terms of a "story", and so a certain 

reluctance to grapple with the complex problems currently at work. However, the fair 

balance of both approaches in the various lectures given on the Saturday must surely have 

indicated the need for the latter without further justification. Furthermore, the reluctant 

should now realise that unravelling the nature of processes in the act of occurring can be just 
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as stimulating. 

 

Following coffee at the assembly, Mr. D. Ingle Smith, who in a manner of speaking is 

player-manager, coach and trainer of the home side, introduced his own work. After a broad 

preamble he rapidly narrowed the field to a comparative study of solution processes in 

different karst areas. Chemical methods of analysing underground waters were referred to 

relative to rates of erosion in the various upstanding limestones of Mendip, Jamaica, 

Sutherland and The Cotswolds. The emphasis was on the measureable aspects of present day 

processes. Judging from the number of copious note-takers amongst the audience, such 

tactics met with general approval. 

 

Dr. Marjory Sweeting from the University of Oxford School of Geography took the hour 

before lunch. In the vogue of a globe-trotting talent scout she outlined the main similarities 

and subtle contrasts of limestone landforms throughout the world, aided by an impressive 

display of transparencies. Starting with the classic area of Yugoslavia she moved to the well 

endowed karst regions of Central America. Explanations were offered for the cone and 

tower landscapes which abound in the tropics. Latterly, Australian cases were examined, and 

the incredible "lunar" features of South East China and Viet Nam illustrated. Dr. Sweeting 

concluded that the latter might well prove a better type area than Yugoslavia, and hoped for 

freer access by Western geomorphologists. She postulated much in common about the 

sequence of landform development in the widely scattered examples selected. However, 

there was a hint of an apology about such speculation since she made it clear that this was 

largely qualitative reasoning in the traditional manner. Still, if hypotheses are to serve as 

footballs to be kicked about, then there is an obvious need for someone to lay on 

constructive passes, even if they are countered later. 

 

The afternoon had something of a cup final atmosphere. Right from the kick off Dr. Trevor 

Ford of the Geology Department, Leicester University, went into the attack. Effecting a few 

harsh tackles on any likely opposition he then deftly manoeuvred through the complex 

geological history of The Peak District from Lower Carboniferous times. Several phases of 

karsting were explained. With carefully chosen slides, the influences of various "fossil" 

karst features on the present day landscape were pointed out. After extra time the audience 

were left in no doubt that a detailed knowledge of the appropriate regional geology was a 

prerequisite to studies of limestone geomorphology in any area, whatever tactics were used 

thereafter. Clearly, the crux is being sure that the right interpretation is given since a great 

amount of reliable geological evidence must remain unobservable. Only years of searching 

out every lead is likely to get us closer the truth. Dr. Ford's approach impressed insofar as 

the less glamorous role of the local expert was shown to be as vital as that of the touring 

sides. 

 

The mammoth Saturday lecture session ended as it began with Mr. D. Ingle Smith. After a 

cursory look at the geology of Mendip, the background was set for the field excursion the 

next day. Lycopodium tracing techniques, sediment analyses and the direct measurement of 

erosion in the field were explained. There then followed a tour of the laboratories where 
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much of this work was being conducted. Thus it was that two large coach loads of people, 

enlightened concerning the mysteries of karst geomorphology, arrived at The Mendip Gate 

Cafe in Burrington Combe at 10.a.m. on the Sunday - heralded in outrider fashion by the 

Geography Department Land Rover commanded by the upper echelons of the "Karst 

Police". 

 

Having been addressed from an elevated bluff in the grand tradition of field excursions, the 

multitude proceeded to Aveline's Hole and the West Twin Valley where last July's flood 

damage was inspected and discussed. Before leaving Burrington an hour or so was spent in 

the lesser frequented East Twin Valley examining Micro Erosion Meter and V-notch Weir 

sites. 

 

En route to Cheddar the party stopped to look at the Triassic exposure near Kingdown Farm. 

It was pointed out that this deposit indicated considerable pre-Triassic dissection of the 

limestone surface. The temptation to speculate about possible pre-Triassic karsting, 

including possible cave development was resisted. We passed on to Cheddar and lunch. 

Thus fortified, the story was taken up once again outside the First Feeder. Various 

techniques of sampling risings were demonstrated. The now routine ritual of monitoring pH, 

stage, discharge, and sediment load at this site was re-enacted for all to see, photograph, and 

comment upon. Even dummy Lycopodium net sampling was shown, much to the interest of 

your reporter since previous experience shows that he has something to learn about this. 

 

From Cheddar the party went to have a look at Sandpit Hole. Various possible models for 

the development of such features were discussed at the site, ranging from preferential 

solution to cavern collapse or cave unroofing following denudation. Firm conclusions were 

carefully avoided for it seems that all three possibilities are just as likely. Finally, in the 

well-established tradition of a day out on Mendip, the party ended up at The Hunters. Not 

the Inn this time, but the Hole! Again the complex origins and distributions of Mendip's 

closed depressions were discussed, with general agreement that existing text book 

explanations were inadequate. In one sense this was fitting close to the weekend, if not 

without a certain element of anti-climax. Those who had hoped to have all the answers 

revealed during the course, for example, must have left a little disillusioned at the pitiful 

state of existing knowledge about what actually goes on in limestone uplands. Nowhere is 

the old cliche, "The more we know the less we know we know", more apt than in studies of 

Limestone Geomorphology. Fortunately, to many this is the real challenge. 
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REVIEWS 

 

La Conquete Souterraine, by Pierre Minvielle 276 pp. 22 plates. Published by B. Arthaud, Paris, 

at 24.70 Francs (£2.2.0. approx). 

 

The French do not just go caving, they write about it afterwards, not just their own exploits but 

those of others. The latest of a long line of excellent French Caving publications is La Conquete 

Souterraine by Pierre Minvielle, a caver of 20 years standing. His interest has taken him out of 

France to such places as Libya where he accompanied a French Speleological Expedition. 

 

Speleology, like space exploration is one of the last frontiers of adventure, and this book relates 

in a lively manner caving incidents which are both humorous and dramatic. 

 

The book begins with chapters on a series of "firsts"; first Speleological Conquests, first 

Martyrs, and first Descents, but perhaps the most impressive, or should I say notorious "first", 

was the first major Cave Rescue when 7 men were trapped in the Lurloch near Peggau in the 

Styria district of Austria, for 204 hours and emerged alive, much to the amazement of the 

rescuers and the millions of people in Europe who had followed their enforced incarceration 

each day in their newspapers. 

 

The book tells of men who in ages past have launched themselves into the unknown underworld, 

and how these pioneers sometimes paid with their lives for the splendours they unveiled. 

 

However, the author has not forgotten the stories of pioneers of our own day, and a large section 

of the book deals with the discovery of Carlsbad Cavern by Jim White, the exploration of 

Eisriesenwelt by Alexander Von Mork, of the Gouffre Martel by Casteret, of the exploits of 

Max Cosyns in the Gouffre de Heyle in the Basses Pyrenees, and of Robert de Joly in the Grotte 

des Eaux Chaudes in the same area. No book of this nature would be complete without some 

mention of the Father of Speleology, Edouard-Alfred Martel and especially his work in Padirac 

to which he devoted so much time. 

 

Caves mentioned in this book lie in areas as far apart as New Mexico to the ice caves of Austria, 

from the underground rivers of Belgium to the abysses of Switzerland and Italy. 

 

The book concludes with a most interesting section on Pierre St. Martin, including some recent 

exploits which make interesting reading. 

 

The photographs have been well chosen, especially those of the old prints which illustrate 

caving in the days of "Gentlemen" cavers, when top hats, flowing capes and smoking torches 

were the order of the day. 

 

A bibliography has been included and this has been divided into countries. 

 

The author is to be congratulated on such a concise account of the progress of speleology over 

seven and a half centuries, since the first recorded cave explorer scratched the date 1213 in 

Postojna. A.D.O. 
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Mission Underground by Norbert Casteret 140 pp. illustrated by H. Johns Pub. George G. 

Harrap & Co. Ltd. London l6/-d. (originally published in French under the title "Mission Centre 

Terre" Paris 1964). English translation by Antonia Ridge. 

 

The doyen of French Speleologists, Norbert Casteret has added another novel to his wide 

repertoire of caving works. In his usual flowing and descriptive style he tells the exciting story 

of how a brilliant French scientist, Richard Dacre, has perfected a small machine powered by an 

atomic micro-motor which is able to drill through five kilometres of rock in.... wait for it, only 

18 hours! Though this may just have been a figment of Casteret's imagination in 1964, today, 

surprisingly enough it is practically a reality, as a specially toughened drill is at present being 

used on a German Hydroelectric Scheme for precisely the same purpose. 

 

However, to return to Dacre and his invention. He builds a full scale machine, capable of 

drilling to a depth of 13,000 metres below sea level. 

 

Space does not permit a detailed analysis of the amazing adventures of Dacre, his wife and two 

friends. Suffice to say that they were mainly of speleological nature, and, of course, described 

very authentically. 

 

This is a book to interest cavers of all ages and interests. 

A.D.O. 

 

* * * * * * *  

 

Utmaning till Smaoland (A speleological challenge to the province of Smaoland) by Leander 

Tell. No. 8. in the series Archives of Swedish Speleology 20 pp. Published by the 

Centracommerce A/B, Hagebygatan 71, 603 52 Norrköping. at 2 Krons (approx. 3/4d). 

 

The great province of Smaoland has an almost universally known reputation for a very tenacious 

population who have conquered and cultivated a barren, and rocky country. 

 

The mineral ground consists mostly of granites and gneisses, and there is a lot of course 

moraines. The occurrence is mainly confined to the island of Oeland. 

 

In the local literature there are many tales of caves housing dragons, giants, goblins and ogres, 

as well as monks, thieves and soldiers! However, there are very few caves known today. In the 

neighbouring provinces of Ostrogothland, B1eking and Westgothland many caves have been 

recorded, including some recent discoveries but the Smaoland province looks very promising 

though it has not yet been thoroughly investigated. This is why the author in this paper 

challenges the Smaolandians to compete with and report as many caves as their neighbours. 

 

The locations and features of all known Smaoland Caves are given, together with a bibliography 

for folk lore and local literature. 

 

A.D.O. 

* * * * * * * *  
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A Study of the Limestone Hydrology of the St. Dunstan's Well and Ashwick Drainage Basins, Eastern 

Mendip, Somerset, by D.P. Drew, B.A., Ph.D. Off- printed from the Proc. of the U.B.S.S., Vol. 11 No. 3 

(1968) pp. 257-276. Available from The Spelaeological Society, The University, Bristol 8. 

 

This paper embodies the main conclusions of David Drew's doctorate thesis. It is an obvious companion 

to the W.C.C. Occ. Pub. Series 2 No. 1 (Oct. 1967). 

 

Following the Introduction, which describes the district and outlines the research techniques used, there 

are comprehensive accounts of the drainage systems feeding the St. Dunstan Wells and Ashwick Grove 

risings during the period of study (May 1966 to April 1967). Despite comparable discharges at the 

risings, contrasts are drawn between ground water movements and budgets in three adjacent basins 

delimited by Lycopodium spore tracers. 

 

Data for the St. Dunstan's catchment indicate that both percolation water routes and cave streamways are 

well developed. Rapid responses to precipitation occur even though a mean percolation component of 

65% was established. In contrast, the two Ashwick risings' catchments gave percolation components in 

excess of 80%; and, although swallet-rising flow rates were higher on the whole, flood pulses were 

transmitted slower. While the various percolation components seem explicable in terms of the relative 

areas of each catchment floored with limestone, and the flow rates appear proportional to gradient and 

length of strike passage traversed, the greater retention of storm water westwards suggests less well 

developed smaller bore routes here. Certainly, the known active streamways from Stoke Lane to Little 

London support this view. Head-erosion and dissection of the River Mells is thought to be a controlling 

mechanism: St. Dunstan’s abstracts water 14 metres below that of the lowest Ashwick rising. 

 

The 1966 water budgets for the risings were also different. St. Dunstan’s figures showed a near perfect 

balance between input and output, whereas both Ashwick risings showed a clear excess of output. It is 

concluded that the Old Red Sandstone and Lower Limestone Shales, in the headwaters of the two 

westerly basins especially, must be water bearing with slow leakage occurring to the limestone mass. 

There is evidence to support this, but one wonders whether the 13% and 14% excesses are a little on the 

high side. For example, the paper does not include the Ponsmead Estate / Brewery overflow specifically 

(see Hanwell and Thompson W.C.C. Jnl. No. 82 Vol 6 p. 318 Dec. 1961). This would add some 188.25 

million litres per annum to the input of Upper Ashwick, thus reducing the positive balance to 6%. If so, 

perhaps the 13% excess of Lower Ashwick might be minimised by adjustment of its common 

"watershed" with St. Dunstan's; after all. Midway drains to both basins. Quite apart from the limitations 

of determining evapotranspiration and local variations of precipitation not revealed by even a close gauge 

network, one has other superficially trite factors which must be part of future intensive studies like this. 

G.T. Crummock has pointed out the need to include sewerage effluent in such surveys for instance. A 

mean discharge of 50 gallons (227 litres) per person per day must be allowed for in rural districts in this 

country. That Stoke St. Michael discharges over 420 million litres p.a., not including likely quarry waste, 

is a case in point. Also, there must be several hundred septic tanks throughout these quite populated 

drainage basins, all contributing significantly to the percolation water (and having been supplied by the 

mains across apparent natural catchment boundaries!) 

 

This paper by David Drew will prove one of the "classics" in speleology and hydrology. Every point 

argued in the Conclusions severely tests our previous notions about limestone hydrology, and supports 

the need for perhaps even more intensive investigations elsewhere. 

J.D.H. 


