
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 



C ircula r N o. 28 (New Ser ies)  May, 1951. 
 

FOREWORD. 
 

This circular contains several articles covering the Club's visit to Yorkshire at Easter, 
these having been contributed by three members. This is very pleasing, and coupled 
with the fact that others also offered to write reports of the same event, it certainly 

appears that with the continued help of members it will be possible to keep the circular 
in its new form. 

 
Headquarters, Beechbarrow, has now received its long promised 'spring clean'. The  
ceiling and walls have been re-distempered and the internal woodwork given a coat of 

green paint. In view of the fact that the 'decorators ' were working very much against 
time in an attempt to get the work finished before Whitsun, the task was not an eas y 

one, and thanks are due to the six members who acted as painters and decorators, with 
stove fitting and a spot of carpentry thrown in. Messrs. Bill Donnan, Peter Harvey, 
Dunstan Parsons, George Williams and Donald Thomson are to be congratulated on the 

most excellent result of their labour, and we now hope members will make good use of 
the place. The Gardener stove: had outlived its usefulness, and there are now four 

primus stoves for cooking etc. A lot of 'junk' has been thrown out, and members should 
now find no difficulty in keeping both the place and fitt ings in reasonab le condit ion.  
 

Club events. The recent trip to Swildons led by H. Kenney and D. Thomson only 
attracted one other person and he was a prospective: member. This was rather 

disheartening to the leaders, and it is hoped that future, events will have a much better 
attendance. Whilst on the subject of Club trips, would all members who intend to be 
present at any Club event please send names to the leader at least three days before the 

advert is ed date? If this is not done there is a risk that the trip may be cancelled.  
 

Hon. Secretary. F. Frost, 22 Wolse ley Road, Bishops ton, Bristo l. 
 'Phone : Bristo l 44221.  
 

Hon. Treasure r. G. Williams, 1 Redhil l Drive , Fishponds Bristo l.  
 

Hon. Asst. Sec. Mrs. P. E. Millward , Court-de-Wyck, Claverham, Nr. Bristo l.  
 'Phone Yatton 3211. 
 

Hon. S ec . London Group.  H. Murrell, Mizbrooks, Capel, Surrey.  
 'Phone Capel 3272. 

 
 
 

 
 

 
-1- 



NEW MEMBERS . 
 

We have pleasure in welcoming into the Club the following new members : -  
 

T.R. Brook, School House, Priddy, Nr. Wells, Som.  
D. Harbard, 112 Newtown, Trowbridge, Wilts.  
Rev. P.F.C. Lamb, Acre House, Acreman Street, Sherborne, Dorset.  

J. Wedgwood, J.P., Aston House, Stone, Staffs .  
 

Affil ia ted Club. 
 

Sherborne School Scouts, Sherbor ne, Dorset. 

 
The MENDIP RESCUE ORGANISATION  has now been brought up to date, and a full 

report wil1 appear in the next circular. In the event of a cave accident requiring the 
services of the M.R.O. please ring WELLS 2197.  
 

G. B. CAVE. At the moment only members of the U. B. S. S. may enter the cave. This 
state of affairs was caused by the behaviour of certain individuals who removed the 

cover of the cave which was found after a prolonged search by the farmer, Mr. Young, 
in a hedge where it had been thrown. In the interest of caving on Mendip, and the good 
name of the Club, it is hoped that all members will do all in their power to preserve 

the goodwill that exists between the farmers of Mendip and the W. C. C.  
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FUTURE EVENTS. 
 

Sunday, 3rd June, 1951 EASTERN MENDIP.  
 

Meet at the 'Live and Let Live', Stoke Lane, 12 noon. Most Mendip Cavers have little 
knowledge of the interest to be found in Eastern Mendip. True, its features may be 
rather softer and less grand than that of our usual stamping grounds, but the 

Carboniferous Limestone is still at hand and I believe there to be great possibilities for 
future explorers. It is proposed to spend a day wa1king the area visiting Browne's 

Hole, St. Dunstan's Well, Fairy Cave and Withybrook Swa11e t. If you don't want to 
cave -  well just join us for the wa1k -  but do come along, I am getting tired of my own 
company. 

Names to C.H. Kenney, 5 Vicars Close, Wells. 'Tel. Wells 3211.  
 

Wednesday, 6th June. Evening trip to SANDFORD LEVY and CHURCHILL ADIT. 
Meet at Churchil l cross roads 7.30 p.m.  
Names to Hon. Secretary.  

 
Saturday, 16th June, 1951. STOKE LANE SWALLET.  

Meet at the 'weighbridge' on the track leading to Stoke Lane Quarry at 3 p.m. The trip 
arranged for 8th April was a 'wash-out' the water being considered too high for safety, 
but by the above date the leve l should be lower.  

Names to C. H. Kenney, 5 Vicars Close, Wells . Tel. Wells 3211.  
 

Saturday, June 23rd. LOXTON CAVE.  An interesting article on this cave written by 
W.I. Stanton appears on page 4 . Meet at Loxton Church at 4 p.m.  
Names to D.M. Thomson, 4 St. Joseph Road, Weston-S-Mare. 

Tel. Weston S.M. 4538. If not more than three names are received within three days of 
the above date, the trip will be cancelled.  

 
Sunday, 8th July. FIELD DAY SWALLET HUNTING. It is proposed to visit various 
parts of Mendip with a view to examining swallets, etc., and we shall be pleased to 

receive members suggestions regarding any district that they feel is worth 
inves t iga t ing. 

Names to Hon. Secretary. It would be a great help if members having spare seats 
available for this event, and also those requiring transport would mention the actual 
posit ion when sending in their names 

 
Sunday, 29th July, 1951. HOLWELL CANNON.  (The Quantocks). 

Meet at the Blake Monument, Bridgwater at 11.30 a.m. from which point thc party will 
proceed in convoy. One other cave thought to be in this distr ic t may be vis ited .  
Names to C.H. Kenney, 5 Vicars Close, Wells. Tel. Wells 3211.  
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THE NEW GROTTOES OF LOXTON CAVE. 
 

The largest cave in Loxton parish should be well known to Wessex Members, in theory 
at least, through the medium of Jack Duck's provisional survey in 'Mendip Caves'. It 

contains, however, a further system of passages known to only a few. Totalling about a 
hundred and eighty feet in length, this series consists of small chambers connected by 
narrow clefts. Some recompense exists for the explorer who is prepared to spend a 

couple of hours therein, as the grottoes are very lovely, their numerous and 
mult ico loured stalac t ites riva lling those of any cave in Western Mendip.  

 
The entrance is an inconspicuous crack among boulders on the West side of the main 
passage, about forty feet from the entrance of the main cave. Sliding down feet first 

for ten feet a hole is seen on the North, and considerable contortions are involved in 
inserting one's head. This is the First Squeeze. A steep slope of dry earth is descended 

head first, and a small chamber entered. This opens directly into a second smaller 
cavern in which are seen the first stalactites, two pretty curtains. The only exit is a low 
muddy hole, and a fifteen foot slide which it is wise to descend feet first, brings the 

explorer into a third chamber, with a sma11 pool on the floor. There are a few 
formations, and in a rift going North is a fine stalagmite cascade.  

 
Both this rift and a low passage beside it lead into the Fourth Chamber, the latter route 
being easier. A very tight squeeze now confronts the explorer, and has proved to be: 

many a Thin Man's Misery. It is wedge- like in cross section, with the thin end down, 
and after five feet there is a right-angle bend to the left. On the far side is a large low 

cavern, crowded with exquisite stalactites, which on account of its floor -  dry sandy 
material formed by decomposition of the local limestone facies -  has been called Sandy 
Grotto. Several tunnels lead off, but only the downhi11 one is passable. A damp crawl 

past a large curtain brings one to a final minute hole which was first passed in 1943 by 
Taffy Morgan of Sidcot. He returned minus trousers with the news that beyond were 

two more lovely grottoes, ending in a three- inch crack which was, to him, just 
impassab le . This is at present the termination of the series.  
 

The New Grottoes were discovered in 1928 by the Sidcot cavers, who r emoved a 
stalactite-cemented boulder from the first squeeze. The writer may, in closing, mention 

that the squeezes become progressively tighter, and that he failed to pass the first one 
at the age of fourteen! 
 

W.I. Stanton. 
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CAVING AND ARCHAEOLO GY 
 

There is a close connection between these two subjects in the Bristol district, and this 
is due to several circumstances; firstly, the cavers' main area of work, the Mendip 

plateaux, is also very rich in archaeological sites: within the area containing Eastwater 
and G.B. caves are large numbers of prehistoric burial mounds, including the two fine 
groups of Priddy Nine Barrows and Ashen Hill, the early Bronze Age "Henge 

monument" of Gorsey Bigbury, and the Roman Lead Mines of Charterhouse -on-
Mendip. But the living-sites of the Iron Age occupants are to be found actually in the 

caves of Rowberrow, Wookey, and Read’s Cavern, while artifacts and skeletons of the 
Old Stone Age have been found in the caves of Cheddar and. Burrington. The 
formation of the U. B.  S. S. after the 19l4-18 war was directed at the furthering of 

cave research in all its aspects, including archaeology. Beginning with the cave 
excavations of Aveline's Hole and. Reads and Rowberrow Caverns, they later extended 

their operations to the open air with the important excavations of Gorsey Bigbury and 
the Tyning's Farm barrows. Many have "graduated" in this way from caving as a sport 
(and a science) to archaeology as a science (though still a sport), including such 

eminent archaeologists of our day as Mrs. Dobson-Hinton, Dr. Taylor and Professor 
Tratman. 

 
In fact, the two subjects have much in common, 90% of the work in both cases 
consisting in moving large quantities of earth from one place to another. The Cave 

Diving Group 
is an exception, their caving and its attendant archaeological discoveries at Wookey 

being a wetter and more hazardous affa ir.  
 
I joined the Wessex Cave Club in 1936, after being referred to Frank Frost as "the man 

who could tell me how to get down Goatchurch without getting lo st", and was an 
infrequent attender at Club trips during the next five years, becoming intrigued with 

the "ancient remains" of the district. Two years in the R. A. F. on Salisbury Plain 
among its vast necropolis of the Bronze Age cemented this interest,and  since 
demobilisation I have concentrated on archaeological field -work in the area to the 

South of Bristol, though the clammy depths of Swildons and G. B. have occasionally 
received my girth, with increasing difficulty, during these years, and I have no mo re 

sympathy with the hardship imposed by these deep recesses than had their iron Age 
occupants, who, it may be noted, kept as close to the entrance as they could: not quite 
close enough in the case of Reads Cavern, whose entrance co11apsed on their door -

step, keeping them inside until they were brought out, in a rather decayed state by 
members of the U.B.S.S.  
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This field-work has led to excavation, including that of the Romano -British temple site 
at Pagans Hill, Chew Stoke, on which I am now working: the complete excavation of 

which will take almost as long as it took to discover that there wasn't a cave at 
Hillgrove. It may be that others in the W. C. C. are finding that advancing years and/or 

size are preventing a full appreciation of the joys of caving, and I think that they 
would find that their technique with pick, shovel, bucket, dirt, tape and compass, and 
above all their perseverance, would be put to excellent use in archaeological 

excavation: the resulting familiarity with archaeological aims and methods would 
ensure the fullest information being recovered from chance prehistoric discoveries in 

caves. 
 

P. A. Rahtz. 

 
ART OF DOWSING. 

 
Latest 'essential' kit for cavers of Mendips from Wells and Bristol is the divining rod. 
Mr. C.H. Kenney, secretary of the caving section of Wells Archaeological Society, 

tells me that since watching a professional demonstration six months ago, many Wells 
cavers have discovered latent powers of dowsing.  

 
"We have found that seven out of ten people can get a reactio n. It is only because the 
idea is treated with sceptic ism that more dowsin g is not done ", he commented . 

 
Some use the traditional hazel twig, but equally good results, are being obtained with 

knitt ing needles, bits of wire, and even whalebone, bound toget her to form a fork. 
 
Caves on the Mendips are getting a reaction with their rods, but they still have to learn 

the rea1 art of dowsing -  to be able to tell whether they have found water or metal, its 
depth below the ground surface, its quantity, and in wha t direction the stream or seam 

runs. 
 
The above is an extract from the "Bris to l Evening Post". 
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PAST EVENTS. 
 

YORKSHIRE, EASTER 1951.  
 

Twelve members of the W. C. C. travelled to Yorkshire at Easter for the joint meet 
with the Stoke-on-Trent Pot Hole Club, staying at the Marton Arms, near Ingleton.  
 

Three of the Wessex party made the journey on Thursday, and Dear, who arrived on a 
motor cycle at about 11.0 p.m. found the travelling rather tough, due in part to doing 

"good turns" for an A.A. Scout, and also to membership of a motoring organisation 
which routed him through the industrial heart of England, was about all in. Still, after 
he had thawed out before a large fire in the bar room, he again became almost human. 

Miss Olga Hanson, a member of the Stoke Club was already in residence when the W. 
C. C. members arrived .  

 
The next morning the party of four visited Gordale Scar and were lucky to find the 
river in spate. Malham Cave and Malham Tarn were the next ports of call, and great 

interest was shown in the ' 'clints". On the return journey Weathercote Cave was 
visited, and here again the amount of water made a very impressive sight. During the 

day we were interested to hear that one of our members, had, on a previous occasion, 
so impressed Olga with stories of Devenish that she was all agog to make his 
acquaintance. (We sincere ly hope that he came up to expectat ions) .  

 
Back at the Marton Arms it was found that a steady stream of members of both clubs 

was continually arriving, but those from the West had had to contend with bad weather 
conditions having met snow, sleet and rain for a considerable part of the journey. In 
particular, the jeep crew appeared to be suffering from exposure. Included in the Stoke 

party was Miss Edith Mitchen from the U.S.A., and a photographer from the Lilliput 
magazine. 

 
After dinner a party, including the photographer visited Yordas Cave, the chief object 
being to try out the special lighting the photographer was to use in the cave. Now this 

cave is a very easy one, in fact attempts had been made to turn it into a show cave, but 
it did contain a stream, which meant the possibility of getting wet. Strange as it may 

seem, nearly everyone had a rooted objection to getting wet (outside) at that time in 
the evening, and several solved the problem by disgarding their nether garments. This 
certainly added an interest to the event, and the photographer sensing the 'news' value 

of such attire promptly placed Dev. against a plain rock background and made an 
exposure . (The prints are not to hand, but they should be most interes t ing).  
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The rest of the evening (and part, of the fo11owing morning) was passed in the usual 
manner of cavers the whole world over, and during the 'party' Edith Mitchen proved to 

us that the students' songs of both sides of the Atlantic have much in common, 
particula r ly in respect to subject matter.  

 
Next morning, Saturday, two parties set out to do Bar Pot and Bull Pot of Witches 
respectively. The journey to Bull Pot was made in glorious sunshine wit h distant views 

of the mountains of the Lake District to the west. The pot has two entrances, but most 
of the party entered via a 45' ladder pitch. There was a certain amount of delay in 

getting all down, as the photographer had gone into action, and all members of the 
caving fraternity who have caved with photographers know just what this means. The 
second pitch of about 30' was laddered and a passage with a couple of bends brought 

one to the top of what appeared to be another ladder pitch, but which was a ctually 
climbable without tackle. Unfortunately, none of the party knew the cave and we 

requested that another ladder be fetched from the cars, but we found later that it was 
not absolutely necessary. Still, we soon got to the sump. Not far from here, but at a 
slightly higher level we explored a dry passage which in turn led to a stream up which 

we made our way, but only for a short distance, the water being very cold, and none of 
us were in the mood for total immersion. The Bull Pot party returned to the M arton 

Arms in good time for dinner, but the trip to Bar Pot took longer than anticipated, and 
the party from there was rather late for the meal.  
 

The whole company then gathered in the lounge, and the party of the previous evening 
was continued (everyone having sworn that they would be in bed at a reasonable hour -  

so much for good intentions!!) 
 
On the following morning the main party of cavers made for Marble Steps (separate 

reports of this event e1sewhere in circular) the remainder visiting Clapham Cave,  and 
returning to Ingle ton via Horton, visit ing Weatherco te Cave and Gods Bridge en route.  

 
Most of the party left for home on Monday, and some of those remaining had suggested 
an Alum Pot trip, but owing to the delay fetching the tackle from Marble Steps,  and 

also the change in the weather, this was called off. Instead a visit was made to Gordale 
Scar and on to Wensledale. The bad conditions, snow and sleet, made things pretty 

grim, especially for the two motor cyclists, and everyone was relieved to see: t he 
Marton Arms at tea time. Tuesday morning saw the return to the South of all the party 
except Leslie and Phyllis Millward , who left Yorkshire to continue their holiday.  

 
Hon. Sec. 
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BAR POT 
(Club trip to Yorkshire ) 

 
At Clapdale Farm a large group of B.S.A. members was met, who were also visiting 

Bar Pot. As the B.S.A. people were leaving their tackle in over the weekend, it was 
decided that everyone use their ladders.  
 

Bar Pot is situated at the head of Trow Ghyll, just over a mile from Clapdale F arm on 
the track to Gaping Ghyll. It is easily located by an ash tree growing on the edge of the 

rectangular depression. The floor is a mass of boulders, sloping down to a rock face 
about 20 feet high on the N.W. There is a useful chamber, roughly 10' x 15 ' x 10' high 
in the North corner.  

 
The Pot was excavated by B.S.A. members in the Autumn of 1949, and though 

anticipated, it was nevertheless a disappointment to everyone when the exploration 
terminated in the S.E. passage of the Gaping Ghyll system, at the First Aven beyond 
the S.E. (Flood Entrance) Pot.  

 
The system commences with a 50 feet pitch, the first 25 feet of which can easily be 

climbed and is very tight. Soon after entering, a squeeze is negotiated and it is best to 
do this portion on a rope and fasten the ladder to a chock-stone some 20 feet down the 
steeply sloping rift, as it is only a hindrance above this point. The rift soon opens out 

into a small chamber with the ladder hanging clear until it lands on a boulder slope. 
Ladders for the next pitch are best threaded through the firs t.  

 
As the intention was to visit the G.G. system the direct route was taken, through a 
short, narrow crawl over an inclined slab into a second chamb er, which has a 

remarkable flat roof. The way on lies down a slope of loosely-piled boulders, and 
under a magnificent rough arch of Breccia in situ, some 12 feet high. The left hand 

wall is covered with a black deposit resembling cla y, the result of the washing-out of a 
shale bed above. 
 

Almost immediately after passing through the Arch a short, low crawl at floor level on 
the left leads into a third chamber with a boulder slope descending into a further 

chamber roughly circular in appearance, the floor falling away sharply in the centre. 
By traversing round to the left and near the roof, then climbing over some large 
boulders, a large open chamber is reached, with a vertical drop on the left, which is the 

125 feet pitch on to the floor of the S.E. passage of G.G. The party was soon 
assembled on the sandy floor below. The pitch is a good one, hanging clear for the 

most part. 
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Heading for the Main Chamber, the party traversed round the right -hand side of the 
S.E. Pot, turned right at the 'T' Junction into South Passage until Pool Chamber was 

reached. The going was heavy as the passages are too high to excuse crawling and just 
too low to permit stooping. Current Facetting ('scalloping') is very much in evidence 

throughout the South East and South passages, and there are numerous examples of the 
'inver ted ' pothole , but very litt le in the way of formations.  
 

At Pool Chamber no-one felt inclined to attempt the high level traverse into West 
Chamber, so the short low crawl under the right-hand wall, known as the "Portcullis", 

was negotiated, and the party was soon standing on the floor of the Main Chamber. 
One is always apt to stand and gape in this "Hall of the Winds", and it was even more 
impressive that day, with the swollen Fell Beck thundering down through a shaft of 

sunlight augmented by the Falls from the Rathole and Spout Tunnel inlets high up on 
the roof. Some time was spent in examining the many water sinks round the walls of 

the chamber. On a visit in January the writer saw a live toad in the Main Chamber, 
which poses the intr igu ing query "how did the toad get in the hole? " 
 

Ascending the East slope it was something of a relief to leave behind the draughty and 
spray-filled chamber. The many fine stalactites and curtains of the East Passage were 

much admired and our photographer was soon performing happily. Turning back  at the 
head of the ladder pitch in the spacious Mud Hall we retraced our steps until once 
again the 'T' Junction was reached, where the right turning into S.W. Passage was 

taken and Sand Cavern visited, together with the stalactite and stalagmite chambers 
beyond it. Three of the party pushed on to Stream Chamber and Stream Passage while 

the others rested. 
 
Reassembled, the party returned to the foot of the big pitch in Bar Pot and waited each 

his turn to ascend. Now tired and with aching limbs, the pitch looked more formidable 
than before and everyone took their time. Considerable delay ensued, due to the 

congestion on the ladders, and it was dark before the last man reached the surface. The 
fact that the !adders did not have to be drawn that night was much appreciated by a11 
y as Bar Pot is not an easy system from which to draw tackle. A word of praise must 

go to the B.S.A. party, who were most helpful, and helped to make the trip smooth and 
enjoyab le . 

 
D.A. Willis 
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MARBLE STEPS 
(C1ub trip to Yorkshire ) 

 
Some dozen members of both Clubs visited the large system known as the Marble 

Steps, on Gragareth Fell. A rough road delayed the party and it was midday before the 
ladder ing of the first pitch was commenced .  
 

The Marble Steps is a large open shaft situated in a clump of trees and derives its name 
from the old watercourse which descends into the system by way of a series of steps. 

The water now sinks some 30 feet from the edge of the shaft and is first seen in the 
main chamber. 
 

An easy rope pitch brings one down on to a level platform overlooking the shaft, from 
which an awkward, sloping ladder pitch (which it is possible but not advisable to 

climb) twists for 100 feet, past two large ledges covered with loose boulders, until it 
lands at the top of a steep scree slope. Falling water can be heard here. The way on is 
to the right behind a rock curtain. It is dangerous to descend the scree slope as it ends 

in a sheer drop. 
 

Descending a high, narrow rift leads one into a small rift chamber with a leve l floor. 
Immediately on entering this the way ahead lies to the left down a low but fortunately 
short crawl, with a floor of boulders, which opens out high up in one wall of the main 

chamber, a large rift with a high level traverse running round both sides  at the height 
of the crawl passage entrance. The stream enters by way of a waterfall on the left, 

flows down over a boulder slope and disappears in a muddy sump on the right at the 
deepest point. The water is not seen again until the fina l sump is reached . 
 

Climbing down into the chamber the way on is across the boulders and up a steep mud 
bank on the far side, through a narrow crack and then down a stalagmite cascade on to 

the floor of a small chamber. From this chamber, a high and interesting waterworn 
passage of the "keyhole"' type, with a shallow pool half way along it, runs straight 
ahead and narrows considerably beyond a 20 feet fissure in the floor (which must be 

crossed with care). An awkward squeeze opens out into Stink Pot, a ladder pitch of 25 
feet. The fissure, if descended, leads down a steep and quickly narrowing passage to 

terminate in a muddy choke after 50 feet. Where the passage into Stink Pot crosses the 
fissure stands a most remarkable rock pillar which serves as belay for the pitch. On 
this visit, Stink Pot did not justify its name, in fact it impressed all as being a pleasant 

little chamber with its smooth, sheer walls. A passage leading off to the left, over a 
fissure of 20 feet (the beginning of an alternative and very constricted rout e known as 

the Intest ines) brings one to the Big Pitch of 100 feet.  
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Again the pitch commences with a tight squeeze, and is difficult to ladder. A large 
chockstone provides the be1ay and the person operating the lifeline has the dubious 

pleasure of standing in a pool of the most evil-smelling stagnant water that has ever 
assailed the nostrils of a caver (carbide and sweat mixture not excepted!). Two -thirds 

of the way down there is a small ledge, and, no matter how carefully thrown, the line 
almost invariably catches up behind the ladder at this point, providing exasperating 
entertainment for all concerned. There is so little room at the top of this pitch that it is 

almost impossible to give a helpful pull on the line However, the pitch is situated in a 
high rift with smooth, sheer sides, and once on the ladder it is a joy to climb, hanging 

just off the rock face. Only five of the party descended this pitch due to lack of time.  
 
Following directly on the big pitch a short scramble of six feet leads do wn into a small 

chamber, where a remarkable "eye-hole", about 1½" in diameter at shoulder height in 
the right hand wall is the belay for the next pitch of thirty feet.  

 
At the foot of this, a small passage leads down to the left, until it is too tight to 
follow. There are several large holes in the floor, and down the largest a rope can be 

fixed for a sheer and very wet descent into a low lateral canal passage. To the left, 
leads to a high Aven (last pitch of the Intestines route) and a foul looking sump of  

conside rab le depth.  
 
From the foam and debris adhering to the roof of this passage it was obvious that it 

filled completely (but not fast) under flood. No time was lost in ascending the rope, 
using back and knee technique to assist oneself.  

 
The total depth of the system is about four hundred feet and the sump must be very 
near the table of saturat ion of the area.  

 
It is not certain whether the water goes to Keld Head (Kingsdale) or Leck Beck Head, 

though the latter is most like ly.  
 
A considerable time was spent in getting the party back up the big pitch, due to 

difficulties in getting off the ladder into the squeeze at the top and trouble in throwing 
the lifeline down. It was found no easy task to haul the ladders up and thread them 

through into Stink Pot,  where they could be coiled satis fac to r i ly . 
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On regaining the Main Chamber the water was found to be ten feet deep, and had 
obviously been even higher, the result of a thunder storm. Traversing above the water 

the Hundred Feet pitch to the surface was reached just as it grew dark.  
 

Getting all the tackle out was a lengthy job, and a boring one, and it was with some 
relie f that the party regained the road, and met the cars coning to collec t them.  
 

A heavy mist lay on the moors and it was surprisingly difficult to find the boundary 
wall of the field. One poor soul, who set out ahead of the rest, was still looking for it 

when overtaken by those he had left behind half an hour earlie r !  
 
It was interesting to learn afterwards that the stream had bee n colour- tested whilst the 

party were below, and that the first people coming up had been greeted by a rushing, 
green torrent in the main chamber. Even in exceptionally heavy flood there would be 

no danger in this system, as water has not been known to flo w along the passage 
between the main chamber and Stink Pot at any time and the big pitch would always be 
dry. 

 
D.A. Willis. 

 
MY IMPRESSION OF THE MARBLE STEPS EVENTS 

 

Sunday morning was dull -  certainly not the sort of day for pottering around the 
countryside looking for caves, but rather a day for serious caving -  still there is no 

accounting for tastes. There was the usua1, inevitable, harangue during breakfast. At 
times one felt that if a return to bed were suggested it would be welcomed with open 
arms. 

 
By ten or somewhat later, a party of the more intrepid and foolhardy members had 

assembled with the intention of doing Marble Steps. By way of transport we had 'The 
Van', and the Van-guard which was hardly enough - ' 'Never fear 'Dev' will run us out''. 
The lack of consideration given to the more forma1 automobiles by the Navigator of 

the Jeep is now past history, as is the fact that we made it -  wallowing in mud up to 
bellies (the cars) the Jeep fuss ing around like an old cock showing off his prowess.  

 
On arriving, it started to snow, and it should be recorded that one of our party showed 
great-  presence of mind, deciding to remain in the car, preferring the more pleasant if 

artific ia l sounds from the radio to that of the concourse of waters.  
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
-13- 



By noon, after much shouting and whistling on the part of David Willis, the ladder on 
the first pitch (100 feet plus) had been rigged and was taking a steady stream of 

traffic. Having descended the first pitch we did not descend the scree slope but turned 
to our right past a slither of rock into the first chamber, thence through the floor down 

to a mud bed (of which more later).  
 
A short vertical brought us to a long straight dry watercourse. It was of a pointed arch 

shape, half the way along a stalagmite curtain growing from both sides restricted the 
passage. An 'S' bend at the end of the watercourse, a hole in the floor that 'Pennine: 

Underground' had told us not to go down, announced the entrance to 'Stink Pot'. We 
threw down a rope and lowered gear and ourselves into this fine water-worn pot, the 
rock formations being beautifully smooth and scalloped. When some of the less 

experienced members (that's me) saw what they had just come down, they doubted 
their capability of climbing the smooth rock face on a rop e alone, subsequently a 

ladder was rigged down the pot (30').  
 
Just a few more feet then the 100 foot pitch -  one long ladder clear of the wall for most 

of the way down this narrow pot -  no rests for the weary en route. Then followed a 25 
feet pitch using Dev's lightweight gear, and a few more feet brought us to the head of 

the last pitch. The stream could be heard 30 feet below in a rift passage and the experts 
went down to it on a rope examining the bed and the ominous flood levels above their 
heads. From the top of Stink Pot to the stream was hardly 50 foot in plan, but was over 

200 feet in eleva tion, truly a pothole and not a cave.  
 

Now for the return (' 'We shall be just in time, for dinner''). The problems of returning 
are many, of note is the fact that life lines which are easy to haul up, get smarled up 
when being thrown down. Ask David; who spent much valuable time coiling and 

throwing the life line from the top of the 100 foot Pitch. However, by dint of skilled 
organisation we reached the foot of the  first pitch in record time, though we had 'had' 

our dinner. 
 
But wait, not so fast, we are, missing an important point. When we reached what had 

previously been a mud bed, we found a stream headed by a phosphorescent waterfall, 
all aglow, due to the 'Phospherine' or whatever it was that the B.S.A. had put in the 

water. This stream was found to be both wet and deep and not being tough, we 
preferred to circumnavigate it, a feat accomplished under the leadership of Alex 
Malkin. 

 
Meanwhile, back at the Marton Arms where the others were making sure of their 

dinner, Roy Midwinter and Lionel Brewer compared notes. "When I went through the 
water it was 'A' feet deep" said one. "When I went through 'x' minutes later it was 'B' 
feet deep". As by now a further 'y' minutes had passed someone decided that as the 

water was (B-A)y/x feet deep we were trapped. "Sound the alarm!!" 
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By now we had hauled all the gear up to the surface ably assisted by Dick Fletcher who 

had remained to life line us up. Donald Thomson had  already left us taking with him 
two ladders to the car where he was to change out of his wet gear. We met him much 

later, still carrying the ladders, having wandered many miles in an endeavour to find 
the car in the fog, not having Dick to guide him. Don was overjoyed to see us, having 
come to the conclusion that he was doomed to walk the earth with two rope ladders 

instead of the conventiona l chains .  
 

We had been assured by Dick that the van would be waiting to take us back when we 
got to the lane, but no amount of searching in the fog brought it to light. So Dick 
squeezed two of us into his car and the remainder started to foot it back -  putting a 

bold face on what we took to be a "let-down". Oh joy! Oh rapture! Headlights ahead, 
we are not forgotten after a11, but - this was not the van returning but the rescue party 

in full strength. 
 
What fun to be rescued!! "Are you safe?" -  "Do have some soup" -  "Would you like my 

best trousers?" -  "How about a rum?". 
 

The landlord laid on a supper for us and already highly coloured tales of our 
experiences were being exchanged as is the tradit ion amongst cavers.  
 

This is the tale from the angle of one who did 'Full' Marble Steps. The party consisted 
of Bernard ? and Alex Malkin of Stoke; Dave Wi1lis, Don Thomson and myself of 

Wessex. But during this time more serious work was being done by the `Lilliput' 
photographer assisted by Roy Midwinter and Dick Fletcher of Stoke and Harry 
Stanbury and Lionel Brewer of Wessex. They had a most successful day and left in 

time for dinner 'cept Dick  who kept vigil at the exit for our return.  
 

There is a post script -  the next day, early in the morning, Dev and party went up to 
the hole to collect the gear and Dev said "I'll run the Jeep across the field as it will be 
quicker". It was not. 

 
Note: A, B, x and y have been given algebraic anoniety to allow full scope for the 

spelaeo log ica l imagina tion.  
 

I. Deer. 
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THE STOKE LANE TRIP (as far as it went).  
 

This trip had been arranged when the weather conditions had been so bad that it had 
been assumed that they could not possibly become worse. April 8th proved this to be 

bad logic for when we arrived a considerable quantity of sewage was flowing into the 
cave. Howard Kenney was the leader and he had had the foresight to arrange the time 
of meeting of 12 noon, so we accumulated in the "Live and Let Live" while Howard 

went to inspect the cave and see if we could find a reasonable excuse to avoid caving. 
Unfor tuna te ly he deemed it just possib le.  

 
Some time later fourteen people were assembled outside the cave contemplating the 
soaking to come, and we paddled and squeezed as far as the first mud crawl. After this 

the party began to thin, possibly because, when we left each oxbow and joined the 
stream passage, it was impossible to avoid immersion at regular intervals. Two of us 

did actually follow Howard as far as the sump. The beginning of the sump was some 
ten feet nearer the entrance than usual, so a sump of some twenty five feet seemed 
certain, so for reasons of safety we turned back There was little delay on the return 

journey. By this time we were wetter and colder than we had ever been before, and the 
leech population had become more evident. Not only this, but the malodorous slime 

had been disturbed, and though much diluted, was ne verthe less quite noticeab le .  
 
Back at the barn we changed and ate, and then went to look at St. Dunstan's Well, in 

rain that later turned to snow. St. Dunstan's Well, being the resurgence for the water of 
Stoke Lane as well as several other smaller sinkings, was rather dirty in appearance, 

and much more than the normal flow of water was coming out. Incidentally, the 
waterfall there must act as quite a good aerator, though doubtless it was not built for 
this purpose. We looked inte ll igently at the resurgence  for some time. 

 
Here many of the party departed, but the rest of us went on to see Hunting Lodge 

Swallet, passing through a muddy lane and over a muddier field, to reach what looked 
like a typical Yorkshire pot, though the resemblance is one of shape, and  not of size. It 
starts with a pitch of some thirty feet, and apparently there is another pitch of the same 

depth slightly further on. The pot is the tomb of an unfortunate piglet who did much to 
shorten our vis it.  

 
In Shepton Mallet we had tea, and a brie f look at the local attractions, and then drove 
to the Hunter's Lodge. Let us close by thanking Howard Kenney for his guidance 

around Eastern Mendip, for the enjoyment of the trip was certainly not due to the 
weather. 

 
Donald Thomson. 
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A SWILDONS TRIP -  29th April, 1951. 
 

The joint leaders -  Don Thomson and Howard Kenney -  wish to thank David Harbard 
for turning up. 

 
The party was swelled by the addition of two other cavers; who were sent off under 
David Harbard with the tackle while Don and I changed . 

 
On arriving at the 40' there was no sign of party or tackle and a search of Swildons 

upper levels started. After about an hour we: found each other by which time the two 
visitors were so exhausted that they had to be escorted back to the surface.  
 

Eventually we got down the 40' and to the 20' where the Club's acquired lightweight 
ladder was used for the first time. It was so effectively done up with string that it took 

half-an-hour's burning with acetylene lamps (another advantage of this type of 
illumina tion) to free it.  
 

At Barne's Loop we explored the possibilities of a connecting route with the new 
series, only to confirm fears that conside rab le work will be necessary.  

 
We met a party who had used our tackle at the Double Pots, and they joined us fo r the 
return journey. At the 20' I was left to roll up tackle, while Don led the 40'. After 

stepping off the ladder at the top of the 40' Don was about to lower the safety line 
when he was the rather shaken observer of a new cave technique -  the party of 

strangers climbing the ladder in procession head to feet. It would seem that the ladders 
have a fairly big safety margin. These offenders were not Club members -  they were 
sound ly cursed! 

 
C.H. Kenney. 
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CORRESPONDENC E 
 

W.I. Stanton writes 
 

"I should like to launch an appeal for the collection of info rmation concerning past and 
present digs at Swallets. From my own experience (for example we are finding 
Pleistocene: bones at 50' down in Nods Pot) and from what I've read, it seems clear 

that at some recent period, probably connected with the Ice Age, the Mendip swallets 
were open to a considerable depth. I am hoping to study the causes and extent of this, 

and obviously the only way to start is by the collection of as much gen as is possible.  
As regards past digs, no matter how old, articles for the circular describing the work, 
the depth reached, nature of the deposit, any contained relics such as bones, flints, etc. 

-  why the dig was abandoned, and so on would be of interest to more people t han 
myself. Nearly all the Hillgrove swallets have been dug, I believe, but there are 

descript ions of only Valley Wood and the recent M.N.R.C. dig. " 
 
"The most important thing is to look out for bones and flints, and to note as accurately 

as possible the depth at which they were found. The excavated material, whether sand, 
mud, pebbles or boulders, is worthy of note. The ideal from my point of vie w would be 

that members should keep me informed (perhaps through the circular, as the subject 
would be of interest to most members), so that I could visit them at times when they 
are working there. A1so that they should keep any bones, flints and other objects of 

interest either at the site or at some other accessible spot such as Headquarters or 
We11s Museum togethe r with a record of their depth. " 

 
 NOTE: Willie Stanton has been particularly helpful in the provision of 
articles for inclusion in the circular, and we do hope that members who come across 

anything that they think would be of interest to him, will either  contact him direct at 
' 'Crabtrees'' , Street, Somerset, or via the circular .  

 
Hon. See. 

 

 
From J.S. Broadley, The Batch, Laverton, Nr. Bath.  

 
"After the Stoke Lane 'meet' of April 8th, a sheath-knife was found by me in the 
farmer's barn, while I was collec ting my kit together. The remainder of the party had 

gone, so I brought it home with me. The knife is approximately 7" or 8" long, in a 
leathe r sheath. If the owner cares to write to me I will return it by post." 
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Letter received from Jack Waddon of Taunton:-  
 

"Congratulations on the new style of the Wessex Circular! The new form is a great 
improvement in that there is more space to set out artic le s in an attract ive manner.  

 
"I'm afraid I was unable to look around Yorkshire as much as I would have  liked while 
I was at Catterick, since the thick blanket of snow which covered the moors during the 

winter months (when I had most time off-duty) concealed many of the features we were 
looking for, and also made hiking across country much harder.  

 
"With other members of Catterick Camp Rover Crew, the only places I visited during 
severa l hikes through snow were:-  

 
l. A derelict Copper Mine in Swaledale which on successive visits we thoroughly 

explored, getting samples of stalact i te .  
 
2. Numerous Swallets on Askrigg Common, which were all too full of snow to examine 

properly. 
 

3. Aygil l Cave at Keld, mentioned in Thornber' s "Pennine Underground".  
 
4. The "Buttertubs" on the pass between Muker and Howes, also mentioned in "Pennine 

Underground". These 60 feet potholes, 1,600 odd feet above sea level, were swept by 
numerous blizzards when we visited them. All but three were bridged over by snow 

about 20 feet from the top, and these three remaining had terrific icicles, some as much 
as 40 feet long, hanging down the sides. Needless to say, we decided it would be 
unwise to descend until warmer weather revealed the exact nature of the top of the 

potholes". 
 

No. 22400069. Sigmn. Waddon, E.J.  
4/7 Wireless Carrier Troop, 3 Squadron,  
H.Q. B.A.O.R. Signa ls Regiment, B.A.O.R. 15. 
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