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Editorial    

WWWWelcome to elcome to elcome to elcome to JournalJournalJournalJournal    323232329999....    We We We We have have have have had a had a had a had a good summer, good summer, good summer, good summer, 
with a long dry spell as well as some sun. with a long dry spell as well as some sun. with a long dry spell as well as some sun. with a long dry spell as well as some sun. Our Club Our Club Our Club Our Club 
continues to becontinues to becontinues to becontinues to be    actively caving actively caving actively caving actively caving ––––    although over the although over the although over the although over the 
summer a lot of members have had holidays. Perhaps we summer a lot of members have had holidays. Perhaps we summer a lot of members have had holidays. Perhaps we summer a lot of members have had holidays. Perhaps we 
will see some rwill see some rwill see some rwill see some reports of their trips in future Journals? eports of their trips in future Journals? eports of their trips in future Journals? eports of their trips in future Journals?     
    
In this issue In this issue In this issue In this issue there there there there is is is is the second the second the second the second part of part of part of part of an appreciation of an appreciation of an appreciation of an appreciation of 
Chris Hawkes, whose death was sadly announced Chris Hawkes, whose death was sadly announced Chris Hawkes, whose death was sadly announced Chris Hawkes, whose death was sadly announced earlier earlier earlier earlier 
in the year.in the year.in the year.in the year.    There are alsoThere are alsoThere are alsoThere are also    reports from foreign tripsreports from foreign tripsreports from foreign tripsreports from foreign trips....    
    
As mentioned As mentioned As mentioned As mentioned previouslypreviouslypreviouslypreviously    I need members tI need members tI need members tI need members to provide ideas, o provide ideas, o provide ideas, o provide ideas, 
photos, stories and trip write ups. photos, stories and trip write ups. photos, stories and trip write ups. photos, stories and trip write ups. This is our JThis is our JThis is our JThis is our Journal ournal ournal ournal ––––    
and it needs your input. and it needs your input. and it needs your input. and it needs your input. I can not produce our journal I can not produce our journal I can not produce our journal I can not produce our journal 
without your without your without your without your helphelphelphelp. . . . So, don’t be shy put pen (or keyboard) So, don’t be shy put pen (or keyboard) So, don’t be shy put pen (or keyboard) So, don’t be shy put pen (or keyboard) 
to paper and share your caving.to paper and share your caving.to paper and share your caving.to paper and share your caving.    
    
Once again, aOnce again, aOnce again, aOnce again, a    huge thank you to allhuge thank you to allhuge thank you to allhuge thank you to all    contributors to this contributors to this contributors to this contributors to this 
Journal. Without them, literally, there would be nothing Journal. Without them, literally, there would be nothing Journal. Without them, literally, there would be nothing Journal. Without them, literally, there would be nothing 
to publish. to publish. to publish. to publish. Again, oAgain, oAgain, oAgain, on a personal leveln a personal leveln a personal leveln a personal level,,,,    thank you for the thank you for the thank you for the thank you for the 
comments I have received about Journal 32comments I have received about Journal 32comments I have received about Journal 32comments I have received about Journal 328888....    
    
Happy Caving.Happy Caving.Happy Caving.Happy Caving.    
    
PetePetePetePete    
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Membership News 

 

A warm welcome to a bumper collection of new members;  

Aiden Moyce, Lukasr Ryback , Christopher Binding, Tom 

Harrison , Honor Tucker, Barley Turner, Christopher Turner, 

Garry John Hall, William Lee, Neil Woodward, Christopher 

Gibbons, Alan Kingshott, Chris Milne, Robin Spence, Kerrin 

Frances Turner and Ali Imran Kahn. 

 

Diary 
 

Oct 12
th

 Second Saturday Trip (Hunter’s Lodge Inn Sink) 

Oct 19
th

 AGM and Annual Dinner 

Nov 9
th

 Second Saturday Trip (Longwood Swallet) 

Nov 9
th

 Yorkshire permits for Top Sink / Lancaster Hole 

Nov 10
th

 Yorkshire permits for County Pot 

Nov 30
th

/Dec 1
st

 Yorkshire weekend staying at 

Bradford Pothole Club 

Dec 7
th

 Yorkshire permits for Lost Johns/Boxhead 

Dec 8
th

 Yorkshire permits for Notts Pot 

 

Hut Bookings 

 

Oct 11
th

 Southampton Uni CC (20) 

Oct 20
th

 to 26
th

 Archaeology Students (18) 

Nov 1
st

  Southampton Uni CC (18) 

Nov 1
st

 KUCC (12) 

Nov 8
th

 Plymouth AEC (20) 

Nov 15
th

 Cambridge CCC (8) 

Nov 15
th

 KUCC (12) 

Nov 15
th

 Thunderers CC (10) 

 

RECENT ADDITIONS TO THE LIBRARY 
As at 26th September 2013 

 

BCA Handbook 2014 

BCRA Cave and Karst Science 40, 2 (Aug 2013) 

Cave Diving Group 188 (July 2013) (Gough’s Cave, Reservoir Hole) 

Chelsea S.S. N/L 55 5/6 (May/June 2013) 

Descent 231 (Apr/May 2013)[Replacement] 

Descent 233 (Aug/Sep 2014) 

Gloucester Speleological Society ‘The Journal’ 2 (June 2013) 

MNRC N/L 137 (Spr 2013) 

NSS ‘News’ (USA) 71, 7 (July 2013) 71, 8 (Aug 2013) 

(American caving accidents 2011-2012) 

Plymouth Mining & Mineral Club Journal  

       42 1, 2, 3 (June, Oct 2012, Feb 2013) & 43 1 (June 2013) 

U.B.S.S. NL 13 (Spr/Summer 2010), 14 (Winter 2011) 

       15 (Winter 2012) & Proc. 26, 1 (June 2013) (Gough's 

Cave survey, Early history of Goatchurch Cavern) 

White Rose Pothole Club N/L 32, 2 (June 2013) 

 
Donated by C. Grosart: 

Mount T. The IANTD Cave Diving Student Manual and 

Workbook. 1994 

Mount T. et al. The Complete Guide to Advanced Nitrox & 

Advanced Recreational Trimix 2005 

 
Donated by R. Scammell: 

Caves (Waltham A) 1974 

Cold War Secret Bunkers McCamley N.J. 2002 

Disasters Underground McCamley N.J. 2004 

Saving Britain’s Art Treasures McCamley N.J. 2003 
Photo: Adrian Vanderplank 
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STOP THE CAB TO NORWAY:  

Foreigners on The Lawn Once More  (Nigel Graham)

Since the 1980’s Trevor Faulkner has organised many 

expeditions to the marble “stripe karst” sprinkled across a 

very large part of Mid-Norway. There had also been 

intervening reconnaissance trips with David St. Pierre as 

well as a few expeditions organised with Geoff Newton. 

These expeditions were field trips for Trevor’s doctoral 

study and his published formal papers since.  Of several 

hundred caves surveyed altogether, a few had been 

explored by Scandinavians but not recorded fully; some 

were shown to us by locals, many we discovered “new”.  

By 2011, we were running out of reasonably accessible 

marble. The ending of the Newcastle-Bergen ferry forces 

long detours via Sweden, costing two field days. It was hard 

to recruit new team members to trips neither holidays with 

fine, known caves in tourist areas, nor expeditions to huge 

caves in very exotic locations. David decided the 2010 

Expedition would be his last and, in December 2009, the 

author was diagnosed with arthritis, but told to “keep 

active!” 

Then, the 2010 South Nordland Expedition gave us a very 

promising new area on upper Kappskardelva, in the South 

of our study region. Kappskardelva flows north then swings 

west to meet Sveninngselva. Two dry strike valleys along 

the right (E) flank of the upper valley, hold lines of swallets 

draining the ridge. The rising is in the same valley, some 

100m lower than and a kilometre or so distant from the 

active Kappfjellhullet sink which lay wide open for us. Our 

two Swedish friends Erik Pott and Lina Lindén had free-

climbed a slippery overhang to reach a pitch they 

estimated as 20m deep; but we had not equipped 

ourselves to explore such deep pitches.  

Elsewhere, we had left our other main 2010 find, 

Hestmyrgrotta, at a short pitch, thanks to neglecting to 

take a ladder and a few tethers on the walk in! 

So, South Nordland 2011 was born in the 2010 homeward 

ferry bar, where we listed invitees from past Norway 

expeditions. There were our Swedish friends, and Ragnar 

Selvaag, a resident of Mosjøen, the port on the Svenningdal 

estuary within our study region; “Buck” White and Trevor’s 

nephew Adrian. Geoff Newton and Mike Read (Chelsea SS) 

had done so much on Elgfjell and Blåfjell (as had the late 

Jim Rands). Emma Porter deserved a second go as her first 

trip had yielded little. BPC members Carol White and 

Martin Smith had helped find and explore the deep 

Toerfjellhola through-trip, but first named were listed in 

the expedition archives as Peter Moody and Alison Hooper! 

In the event almost everyone declined, with thanks. Erik 

and Lina, both geologists, were working in Chile. Alan 

Marshall, Trevor and I, plus Ragnar for only two days, were 

faced with potentially hundreds of metres of passage to 

100m deep, with unusually deep pitches for South 

Nordland. I added WCC tackle and my ex-Dorset Caving 

Group ladders to Trevor’s own, and we headed for 

Immingham freight-ferry terminal, optimistically quipping 

that Emma Porter, as a Hidden Earth officer, would give us 

top billing! 

 

Friends 

Having arrived directly in Göteborg (Sweden), we spent our 

first night in Scandinavia as guests of Mark Dougherty 

(CDG), his Swedish wife Sofi and their children at their 

lakeside “country cottage”, where an indoor barbeque and 

“camp” in the summerhouse set us up very well for the 

long journey North. Their cottage is a converted former 

barn among similar homes whose residents had all declined 

offered mains electricity. Sofi explained these cosy back-to-

the-forests retreats with wood stoves and oil-lamps as “It’s 

a Scandinavian thing”. 

In 2010, Mark passed Sump One in our Vallerdalgrotta find, 

into a fine streamway to a boulder choke; then a serious 

skiing accident laid him up for some time. Fortunately he 

has recovered and intends further exploration. 

We travelled North through Sweden before entering 

Norway to reach Svenningsdal village, our centre for so 

many past successes. There, once booked into the very 

pleasant Svenningsdal Camping, we visited our local friend, 

Odd Johanssen, caving informant and taker of unrequited 

shines to female expedition members, for delicious coffee 

and waffles round his front-garden camp-fire.  

This Expedition was also our tribute to the late Jim Rands 

and his caving in all these areas on past expeditions.  
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Kappskardet 

My pack, with club-tackle extra to my personal kit and 

“lightweight” food for 8 days, must have weighed about 

60lbs, despite walking in the undersuit and boots I would 

wear for everything, for a week. The others were equally 

laden. I was worried about my leg, after some months of 

strange, sometimes severe, pains. The Kappskardet walk is 

relatively easy, with intermittent paths through woods and 

cotton-bogs, but long, and I was slow, fearing my knees 

failing. Trevor and I cached some of the tackle for retrieving 

later.  

Far away in London, as we trudged up this mid-Norway 

valley with Mary Rands’ blessing, a bikers’ farewell 

procession was taking Jim from the Ace Café – the 

motorcyclists’ own “ Hunters’ Lodge” - to his final rest. Our 

walk passed Memorial Cave, a short but impressively wet 

oxbow which Jim had helped explore and name not long 

after CDG and fellow-Wessex member Bob Drake’s 

untimely death in a sea-dive. I crossed the stream and 

paused at the entrance for a few moments, for them. 

A shallow depression sheltered our tents above the OFD-

sized rising, our water-supply. As we mashed tea, a herd of 

reindeer crossed the valley. After Trevor had retrieved the 

cached ladders, commenting on their weight alone, we 

turned in, knowing “our” Master Cave awaited patiently 

somewhere below our sleeping-bags…. 

 

Kappfjellhullet: South Nordland’s deepest known wet 

pitch. 

Day One: Scramble down boulders in the shake-hole, into a 

small chamber. The stream-way is impenetrable, so follow 

a short, steeply-descending canyon to the broken First 

Pitch (about 8m ladder) into a rift chamber with water 

spattering in from above. A hole in the wall below the First 

Pitch opens directly into the gloomy Second, or Main, (20m 

–ish) Pitch found by Eric and Lina. Opposite, a short, steep, 

tight passage and short pitch take the inlet into a small 

chamber and further short pitch into a rift back into the 

main shaft.  

Just after Alan had started down the rift pitch, there was a 

resounding bang. “What was that?” Alan shouted, startled. 

I peered through the squeeze, which was too tight for me. 

“I don’t know!” I called back, nervously, “I haven’t touched 

anything! The ladder’s still rigged! I can see its tether round 

that block on the floor!”  

Alan re-appeared. “That block was a flake on the wall!” he 

exclaimed. Its fall had dropped the ladder, complete with 

Alan, by a metre. He ensured all was safe and descended 

again. 

I could hear them tidying the cave, throwing rocks into the 

depths. “That’s right – fill it in!” I thought, wryly. Eventually 

they returned and Alan probed the main pitch, returning a 

little shaken and stirred. “I reached a tiny ledge about thirty 

feet down,” he explained, “It’s ever so exposed! I could see 

the ladder end waving about in the void below me! No 

floor!” 

We surfaced for lunch then investigated other shake-holes, 

but all were hopelessly choked.  

 

Next day, among intermittent showers, we examined more 

shake-holes and dug into a broad, low chamber; my lead. It 

soon choked, with no sign of its swallowed stream. “Take it 

home to Mendip,” said Alan, “They’d soon have it open!”  

Another teased us with a squeeze that defeated us all, onto 

a short pitch – that cave may be open beyond huge blocks. 

The largest and most impressive entrance, below a tricky 

climb, is choked just inside. In 2010 Alan and I had opened 

and explored a tight, wet sink between boulders Mendip 

cavers would cement together, to a small, choked 

chamber. We’d no cement with us, and now Trevor 

confirmed “it won’t keep Emma busy” (at Hidden Earth). 
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Near our camp-site above the valley bend, the main river 

has cut a short but fine gorge in marble, then flows over a 

very wide aplite (fine-grained granite) dyke, with 

interesting contact metamorphic features in the schist 

“country rock”. The gorge holds a short, dry, multi-

entrance cave and waterfall, below which the river sinks 

and soon resurges among boulders. Finally, we tried 

unsuccessfully to open the main rising and its dry overflow, 

hoping for something for Mark after Vallerdalgrotta.  

Diving Note: The Kappskard Rising, from caves temporarily 

diverting tributaries to Kappskardelva, may warrant a 

lightweight diving reconnaissance helped by a Sherpa / 

digging team on a one- or two-day trip. With more modest 

loads, it is a four-five hour walk from the road. Boulders in 

the spring may be fairly easy to move if kept submerged. 

The crystal-clear spring, thanks to good weather and low 

late-Summer flow from very thin soil cover, suggests very 

good visibility. The overflow is all boulders and 

impenetrable fissures.  

 Day Three and The Big Day: Kappfjellhullet Main Pitch. We 

duplicated the belays for both ladder and life-lining from 

totally separate features and lowered every ladder we had 

on the hill, apart from that on the first pitch – the WCC 

ones were still in the car. A pulley on a fifth natural belay 

eased the rope past the abrasive edge. Nothing was ideal, 

just the best available. We had to treat every likely-looking 

flake, eye-hole or boulder with great care, and avoid 

treacherously weak schist gargoyles.  

 

Trevor grumbled, “I don’t like Italian Hitches”. No, but I do. 

Alan and I were lining him and perhaps Trevor’s never had 

to hold a fall on a body-belay. I have – on “only” the 

Swildon’s Twenty but salutary enough. Here we were 

caving on the edge and faced with a very serious pitch. As 

Trevor eased through the eyehole a dislodged flake struck 

the ladder violently, far below, bending a rung. Eventually, 

three whistle blasts: Alan and I estimated from the 

remaining line, “That’s more than twenty metres!” 

Soon, two clear whistles: “He wasn’t down there long”, 

Alan remarked. The BCRA Foreign Secretary emerged 

through the square window, and glumly reported that the 

stream runs into a too-small or choked tube beyond a large 

dropped block over which he had had to climb to 

investigate. The shaft is wet further down, from the main 

stream’s re-entry. No-one else fancied a very deep, blind, 

wet, pitch with an awkward top in fragile rock. Rung-

counting revised the “Twenty-metres” to Twenty-Eight 

metres.  

We agreed that, had the promise held, we would have had 

serious difficulties. Ragnar, still to join us, admitted limited 

caving experience and a greater interest in photography. 

Our longest rope (40m) was too short to double, tricky if 

you have to join ropes; there are no well-placed belay 

points and the rope runs over the lip.  



 Wessex Cave Club Journal 329       Page 115 

We had no self-lining, let alone full SRT kit, no bolts and 

slender surface cover. If the entire team had been trapped 

down there, we would have been recovered, not rescued - 

eventually. Besides, for that depth I prefer SRT. 

Yet… Honour was satisfied! We had found and bottomed 

the deepest, fully-underground wet pitch so far in Central 

Norway. 

After a picnic in the sun, we walked to the valley head and 

gazed over the next major valley, Fiplingsdalen. It is a 

beautiful glacial trench whose east wall is a sine-wave of 

hanging glacial valleys and rounded spurs above a fertile 

floor, with forests and farms either side of Fiplingselva and 

large (moraine-dammed?) lake. A smaller-scale UK “model” 

is the lovely Eden Valley near Appleby-in-Westmoreland. 

Many have said to me, “Oh, Norway! Isn’t it beautiful?” - 

but had seen only the spectacular coast from cruise ships, 

and not her gentler, graceful, interior. We noted interesting 

geological features that included a granite dyke split by 

fault-like breaks we realised are frost-heave blocks, but no 

marble. 

Up there, above the tree-line, the ground is springy upland 

turf. However, my right leg still played up on the long 

descent to the camp. It had been my left leg that had been 

painful previously. I was limping badly by the time I 

straggled home. 

Ragnar found us that evening, with difficulty as our little 

homes were hidden in their shallow karst valley, and he 

had thought we’d camped by the cave, a kilometre further 

uphill. With no ‘phone coverage up there we could not 

have sent instructions. Our main landmarks were the gorge 

and a curious boulder with a large frowning face in its 

foliation, but another was a plastic marker-pole drilled into 

a boulder near the camp. We could not imagine who had 

placed it, or why: geological surveyors perhaps? 

 

Litle Fiplingsdal  

Friday: All four walked to Litle Fiplingsdal via a steep but 

fairly easy ascent to a col above the camp; with rewarding 

views. Our aim was a stream-cave noted by a Swedish team 

in 1982, a few km north along a broad terrace whose 

resident lemmings squeaked indignantly at us.  

“Friday Evening Caves” provide fun between arriving at the 

club hut and going to the pub. This easy through-trip in 

Flåflängahullet in the valley flank was a Friday Lunchtime 

Cave; walking and some stooping along the shallow river, 

with shake-hole skylights. Your granny would enjoy it.  

Alan proved that shallow, active caves in pastures near the 

Litle Fiplingselva are enterable for only a few metres; but 

they may feed a large rising enticing “Come and dive me”. 

Returning over an intervening spur, we admired a fine 

sunset over the coastal mountains and debated whether it 

was a Fox or a Eurasian Lynx (Lynx lynx) loping across a 

clearing far below.  

Ragnar suggested the magnificent bird we had earlier seen 

circling here was probably a sea-eagle. Trevor had tried his 

new toy, a helmet-mounted video-camera, so after dinner 

we all lounged in his one-man tent for a ‘wee dram’ 

(medicinal) and Hidden Earth preview.  

I realised that my leg pains were worsened by walking 

laden downhill, precluding me from the planned longer, 

harder walks, so we considered my potential local, solo 

contributions.  

Saturday: Alan and Trevor were far away in Fiplingsdal, on 

a very long, severe walk that yielded a river-cave to explore 

later and extended another Swedish find to a second 

entrance. I showed Ragnar the caves in the gorge, and 

photographed geological features, before a leisurely lunch. 

He had to go to work. He buried himself under a rucksack 

he’d gallantly back-loaded with some of our tackle and 

bade farewell. Alone now, I felt sweaty, grubby, and rather 

lonely. I stripped to nowt but boots to air my clothes and 

myself in the hot sun, ferreted in the resurgence and 

gathered bilberries to augment my stewed dried-fruits 

dessert.  

[Subsequently, my pen-friend Christine, who lives in 

Brønnøysund on the coast of our present area, told me that 

in June 2011 the temperature in Mo I Rana, near the Arctic 

Circle, reached +33ºC, and higher still further North. She 

wrote, “TV showed teenagers in bikinis playing sand 

volleyball near Bodø.” Arctic Norway had been hotter than 

South Dorset!] 

At least I had rested my legs. Ragnar, a nurse, had 

suggested an inflammation and gave me some 

Paracetamol. Trevor suspected a “shin splint”, a bone split 

common in the competitive running in which he and Geoff 

Newton participate.  

Kappskardet or Kappfjellet (Fjell = Fell in Yorkshire) had 

finished taunting us. A day early, we broke camp in bright 

sun but a fair breeze. On the walk down, Trevor and Alan 

searched unsuccessfully for a photographed darkness 

provisionally called “Square Entrance Cave”, near Memorial 

Cave, but it may simply be a deeply shadowed overhang. 

On the steep final stretch I was limping severely with a 

semi-paralysed, very painful lower leg. Later, I largely 

recovered in the evening at the “hytte” (hut) back in our 

old familiar Svenningdal Camping. 

 

Skjåmoen 

Next day, we delivered BCRA Journals to the NGF Library, 

via Ragnar at his Mosjøen home with its lovely fjord view. 

We took our leave, he going on shift, us driving to 

Skjåmoen.  

The forest held old clearings, often nasty ground, especially 

if also on marble pavement. Lank secondary growth covers 

dangerous pine trimmings whose vicious branch spurs 

would stab an eye out if you stumbled onto them, driven 

down by a heavy pack. 
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We even found a cave, ending a short blind valley with a 

tiny stream. Adding lamp and helmet to my Universal 

Outdoor Romper-Suit, I negotiated the broad, low 

entrance; feeling more Goldilocks than Balch. We have 

seen ursine paw-prints; Trevor once saw two young bears 

together. These are the European, or Common, Brown 

(Ursus arctos arctos), not Polar or Grizzly, but still bears. 

Luckily there were none in! No porridge either. The cave 

sumped, draught-free, within 15m, but displayed attractive 

marble above squalid flood-debris. Disappointed, I 

sketched its plan as Trevor noted its GPS location. 

The S. Nordland study area’s northern limit is around the 

huge Røsvatn, Norway’s second-largest lake, in beautiful 

scenery leading to the Okstinden range. There is – though 

possibly no longer – a good campsite at Korgen. Sadly, we 

were surprised to find it struggling with staff shortages that 

reduced the reception to an honesty box. A storm, 

disturbing our night, ameliorated in the morning to allow 

dry packing before leaving Korgen Camping for the last 

time. I’d once sent a post-card from Korgen, reading, “Dear 

Mam, 10pm (local), 80 miles S of Arctic Circle, shirt off, 

sunbathing”.  

Hestmyrgrotta.  

Objective Two: the 3m Hestmyrgrotta pitch that stopped us 

in 2010, into caverns measureless… Hestmyrgrotta drains 

one of a set of shallow strike valleys reached from a farm 

road by a good footpath over a ridge.  

We changed in drizzle, and I led in, remembering to crawl 

left from the far right-hand corner of the wide entrance 

boulder-chamber.  Soon, I was pondering how to descend – 

and re-ascend - a short drop on dark rock as slippery as 

greased ice.  

“That’s the pitch!” Trevor reminded me. 

We did not use a line but did double-belay the ladder. 

Alan’s lead now, down two small climbs on treacherously 

slippery schist or intruded amphibolite. He stopped. “It 

chokes”. There was flood debris on the roof, too. Ah well, if 

it’s good enough for Ghar Parau… 

We surveyed 10metres of new discovery, 

de-rigged and photographed our way out. 

Alan reported a too-committing squeeze 

in the draughting roof-tube he’d found in 

2010. Trevor delicately climbed a small 

aven only to see my light in an easier one 

nearby. I climbed into a large hole in the 

roof – just a short oxbow. We liked 

Hestmyrgrotta; an active, varied, 

moderately sporting Friday Evening cave 

with attractive marble and morphology. 

 

We returned in pouring rain, along the path that passes the 

cave, and found a sizeable hut. The builders of such 

obscurely-located little country huts, often above a fishing 

lake, as here, must either hire a helicopter to carry the 

sections in, or use snow-scooters (not “skidoos!” Christine 

says) and sleds in Winter, caching the materials to await 

the Spring thaw. It looked quite new. There was no-one in – 

it was Tuesday after all.  

And so, to Hattfjelldal’s lovely little campsite we found last 

year. The owners had erected a nice new hut for us, and, 

like many Norwegian campsites, provided a comfortable 

communal kitchen / dining-room. Hattfjell, as its name 

suggests, is a big “pork-pie hat”-shaped mountain, very 

distinctive from the road and eponymous village centred on 

farms and a reconstituted-wood products factory.  

 

A Maritime Digression: Begonias and Celandines 

The Immingham-Göteborg freight-ferry service was an eye-

opener, for, as Trevor remarked, we take for granted the 

delivery of our needs and luxuries. Arriving at Immingham 

at 1am outbound, we were told, “Use the office toilet 

because there are none on the jetty and stay in the car as 

it’s a dangerous area”. It is, genuinely! The lorry drivers 

leave their export trailers and pick up imported ones, so 

stay in their own country. Small tractors rush about, 

packing the trailers tightly on board in organised, frenzied 

chaos. No-one walks anywhere; even the staff drive from 

place to place. 

Such ships can carry up to twelve passengers without 

invoking complex, costly regulations. Once aboard with the 

few other passengers, we were led to very pleasant 

accommodation with an en-suite, 2-berth cabin each (two 

shared on the return); and no posh restaurant, bar, duty-

free shop, fancy lounge, show-band or hordes of noisy 

brats… Instead, the steward, equipped with a gong 

improvised from a pipe-line fitting, announced the three 

very good meals at set times in the airy Passengers’ Mess 

adjoining the restful Day Room.  
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In between we could make our own hot or cold drinks and 

snacks; all food was included in the fare. 

A band tour-bus driver on the ship home told us he had to 

load instruments in Manchester, take them to Paris, then 

go to…. “I won’t be home till late September”. Different 

world.   

The nearly-new sister-ships are DFDS’ “Tor Ficaria” and 

“Tor Begonia”. Celandines? Begonias? For the rather macho 

heavy freight world? Waiting in the Swedish sunshine for 

the homeward ship we observed that many of the lorry 

drivers looked gloomy and generally un-blooming from 

largely sedentary work and probably poor, irregular meals. 

Lonely work too: long hours away from home, driving great 

distances on roads with few long straights but always 

modest, strictly-applied speed limits. Most of the thin, late-

night traffic on the E6 past Svenningsdal Camping is freight. 

“We depend so much on these people,” said Trevor, 

thoughtfully. 

Oh, and we played Stop The Cab! only once on this trip. The 

card-game with the eponymous call had whiled away many 

evenings in ferry bars and the remote Jengelvatn hut.  

 

Still In Norway…. Favmvaten & Brakfjellet 

Wednesday 17th August. Only three field days left. 

The heavy rain that made us appreciate the Hattfjell 

Camping hut stopped in the morning. We drove round 

Røsvatn to Favmvaten (vatn = lake), and camped on the 

peaceful shore in bright sunshine.  While Trevor and Alan 

were on another long hike, I searched locally, at my own 

pace, for caves reported on the S. flank of Brakfjellet. One 

was Fasettgrotta, with heart-achingly beautiful marble 

featured on the cover of a NGF Journal I had seen. 

Following a path along a shallow strike valley, a shake-hole 

called me over by slurping and glooping luxuriantly. I 

observed a powerful stream emerging from a good-sized 

passage and sinking under the other wall.  

I 

continued; finding a very deep, vegetated depression with 

a tiny stream. It held no accessible cave but confirmed I 

was still on the marble and I followed the bearing into thin 

woodland that was easy going but lacked landmarks apart 

from a fence and sheep’s salt-lick. 

After wandering around fruitlessly for a few hours, I 

returned to camp. My leg was aching but the relatively 

gentle walk with much rest warded off serious problems 

and I had identified the start of the next day’s tour after a 

very peaceful night by Favmvatn. 

Brakfjellet’s karst was explored first in the 1960s by David 

Heap, whose school expeditions would make the modern 

risk-assessment-bogged administrator or queasy parent 

faint. Yet some of his pupils subsequently won enviable 

reputations for their very high-grade explorations. Heap’s 

team had waited a day for high wind and waves to subside, 

before their 10-mile crossing of Røsvatn by inflatable 

dinghy, then walked a further 10 miles to Favmvatn. It is 

now an easy ten-minute walk from the car to the slurping 

shake-hole! 

The St. Pierres had visited more recently than Heap, and we 

used their combined information. We walked past my 

finds, to explore back. Even with Trevor’s GPS the caves 

were elusive but I had over-estimated my distance. 

Fasettgrotta was perhaps a kilometre beyond the salt-lick, 

my “thirds point”. Still, I had played my part, and nothing 

ventured…  

….Such as the OFD-size stream rushing into boulders in a 

shake-hole floor. Alan and I dug in the water. Trevor 

opened an adjacent dry entrance nearby, climbed down, 

saw daylight and told me to “look over there”. “Over there” 

was the neighbouring shake-hole we had missed, opening 

into a wide, easy crawl! We need not have dug anything. 

Alison Moody nee Hooper once wrote that, “caves have 

their own agenda”; their own sense of humour, more like.  

The marble here, Trevor explained, is of lower-grade 

metamorphism and less disturbed than in Svenningsdalen.  
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Consequently its foliation, a grain-like pattern created by 

the metamorphic heat and pressure, tends to be ruler-

straight; and, as the source limestone’s carbonaceous 

content was not all distilled out, it shows as alternating 

dark and lighter-grey bands. None of yer common-as-muck, 

amorphous, Victorian wash-stand stuff ‘ere guv! This is 

Norway, whose best marble is among the loveliest rocks I 

have seen. 

Self-deprecatingly, we called it Pensioners’ Cave. Its lovely 

stream-way is sadly very short. Below broad shelves, the 

water occupies the side of a bedding-plane passage with 

excellent anastomoses and box-work in fine marble, 

obligingly leaving us a dry but flat-out, short crawl on the 

bank, to the inevitable sump.  

The landscape gradient is fairly low, and the combined cave 

system fairly shallow. Surely this attractive ‘Friday 

Lunchtime’ cave was already known to cavers? After all, we 

had a copy of the Fasettgrotta survey. The sink had been 

recorded but not, apparently, the open entrance because 

the sink takes your attention and in this countryside you 

could miss Templeton Pot. We soon surveyed and 

photographed it. 

The next rising up-valley was entirely sumped. 

Tverelvgrotta, further east still, was already known, but 

only for a few metres. This is the valley’s main upstream 

sink, and very forbidding in rather threatening weather, 

with a sizeable river soon sumping beyond boulders. After 

I’d helped clear large, washed-in tree branches, for access, 

Alan and Trevor surveyed a small phreatic tube to a static 

sump. 

We returned to Fasettgrotta. Again, Trevor had the GPS co-

ordinates but we still had to look twice despite finding it on 

the uphill walk and marking the turn-off from the path. 

 Fasettgrotta has a fair-sized entrance in a shake-hole, with 

anastomosis clerestory windows visible from within. Just 

inside, some of the swallet water enters a choked crawl. 

Left is a flat-out crawl over sharp karren to a sand choke. 

Right is a difficult crawl and climb down to pass a short, 

tight trench, taking most of the water to cascades, into the 

main stream of the valley’s linear system, flowing 

Westwards back below the entrance chamber. The only 

way I could negotiate the crawl left me unable to descend 

the climb. 

Greatly disappointed, since I had particularly wanted to see 

this cave, I tried to photograph a few features near the 

entrance. The marble here has cream-coloured bands 

among the grey, and the Norwegian journal photograph 

had shown scalloped phreatic pockets cut across this tri-

coloured foliation to create regular harmonograph-like 

patterns of great beauty. I am not sure Trevor and Alan saw 

the best, for the high water barred progress very far up or 

downstream.  

Finally, the water in the slurping shake-hole had dropped 

significantly since my reconnaissance and a ledge avoided 

the fastest, deepest water in a fine walking-height phreatic 

tube. Still in the ruler-straight foliated marble, one or two 

creamy-coloured bands appear here too, and I asked Alan 

to photograph the best for me while I took over his 

“surveyor’s dog” role as he was wet and cold from the 

upstream sump pool. The St-Ps had estimated “100m to a 

sump” but not reported the dry oxbow, in this shapely 

marble stream-way in a nutshell. Valentine hearts in mud 

on the wall suggest it may have a local name, but we 

assume the water is still the Tverelv, and called it Fasett 

Resurgence Cave. 

For completeness, we ought to have found the true 

resurgence, but it can only be in the large stream not much 

further west, and we had seen the best of a long, linear 

river cave with several entrances into the short, accessible 

bits.  

Then, back to the Hattfjelldal hytte. Well, we’re on 

holiday…. aren’t we? 

 

Friday 19th August. 

We started our return via Fiplingsdalen, so Trevor and Alan 

could explore the river-cave they had found from the 

Kappskardet side of the intervening mountains. As I was 

out of such action, Trevor gave me marble along the valley 

side, near the road, to examine. After the morning rain had 

cleared, the Famous Two sought fame and glory while I 

tried to tidy the car (to think I’d once been accused of 

making a boulder-ruckle untidy…), made a brew and snap, 

then set off. After two or three hours in lank vegetation 

and warm sun revealed merely scraggily thin marble, I 

returned and put the kettle on, which drew two soggy 

speleologists from the forest. 

At Svenningsdal Camping for the third and last time, we 

booked a hut. The owner handed us a pair of spectacles;  

Trevor’s best pair unknowingly dropped on our previous 

stay; and offered us one de-luxe hytte at ordinary hut rate 

next time. We thanked him, without the heart to tell him of 

no “next time”. 

In my trip diary I wrote, “59 today! Yippee!!” 

 

Saturday: The Last South Nordland Caving Expeditionary 

Field-Day. 

Driving to Tosentunneln for the last time, we saluted the 

Jordbruelv from the bridge – it drains the remote but 

wonderful, cave-rich Elgfjell. Hereabouts, Odd had 

established a short-lived roadside cafeteria hoping for 

tourists consequent on the tunnel’s opening. 

The tunnel breaks through the coastal mountains at 

Tosbotn, the head of Tosenfjord, on its way to 

Brønnøysund. Far shorter than the coastal alternatives, it 

provides an important link, with bus services, between the 

coastal communities and the interior’s E6 and railway.  
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Stopping beyond a remote hamlet whose locals probably 

thought us lost, our objective was a set of fossil sea-caves, 

Aunhattenhule 1–4. These were developed by marine 

erosion of existing karst caves in higher relative sea-level, 

during the complex interplay of both sea-level rising and 

Scandinavian land-mass rebounding at different rates as 

the 2-3km thick ice-cover melted at the end of the 

(present?) Ice Age’s last glacial phase. 

We followed a good path, as far as a rough-and-ready 

suspension-bridge bearing a “One at a time at own risk” 

warning. Fording the river was easier, then left the path 

and fought humid-temperate jungle on very steep ridges. It 

was sheer hard work on a hot day, but we enjoyed the wild 

raspberries and eventually found a narrow path to the 

caves, along the top of a very steep, wooded undercliff. 

The magnificent main cave is clearly visited by, probably, 

the families owning huts we could see beyond a lake far 

below. They’d had had a barbeque. At least they respect 

the cave, apart from scratched graffiti and a plastic bottle, 

which I removed. More notable was a carpet of 

phototropically-distorted small plants on the sandy floor 

below the entrance boulder-heap. Initially some 15m wide 

by 10m high, with the phreatic roof-tube still clear, the 

cave narrows inwards to a large passage choked with 

glacial till and/or beach material just past daylight. David 

St-Pierre had reported a possible crawl above the choke. 

Using a maypole improvised from a fallen tree, and 

steadied by Alan and I, Trevor climbed 5m of ladder against 

a stream of dislodged sand and cobbles, to find just an 

alcove!  

The second cave of four – the others are smaller and 

further up the cliff – is above loose, grassy ledges beyond 

my climbing ability. While Trevor surveyed the reported 

similar roof crawl, with Alan steadying the maypole on a 

smaller pitch, I ferreted in a floor-level phreatic tube in the 

main cave.  

It soon chokes with sand and cobbles. Finally we peered 

down a short, tight, inclined rift in the main cave’s 

entrance, reported but not explored by David, and perhaps 

feasible with a ladder and exit help, into a visibly roomy 

passage or chamber. The surveys of Aunhattenhule 1–4 are 

included in an article in Norsk Grotteblad 58, 11-22, 2012.  

It was getting late and no-one fancied this final puzzle of 

the final South Nordland Caving Expedition. The 

Aunhattenhule 1 phreatic low-level series is probably 

choked, we convinced ourselves as we turned away. Then 

rain came with a vengeance. We didn’t return to the bridge 

but forded the river and scrambled straight uphill, very 

steeply, through wet and slippery vegetation, to the track. 

The rain eased as we changed and found luxury in 

Brønnøysund Camping’s hot showers and wonderfully twee 

hut.  

Prior to the trip I had told Christine we would be nowhere 

near Brønnøysund. Now, the earlier itinerary changes 

meant we would be. The Svenningdal Camping proprietor 

helped me find her number, but my calls failed and I 

thought she might be on holiday herself.  

Christine is English but a former civil-servant in Norway; 

and we had “met” after a previous expedition’s trip in 

nearby Marimyntgrotta and subsequent local-magazine 

letters about wheelie-bins on Portland. Well, how else does 

a gentleman meet a lady? On the next expedition Christine 

chartered a boat so we could examine a remote fjord-side 

cave; following which she and I had enjoyed a dinner-date 

in her chosen “best restaurant in Brønnøysund”. It was 

Chinese. And the others came too.  

 

Foreigners on The Lawn Once More 

We started homewards in earnest next morning (Sunday 

21
st

 August). The weather cleared before we reached the 

Vennesund-Holm ferry on the coast road south from 

Brønnøysund to inland Grong. This route plays hide-and 

seek for miles with fjords, wooded valleys and cliffs of 

fantastically folded, faulted and intruded rocks, and is one 

of the most beautiful I know. 

No visiting the Norwegian Geological Institute now. Beyond 

Trondheim, we left the E6 for a shorter road south, passed 

hills gloomy in clag, thin moss and sickly pines in the rain-

shadow of the country’s main range. Beyond Oslo, the final 

hytte was adequate but its camp-site was almost empty, 

uninspiring, unkempt and soggy in the dark and drizzle. 

We drove to Göteborg in sunshine and surprisingly light 

traffic for a trunk road joining major cities in two countries. 

The freight port was elusive and, once there, Trevor had to 

seek instructions to find the booking-office, where we 

waited in a small garden: for the last time, we were the 

Foreigners on the Lawn. 

As for me, the last home on Wednesday 24 August, having 

been travelling since the Sunday, I did not expect the 

detour from Priddy Top Green right round Stock Hill to 

Upper Pitts to return the tackle we’d not in the end used. 

I’d not baa-gained for the Sheep Fair.  

So the “Cab” has Stopped. No more lumping 50lb packs up 

steep hills, through birch scrub and cotton-bogs; no more 

bilberries and occasional cloudberries. No more 

magnificent views from hill-camps; elk, reindeer, occasional 

lemmings; aurora, rare for us anyway.  

No more finding and exploring in good company, sparkling 

marble stream-caves in beautiful, wild countryside. Those 

caves may not set the caving world ecstatic and rub glossy 

calendar staples with Lechuguilla, OFD and Deer Cave, but 

does that matter? Over a score and more years they have 

given Trevor a PhD and continuing research project; and so 

many people so many wonderful times and experiences. 

No more, but we have our memories… 

Or? Just possibly.  

 

All photos and surveys in this article courtesy of 

Trevor Faulkner 
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CLUB NEWS  
WCC Forum Caption Competition 

“Just a reminder to check the WCC Forum for the latest 

photo caption competition. This is popular and 

demonstrates the clubs great and quirky sense of humour. 

There is a great Mendip related prize this time which is a 

limited edition print of Priddy Green. This was painted by 

my brother John and the original is owned by a former 

WCC chairman. The print was selling at his last exhibition 

for £250 and I have the last few. So enter now and you 

could be the owner of a fine Mendip view” 

Try Caving 
 
Saturday August 3 2013 Goatchurch then Swildon’s Upper 

Series. Andy Walker, Lilly Wills, Toby Funnel, Tony Fowler, 

Helen Dear, Noel Cleave 

Four “Try Caving” novices came for a classic Goatchurch 

bimble and thrutch. The Drainpipe saw Noel pleading age 

and experience.... and encouraging the rest to go through. 

We covered most of the options and Helen got some 

junctions muddled in her mind. As always, a lovely 

introductory trip.  

We had lunch back at Upper Pitts and then set off down 

Swildon’s. Long Dry in, peered over the 20’, back out via 

the Wet Way.  Lilly, being on the diminutive side had some 

“Spanning” moments!  Everyone out, full of enthusiasm for 

a full Swildon’s on Sunday. Noel 

 

Sunday August 4 2013 Swildon’s Hole. Lilly Wills, Toby 

Funnel, Tony Fowler, Shane Carter, Helen Dear, Noel 

Cleave. 

The result of yesterday’s “Try Caving” was a gung-ho mob 

to Sump 2.  We did 40 minutes on the tower ladder first, 

and then headed down the Short Dry to the 20, where we 

pirated John and Emma’s tackle with addition of an added 

pulley. All safely and happily down. We ambled down to 

Sump 1 in “Tourist Gawp at the Pretties Mode”. Sump 1 

was our stated target, but with airspace for comfort and 

everyone up to the challenge we knocked off 4 sump 

virginities and went to Sump 2. En-route, we met Emma, 

John and Barry coming out: they were moderately 

surprised to see us!  

Back at the 20 we did a bit of re-rigging on someone’s 

tackle. It never ceases to surprise me how complicated and 

difficult people can make the 20 rig.  

Above the 20, the cave was pleasantly sociably busy, with 

both in- and out- bound.  Amongst others, we met Wayne 

and Becky with their novices, and returning across the 

meadows we met various inbound groups from the 

Wessex. All in all, two excellent days with my group and I 

think we may have infected some of them with the bug!  

Noel. 

 

Saturday 3 and Sunday 4 August 2013  “Try Caving”  

Weekend 

Maxine Bateman organised another extremely successful 

“Try Caving” weekend, which seemed to morph into a 

general mass caving and party event. Eventually 63 people 

joined in, with 16 of them trying caving for the first time - 

all of whom enjoyed it immensely.  After introductory 

explorations of Goatchurch and Upper Swildon’s, most of 

the novices opted for a second trip. Maxine also organised 

an enormous BBQ for the Saturday evening, when she was 

assisted by the usual cast of selfless helpers, with many 

gastronomic contributions, notably more of Brenda’s 

Hyper-Trifles (never is anything less of a trifle....!)  and 

cakes. Malc and Mike seemed to master the BBQ while 

Barry sorted out the barrel but given the hour and the 

alcohol these details may reveal an imperfect memory! We 

were incredibly lucky with the weather, as tea-time saw a 

total cloudburst, yet by 1830 it was warm and dry.  

    
Editor’s Note: a huge thank you to Maxine for organiEditor’s Note: a huge thank you to Maxine for organiEditor’s Note: a huge thank you to Maxine for organiEditor’s Note: a huge thank you to Maxine for organising sing sing sing 
this event and to all the people who helped out.)this event and to all the people who helped out.)this event and to all the people who helped out.)this event and to all the people who helped out.)    

Photo: Adrian Vanderplank 
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Hut Working weekend 
 
Work on various aspects of general repair and larger 

projects continue throughout the year. 

 

The above images show the concrete paths being re-laid 

following moving the gas tank and the preparatory work for 

the new sewerage system. Although the photo above 

doesn’t show it, the style has recently been moved to the 

end of the concrete path that leads passed the gas tank. 

 

The detailed work on the sewerage system, to install 

biological filters and associated pumps and controls, has 

been held up by the filter supplier. As soon as these issues 

are overcome the project will be progressed to completion. 

This will also include substantial work on the existing 

holding tank to accommodate pipework for the new 

biological filters. 

 

As well as this major project, smaller maintenance is also 

tackled during the year. The other work that is planned to 

occur over the next working weekend is listed below.  If 

you are able to offer help during a working weekend please 

let Ian Timney know. 

 

Insulate changing room loft pipes to prevent freezing. 

Complete installation of LED outside lighting. 

Replace broken sink in ladies toilet.  

Repair towel rails and loo roll holders 

Grease enzyme pump and controls to be installed 

Build CCTV recorder enclosure inside hut (Started 

25/6/13) 

Bury pipe across lawns to take CCTV cable(s) to camera 

next to tree 

Complete installation of CCTV cameras. 

Review and install outside LED lighting around hut 

 

Photos Courtesy of Tommo, unless otherwise stated 

Photo: Maurice Hewins 
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FROM SCHOOLBOY CAVER TO SAGE CURATOR: Chris’ Museum Years 

CHRISTOPHER JOHN HAWKES 1930-2013    (Jim Hanwell)  
 

In the previous 

Journal, Part 1 of this 

tribute to Chris 

Hawkes covered his 

first forty years. In this 

second part, the story 

is completed of how a 

Mendip caver became 

a self-made 

archaeologist and 

museum curator in 

Wells and Bristol. We 

follow directly on from 

Part 1 … 

… He had more fingers in even bigger pies nearer home! 

In 1969, Ron Churches found a large tooth, of an ancient 

herbivore, in the Westbury-sub-Mendip Quarry. The tooth 

came from debris that had collapsed from a huge mud-and-

stone filled cave fissure exposed whilst blasting the south 

facing limestone cliffs within the quarry.  Ron kindly agreed 

to the author taking the tooth and some other specimens 

away for expert identification; initially by “Trat” at 

Burrington who, in turn, alerted Chris in Bristol.  The rest is 

history, as they say, and it is opportune here to thank Ron 

for being so observant in the first place, followed by his 

willingness to give “Trat” and Chris access so that 

archaeologists could start investigating the site. 

During 1969-74, significant salvage digs were undertaken 

by the University of Bristol and University College London. 

The whole site was then taken over by the British Museum 

in 1976 and these investigations revealed a wealth of 

material; some indicating that people might have lived on 

Mendip over 600,000 years ago. Meanwhile, Willie Stanton 

and his family had come to live in “Kites Croft” at the foot 

of the hill in 1971. Cousin Chris decided to do likewise the 

following year.  

Lured by the prospect of helping at these digs, he bought 

“Bishops Cottage” close-by in the village. Both families 

were to live in these homes for the rest of their lives.  

With such credentials, one can appreciate why Chris’ old 

friend Howard Kenney enlisted his support as a Trustee of 

the old Wells Museum in 1973; a post he would occupy for 

almost forty years thereafter. Here the Museum’s close 

links with Wells Natural History & Archaeological Society 

(WNHAS) and Mendip Nature Research Committee (MNRC) 

went back to Herbert Balch’s times early in the 1900s.  

This “steady state” prevailed until the end of Norman 

Cook’s curatorship in 1982, when he retired to live in St. 

Thomas’ Street.  He remained Chairman of WNHAS for 

another year, and it was Chris who began to break the 

mould once again. His masterstroke was to persuade all 

concerned to appoint Desmond Donovan as the new 

Curator. As an eminent geologist from Bristol University, 

and longstanding member of the UBSS, Desmond had also 

held chairs in Geology at Hull and University College, 

London. It was thus “back to basics” and the longstanding 

traditions of Wells Museum. Now retired and living in 

Wells, Desmond still helps out with the Museum’s key 

geological collections from Mendip. 

Chris’s next move was to enlist practical support at the 

Museum, notably when the Honorary Secretary of 

WNHAS’s Report in 1981 stated that the Society had 

become “a listening Society and not a ‘doing’ one”. This 

outlook was a “call to arms” for Chris and the final straw for 

active members of the MNRC, who had been incorporated 

into WNHAS by Herbert Balch as its cavers’ wing since 

1907. In their annual Report 1983, the MNRC formally 

withdrew its relationship with WNHAS, and Chris set about 

revitalising the latter. By 1984 Chris was elected Honorary 

Secretary of WNHAS; but not before he had persuaded the 

author to be the Society’s Chairman. 

As new brooms usually do, Chris and I resolved that both 

WNHAS and the Museum needed overhauling together. 

Mutual support would be encouraged. The respective 

Centenaries of the Society (1988) and Museum (1993) 

seemed timely occasions to launch plans to improve the 

tired building and key exhibits. We hoped that such 

developments, or dreams, would be completed by the new 

Millennium (2001).  

The following decade was a busy one for all concerned, not 

least in gaining support and funds from experts, 

Wellensians and Mendippers especially. David Dawson, the 

Somerset County Council Museums Officer kindly agreed to 

help and we enjoyed the backing of the Cathedral’s 

Chapter and even wider support from notable Bishops in 

the Bath and Wells Diocese. There were also City 

Councillors and District Planners to convince, let alone local 

people. Martin Cavender from the Wells Solicitors Harris & 
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Harris and Michael Hay from Cluttons worked wonders 

raising funds; both were Mendip cavers. 

We also went along with David Dawson’s offer to provide 

“curatorial oversight” by way of having trainee members of 

his staff in Taunton help us out for a few days every week 

in Wells; like a work placement scheme. Our first 

appointment was Lesley-Anne Kerr (1987-98), and she was 

followed by Estelle (Jakeman) Gilbert (1998-2005). We also 

enjoyed having David Walker from the Rural Life Museum 

in Glastonbury for particular tasks, not least because he 

was an active Wessex caver. Chris became an ideal mentor 

for these aspiring young people; his deep local knowledge 

and widespread experience of museums were boons. If not 

a natural teacher, he certainly became a respected and 

ever-present sage at the Museum. 

 

All were kept together and happy by a close-knit 

administration within the Museum itself and things ran 

smoothly. Allen Cotton, a County Councillor and well-

known local farmer from West Bradley, kindly agreed to 

become the Museum’s Honorary Treasurer throughout 

each stage of the developments and, well beyond the call 

of duty, to the present day. His commitments proved vital 

over the years. He has since become an expert in curating 

the Museum’s extensive photographic collections. Sarah 

Hare, a near neighbour of Allen, took on the equally 

daunting role as the Museum’s Administrator within the 

cramped confines of HEB’s old kitchen. She also introduced 

computers, answering machines and good filing systems to 

the Museum for the first time and had information on any 

queries Allen, Chris or I raised. 

In 1992, the author retired early from teaching and, 

coincidently, Chris also left Dryads that year. Whilst I 

focused on building plans and new displays, he was on site 

almost daily thereafter, quietly holding his nerve 

throughout. He directed a significant archaeological 

excavation of the Museum’s Garden over the next five 

years, enlisting help from keen WNHAS members and many 

other experts he knew. Don Thomson, also recently retired, 

and Elspeth, for example, became regular volunteer diggers 

and re-constructors of the wealth of eighteenth century 

broken china and even older pottery vessels recovered.  

The best of these finds are now on display upstairs in the 

Museum and reveal much about the affluence of Wells in 

the past. A plaque acknowledging Chris’ tireless excavation 

of the Garden from 1992-97 has since been erected on the 

wall overlooking the old cobbled coach road he discovered, 

that formerly headed towards the North Liberty. It is aptly 

constructed of locally made pottery tiles. 

Major structural and restoration works required us to close 

the Museum during 1994-5. Chris and I argued there were 

enough willing local people and Mendip cavers to do much 

of the work ourselves.  Jeremy Seal, a Wells lad who had 

recently graduated in Museum Exhibition Design, was 

employed to co-ordinate those involved. Jeremy also 

designed cases for displaying the tools used by local stone 

masons, and building stones used in Wells. I myself 

acquired a fine specimen of Galena to represent the source 

of Mendip’s great wealth won from lead for over two 

millennia. 

On 6
th

 June 1995, Prince Charles came to the Museum to 

unveil our new “Statuary Exhibition” which was 

deliberately dedicated to “The Craftsmen who built the 

Cathedral”, as carved into the commemorative Blue Lias 

flagstone on the floor beneath the main Staircase and 

Landing in the Museum. I had wanted to add “and City” to 

this citation, but was told to limit the words.  Nevertheless, 

I saw this display as fulfilling the commitment my late 

father-in-law and Patrick Mitchell had requested of me.  

Whilst I had long since taken a back seat, Chris had more 

staying power, and a stubborn style, strengthened over 

many years and miles of driving around Britain on his own. 

In the summer of 1995 I stood down as MRO’s Honorary 

Secretary & Treasurer, it thus seemed consistent to hand 

over the Chair of the Museum, too, before 1996.  Chris, on 

the other hand, was still going strong, and took the 

initiative by inviting Kate Fry, a former Mayor of Wells and 

close neighbour of mine, to succeed me. She worked 

wonders in the Museum’s garden; restoring and enhancing 

Chris’ excavated plots and spoil heaps. 

When Chris left his holes in the garden and moved more 

indoors after 1996, he took on being an unofficial “Clerk of 

Works” until the new Lecture Room and Resources Centre 

were finally constructed. He found himself “office space” 

on the third floor of the old building; formerly the 

bedrooms and old bathroom used by Herbert Balch and 

succeeding resident curators of the Museum. He kept 

himself fit running up and down the narrow spiral staircase; 

Charterhouse Warren Farm Swallet. Photo: Alison Moody 
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seemingly always there but invariably difficult to find!  I got 

the distinct feeling that he had “moved in” and would stay 

there until in his mid-eighties, like HEB. 

Although Chris stood down as the Honorary Secretary of 

WNHAS in 1999, he remained busy in the new Resources 

Centre.  Indeed, he has spent more time in the Museum 

and down holes around the place than any volunteer in 

previous years. By this time Stuart Andrews, formerly 

Headmaster of Clifton College, Bristol, had taken over as 

Chairman of the Museum’s Trustees and Managers. It fell 

to Stuart to see the final completion of our Centenary and 

Millennium project. The new buildings were opened in 

style on 25
th

 March 2002 by Mick Aston, the colourful Time 

Team archaeologist and presenter. It was a watershed 

moment for Chris and me, barely eighteen months overdue 

from our original goal. 

In the new Millennium, it seemed appropriate to upgrade 

the remit of the Museum to embrace “Wells & Mendip”. 

Chris felt at home here in his final “fiefdom”.  In 2005 he 

was appointed by WNHAS as the Honorary Curator, and 

there have been many researchers who have since had 

cause to thank him for giving them access to records that 

only Chris knew how to find!  Chris’ own paperwork was 

very sparse however; invariably confined to reports that 

covered the bare essentials.  He had a wide knowledge of 

local sources of information and was well read, with a fine 

library of his own at home. As someone very economical 

with spoken words too, he stuck to the point and would 

interrupt verbose folk, such as me, to keep them on track. 

His terse telephone-speak was a giveaway “trademark” to 

members of my family who happened to answer his call! 

Chris’ last coup was to persuade Martin Grass to become 

Chairman of Wells & Mendip Museum in 2004. Martin is 

well known in the caving world, as a member of the Bristol 

Exploration Club, the Cave Diving Group and Mendip Cave 

Rescue (formerly MRO). He also serves on the AONB’s 

funding committee, and lives in Draycott. Since Willie 

Stanton died in 2010, Martin has also been a key digger at 

Reservoir Hole and ably rewarded by being with the team 

that discovered the Frozen Deep in 2012.  

The BEC “get everywhere”, of course, and even Chris was a 

member (No. 480) during 1961-64, along with friends such 

as Mike Thompson and John Cornwell. Close links like this 

were ideal, particularly when Chris was editing Wessex 

Journals and planning to live on Mendip. His youngest son, 

Nick, who also now lives in Draycott and is a BEC member 

(No. 1160), has hosted four Club trips to Peru early in the 

new millennium whilst posted in Lima as a geologist 

working for RTZ. The global network that Mendip cavers 

have created is admirable.  

As today’s Chairman of Wells & Mendip Museum, Martin 

has helped to promote a new permanent exhibition there 

with the evocative title “The Netherworld of Mendip”. It is 

thus back to the roots of Wells Museum and Chris would 

love to have been around to enjoy the Opening of this 

Exhibition on Friday 26
th

 April 2013, barely a month after 

his Memorial Service at the Mendip Crematorium and wake 

at the Museum itself. 

This exhibition has been largely created by hardworking 

Mendip cavers, many of whom are also MCRA volunteers. 

Their efforts have already put Mendip caves and caving on 

the map globally (via www.mcra.org.uk/registry) so that 

people everywhere can share up-to-date news and 

information about what must now be the world’s most 

studied and researched limestone region. We also await 

their updated edition of Mendip Underground later this 

summer. 

Apart from several visits to County Clare in Ireland with the 

UBSS, Chris did not venture far from the home front to visit 

caves. He hitch-hiked around France with his sisters before 

marrying ‘Liz, and later took family holidays in France, Italy 

and Spain, visiting well known historic localities. Over 

Easter 1990, however, I persuaded Chris, Dave Causer and 

Don Thomson to go on a trip to the remote Maestrazgo 

region, a poor mountainous area of Teruel in Aragon, 

Spain. I had first driven through it in 1984 and returned for 

an eventful walking trip with Dave, Rich West and an old 

farming friend Mike Chaddock with his Land Rover four 

years later. On this recce we chanced across promising 

limestone country with some evidence of cave and 

archaeological sites. Locals talked of rock shelters with 

ancient cave paintings and drawings. This, with the 

prospect of 17% vino tinto, for a few pesetas, whetted 

Chris’s appetite. He had also acquired a brand new red 

Citroen saloon which he wanted to “run in”. We would 

bivouac, feed and refuel on tapas in bars. Once there, Chris 

The Netherworld of Mendip. Photo: Alison Moody 
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seemed hell bent on going up the steepest mule tracks, as 

if driving a 4x4. The rest of us got out and walked! 

Our trip worked wonders, especially for Chris, when we 

found plenty of little known cave art, and old medieval 

villages, such as Cantavieja, that had hardly changed. We 

were in our element. Indeed, Chris was so entranced that 

he wandered off alone with his car keys and went missing 

for several hours, checking out an ancient settlement site 

he had spotted, without telling us. We mounted a search 

and shouted loudly, to no avail since the sierras here 

comprise of wild country, as evident in Ken Loach’s award 

winning film Land and Freedom in 1995, about the Spanish 

Civil War, shot on location hereabouts. Chris eventually 

turned up, smiling and unperturbed. He was horrified, 

however, when a local shepherd, who claimed to be the 

custodian of a remote shelter with a fine rock fresco, threw 

pitchers of water over it to “enhance” the colours of the 

paint – just for us get better photos! 

Long haul trips came late in life when Chris and ‘Liz flew to 

stay with their adventurous son Nick and his family in 

Mexico and Peru.  They went three times to stay in 

Chihuahua with the family of Nick’s wife Sofia and twice to 

Lima, where Nick had helped to find copper ores in the high 

Andes, now mined by RTZ. Visits to Machu Picchu, the 

Atacama Desert and headwaters of the Amazon were 

memorable highlights. 

Back on Mendip in his late-seventies, the onset of 

glaucoma curtailed Chris’ driving to daylight hours and, by 

Willie Stanton’s funeral on 10
th

 February 2010, it was clear 

that he was ailing even more. A little later he was 

diagnosed as suffering from Parkinson’s disease and then 

dementia. For his eightieth birthday, the family had taken 

him to his birthplace in Stratford-upon-Avon and a fine 

performance of Shakespeare’s As You Like It -- and I’m told 

that everyone did!  All too soon Chris’ world was confined 

to Bishops Cottage, the home that he and ‘Liz had built 

together from ruins in Westbury-sub-Mendip. He bucked 

up when old friends visited, such as Tony and Alice Audsley. 

He was clearly pleased when Don Thomson and I last called 

to see him early in the New Year. ‘Liz and family members 

nursed him to the end on 13
th

 March 2013. Chris remained 

typically stoic throughout, and ‘Liz told me that he had 

ironically asked his daughter Sarah what it might be like to 

see him as a ghost! 

Chris’ funeral took place in the comparatively new Mendip 

Crematorium, within sight of Mendip itself, and was 

conducted by Jennifer Hughes, a former school friend and 

Clerk to the Sidcot Friends Meeting. We all sang The 

Hippopotamus Song by Flanders and Swann, a favourite 

tune that Chris often hummed. Afterwards everyone 

gathered at Wells & Mendip Museum where we had both 

spent so much time over the years – Chris far more than 

me

Photos Courtesy of Jim Hanwell (unless otherwise stated) 

Photos Courtesy of Don Thomson 
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FROM THE LOGBOOK                                                                             
Editor’s note: Please record your trip in the logbook at Upper Pitts. Editor’s note: Please record your trip in the logbook at Upper Pitts. Editor’s note: Please record your trip in the logbook at Upper Pitts. Editor’s note: Please record your trip in the logbook at Upper Pitts. There has been a lot of work in Spider Hole and There has been a lot of work in Spider Hole and There has been a lot of work in Spider Hole and There has been a lot of work in Spider Hole and 
Read’s Cavern Read’s Cavern Read’s Cavern Read’s Cavern ––––    some of some of some of some of these log entries have been omitted.these log entries have been omitted.these log entries have been omitted.these log entries have been omitted.    (Thanks to Noel(Thanks to Noel(Thanks to Noel(Thanks to Noel    Cleave for transcribing Cleave for transcribing Cleave for transcribing Cleave for transcribing entries)entries)entries)entries)....    
 

Saturday May 25 2013 Goatchurch Bean, Mark, Jo, Luci, Jess and Vanessa. 

First caving trip for Luci, Jess and Vanessa. Nothing to worry about because Bean and Mark were looking after everyone! 

Through the drainpipe with far too much giggling! On the way back Bean left us to fend for ourselves, as he had to go and lose 

at cricket (104 all out and still they lost!).  Jo 

Swildon’s Hole Bean, Jo, Luci, Jess, Vanessa and James.  

Lots of fun to the 20; Short Dry in, back out Wet Way, Long Dry, Short Dry. Tea and Scones were fabulous; lovely sunny day.  Jo 

 

Sunday May 26 2013 Swildon’s Hole   Noel Cleave 

Fed the addiction with a quick solo trip to Sump 1. Not very solo - met lots of friends in the cave. Lovely sunny day, probably 

better spent socialising and sunbathing at Upper Pitts, but good to get underground again. Airspace in Sump 1.  Noel 

  

Monday May 27 2013 Swildon’s Hole   Christine Grosart, Osama Gobara 

Carried 4 cylinders and 2 bags of “Stuff” in last night. Awkward carry in, rigged ladder and dropped the kit at Sump II. Very fast 

exit. Os on his first mission to XII Chris on her second.  Today, rapid progress to Sump II, kitted up and made good progress to 

Sump XII but at a sensible pace. Os dived Sump XII - Chris knew that it was sh*t and did not feel the need to prove it to herself! 

Instead Chris photographed and filmed and the results look worth the effort. Sherpa-less on a Bank Holiday (!) both divers 

carried 3 bags and 4 cylinders, plus camera equipment out of the cave.  Excellent trip rewarded with Chilli and a pint! Chris 

 

Thursday May 30 2013 Swildon’s Hole. Pete Buckley, John Cooper, John & Emma Gisborne, Lee Hawkswell and John Newton. A 

military mission of strong men (and Emma) with the objective of getting John Gisborne through the Glistening Gallery.  A 

successful result and a very enjoyable trip had by all. Thanks, as ever, to John and Pete for talking to me on both sides and for 

taking my hat off! Good fun and good company.  John G 

 

Friday May 31 2013 Great Oones and Long Hole. Andrew Atkinson, Ali Moody, Tony Boycott.  

Re-surveyed Great Oones - it is now 100m larger than stated in the last edition of Mendip Underground! Also surveyed (solo) 

the body-sized passage “Once Only” accessed by the scalloped chimney off the Aven Chamber in Long Hole.  Ali. 

 

Saturday June 1 2013 Swildon’s Hole - Northwest Stream passage..... or thereabouts!  Geoff, Emma and Jack Ballard, Tids, Chris, 

Stu, NikNak.  We arrived at Sump 1 and I went through wrong but all right. We trudged along to the Landing and then up to 

Bang Squeeze then up to a really muddy bit called Wet Ears Squeeze and Chris went first and got a face-full of mud we all 

laughed!  After that we carried on to the traverse. It looked terrifying!! We got to the pitch but could not go down as Dad forgot 

the 10m ladder - he only had a 7m one and it was 3m from the ground so we had to go back.  Jack Ballard 

 

Sunday June 2 2013 Wigmore Swallet Claire Cohen, Duncan Price, Chris Jewell. 

Cleared the entrance but got no further than the first flat-out crawl due to run-in. Spent a lot of time digging this having 

previously built a wall to retain the earlier slump. Anon 

 

Thursday June 6 2013 Upper Flood Swallet Emma Gisborne, John Cooper, Rich Carey. 

We were taken on an amazing trip by Rich Carey.  We went through Upper Flood Passage to Midnight Chamber and along 

Midnight Passage.  Then to the Red Room - aptly named after the cranberry red formations.  Then we went to the Golden 

Chamber and on to the Boulder Choke and its many squeezes!  We then arrived at the Departure Lounge and on through 

Business Lounge - on to Walk the Plank Chamber. Next came the Royal Icing Chamber and went via West Passage and Link 

Passage (recently connected) into Neverland. We took off our oversuits and cleaned gloves, boots etc. before visiting the 

bottom of Curtain Climb and back to Pork Pie Passage. Steady climb out back in our muddy oversuits and back out. Emma 

 

Saturday June 8 2013 Read’s Cavern   Pete Buckley, Ali Moody, John Cooper, Kevin Hilton, Mirek. 

After clearance work we were able to enter the bedding passage that we could see into last week. This is pretty roomy and must 

be the left-hand branch of the “T” shaped extension that the LADS entered in 1983. Down dip this now ends in a pool and we 

now need the local water-table level to drop another 2m in order to reach the original sump! While John drilled, the rest of the 

party went on a tourist trip to Lads’ Luck. The water level in Alzheimer’s pool was surprisingly high. 4 hour trip. Ali 

 

Thursday June 13 2013 Agen Allwedd John Cooper, John & Emma Gisborne, Barry Weaver.  In via Ogof Gam and to the end of 

the main chamber.  Returned inspecting Southern Stream Passage, Trident Passage and the Main Streamway.  Wonderful trip, 

taking our time en-route. 3 ½ hours.  Emma 

 

Saturday June 22 2013 Charterhouse Cave Ali Moody, Pete Buckley, John Cooper.  
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Intention was to go digging in Rhino Passages but in the event he (Andrew Atkinson (Andrew Atkinson (Andrew Atkinson (Andrew Atkinson ––––    Ed)Ed)Ed)Ed) opted out and had a tourist / tidying 

up trip. Collected tools from the Riser dig, and a hammer, small chisel and crowbar left in the Timeline (Long chisel, 2 reels of 

bang wire and 2 trowels brought out).  A 100m reel of new bang wire was taken in and left at Squiffy Inlet.  We went along 

Route 66 checking what the water had done over the winter. There were no footprints once we were about 100m past the 

Crossing.  Quicksand Chamber had lots of extra sediments in it but no sign of the buckets that usually end up there. Diesel Duck 

had an inch of sand over the floor so was very pleasant - no water / no mud. We turned round at the Talus Cone Aven.  I wasn’t 

going to mention the Great Wall of Charterhouse, but my opinion of Pete’s wall building skill is going down – only half still 

standing! A pleasant 3 ¾ hours. John 

 

Saturday June 15 2013 Boreham Cave.  Wessex: Emma Heron, Claire Cohen, Clive Westlake.  CDG: Dave Ryall, Jason Mallinson, 

Gary Jones. 

Emsy and Jason went off through the sump to assail a constricted slot with hammer and chisel. As Sump 6 is 457m long this is 

quite a long way to go to assail a slot with hammer and chisel. Anyway Jason says that the cave beyond Sump 6 is horrible – so it 

must be.  Dave wished to photograph the 600m of handsome passage beyond the Kendal CC choke. Unfortunately Gloopy Twirl 

Inlet on the way to the Kendal choke is flood liable and the prevailing and forecast weather was not good. Thus Dave started 

photographing with Clive between Sump 5 and Gloopy Twirl whilst while Gary and Claire went to see the China Shop.  The four 

of us spent a further hour photographing, then dived out through Sumps 5 - 1 without incident.  

Emsy and Jason caught up with us later at Brackenbottom. They’d made some progress with hammer and chisel at the slot, but 

further progress will need heavier weaponry.  Clive  

 

Sunday June 16 2013 Rift Pot.  Clair Cohen, Mike Thomas, Clive Westlake.  

During some Interglacial a couple of winters ago we found our way through swirling mist and thawing snowfields to the 

entrance, but failed to find the best way down the last pitch. Today conditions were more temperate and we did find the best 

way down the last pitch. Rift Pot is not P-bolted, but Mike did some inspired and creative rigging. There’s not much else apart 

from the fine first and last pitches of this pothole, but they are both very fine.  Clive 

 

Monday June 24 2013 Rhino Rift Tim Rose, Sas Watson. 

First time in Rhino for the two of us to get an idea of what the place is like. Played string on the first pitch to practice our 

dangling. Will return to do the rest at a later period. Tim. 

 

Tuesday June 25 2013 Swildon’s Upper Series. Florence & Alison Crowther-Smith. 

Route-finding for Flo, her second trip all round the Upper Series, leading me. In via the Zig-Zags, from the top of Jacob’s Ladder 

down the Long Dry Way. Climbed up to the top of the old 40 and back down. Out via the Wet Way. Short trip, steady pace for 

route consolidation purposes..... also great fun!! Alison 

 

Saturday June 22 2013 Hilliers/Fairy   Florence & Alison Crowther-Smith, William Reed.   Birthday caving trip for me 

(Ali). The plan was to go in via Hilliers and out via Fairy, but made such good progress that at the duck we decided to turn round 

and came out of Hilliers too.  Went to the entrance of the Red Room, had a look, didn’t go in this time. Took lots of pics of the 

pretty bits and took our time so that I could try and find the route and make a map of it later at home.  2 ½ hrs. Ali. 

 

Thursday June 27 2013 Hilliers/Fairy Rich Carey, John Cooper, Emma Gisborne.   This is Mendip Classic, a 

brilliant trip that’s well worth doing. We entered via Hilliers down the hand-line and turned right downstream. Went to Tar Hall 

then on to Cambridge Cave taking the climb up to Fairy Cave. On to the Red Room via boulder choke. Climbed up in the Red 

Room to a high-level section with large curtains. Back through the boulder choke and out via Fairy Cave. 1 ¾ hrs. Emma 

 

Saturday June 29 2013 Swildon’s Hole. Re-Surveying Project. Footleg (aka (aka (aka (aka Paul FretwellPaul FretwellPaul FretwellPaul Fretwell)))), Badger (aka Tony Radmall),(aka Tony Radmall),(aka Tony Radmall),(aka Tony Radmall), Paul 

Dold, Ben Kent, Jock White.  

We’ve had a few trips surveying with a Disto X and sketching on a PDA. About time we wrote about one in the Log Book. 

Previously we had covered from the entrance to Water Chamber via ZigZags, Long Dry Way and Short Dry Way routes. Training 

a number of people in the survey techniques in the process. 

Today we had two new faces on the project so decided to focus on training rather than trying to get as much data as possible. 

We started in Water Chamber with a Disto X calibration test (we had two Disto Xs with us, so 2 teams). Then how to recalibrate 

and retest to prove the calibration worked. Next, a sketching lesson in Water Chamber while Dold gave Josh a rigging lesson at 

the old 40 pitch head.  We then set 2 teams off surveying downstream. One staying in the stream and one taking the original 

route to the top of the 40 foot pot. Descending the pot to close the loop with the other team. We surveyed on downstream to 

the corner with the folded strata.  

Back at Upper Pitts the data was quickly processed by Footleg and the total error in closing the loop between the two teams 

was just 16cms!  Good work, and two trained up sketchers ready to be unleashed on the rest of the system. 

 

Paul Dold took some nice pictures of the training in Water Chamber so we have a record of the activities too.  6 hours 

underground.  Badger  
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Sunday June 30 2013 Sandford Levy Mine Florence William & Alison Crowther-Smith.  Obviously, this was one of the 

most challenging trips I have undertaken in my extensive (16 months!) of caving. It was sheer luck that we had all the kit we 

needed, food, spare lights, ladders, SRT Kit, and dinghy (inflatable). Quote of the day: Will: I never want to crawl that far, ever 

again. Me neither.  Most notable incident of extreme peril: at the top of the pitch (where we leaned over and had a quick look 

down), and back at the club house, when the wind blew William’s cider can over, but luckily it was empty.  Too tired to write 

more now, except to thank the thoughtful “caver” who left a severed (ceramic, green) alien hand at the end of the last passage. 

This enabled us to fully test the echo-quality of the mine, because it made William scream like a girl.  Alison  

 

Sunday June 30 2013 Swildon’s Hole Re-Survey project. Footleg, Badger, Ben Kent, Paul Dold. Survey team returned to sort out 

entrance area loose ends. Connected our surface GPS fix points to entrance with some challenging daylight Distoing. Working as 

two teams underground we completed 5 interconnected loops around Showerbath Chamber and Kenny’s Dig. Curiously, Dold 

and Badger met lots of people on their section while Ben and Footleg seemed to be the only group following our route! Andy 

Sparrow passed through with a group of giggling girls, then later Chris Binding came through with some roughty toughy men. 

Lots of loose ends tied up as we surveyed to the very limits of Disto X endurance* * This means that the batteries ran out. Anon 
 

Thursday July 4 2013 Swildon’s Sidcot U-Tube. John Cooper, John & Emma Gisborne. 

Afternoon trip to the Sidcot U-Tube to investigate the amount of air-space with the intention of returning another day. 10 - 15 

cms of space through the tube ahead and clear water looking inviting. Out in 2 1/4 hours ready for an Independence Day 

celebration at the Hunters! (One frog rescued as well - again). John G 

 

Monday July 8 2013 Eastwater Primrose Pot.  Josh Bratchley, Mike Waterworth. 

Carried 80m of rope and our SRT gear down Upper Traverse into Primrose Path to the Squeeze. Realised that neither of us could 

do the return under our own steam. First trip there and not sure what to expect on the other side.  Josh tried, twice, to get 

through - attempting to get back out at every stage, got to the slight bend in the tube and could not climb out - needed hauling 

via fixed rope. Leave this for another day! Return trip was fun with such a large bag!   Mike 

Saturday July 13 2013 Swildon’s Hole Northwest Stream Passage. “2
nd

 Saturday trip”.  John Cooper, Pete Hellier, Tom Harrison, 
Beth Berriman, Michael Waterworth, John Gisborne, Emma Gisborne, John Hurst and Lukas Rybacki.          Went to Northwest 
Stream Passage via “Wet Ears” squeeze. Explored to downstream sump and the inspected the dip tubes (upstream). Bailed wet 
duck in Northwest Stream Passage. Really interesting lovely phreatic tubes and a challenging pitch. Well worth a visit. Emma. 

Thursday July 18 2013 Longwood Swallet Rich Carey, Emma Gisborne, John Cooper.  

Dropped down the entrance rift and watched Rich negotiating the letter box squeeze (feet first!). I decided to go head first (so 

that I could see where I was going). Then Rich rigged a 5m ladder - slightly awkward approach. Then into (non-existent shower) 

Shower Bath Chamber (very dry). Into easier passage into the Great Chamber. We avoided the bold step and climbed down the 

dry waterfall before traversing across to the other side. Crawled through into the August Hole streamway - which was very 

noisy. Down to the Swing Pitch following the streamway – bottom 2 metres was very wet. We then followed stream down Fault 

Chamber to main streamway at the bottom. We then headed upstream and took right hand branch to the top of the Dry Gallery 

and then back down and looked at Wet Gallery – further down to Stream Gallery. Retreated back down to Fault Chamber and 

went down stream which is beautifully decorated. Followed the stream down to the sump but DID NOT DO Renolds passage – 

just looked at it. Emma   

 

Saturday July 20 2013 Read’s Cavern.  Ali Moody, John Cooper, Pete Buckley.  

Removed boulder at high-level near Lad’s squeeze. Now an interesting tube-type passage goes on forever! (OK, 6m or so). Had a 

look at B-S sump, water level had dropped a further 0.5m - didn’t have a wetsuit on so can’t confirm it’s about 2m deep and low 

down (as it looks). Lots of wildlife in the water and a rat showed itself on the way out. Ali tried to catch it, but it sensibly ran 

away. Quick look into Alzheimer’s End. No further water-level drop; silt and mud pool at the bottom. Lovely. Continued digging 

draughting phreatic tube - another 2m, for 2 hours digging. John ran off with the chocolate. Just under 5 hours.  Pete. 

 

Tuesday July 30 2013 Swildon’s Blue Pencil Passage. Ollie Halls, John Walsh, Russ How 

(Nearly) there and back again. Mud Sump clear of water, headed straight on down Blue Pencil. Slithered and squeezed our way 

down, only to find an 18ft (or so) pot that John didn’t remember - it has been about 15 years, to be fair to him. With Russ not 

being a big fan of heights we showed restraint and headed home with the heavy legs of the seriously unfit. Troubles were far 

too flooded for us to consider bailing tonight.  Ollie. 

 

Thursday August 1 2013 Swildons Blue Pencil. Michael Butcher, Richard Carey, John Cooper, Michael Kousiounis and Emma 

Gisborne 

Blue Pencil up to downstream end of Sump 3 – then explored Sump 4. Looked at the Priddy Green Sink Cowsh Aven and 

admired the climb up into Watergate. Back up Blue Pencil, bailed the first Trouble (more water but not by much – can’t 

understand the 30/7/13 reports). Excellent trip. Emma  
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Easter 2013. Haut-Languedoc  (Malc Foyle) 

 

In April 2013 a team of Clive Westlake, Pete Hann, Jonathan Williams and Malc Foyle headed to the Haut-

Languedoc for six days at Easter. 

 
Although we have been regularly caving in the Haut-

Languedoc since 2000, staying in the area around Ganges 

and Lodeve, this year we based ourselves in Saint-Pons-de-

Thomières, some 2 hours further west. This area, part of 

the Parc Naturel Régional du Haut-Languedoc, is not well 

known among UK cavers. We had been planning to visit the 

area for a number of years now, having found out about a 

number of very well decorated caves in the area but with 

many of the caves there being locked and trips being led it 

had taken some planning. 

 

In 2012, whilst staying further east, we had a couple of 

days out in the Montagne Noire, visiting two caves La 

Grotte du Macoumé and the Grotte du Pont du Ratz.  

 

Macoumé is one of the caves that has to be booked well in 

advance and the trip is led. Jon had managed to book us a 

trip which was led by one of the original discoverers of the 

cave. We had a few hours caving in this stunning place 

with, our photographers, Clive and Pete both acting like 

kids in a sweet shop.  

 

Pont du Ratz is a stream cave of about 6km in length. Clive 

booked this cave, so we just had to pick the key up and 

were let loose on our own enjoying the streamway and 

taking some pictures. There is a high entrance to Pont du 

Ratz and by descending a few short pitches a through trip 

can be completed. 

 

This year we elected to fly to Toulouse and hire a car to 

save the 1000km drive. Less than 4 hours after leaving 

Bristol airport we were unloading our car at our gite.  For 

Saturday, Clive had arranged for us to visit a cave called 

Grotte du PN 77. This is a superbly decorated cave which is 

controlled with strict access arrangements. As with the 

Macoumé the gate would make those on Mendip look like 

Lego. 

 

The cave starts with a fixed ladder of 10 meters which lands 

in a large dry passage. The caving generally is quite straight 

forward. The passages are mostly walking, with a few 

climbs. No tackle is require because the whole cave is 

permanently rigged with all manner of things from the very 

substantial entrance ladder to knotted hand lines and 

staples up to 1.2 metres apart. Obviously, Pete had a lot of 

fun with these. 

 

Not long after the entrance you start seeing formations of 

all kinds in large concentrations and given that the cave 

was discovered nearly 40 years ago they are still stunning. 

Eventually the formations give way to a large steeply 

descending passage that arrives in a streamway. There are 

upstream and downstream sumps so you only get to see 

150 metres in each direction. 

On Sunday, we set off to the Grotte de la Trayolle, a couple 

of kilometres east of St Pons. This cave has open access and 

is 1500 metres in length. From our information, it looked as 

though we needed 4 ropes from 15 - 40 metres so we 

diligently packed ropes, 25 hangers, and a couple of slings 

and set off to find the cave. After some what of a longer 

walk than we expected we arrived at the entrance. 

Expecting to find a ramp like pitch close to the entrance we 

kitted up. I put all the hangers on a sling around my neck 

ready to start rigging and set off into the entrance. After 

about 20 minutes, which seemed much longer caving with 

all that crap hanging off you, we came across a ramp like 

pitch. I set off down the pitch and with a bit of faffing 

arrived on a ledge with 1.5 metres of the 40 metre rope to 

spare. 

 

Me; “Clive, should this cave have any water in it?”  

Clive replied; “None in the pictures I've seen” 

Me; “There appears to be a lake below me!”   

Silence from above.  

 

I was soon joined by Jon, with the rest of the rope. We had 

a chat and I climbed down into the water which was up 

around the nether regions. Clive, Pete and Jon had a good 

look around on the long ledge, went up a crawl and 

decided there was no way on. They summoned up the 

courage and followed me through the canal over a 

flowstone gour and then through a lake which was quite 

deep on the dwarf. We followed a grand passage for a 

couple of hundred meters with some fine flowing gours 

and other formations. Photos were taken and we exited 

after a few route finding problems. 

 

Monday was to be a day of culture for Pete and the author. 

Our history buff's, Clive and Jon, wanted to have a look 

around some of the Cathar sites in the area. One of which 

was the town of Minerve where in 1210 some catholic 

bloke set up 4 catapults, chucked some stones at the town 

walls until they surrendered then burnt 180 of them at the 

stake. All in all, a very educational day in the rain.  

 

Tuesday was the day to visit a show cave. We chose the 

Gouffre Géant de Cabrespine which is about an hours drive 

from St Pons. Pete, Jon and the author were quite looking 

forward to wandering around a couple of hundred meters 

of nice formations but, Mr Westlake having spent most of 

his time up North, did not want to pay the meagre entrance 

fee. Instead, he had got hold of a couple of chaps Jean-

Claude and Alain to get us in for free. 

 

There was one hitch to us getting in for nothing! We had to 

put on our caving kit. The Cabrespine has over 16 

kilometres of passage beyond the show cave. Climb down 

145 metres of fixed ladders, steps and hand lines to reach 
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the streamway. Follow, what is reported to be one of the 

best stream passages in France, down stream for over 2 

kilometres, through some huge high level chambers with 

superb formations, to one of the largest chambers in the 

cave called Salle du Dome which contains several very large 

dome shaped stall bosses. We then had to return up 

stream and slog our way back up all the ladders to the 

show cave. It was well worth it. 

 

The Cabrespine was awesome! Cheers Clive. 

 

On Wednesday we decided to have a look around St Pons. 

One of the things we wanted to do was find the top 

entrance to Pont du Ratz, the stream cave we had visited 

last Easter. We walked down into town to have a look at 

the Source du Jaur, that resurges right in the middle of 

town, although none of the water has any association with 

6km long Pont du Ratz. After hanging around the 

resurgence, taking a few photos, we set off to find the top 

entrance for the Ratz. With Clive’s map reading it did not 

take long to locate the entrance in the woods above the 

town. This was then logged on GPS, in preparation for a 

through trip next Easter (2014). 

 

Our history buffs had to look at the church in St Pons 

before we were allowed to have lunch. 

 

The afternoon’s activity was a walk in the Gorges d'Héric 

which is about 20km east of St Pons. The gorge is obviously 

a bit of a tourist trap and has a concrete path right to the 

top. However, a good couple of hours were spent 

wandering around. That evening we again wandered down 

to town to try one of the restaurants and a very good meal 

was had for our last night. We returned to Bristol the 

following afternoon. 

 

The area around St Pons has some truly awesome caving. 

The fact that a lot of the better known caves are locked, 

have to be booked and led, tends to put people off. It did 

for us for about 10 years. We still cannot believe that we 

were the first British group in such a magnificent cave like 

the Cabrespine. We have already decided to return next 

Easter to have a look at some more of the fantastically well 

decorated caves of the region and will certainly be 

returning to the Cabrespine. 

 

 

 

Caving wrecks! (Pete Buckley) 
 

Although we may take care to look after our kit; to 

clean it, wash it and generally make sure it’s looked 

after, caving is an arduous activity for both us and our 

kit. As soon as we take it underground we begin to 

damage it. If you are caving in ‘new’ cave or in sharp, 

fossiliferous limestone then very quickly your gear 

starts to feel the pain. 

 

Once a patch wears thin or rips, it doesn’t take long for 

the suit to become a patch work of repairs. As well as 

breaking needles on a sewing machine, I’ve used a 

variety of glues to stick patches on. All in the hope of 

getting just one more trip out of a suit. 

 

There does come a time when the patches and glue 

make the suit so stiff and unwieldy that it begins to 

defeat the purpose. The next repair job requires a 

wallet! 

 

What is your favourite / recommended method to 

prolong the life of a hard working caving suit?  

 

 

 

 

Talking of kit - don’t forget, you can buy the blue 

Showa gloves shown from the sales cupboard at Upper 

Pitts. These are hard wearing; relatively touch 

sensitive, rubber gloves which last considerably longer 

than the latex dipped builder’s gloves. 

 

 

Photo Courtesy of Alison Moody 
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