
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 



Journa l No.  41  Augus t 1953 
FOREWORD 

 
The request to members for their views on the suggestion that the subscription should 

be raised to cover the increased cost of the enlarged journal resulted in about twelve 
letters being received.  Of these, only two gave it as their view that the subscription 
should remain at 7/6, the others stating that they would be quite prepared to pay an 

increase if the number of issues per year of the Journal remained the same as at 
present, namely six. In addition, a number of other members have also stated their 

willingness to pay an increased subscription and the Committee has therefore decided 
to propose that it should be increased to 10/ -  for a full member and 12/6 for joint 
membership . 

 
The Club year ends on July 31st, but in the opinion of the Committee this is not a very 

satisfactory arrangement so it has been decided to put forward a proposal at the 
A.G.M. that the year should end on September 30th.  
 

A complaint has been received from the U.B.S.S. rega rding the behaviour of certain of 
our members at the recent "Guest Day" on July 19th at G.B. Cavern. One became very 

abusive when asked for the 1/-  tackle fee, and two others got away without paying. It 
should be pointed out that the reason for the charge is that the U.B.S.S. have incurred 
certain extra expenses since they were forced to introduce the "Guest Day" system at 

G.B. and in actual fact the fees they receive do not cover the extra expenditure 
invo lved. 

 
On the same day a fairly large number of peo ple (including members of the Wessex 
Cave Club) visited Swildons. Mr.  Maine, the owner of the cave, informed the Hon. 

Asst. Sec. that some of our members failed to pay him for the visit. The Committee has 
decided to send Mr. Maine a letter of apology for the conduct of these members and it 

cannot be too strongly emphasized that this sort of behaviour may have the effect of 
disturb ing the very good relat ions between Mendip farmers and the Club.  
 

The Annual General Meeting will be held on October 10th and we would like to see a 
record attendance. Members living away from Mendip and wishing to reserve 

accommodation at either Hillgrove or the Eastwater hut are advised to book with the 
Hon. Secretary as soon as possible.  
 

HON. SEC:  F.W. Frost, 22 Wolseley Road, Bishops ton, Bristo l 7.  
Phone: Bristo l 44221.  

HON. ASST. SEC:  D. Thomson, 4 St. Joseph Rd. Weston-Super-Mare, Somerset.  
HON. TREAS :  G. Williams, 1 Redhil l Drive , Fishponds, Bristo l.  
HON. SEC. LONDON GROUP:  Mrs. J.H.D. Hooper, 92 Station Crescent, Ashford , 

Middx. Phone : Ashford, Middx. 2168 
HON. LIBRARIAN & GEAR CURATOR: P.I.W. Harvey, Fairleigh, 7 Woodstock Rd. , 

Redland, Bristo l 6.  
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WE WELCOME THE FOLLOWING NEW MEMBERS AND AFFILIATED GROUPS: 
 

E.H. BATTEN, Wills Hall, Stoke Bishop, Bristo l 9.  
J.K. CARLTON, Bedford School, Bedford.  

B.R. CHAMBERLAIN, 102 Egerton Road, Bishops ton, Bristo l 7.  
A.J. CORDELL, c/o 16 Wood Lane, Isleworth, Middlesex.  
A.J. HAYES, 66 Birch Road, Southville, Bristo l 3.  

J.D. LESLIE, 44 Constab le Road, Lockleaze , Bristo l 7.  
I.M. JOINER, 69 Druid Stoke Ave.., Stoke Bishop, Bristo l 9.  

J. O ꞌBRIEN, "The Paddock", South Tidworth, Hants.  
P.J. PRICE, 26 Ashcombe Gdns. Weston-Super- Mare, Somerset. 
M.E. WILSON, Greenways, 91 Castle Road, Rowlands Castle, Hants.  

J.E.G. WOODHOUSE, 25 Silve rc ro f t Ave., Handsworth Wood, Birmingham 20.  
BEDFORD SCHOOL CAVING CLUB, Bedford School, Bedford.  

SCHOOL HOUSE "VENTURERS", Clifton College, School House, College Road, 
Bristo l 8. 

 

CHANGES OF ADDRESS : 
 

H. JELLEY, 56 Gardner Street, Brighton.  
A.R. THOMAS, 32 Cotham Vale, Bristo l 6.  
W. VAWDREY, Harolds Hill, Churt, Via Farnham, Surrey.  

 
 

FORTHCOMING EVENTS 
 
SEPT. 5/6. WEEKEND VISIT TO STEEP HOLM. 

The party will be limited to 12 so early application is advisable. The cost from 
Weston-Super-Mare is 9/-  return boat fare, plus 2/-  landing fee, plus 1/-  per night for 

camping in the barracks building. Parties of less than 12 must pay a minimum boat fee 
of £5. Names to the Hon. Secretary as soon as possib le .  
 

OCT. 10TH. ANNUAL GENERAL MEETIN G AND DINNER.  
The meeting will be held at the Caveman Restaurant, Cheddar, at 4.0 p.m. sharp. 

Notice of motions for discussion at the A.G.M. must be received by the Hon. Secretary 
three weeks before the date of the meeting. (rule 19).  
The dinner will be at 7.30 p.m. The Caveman Restaurant  is fully licensed and drinks 

will be available at "Bar Prices". The price of the dinner is 8/6 and applications for 
tickets should be sent to the Hon. Secretary. There will be no fireworks this year.  

 
 
 

We deeply regret to have to announce the death of Le slie Millward on July 8th 1953.  
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HEADQUART ERS 
 

Recently, there has been a noticeable increase in the number of members using both 
the Hillgrove and Eastwater huts, so this was thought to be an opportune moment to 

remind members of the facilities offered by both places to those who may be thinking 
of staying on Mendip. In passing, it should be mentioned that during a week's stay at 
the Eastwater hut Alan Bennett completely re- felted and repaired the building. The 

Hillgrove hut has also had its share of 'maintenance' and the so-called tackle hut is 
now in position. In spite of rain four members including Oliver Lloyd, Phil Davies and 

Tony Wring, spent a most energetic and useful weekend working on the hut and site. 
The fie ld was 'de-nett led '. gutte r ing and windows repaired , and waste holes started.  
 

When re- felting the Eastwater hut it was discovered that the habit of throwing ladders 
over the roof to dry had been the cause of damage to the felt, so would members please 

note that this is a definite 'don't'  in the future. Owing to the limited amount of space at 
both the Eastwater and Hillgrove huts it has been decided that members' personal 
property must not be stored at either. This applies also to food, and it is a rule that any 

food left can be used by a following party. Remains of bread etc., should not be left in 
the huts or thrown in the waste pits as if it is left about it will certainly attract vermin 

to the site. 
 
Hillgrove has nine bunks and is supplied with sufficient cooking gear and eating 

utensils to cater for a full house. Wood for use in the heating stove can be cut from the 
fallen trees on the site and some coke has also been ordered. Two forms of cooking 

gear are available, calor gas and a four burner paraffin stove. When used by the 
'experts' this stove is a very good one indeed, but others seem to find difficulty in 
getting it going. When the actual cooking is completed, or when leaving the hut, please 

turn the fuel tank on the end of the stove upside down and the valve on the calor gas 
cylinder should be turned off. If the paraffin runs out it can be obtained at the garage 

near the Green Ore cross roads.  
 
Milk and eggs can be obtained at the farm, but it is advisable to give prior notice about 

milk as most of this is sent away after a milking. Drinking water is available from a 
tap in the milking shed, but at times the pump is switched off, so get sufficient for, 

say, a day's requirements at a time.  
 
On the rare occasions when cavers wash and shave, it will be found that the new tackle 

hut is most useful, particula r ly in bad weather.  
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Before leaving Hillgrove burn all refuse on the incinerator and please do empty the 
Elsan in the nearby trench. Make certain all windows are securely fastened and both 

doors locked. Hut fees should be left in the green box. 
 

The accommodation at the Eastwater hut is of a more simple type. Four bunks, cooking 
and eating utensils, are provided. Milk and eggs from the farm and water from a tap 
near the farm. 

 
Accommodation at both places should be booked through the Hon. Sec., and members 

who do book have prior rights in both huts.  
 
Hut fees are as follows:-  

 
HILLGROVE : Members 

 First night: 1/6d. 
 Each success ive night: 1/- . 
 Visito rs 

 First night: 2/6d. 
 Each success ive night: 1/- . 

 
EASTWATER: Members 
 First six nights : 1/-  per night. 

 Seventh and each success ive night: 9d.  
 Visito rs 

 First night: 2/6d. 
 Second to sixth nights : 1/-  per night. 
 Seventh and each success ive night: 9d.  

 
Any persons making use of the huts' facilities are asked to contribute some thing 

towards the cost of fuel, etc.  
 
Details of any visits should be entered in the log together with a note of hut fees paid 

or owing (this in the back of the log).  
HON. SECRETARY 

 
 
 

 
OFFICERS AND COMMITTEE FOR 1953/4  

 
Nominations for the above must be received by the Hon. Secretary before September 
20th. 
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The Editor , 
Wessex Cave Club Journa l.  

 
Sir, 

 
I think the Committee of the Wessex Cave Club is wrong in wanting to cut down the 
number of issues of the Journa l from six to four a year.  

 
There are three factors invo lved : 

 
l. Its membership value.  
2. Its cost of production.  

3a. How much of each annua l subscr ipt ion is to pay for it.  
3b. Whether the annual subscription should therefore bear a direct relationship to 

its cost of production.  
 
Let us take them in order: 

 
l. As was shown at the Annual General Meeting last October, we all feel that the 

Journal is an important factor in getting and retaining members (particularly the latter) 
and in providing them with a creative outlet (I am biased in this, of course). It was felt 
then that in order to fulfil these functions properly the space between each issue 

should not be more than two months (a) because people forget about the club if it is 
longer, (b) because you can't organise forthcoming activities longe r ahead and (c) 

because news gets stale. I don't think the Committee ought to alter this arrangement 
without a genera l meeting, but I gather that they will not do so.  
2. Cost of production is increasing and will continue to increase slowly with the price 

of mater ia ls. There is nothing wonderful in that; it happens to everything.  
3. If you want a thing badly enough you will get it, but you must pay for it. I think we 

have to accept the Committee's view that 4/6 is an excessive proportion of the 7/6 
annual subscription to pay for the Journal. After all, we do like to have the best 
possible tackle; and there are secretarial expenses as well. So I can see no reason why 

the annual subscription should not be raised just enough to cover the extra cost: say 
from 7/6 to 9/- . When people know what they are getting for their extra 1/6 they won't 

compla in, much. 
 
But I deprecate the practice of lowering the value of goods to cover increased 

production costs; and that is what you do if you cut down the issues from six to four 
per annum. History, past and present, has given us many examples of the bad effects of 

doing this. The practice is frankly dishonest. I feel that the Jour nal is good enough for 
us to take a pride in it and to pay more for it rather than debase its value . 
 

I remain yours, etc.  
OLIVER C. LLOYD. 
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SWILDONS SUMP 
 

Every so often we hear a story to the effect that Swildons sump is either becoming 
silted up, or else that it is already impassable. The first of these is probably true, the 

second certainly is not, for example, this June with a party we were unable to get 
through at the first attempt. Two head first plunges got as far as a heap of gravel, with 
shoulders and helmet bouncing about between floor and roof. A more cautious feet 

first examination seemed to show that a bar of gravel had formed about half way along. 
The gap here between floor and roof is about one and a half times the length of a boot, 

say about eighteen inches. This is only just enough to get through, and is almost tight 
enough to be class ified as an underwate r squeeze .  
 

On our second visit to the place (next day) we sat in a circle in the water admiring the 
thing. Estimates of the available water passage ranged between ten inches and two 

feet. Eventually, after undressing, David Tanner  plucked up courage and swam through 
and back again. I was inclined to think that the removal of clothes had made all the 
difference! After another of my unsuccessful plunges (into a large boulder this time) I 

did the same. I was told that my first try had  been too far to the left. Once on the other 
side we noticed that someone had tried to lower the water level by digging, but not 

with any noticeable success. We also noticed that the wire, which previously went 
under a lump of rock, was now hooked over its  left side, presumably to reduce the risk 
of swimming too far and getting caught underneath. This seems to be the whole 

trouble. 
 

The third day was spent in academic consideration of sumps in general at the Wookey 
Hole Show Caves, There certainly seems to be something to be said for electric light 
and concrete steps. But let's hope it never happens in Swildons.  

 
We went and saw Luke Devenish, who quoted WIS as saying that there was plenty of 

room to get through. He suggested that perhaps the position of the  wire had changed 
and confirmed that the way to go through was (originally) to be on the left of the wire 
on the way in, holding it in the right hand. He could not understand why we wanted to 

go through there anyway.  
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On the fourth day we all went through, on the right of the wire, which seems to be the 
best way. One of these days someone will put the wire back where it started, and then 

the fun will start all over again. We are all hoping that the local explosives enthusiasts 
will have blown the thing away before our next trip. What a hope!  

 
The moral contained in this story is obvious -  for why bother to go down Swildons 
when Stoke Lane is less than twenty miles away -  go there instead. 

 
OLIVER C. WELLS 

 
 
 

22716668 Pte. Duck, 
2nd Btn. Green Howards, 

'B' Coy., 6 Platoon, 
M.E.L.F. 27. 

8.5.53 

 
Dear Mr.Frost, 

 
I have just received the April number of the Club magazine and it has made me realize 
how much I owe you a letter.  

 
I miss my spot of caving very much, but must add that the excellent and human 

descriptions in the magazine keep me very well informed. Often whilst out in the 
boiling desert on Schemes it does me good to think of freezing water pouring down on 
us from the entrance of Eastwate r and the '40 ft' at Swildons .  

 
The nearest to caving I've been since being in Egypt was a spot of mountain rescue 

work. A man was lost in the Jebeles (steep sandstone mountains) and our efforts 
included struggling up steep goat tracks loaded with food and water. We eventually 
found him with the help of an Auster aircra ft , none the worse for wear.  

 
As you can see I have again changed my address and if Nogeib leaves us alone I expect 

it to be the same for the next 18 months. Thank you again for a ll the Club's done for 
me. 
 

Yours sincere ly, 
 

CHRISTOPHER W. DUCK. 
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EXPLORIN G GOUGHS CAVE 
 

Part I 
 

In an earlier number of this Journal I suggested a certain hostelry as the most 
satisfactory site for speleological activity during the winter months. There are 
nevertheless several places where the keen or impecunious cave explorer may get 

underground with the minimum of discomfort from mud, cold water and (his worst 
bane of all) changing his wet clothes at the cave entrance. Perhaps the most paradisial 

of these is the archaeological dig conducted by Mr.  Balch, our President, at the Badger 
Hole, Wookey. Here the Saturday afternoon visitor may enjoy the comforts of electric 
lights, a miniature railway to carry earth to the sorting table, and an aerial ropeway 

which automatically empties it on to the tip! To say nothing of the interest of finding 
Pleistocene remains, for at the time of writing these bones are being discovered in 

increas ing quantit ie s.  
 
During the last three winters I have been fortunate in obtaining permission to make a 

detailed survey of Goughs Cave at Cheddar. Goughs ranks high in the list of cushy 
caves, for though it is easy to get gloriously wet and muddy in some of the inner 

passages one is yet encouraged by the comforts of civilisation never more than eight 
minutes away, 
 

The first curious incident happened while I was surveying the Boulder Chamber, about 
100 yards beyond the show cave,  by myself. I was sitting on a rock, as surveyors do, 

trying to steel myself to the effort of taking another bearing, when from nowhere in 
particular came a faint burbling sound. Relaxing, I waited, all ears! In a minute the 
noise was repeated, and then it came again and again with increasing intensity. Soon it 

could be heard anywhere in the Chamber, closely resembling the sound which water 
pipes are wont to make at midnight in a strange house. I soon traced it to a tiny hole in 

the floor, from which a trick le of water issues in wet weather.  
 
After about an hour the noises diminished and then ceased. The last twenty minutes 

were marked by tappings, plops, and rare grunts coming from the hole. When I 
returned at the end of the day the hole was filled with water, which overflowed and 

sank away in a low tunnel. It is probably this water which reappears in the show cave 
and joins with other driblets to form the little stre am that runs down Heartbreak Hill to 
vanish at the lowest point in the cave, near the Fonts. There had been heavy rain on the 

night before the occurrence.  
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An interesting check on the accuracy of the survey was made a few days later. The 
most Easterly passage of all, the Far Rift, bends back towards the Boulder Chamber 

and apparently passes within six feet of a branch passage from it. On this afternoon I 
was accompanied by Bob Sellers, who like myself had permission to enter for 

scientific purposes, and by Colin Painter, the guide, who has given invaluable help 
with the survey from time to time. Colin went into the Far Rift and I crawled up the 
tunnel from the Boulder Chamber. At the end is a boulder choke, and when I shouted 

through it I was a lit t le startled to hear Colin reply only 3 or 4 feet away.  
 

Presently there came shouts from another part of the Boulder Chamber. Our impetuous 
big-game hunter, in his zealous search for descendants of the fauna which made the 
Cheddar Mans' life a misery, had descended a muddy crevasse, and now stated that he 

couldn't get out again. However, when we reached him he refused assistance and 
crawled out unaided, amid disparaging remarks!  

 
We had noticed several signs that there might be a passage high in the roof o f the Far 
Rift, so, leaving Bob to his own devices, Colin and I took a long nylon rope into this 

extremity of the cave. It is a high narrow fissure, and I climbed up one corner without 
much difficulty, with the rope attached. The final ten feet were harder , so I drove in 

one of Luke Devenish's pitons and attached a carabiner to it and the rope, after which 
Colin insured my life from 30 feet below. At the very top there was indeed a low 
comfortless tunnel leading gently downhill, but it became too narrow for  me after 30 

feet. A slight draught blew out of the constriction. Next Colin insured me across a 
wide straddle into a pretty grotto below stalagmited boulders filling a large chimney. 

This was probably the passage we had expected, but it was impene trab le .  
 
Next day I returned to the comfortless tunnel with a trowel. After half an hours 

digging at the squeeze I struggled through into a tiny chamber, and then down a steep 
chute into a larger passage with stalagmites. Soon I reached a vertical drop of 20 feet 

into a large chamber. The descent was very tricky and the arrival very disappointing, 
for I found myself in the sandy cavern above the drop into the Boulder Chamber, 
having dropped out of a chimney in the North East corner. Fired by this discovery I 

went to the Eastern end of the Far Rift and climbed an easy chimney to the roof 55 feet 
above, on the chance that there might be a similar tunnel leading to regions yet untrod 

and that sort of thing. There wasn't.  
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Beneath St. Pauls, the lofty cavern near the end of the show cave, is a series of small 
grottoes separated by boulder chokes. They terminate in a low bedding plane, along 

which flows the noisy little stream already mentioned. Down-stream is one of the 
muddiest passages in Mendip, only rivalled by parts of Swildons Hole and Stoke Lane 

Swallet. Upstream is a shallow muddy lake. The bedding plane ascends and becomes 
very wide, and its floor is pitted with innumerable scallops whose sharp edges, facing 
downhil l, make the upward wriggle a memorab le experience . 

 
Among the problems which were answered by the survey was the old question of the 

relation of Goughs to the two caves in the cliff overhead, Long Hole and Great Oones 
Hole. These two, which appear to be connected in some obscure way, closely follow 
the course of the show cave at a level 100 to 150 feet higher. Perhaps the closest 

approach to Goughs is in a tortuous tunnel leading off Long Hole which shows strong 
upward scalloping, and which appeared from the survey to be in the neighbourhood  of 

the Fonts. We were granted special permission to survey the Fonts, and accordingly 
Luke Devenish, Howard Kenney and I borrowed a ladder and made the ascent, Howard 
and I being equipped with whistles. There is little to add to the description by Dr. 

Baker in "Netherworld of Mendip", save that the Fonts proved to be just 100 feet high 
and that Luke proved too strong for the eighth rung of the ladder. When the survey was 

done Howard and Luke stayed put while I obtained the necessary permission and 
hurried round to the Long Hole passage, which is completely choked with huge 
boulders, and blew a series of piercing blasts on the whistle. It was disappointing to 

receive no reply, but we soon found that shouting was more effective. Communication 
was established beyond all doubt when I heard, filtering faintly through the choke, the 

strains of a certain ditty for which Luke is justly famous among his (men) friends.  
 

W.I. STANTON 
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EASTWATER SWALLET -  THE PRIMROSE-PO T SURVEY 
 

Surveying is never a very popular pastime with the average caver, and when the 
passage to be surveyed is both remote and arduous, there is always a singular lack of 

helpers. So it was with the Primrose Pot in Eastwater Swallet. At an early stage in the 
survey of the cave we had traversed the full length of the Primrose Path to the squeeze, 
but what lay beyond remained unmapped, and with the lack of midgets in the 

Birmingham group this state of affairs might have persisted indefinitely. However, the 
Easter trip to Yorkshire put a different complexion on things. On mentioning the 

matter to Willie Stanton, he admitted that for some time he had wanted to try the 
squeeze, and would be very keen on a trip. He also undertook to find some midgets and 
cajole them into the pot, of course being very tactful about the survey part of it. We 

wanted to have Howard Kenney with us, he being the only person ever to have 
descended the pot, and eventually he was persuaded that the survey was absolutely 

essentia l. 
 
June 20th was the fateful day, with thick cloud covering Mendip. We had brought from 

Birmingham a newcomer to caving, Geoff Woodhouse. He had been very keen on the 
trip, and although we had misgivings about subjecting a new recruit to the tortures of 

the Primrose Path, we silenced our consciences by reminding each other that we 
needed pack-mules to carry tackle, and anyway, he'd be bound not to try the squeeze 
when he saw its evil appearance.  

 
Promptly at midday Willie Stanton loomed through the mist, closely followed by Eric 

Hensler in a large utility, complete with a sack of tackle, three rucsacks and the 
persons of Alan Surrall, Ron Flavell and Keith Chambers. We were, unfortunately, 
ready to start! We soon encountered the troubles mentioned by Kenney in his original 

report on the pot, only ours were in a more aggravated form. Thanks to the valiant 
efforts of Alan Surrall in assembling "technical equipment" we had not merely nine 

packs for eight people, but about twenty! Fortunately, two other club members were on 
the spot to help us with the load, and we speedily (?) assembled at the squeeze.  
 

Willie eyed it speculatively for a moment, then turned to me with a positively beatific 
smile and invited me to proceed. Wishing I was at the rear of the party instead of the 

front, I gave a sickly grin, held on to a rope loop and entered the squeeze in the 
traditional "feet first and belly down" position. Ten seconds later I had almost fallen 
down the pot! Pausing to gather breath I was rapped  
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smartly on the helmet by one of the equipment packs. Thus reminded of the real 
purpose of the trip I started taking sights back through the slot, no easy task in a very 

confined space. The first readings having been made and the tape coiled there was a 
hiatus -  a long one -  punctuated by curses from the people uncoiling ladders, and 

plaintive bleats from myself, wanting to know when something was going to happen. 
The replies were interes t ing, but had no direct bearing on the work in hand.  
 

At last the nearly interminable task of feeding 200 feet of ladder into the depths was 
done, and I descended to the first ledge 32 feet down, a rubble filled rock basin. The 

remaining 170 feet of ladder was bunched together in a huge tangle, but before 
attending to this there was the survey! At this stage Eric Hensler started to go through 
the slot, and as a forcible reminder that there were still some loose stones left, a 

pebble descended from above with some velocity on to the middle of the compass dial. 
(It survived this, but eventua lly succumbed to the rigours of the Pot). 

 
Eric joined me on the ledge, while noises from above indicated that Willie was in the 
squeeze. Alas! That extra five stones made all the difference, and after a tremendous 

struggle he had to retire, to meditate on the evil effects of high living. Keith then 
tried, but he too found the shackles of flesh were against him, and it was Howard 

Kenney who was next. The three of us were just sorting out the ladder to fling down 
the next pitch, when another body made its laborious way down the passage.  We 
looked at one another, puzzled. Who could this be? The mystery was solved when 

down the firs t thirty feet came Geoff. Novice?  
 

At this point we began to move. Howard volunteered for the thankless task of 
remaining at the first ledge, lifelining the res t of us down. The rift here ran almost due 
north, against the bedding and back underneath the Primrose Path. We reached the next 

stage after a little trouble with a squeeze 40' down, the second pitch being 65 feet 
deep. Here Geoff took over the line and lowered first myself and then Eric to the 

bottom of the third pitch, 88 feet deep. We quickly completed the line survey, not a 
difficult task, as there was very little that was not absolutely vertical, and then we set 
out to look for fresh passages.  

 
The continuation of the rift found by Howard on the first trip was almost silted up, and 

having no digging implements we had to leave it alone. The north, or  
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inlet side, proved to be unclimbable after a few feet, but there appeared to be a large 
passage 40 feet above the floor of the rift, showing evidence of water action. This was 

clear ly vis ib le from the ladder but was quite imposs ib le to reach.  
 

A few rough calculations on the spot showed us that the rift was some 25 feet east of 
the terminal rift of the old cave, and about 20 feet lower. In view of its size it 
appeared unlikely that there was no connection, but we failed to find one, although 

Eric made a remarkable climb over what appeared to be holdless limestone to a point 
about 25 feet up. There are two passages which lead east, away from the old cave. One 

is a narrow rift which would require blasting. Stones thrown in drop about ten feet on 
to mud. The other, about 15 feet farther south, is larger, silt choked and should be 
comparat ive ly easy to dig out. 

 
The survey completed I ascended the ninety feet and lifelined Geoff to the bottom, 

where he promptly proceeded to light a filthy pipe, the nauseating fumes from which 
drove Eric to climb the ladder without a light. When Geoff was again with us  we 
started to hoist the ladders, which promptly jammed, thus making another descent 

necessary to free them. In spite of this they jammed again and this time we gave the 
last section of ladder best and let it go, promis ing to retrieve it on a later trip! 

 
The remaining ladders were ascended to the music of Willie Stanton and his Rhythm 
Wreckers beyond the squeeze, ably assisted by Howard some 40' below. A hold up in 

the return through the slot was caused by the hauling party singing an unprintable song 
to each vict im before allowing him through.  

 
And Geoff? We treat our new recruits rough. Ten hours in Eastwater were followed the 
next day by an eight hour working trip in Swildons, but Geoff survived. In fact he 

filled in an applica t ion for membership after that hectic weekend. 
 

We should like to record our thanks to our helpers, the monsters who made it possible 
for three midgets to reach the bottom, and especially to Howard for his lonely and 
uncomfortab le five hour vigil on the ledge.  

 
DENIS WARBURTON 
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LES EYZIES -  A CENTRE FOR A CAVING HOLIDAY 
 

Part II. Farther Afie ld 
 

In the last issue of the Journal I attempted to describe the places of interest within 
walking distance of the village of Les Eyzies and now I would like to draw your 
attention to the more distant attract ions.  

 
Unless one is motorised, transport is a problem in any caving area, for Karst 

topography does not lend itself to human settlement. In the Les Eyzies area a large 
party can solve the problem by hiring taxis, which are economical and very convenient. 
The roads in the area are very good and although the region is hilly I can recommend it 

to cyclis ts. 
 

If the beautiful valley of the Vezere is followed downstream for seven miles to the old 
market town of Le Bugue the Gouffre de  Proumeyssac can be visited. There is a fairly 
frequent service of diesel rail-cars between Les Eyzies and Le Bugue and Proumeyssac 

is only two miles from the town on a wooded hillside. The visitor unexpectedly 
encounters a colliery- type gantry, which is situated over a natural cavity. Two small 

lifts descend through a narrow shaft, thirty feet deep, directly on to the floor in the 
centre of a single large circular chamber of the enlarged fissure type (somewhat 
similar to Lamb Leer) the total depth being 15 0 feet. Near the lift at floor level is the 

"petrifying well" situated under a very heavy drip and with a phenomenal rate of 
growth, all assorted objects are put under the magic drip to be -  as are some of the 

visitors -  visibly petrified. The cave is electrically lit and a footpath runs round the 
walls and behind some of the many fine formations which include stalactites of over 15 
feet in length. Halfway up the walls a natural terrace runs round the chamber and three 

large pendant calcite flows are suspended from it -  one over forty feet in length. In one 
section there are a number of small triangular gours, the largest having sides of about 

three inches. The reason for their formation is unknown and this question has puzzled 
such authorities as Casteret and Martel. The cave is well worth a visit to see these 
unique formations alone.  

 
Also near Le Bugue is the cave of Bara-Bau which contains many fine prehistoric 

engravings of bison, horse and other animals. The Vezere repays following downstream 
to its confluence with the Dordogne (four miles below Le Bugue)at Limeuil, a very 
beautiful spot. 
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One of the few buses from Les Eyzies makes a weekly return trip to the cave of 
Lascaux near the ancient town of Montignac, fifteen miles upstream on the river 

Vezere. The route is most attractive and runs beside the river under towering limestone 
cliffs for part of the way. The cave of Lascaux, a chance discovery, situated on a 

wooded slope above the town is possibly the most famous of Europe’s painted caves  
and to describe its magnificent Palaeolithic paintings and engravings without 
illustrations is quite impossible. The striking realism and vivid colouring of the 

paintings depicting reindeer, bulls, cows and horses must be seen to be fully 
apprecia ted . The cave is now State-controlled and electrically- lit. Efforts are being 

made to preserve the paintings by maintaining a constant temperature within the 
chambers. 
 

Fifty miles to the east of Les Eyzics lies an extensive limestone plateau which forms 
part of the famous Causses and contains many caves and potholes some of which are 

show caves. The area is reached by roads which pass through the ancient market towns 
of Sarlat (13 miles) and Souillac (32 miles). Between Les Eyzies and Sarlat (the 
Cathedral here is worth a visit) the road winds through wooded hills and then follows 

the lovely valley of the Dordogne with its fine chateaux to Souillac where the 12th 
century Byzantine church is of great interest. Five miles beyond Souillac a bridge over 

the river leads to the cave of Lacave an extensive system running back into the 
plateau. 
 

Lacave is a state show-cave and is electrically lit. Not all of the system is shown but 
the six large chambers occupy a good 1½ hours. In 1951 plans were being made to 

open up more of the system and install an electric railway! From the cliff face a large 
chamber which yielded important prehistoric remains leads after one hundred yards to 
an artificial level, built to bypass collapsed chambers, four hundred yards long, ending 

in one of the decorated chambers. Every few yards along the level loudspeakers blare 
recorded propaganda which I did not try to decipher -  it might have been a party 

polit ica l broadcast for all I cared to listen.  
 
The decorated chambers are magnificent and contain every conceivable type of 

encrustation in profusion. Everything is on a grand scale and the lighting is excellent. 
In one part of the system a movement has taken place breaking all the formations, 

which have since joined up again despite a noticeable displacement to one side -  
resulting in a weird effect -  which can be traced right across the chamber. Much play is 
made with pool reflections and in one chamber ultraviolet lighting is employed to 

produce a striking effect -  only the white formations showing up against a black 
background – 
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accompanied by a record of church bells to give additional atmosphere. Altogether a 
fine cave and an excellent example of the art of showcavemanship .  

 
Just over five miles from Lacave and on the plateau itself is  the incredible village of 

Rocamadour, built on terraces hewn out of a precipice, it can almost be described as a 
"vertical village" Near at hand is the Cave of Marvels a rather better edition of Cox's 
Cave and, frank ly, not worth the francs.  

 
A further seven miles brings the tourist to the chief attraction of this barren limestone 

plateau, the Gouffre de Padirac. This great pothole and the mammoth river passage at 
the bottom of its open shaft were explored and opened to the public through the efforts 
of E.A. Martel, now a local hero in recognition of his service to the local peasants in 

establishing a new light indus try in a "depressed" area.  
 

The approach to the pothole is only indicated by the pagoda - like office and restaurant 
buildings and the yawning gulf, over fifty feet in diameter and about one hundred and 
fifty feet deep is quite unexpected on such a level plateau. The great shaft has been 

formed by the collapse of the roof of a large chamber and the debris is still piled high 
in the centre of the floor. 

 
From the entrance hall lifts take visitors down to a terrace with a restaurant one third 
of the way down and further lifts complete the journey to the bottom, a staircase being 

provided for the energetic. At the bottom of the shaft a passage runs ups tream for two 
hundred yards to a sump but this is not shown. Downstream, steps lead down to the 

bottom of the pile of debris and the stream issues in a cascade from underneath the 
boulders. The depth at this point is over 300 feet and a high rift passage c ontinues for 
some 500 yards with a slight gradient and the stream flowing along beside the 

footpath. 
 

At the end of this passage is a landing stage where visitors embark in long flat -
bottomed aluminium punts to continue their journey along a canal over 500  yards in 
length to land on a pile of boulders at the foot of a great aven known as the Grand 

Dome which soars to over 250 feet in height. Looking up into this tremendous aven it 
is not difficult to visualise the formation of the initial shaft as the ceiling of the Grand 

Dome is estima ted to be litt le more than 60 feet from the surface.  
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From the Grand Dome about 100 yards of footpaths enable the magnificent formations 
to be seen at close range and here the accent is on size, the majority of t he formations 

consisting of pendant masses of calcite hanging from walls and ceiling, one formation 
is over 150 feet in height and the whole effect is somewhat overwhelming. The 

formations culminate in an extensive lake dammed back by some very large gours , 
some of which are several feet in height. At this point the show cave ends but the 
stream passage continues for an estimated ten to twelve miles and has been explored 

for nearly three miles altogether. The resurgence is situated in the Dordogne valley at  
Montva lent. 

 
The full trip in the show cave lasts approximately 1½ hours and Padirac is a MUST for 
any caver visiting the locality. There is a small museum near the entrance which is 

also worth a visit.  
 

Further east from Padirac and seven miles away the cave of Presque contains some 
good formations . 
 

One cave which I was not able to visit, the cave of Peche -Merle, at Cabarets, nearly 60 
miles to the south east of Les Eyzies, is noted for its formations and especially cave 

pearls -  it is also claimed that prehis to r ic footpr ints are to be seen there!  
 
Further information will gladly be supplied on request and I expect Ian Dear, who has 

recently visited the area, will be able to add to and correct what I have said.  
 

DAVID WILLIS 
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ST. SWITHIN 
 

PATRON SAINT OF CAVERS. 
 

On St. Swithin's day Howard Kenney, two of his friends and I made a trip down 
Swildon't Hole in honour of the Saint. The name "Swildon's" is a Mendip corruption of 
"St. Swithin's", for according to Balch the parts around this cave were secured by St. 

Swithin's Priory at Winchester, which after the dissolution in 1538 became the 
cathedral church as we know it. I have been unable to verify this: it is not mentioned 

as being one of their manors in Domesday, but their lands were widely scattered  and 
they certainly owned the manor of Bleadon at the time of the dissolution, and this 
manor formed part of the endowment of the new dean and chapter in 1542.  

 
Swithun (as the name was then spelt) was made Bishop of Winchester by his pupil, 

King Ethelwulf (father of King Alfred) in 852, and the ten years of his episcopate were 
remarkable for the vigour of his administration. He was a diligent builder of churches, 
and so humble (according to the famous 12th century chronicler, William of 

Malmesbury) that he always went on foot in his visitations, and preferred travelling by 
night, so as to attract less attention. In 857 he persuaded the King to fortify the church 

and monastery of Winchester in readiness for any sudden attack on the part of the 
Danes. This was a timely act, for in 860 a great army of Norsemen landed at 
Southampton and made an onslaught on Winchester. Most of the city was plundered 

and burnt, but the new defence works saved the minster and the cloister, together with 
all the citizens who had fled there for safety. In 862 the good Bishop died, and at his 

request was buried in the churchyard, so that "the sweet rain of heaven might fall upon 
his grave. " 
 

There he rested for over a century, during which the Danes ravaged the country and 
destroyed the minster. But Athelwold, who became Bishop in 963, rebuilt it and 

dedicated it to St. Swithun. Swithun was canonized on the 15th July 971, and on that 
day his bones were removed from the churchyard, where he had wished to lie, to a 
shrine in the choir of the church behind the high altar. This shrine was desecrated in 

1538 and the space which it occupied is now used as a sort of lumber room. According 
to a mediaeval tradition this act of Athelwold's was interrupted by a terrific 

thunderstorm and a downpour of rain that continued for forty days. This was regarded 
as evidence of St. Swithun's displeasure at having his wishes disregarded. It is 
evidently the origin of the legend, so often proved incorrect, that if it rains on St. 

Swithin's day it will continue raining for forty days, but that if it is fine, then fine 
weather will persist.  
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However that may be it is nice to think of St. Swithin as having some sort of control 
over the weather, for good or ill. It is this which makes him the patron of all the cave 

gods, because he provides them as it were with their raw materials: the rushing waters, 
with which they carve out their passages and chambers, and the dripping waters 

charged with lime, with which they mould those beautiful formations we so much 
admire . 
 

Owing as we do so much to the kindly actions of St. Swithin, it is clear that he has 
every right to be considered the patron saint of cavers.  

 
OLIVER C. LLOYD 

 

 
 

CONGRATULATIONS AND GOOD WISHES TO: 
 
Derek Goldie on the occasion of his marr iage to  Miss Joyce Davey of Mark, Somerset. 

Augus t 8th. 
 

Donald Thomson on his engagement to Miss Dianne Fowler. May 23rd.  
 
 

 
DRUNKARD'S HOLE 

 
The loose boulder reported some time back has now been dealt with and the cave is 
safe to enter. (see Journa l No.32, January 1952, page 12).  

 
 

 
THE FOLLOWING NOTICE IS TO BE PLACED IN SWILDONS HOLE CAVE: 
 

"Please help keep this cave tidy. If you can't carry out used carbide and batter ie s, 
please put them in the stream ways. Thank you." 

 
 
 

We shall be pleased to receive articles and letters from members for inclusion in future 
issues of the Journa l.  
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