














site,” the thing that looked to us most
like a permit box was unlocked and
empty. We went farther up the drive
and saw another object that looked as if
it might be a permit box, but it
appeared to be locked with a padlock,
not a combination lock. I asked Laura,
“Is that one of those combination locks
that looks like a padlock with tiny dials
hidden on the bottom?” Laura: “No.”
Ed: “Are you sure?” Laura: “Yes.” We
shrugged and kept on driving.

On Three Mile Hill, the road started
to become more interesting. We
bumped over Dragon’s Teeth around
dusk, then lurched over the dragon’s
tongue and tonsils, ground through the
dragon’s gizzard, and pulled up some-
where near the dragon’s large intestine.
We decided we had traversed about
enough reptilian anatomy. So we took
out our compass and our printout of a
modemed scan of a third-generation
copy of a step log, and—believe it or
not—made a beeline to the entrance of
Black Cave, in the dark. I didn’t
remember anyone saying whether it was
gated, which led us to hope maybe we
wouldn’t have to go hunting for permit
boxes the next morning. But we found,
of course, a locked gate.

Friday night was cold and clear, and
Saturday morning we drove back
through the dragon and down, down,
down the road to the administrative site
where we discovered that the padlock
really was one of those combination
locks that looks like a padlock with tiny
dials hidden on the bottom. Our per-

mits were waiting for us in the box.

We drove back up the hill—really I
didn’t mind because I was getting to
play with my new four-wheel-drive—
and, in the middle of a cloudless day, set
off in the wrong direction and hiked
two miles before we finally realized
something was wrong. (“Boy, this sure
looked different last night.”) Lunch at
the cave entrance put us in a good
mood again, and
we ventured
inside.

Black proved to
be much more
intriguing than we
we had expected,
with bristling soda
straws and strange
coral-like forma-
tions. Most every-
thing was indeed a
sooty black color,
but a weird
day-glow orange
showed through
here and there. In
the December "95
newsletter, Alvis
Hill mentions a
theory that smoke from a forest fire
blackened the cave. This (the only theo-
ry P've heard) sounds plausible, althoughi
I don’t know the physics of how the
smoke could fill the entire cave. At any
rate, it would have been fascinating to
see Black before it got that way.

We spent about four and a half hours
exploring. I rigged a rappel into a 20-

foot pit near the back, at the bottom of
which was a room completely lined with
the coral-like stuff. Back at the car, we
didn’t think we had missed anything,
but then we read in the official list of
hazards about a spot where you have to
chimney over deep water. We never
found it. Too bad.

Saturday night was one of those
mind-numbing 12 hour insomniac tent
marathons that make you wonder why
you go camping. It was for me, that is:
minutes after we bedded down, Laura
and Andy were snoring peacefully on
either side of me, but no matter how
much Douglas Adams I read, I could
not fall asleep. I tossed and turned
till four.

The Sunday morning sun slid up the
hill right on schedule, and we broke
camp and drove to the trailhead at the
lookout tower. When we rounded the
bend in the trail and peered through the
eponymous stand of cottonwoods into
the gloom below, it blew our little
minds. I can’t think of a better descrip-
tion than Chad’s: Cottonwood is a big
old cave.

Walking through the entrance room
on the established trail, we felt as if we
were in a post-apocalyptic Carlsbad
Caverns, dusty and
abandoned but still
magnificent
(maybe Carlsbad
was like that during
the government
shutdowns). At the
top of the sand hill,
our eyes strained to
see into the depths
and heights
beyond. It was like
being in a canyon
on a starless night,
with vertical walls
stretching out of
sight above and
below. We half
walked, half slid
down the steep
backside of the hill and poked around in

_the breakdown at the bottom of the

front passage for a while. We turned off
our lights and tried to soak in the big-
ness of the space around us.

Making our way out was a totally dif-
ferent experience from going in. Very
far back in the cave, surface light could
be seen filtering faintly between the



columns. By now we had gotten used to
how large everything was and began to
notice what we were looking at: tower-
ing domes, columns, and draperies defy-
ing gravity. Giant mushrooms on the
walls and a backlit stalagmite wizard
reminded us of a soundstage for

The Hobbit.

The whirlwind tour of Cottonwood
lasted only two hours; we had to get
Laura home in time for work. She's a
flight attendant and had to be on a
plane at eight o'clock Sunday night. In
order to do any caving at all that morn-
ing, we had devised a crazy plan that
called for speeding to the Lubbock air-
port just in time for Laura to catch the
last plane to Dallas, which would land at
DFW with only fifteen minutes to spare
before her plane took off. Fortunately,
she decided to call in sick instead.
While she was on a pay phone in a
Carlsbad McDonald’s parking lot
explaining to crew scheduling how she
was home in bed with the flu, some
screaming children came outside to play
and a big truck with no muffler drove
by. Memorable.

Memorable our first New Mexico
trip definitely was—and not just because
of the comedy of errors. If what we saw
was really the dregs, it'll be a long time
before we get blasé about any Lincoln
National Forest caves.

Going on an
Easter Cave hunt

by Pam Massey

Date: January 12-15
Caves: Many

Cavers: Pam Massey and
John Langevin

If you want to hear an impressive
account of a caving trip with hours
spent below ground and spectacular for-
mations, then you’ll have to wait until
next time,

This report will hopefully set the
stage for a future trip to the Ozarks.
John Langevin invited me along to go
cave hunting in Arkansas with his new
GPS receiver (article last month). Being
the novice navigator and being in awe
after that slide presentation, I jumped at
the chance.

Our trip to Arkansas began with
adventure. We planned to camp the

first night at Righland Creek
Campground near Ben Hur, Ark.
because we didn’t leave Texas until
about 3 p.m. I'm not sure how long we
drove around looking for the camp-
ground, but I can say that better signs
directing campers are needed. Every
time I drive down country roads like the
ones on the way to the camp, I convince
myself of the need for a 4-wheel drive.
Some day. Sigh.

At one point John cautiously asked
me if I'd seen the movie Delfverance.
This was after we drove down yet
another road and saw a hillbilly resi-
dence with a camper trailer parked
nearby. We didn’t see any lavender
paint, though, so we weren’t in
much danger.

Finally, we decided to go to the next
nearest campground, which was Tyler
Bend on the Buffalo River. It was ten
until 1 a.m. when we arrived and set up
“camp.” I set up my tent; John slept
next to the truck on his cot with a rain
poncho draped over him. We awoke to
a FROSTY morning. I was glad I set up
my tent. Needless to say, we were the
only campers in the park. After this lit-
tle experience, wé-had to go to Wal-

-

Mart because John refused
to spend another cold,
sleepless night on the trip
and decided to purchase a
second sleeping bag.

After the Wal-Mart
Stop, We were on our way
to find “cave” and then
Blanchard Springs
Campground.

Our agenda for the
weekend was to locate
three cave entrances on
Saturday and one on
Sunday. Being two deter-
mined cavers, we found
Cave, Hidden Spring, and
what John called
Unknown Cave on
Saturday. Sunday we
found a small spring with a
possibility of wetsuit cav-
ing, Herald Hollow,
another “Li’l Cave” with
no name, and Saltpeter
Cave. “Li’l Cave” was
found by John just after he
announced that “you’d
never find any caves up
: here. These rock outcrop-
pings are the sandstone cap.” Lower
Shelter Cave was the easiest to find; it is
located off the trail to Blanchard Spring
about 120 feet.

“Cave” entrance is very impressive, as
it is located above a 25-30 ft. waterfall.
Wetsuits will be needed to explore this
cave. The scenery around this cave and
along with the others is absolutely beau-
tiful! Snow still covered the ground in
small patches in many of the places
we hiked.

We saw waterfalls and even some
water frozen as it started to flow over
the edge of some cliffs.

Hidden Spring Cave is closed from
August to May for the protection of
bats. The entrance is a seep and is locat-
ed in a large sink. This cave requires
vertical gear for the lower level.

Herald Hollow Cave is suitable for
novice cavers and is open year-round. A
web ladder may be useful for a drop
near the entrance.

This is hopefully just a start for an
exciting Easter trip. We will return at
the end of February to search for more
caves to add to the Easter itinerary.

And for the record: On the way back
to camp from our last day of hiking, I



was driving about 45-50 mph on the
winding mountain roads so that we
could try to get back to the visitor cen-
ter before it closed (we didn’t make it).
John was holding onto the panic handle
on the truck, and I asked if my driving
was scaring him. (It does scare most
people.) He replied, “No, actually it’s
kind of fun.” I asked if I could have that
in writing, and he said that if I put it in
the trip report he’d admit he said it.

I can’t wait for the Easter trip!

Easter Weekend
Family Caving
Trip

April 8 and 7, 1996

Despite last month’s pessimistic report,
the Maverick Grotto Family Caving
Trip is alive and well. Several caves in
the Sillimore Ranger District, Ozark
National Forest, have been located, so
there should be no burn trip. We also
met a landowner who has two caves on
different properties. I've planned a cav-
ing schedule so that on Saturday you
can choose to go to Gunner or a group
of three smaller caves, including one of
the caves on private land. Since little is
known about the private cave, the other
two will provide a full day of caving if
the private cave is very small. The other
two caves will be available again
Sunday, and the remaining wild caves as

well as the Blanchard tour will be avail-
able anytime. All of the caves but
Gunner and the private caves are suit-
able for kids. On Sunday I plan to take
my two-and-a-half-year-old daughter to
Saltpeter Cave along with anyone else
who's interested. As for travel time to
the caves, all are within 30 minutes dri-
ving and the longest hike from parking
to cave is about a mile, less with four-
wheel drive. I had planned to camp at
Blanchard Springs ($8 per night per

campsite), which has showers, but the
campground is closed because of freeze
damage. If the Blanchard campground
is still closed, we’ll camp at Gunner
Pool ($5 per night per campsite), which
has potable water and chemical toilets
(no backsplash). The weather in the
Ozarks in April can be warm or cold, so
prepare for both. Don’t bring any fire-
wood; it can transport fire ants into this
as yet uninfested region. I might have
some more advice when you call me to
sign up. John Langevin, (817) 924-1919.

Cave schedule

Saturday

Gunner [wetsuit), 12,767 feet

World Wonder, 603 feet

Harold Hollow, 860

Cave on private land [vertical 30 fezt),
length unknown

Sunday

World Wonder

Harold Hollow

i

Any time
Upper Shelter, 3683 feet
Lower Shelter, 580 feet
Saltpeter, length unknown
Cave on private land (vertical 10 feet],
length unknown

In addition to wild caves, the
Blanchard Springs Caverns tour is
available to those so inclined.

Bad Things
Happen to Good
Cavers

This was a bad month for cavers.
While neither of these involve caving
accidents, they are still a tragedy.

The first item is the news of the
recent passing of Jay Jorden’s father.
All of us who know and love Jay send
him our best thoughts in such a
difficult time.

The other item involves Charles
Haskett, the newsletter editor of the
Houston Grotto’s Speleospace. Charles
was injured in a fall from a treehouse in
Susan Herpins yard and fell and is in a
Houston hospital in a coma. This hap-
pened Sunday, Feb. 25. Please pass this
on to other friends and cavers. He is a
super guy. He may need some one to
stay with him.

If your faith in a Supreme Being
allows you to ask Him to intercede in
the events that go on around us, this
would be a good time to exercise that
faith. I’'ve known Charles several years
now, and he is really a super person. He
would go completely out of his way to
do anything for you. His situation does
not sound good. Apparently he was not
breathing for a short period of time.

Please keep Jay and his family and
Charles and his family in your prayers
and thoughts.

Classified:

For Sale: Packard Bell 486DX2-66,
420 Meg hard drive, Multimedia kit
(16-bit sound card, 2X CD ROM,

_ampliﬁed speakers), 14.4 modem,

SVGA video card (no monitor), key-
board, mouse, DOS 6/Windows 3.1,
CD ROM titles. Factory seal, refur-
bished factory warranty (1 year). $950.
Contact James Savage, SavageTech
(817) 633-3331.



CALENDAR UF EVENTS

April 8-7, 1996: Buffalo River Caving. Contact John Langevin, (817) 924-1919.
June 17-22 1996: Carlsbad Restoration. TBD.
August 3-9, 1996: NSS Convention, Salida, Colorado. Contact Skip Withrow, (303) 693-0997.






