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Emerald Sink

By Bill Tocker

On March 16, 1822, [ met Parrall
Hargrovs, tha owner of the ranah in

Langtry where Erersld Sink and Dig Tree
oy
was at bas vlece of mslnass n D Rig,

;\L.M’ Gory Lamg Cave }mz localed. Ha

Senthrsh Lives ook angd ??’%.z{:%:%?ég, arnd
gave U prriasion Le Lake a group of
sbout & 1o expivre the saves, The primary
purpase was to allow some Bolegiata
from UT to see what, might. be found in
the water Ehore,

A rabtiennake was snoountersd on a

iedgs about nalfway down the 2028
Erancs drop, eurptising James Drown,
the first 12 drop. We could hear the
ratilar from the antrance, gven ovor
SAnes's surprised yelis. The snake
dropped into the cave and disappeared,
eo we all continusd, figuring The anaka
weas na lorger a malor thraat.

The sicloglata went te the nortn peg-
zage and reported a drop of aboul 140
to some shallow water. They found 2
rge onod aind somo amphiposds, b
probably nothing now

Bruce T 8 ol Pwen o the acuth
or southwess, easing seversl intaresting
leads on different: levels, Aftar hitling the
gk of the main pesasge, wa stavtad out

Trere wmer g0 opsvng in a cefling dome
thal sppedred L0 vun fo The norin, b
gt wores arstie 1o g2t up S0 i, iéﬂ‘fiﬁ@ i
the lower wvels of Lhe cave we found a
significsnt amouel. of paasage thati

IR

not shown om the map Lhat appeared in
The Caves and Karvt of Texag, | don't
Encw T Ha been sursyed since Lhat
rrap wae publiahed, bol Lrergis some
Lavesting passggs there,

We ook a lock a1 vhe Big Yoge Lave,
which o up Lhe ranch raad but ranout of
v Lo explove L 1% begins In a different
o of lirvestons ard APPEAre To e AT
@ highar clovation. It ia in a pit about
2O Aeep with shagr watls and a large tree

fromparea T &l The surrounding sorub

brushl
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An oval-shaped pyramid at the immense Maya archaeological site Coba

How blue was my cenote
Part II: Revenge of the IMaya

By Ed boff

Quintana Roo & Yucatan State, Mexico
Christmas Eve—New Year's Eve 19956
Cavers: Ed Goff, Russell Hill,

R. D. Milhollin, Brian Pate

When we left our heroes last issue, it was
the day after Christmas and we were

sitting in the patio of a pizzeria in Tulum,
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on the Yucatan Feninsula. It was about
11 at night following a day full of caving
and diving, including my first cavern dive,
a fabulous experience. We had gorged
ourselves on pizza and were sipping
cerveza and mescal. A great day was
drawing to a relaxing close.

A wave of nausea swept over me. Flash

back to that morning, when the others
had thriftily insisted on eating backpack-
ing food for breakfast. | would hear none
of it, and trudged over to the palapa-
covered open-air restaurant: at the beach-
side campground where we were staying.
The cook had served steaming plates of
chorizo and eggs to a group of three or
four children who seemed to live at the
campground. The chorizo looked delicious,
so | asked for some. It was delicious,

| began to realize that my culinary ad-
venturesomeness might be more expensive
than | had thought. We payed for the pizza
and piled into the rented Suburban for
the ride back to camp and our tente.
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The next morning, December 27, | woke
up hoping the previous night's queasiness
had been caused by exertion and not
tainted sausage. My hope was quickly
dashed. | spent about an hour in the “eco-
bafios,” the most elaborate structure at
the campground, two stories tall and
decorated with paintings of jaguars and
inlaid pieces of coral. Afterward | rolled up
my tent, gathered my gear, and sat in the
Suburban in a feverish swoon waiting for
the others to get ready to leave.

The day's first destination was Coba, a
huge, sprawling ruined Mayan city. A nice
hike in the jungle heat would set me right.
After a wild goose chase looking for white
gas for Russell's stove, R. D. dodged the
Suburban-eating potholes on the road
to Coba (unmarked on our map), and
when we arrived we ate peanut butter
and Jelly sandwiches in the parking lot. |
managed to get down a couple slices of
white bread.

As we hiked among the various archae-
ological groupings at Coba, strolling
through ballcourte and past pyramide
and temples and stelae, | began to feel
better. | felt so much better that when we
came to the Nohoch Mul (Great Mound),
Mexico's highest pyramid, | decided to run
up its 85-foot staircase. At the top |
was rewarded with a spectacular view. The
green jungle stretched to the horizon in
every direction. Below, a few excavated
pyramids pecked out through the trees.
The unexcavated ruine appeared as
triangular hills, completely covered with
vegetation. Hot from my burst of energy, |
stepped into the shade inside the Nohoch
Mul's temple to cool off. | didn’t cool off,
This was the beginning of the fever.

The rest of the afterncon is a bit hazy,

but | know that at eome point we arrived
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in the city of Valladolid. We stopped for
dinner at a restaurant K. D. knew, a mas-
sive palapa overlooking a big cenote called
Saki. Having avoided food all day, | was
famished. | had a powerful craving for rice
and black beans. | ordered a big plate of

them, and some platanos (fried bananas).

Orice again deluded into thinking | was

-
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feeling better, | finished the first plate,
ordered a second, and finished it too. Yet
another mistake.

The sun was going down, and it was
time for the bat flight. A colony lives in
cave passage that opens Into the cenote
above the water line. Precisely at sundown

a solid column of thousands of bats

%*J

‘ R. D. Mithetlin impersenates (?) the Diving God atop the Nohach Mul pyramid at Coba.
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emerges, wheels around into a giant
donut shape, circles inside the cenote a
few times, then peels off in formation
over the trees and vanishes, leaving only
a few stragglers behind, After the flight,
E. D. treated us to a round of Xtabentun,
an anige-flavored Mayan liqueur. | wasn't
feeling up to it, and Brian didn't like it, so
R. D. drank them all up before driving us
off into the night.

We drove into downtown Valladolid
and parked on the plaza to have a look
around. We found seme historical murals
in a government building and peeked into
the impressive colonial church, We heard
children singing in one building and went in
to eee what was happening. It turned out
to be a mugic class in a school. We
passed by a room where some kids were
watching a movie with the sound tumed
up absurdly loud. A chain-emoking film
professor from Merida was hanging out
in the hall. He had brought the video, a
history of special effects in cinema, to
show to the local kids in Valladolid. We
talked to him for a while, and as we left
and walked back to the car, the screams
of HitchcocK's The Birds wafted through
the plaza, overpowering the many voices
singing In the church.

We stopped at a pharmacy, where |
bought some vitamin C. The tablets looked
chewable, so | popped one in my mouth,
only to diecover that it was more like an
Alka-Seltzer, meant to be dissolved in
water. (uckl We drove to a motel near
Chichen ltza that allows tent camping in
its courtyard. | was feeling pretty bad by
the time we got there. R. D, helped me
set up my tent, and | crawled in and
collapsed. That night is best left unre-
membered, suffice it to say | slept little.

We got a late start on the 26th,
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heading west. The plan was to check out
small towns and cenotes along the way
as we drove to the cave Xtacumbilkunan in
Campeche, which has a pit that the
Mayans descended on a ladder to the
water, Brian had a suitcase full of rope
for the pit. We stopped in a few Mayan vil-
lages and looked at a few cenotes, We
poked around a bit at Yaxuna, the half-
excavated site of a Mayan city that was
once connected to Coba by a sacbe (ele-
vated roadway) many kilometers lona.

R. D. found some Africanized bees to get
stung by, and | climbed a small pyramid,
although much more slowly than the

day before,
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at all. 5o we reached a consensus that
we'd head back to the coast, stay at
Lalo's again, dive all next day, then drive
te Flaya del Carmen to get ready for our
flights home.

| was feeling much better when | woke
up at Lalo's on the 29th. We managed to
be fairly efficient that morning and got off
to an early atart. We picked up some
tanks at Buddy's dive shop and drove to
Car Wash Cenote (supposedly 60 named
because it used to be an after-work hang-
out for workers at a local car wash), also
known as Aktun-Ha (Mayan for “water
cave”). | decided | felt up for the dive, o |

geared up with everyone else and jumped

Buddy Quattlebaum’s dive shop compressors are powered by the drivetrain of an old van.

| believe it was at Yaxcaba, a few miles
further west, that we had our reality
check. It was late in the day, we hadn't
made much progress toward Xtacumbil-
xunan, and we had only two days left.
Russell had broken his hand a few weekes
before the trip and hadn't planned to do

any vertical caving, | was too sick to cave

into the water. As on our earlier dives,

E. D. went first with the reel, followed by
Brian, then me, then Russell. E. D. and
Russell are both experienced cave divers
and had redundant air supplies. We dove
inta the upstream cave entrance and de-
scended to 40' in a large room with very

dark walls. We made a leisurely tour until
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K. D. ran out of line, then we all turned on
the line and exited in reverse order. We
ended the dive in the beautiful openwater
portion of the cenote.

We climbed out of the water and
rushed to pack up and get to another
site to dive again before Buddy's shop
closed for the day. We stopped at the
shop and exchanged out tanks, then
drove Up the coast toward Flaya del Car-
men, looking for a likely cenote. We
stopped at Cenote Chacmol, one R, D, had
not dived before. The owners had erected

a very elaborate Christmas shrine out

commercial cavern-diving tour was
preparing for a dive. The cave entrance
looked very emall, as if there would only be
room for 3 or 4 divers. There were at
least 10 in the tour. We rushed once again
to get ready and started our dive while
the tour was still getting its briefing from
the guide. Underwater, the cave was
much, much larger than it had appeared
from the surface. We didn't have to worry
about being cramped.

This dive was similar to Car Wash,
about 40 of depth in a large, dark-walled
room, crystal-clear water. However, the

Russell Hill hovers over the Mocche Reef off Flaya del Carmen.,

front. A woman took our 50 peso dive fee
and waved us back into the jungle. Chac-
mol turmed out to be a system of several
cenotes all connected underwater.

When we found the main cenote, a
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ceiling descends from the entrance, then
rises again in the main room. We swam
around several big formations and en-
countered a halocline, which really does

look like salad dressing. When we sur-
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faced, R. D. wanted to make another dive
in a different direction. | decided not 1+
push myself, having been so ill the day
before; | dove in the openwater portion of
the cenote while the other three made
another cavern dive. When they returned

| wished | had gone with them, because
they had ewum down a passage and up 1o
a different entrance, corning within a few
feet of surfacing before running out. of
line. (They played strictly by the rules and
turned around at the end of the reel, even
though the surface of the second cenote
was almost close enough to touch.)

We returned
the tanks to
Buddy and
stayed the next
two nights at a
campground on
the beach in
Playa del Carmen,
The day before
New Year's Eve,
we saw R. D. off
on a ferry for
Cozumel, where he
would catch his
flight. | talked
Russell into sign-
ing up for a boat
dive that after-
noon. It turned
out. to be quite
ehjoyable—we
thade two
leisurely, shallow
dives on reefs
just offshore. A fine ending to a trip that

definitely had its ups and downe.

Obligatory warming: Don't attempt cavern

or cave diving without proper training.
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fipril 1999, Fitton Cave Mapping b Surveying Seminar. i soation THA. Contact Fete Lindslay
(D723 7272487, lindsiey@meopn.dseg. t.oom
9, [olexado Bend State Park Project. Contact Terry Holalnger (512) 443-4244, trhlidsprynet.corm

wpnns o o, 1999, SR Spring Regional, valiey of Fires National Recreation Area (BUM) near Carrizozo, NM, hosted
bry White Sands Grotto. Cuntact Johin Lylee, (805} 455-2585, jtmiéianigov

fApril 16-18, 1999, Rendall Counig Cave Sruey. Consace Alien Wong or Joe Rarzau, cavaproizat@hetmailcom
Spril 23-25, 1994, Warnelde Ranch, Uvalde Courpy, Contact Jim Kennedy, (8121 443-8108, fkennedy@batconorg
fpril 26, 1999, Fayth Bay at Colovade Bend State Yark. Soonsored by C1C. Contact Fat Copeland,

{8} BAT-ZO0E, copcland@web-access et

May 1. 1999, Lave Dag at Cave Without a lame. {Ipan house, restoration, and caving demoneirations, (ontact.
Pair Fittmian, (8350} D57-4212, cavept@junc.com

May 7-9, 1999, Colorade Bend State Park Prajeet. Contact Terry Holuinger (TA2Y445-4241, trhli@sprynet com
May 14-16. 1999, Kendall County Lave SUrveq. Contact Aller Wong or Jos Ranmay, caveprojesti@hotmail.com
May i3, 1999, T58 beard meetingrrack session. 755 OfFice at 1 s, Comact Butch Mralia, sharbu@fashnet
May ¢8-31, 1999, SR Reginnal. Cortact John Lylee, (505) 45525675, itmi@lanlaov

Jung 1620, 19494, Marnelds Ranch. Uvalde Cownty. Contact Jim Kennedy, [T12) 445-2198, kernedy@batoonorg
Tune 25-¢7, 1999, Powells Cave Project. Cortaot Terry Holsinger (9172} 44%4-4041, trili®@aprynet.com

Julyy 1216, 1989, 1155 Convention, Tarin Falls, Waho. Contact David W, Ksaner, (208) 939-0079





