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A belated Happy New Year to everyone, from the editors. We hope that you are still fille¢
with enthusiasm for our favourite underground pursuits, and have been finding alternative
nastimes during the current ‘foot and mouth® crisis. This month we feature the long-awaitec

news of our very own expedition to Thailanc, along with the return of ‘Dirty Uncle Dickon’,
and the first instalment of ‘Gravel’. Please send us your siander, and enjoy!

Coverboy, Eddy Hill, enjoying a light snack of deep-fried beetles, crispy crickets and cold,
boiled grubs. Mmmm - perfect filling fodder afier ¢ hard day in the jungle ...



Charlie wrote this article for the newsletter last year, but unfortunately we didn’t have
enough room to include it in the previous edition. Imagine yourselfin the cold, bleak davs of
December, and it will all make sense!!!

KUNGUR ICE CAVE

Charlie Seilf

With the clocks now furned back an hour, it is time to make plans for the New Year
holiday. A bit of winter sunshine, with perhaps a cave thrown in for good measure?
Why not go to Russia, as Galina and | did for the Millennial New Year?

The primary reason for our journey was to visit Galina's family, who live near the
provincial town of Kirov - about half a day's train rice east of Moscow on the main
line to the Ura! Mountains (and then Siberia). Having celebratec New Year with the
family, we lefi our young daughter in their care and took a night frain further 1o the
east. By breakiast time, we had passed the city of Perm and were among the low
hills of the pre-Ural region, soon reaching the small town of Kungur. A local bus fook
us o the cave, which is just on the edge of town.

Kungur lce Gave has been open fo visitors since the 18th century and now receives
up to 200,000 tourists a year. However, it is much more than a popular show cave.
The nearest building is a research station dedicated to the cave, and part of the
Russian Academy of Sciences. We stayed in this building as guesis of its director,
fgor Lavrov. Also staying there were a team of Moscow cavers, including an old
friend of ours, Bulat Mavlyudov. Somehow, the Moscow team had ceveloped a
nattern of sleeping in the daytime and caving at night; when we arrived, only Bulat
woke up to let us in the door. After a cup of tea, we left the rest of the team stil
sleeping and with Bulal headed back to town, taking the direct route - a well-
trocden footpath across the frozen river. The weather was cold and bright, with
temperature in the middie 20's (below zero, of course!) so the snow gave that
characteristic and very satisfying squeak under the boot. We visited the museum of
the local Art Coliege, which is excellent; the college also has a craft shop where
students can sell some of their work. A speciality of the region is the carving of
figurines from gypsum rock anc from satin-spar selenite.

That night we went to the cave in & party including Bula’'s two school-age sons. The
cave is in gyasum rock and is essentially a planar maze with more than 5km of
develooment. The tourist path iraverses much of the cave in a circular rouie
between iwo entrances, but our goal was the "New Series" in the NW pari of inhe
cave.

I found the New Series largely forgettable, bui the tourist patn is simoly britliani, The
deep cave has slightly positive temperatures {around +2°C}, but near the entrance
there are cold traps, which remain below freezing all year rounc. This causes
deposition of ice stalactites, stalagmites anc flowsione (very nice), but the most



spectacular formations occur where warm wet winds rom the deep cave meet these
cold iraps. Subiimation ice crystals coat the roof in vast arrays, e compiexity of
their structure defying the eyes of the beholder {imagine iighily nacked chandeiiers,
each one a jigsaw constructed from snowflakes). it is the ultimate "winter
wonderland” landscape and totally gobsmacking. Other parts of the fourist rouie are
alsc goods value, with attractive small lakes and some areas of cave roo?f faniasiically
exched by condensation corrosion processes. The whole route is weall-ljt {anc
switched on and off by the guide in passing) and easy underfoot on well-mace
concrete paths.

Afier the tourist cave, the New Series is a rea: shock 10 the system. This is real
caving: awkwarc, slow and guite confusing in terms of route finding. Gypsum is a
much weaker rock than limesione, so the passages are full of coarse breakdown
debris. There are no obvious trails, so the contrast between these boulder-sirewn
galleries lit by dry-cell head torches, and the main electricity-iit tourist route is siark.
With positive temperatures in the New Series, ice formations are sadly absent. But
there are other feaiures of interest in this part of the cave: all, fluted avens anc a
low-ceilinged iake which gloup-gloups for an eerily long time i a rock is thrown into
it. In one tall stoping chamber, we Jounc veins of white selenite. We were
undercround for about 6 hours and explored most of the cave, refurning to the
research station (and bed) just before dawn.

That afternoon, after breakfast, | reiurned o the cave with Bulat 10 itake a closer
fook at the ice crystalliciites. | had hoped to make skeiches of the struciure of
these beautiful formations, but | found it beyond my limitec¢ artistic ability. Individual
crystals are skeletonised, often as shallow hollow cups with spiral growth patterns,
but they do not grow aione - they grow one from another in a massec aggregaie of
crystals, with structural complexily an order of magnitude more difficuit o interpret
compared to incividual crystals. We gave up our task, left the cave, and with Gaiina
made another frip info town. We first made a visit to church, where a service was in
progress (this deing January 7th, Orihodox Christmas Day), then we went o a local
park where ice sculpiures were on display. That evening, after a farewell meal at the
research sfation, Galina and | caught a night frain back to Kirov.

The hospitality we received at Kungur was essential o make this visit possible. The
small team iiving at the research station were very welcoming and are giac to meest
visiting cavers. They have e-mail, so we were able ¢ arrange our visit ai only a few
days notice. Spasiba bolshoil




THE BYDROLOGY OF BURRINGTON COMBE AND THE JCB
| Graham Mulian

Over the years, members of the Sociery have been involved in elucidating the complex
hycrology of the Burrington area. Asice from cave exploration in this area, with which we
have been involved since the Society's earliest days, and occasiona’ attempts ax dye tracing,
the work really started with Tratman's classic study published in Proceedings in 1963. The job
was continued in collaboration with the Geography Department curing the coming years untii
now the complicated interrelationships between the various sinks and the Rickford and
Langforc risings are fairly well understood. Now however, a new era of Society invoivement
in this area has opened with our first participation in an attempt to modify said hydrology!
The streams which flow down the East and West Twin Brook valleys both normally sink long
before reaching the road in the Combe, however in recent years - and especially in this, the
wettest Autumn and Winter on record - both have frequently been seen flowing onto and
along the road. This has caused considerable damage to the road surface anc so attracted the
wrath of the local Highways Authority. As a consequence I met with Les Davies, the Mendcip
Hills Warden, and Bob Corns of English Nature to work out a suitable, conservationally-
proper, way of solving the problem. This is where the JCB comes in.

WEST TWIN BROGK
‘The West Twin Brook has become the more serious o7 the two problems. Prior to the 1940s,

this stiream sank in a swallet by a Yew tree in the valley floor (ST 4758 5832), but this was
choked by shale debris from the digzing of the waterworks adit further up the valley.

Work in progress at
Flange Swallet

Subsequently, and up until about five years ago, most of it sank at the site known as Flange
Swallet (ST 4758 5332), situated under the right wall of the valiey abour half way berween
Sidcot Swallet and the path up to Plerre's Pot. The stream only flowed down 10 The roac in
very high water conditions. Flange Swallet was dug to a depth of about 10m in the 1960s,
being abandoned when it reached narrow fissures in soli¢ rock, but much material was
washed in during the big flood of 1968 and subsequent winrter storms. By this autumn little, if
any, water was actually sinking here. Thus, when the Highways Authority started aiking



about culverting this stream under the road and civerting it cown Aveline's Hole, I suggested
that iz woulc be considerably easier
and cheaper to simply clear out the
swallet - to say nothing of being
more environmentally sound. On
the 9th January ! met Les anc a
ICB crew on site and this was
done. There is now a 2-2.5 m Geep
hole in the valley sice with about !
-1.5m depth of water at the bottom
and it seems to be successiully
taking a'l the flow. Time and the
next heavy storm will teil. The
only downside fo this is that in this
litigious age it has had 10 be fenced
off and a deep-water warning sign
out in place, to save the public
from itself.

The pool at Fiange Swallet afier work was complered

EAST TWIN BROOK

The situation in the East Twin Brook has also changed in recent vears. There are a number of
sinks in this valley and at one time the Top Sink (ST 4792 5796), aboui 200 m upsweam of
East Twin Swallet (ST 4796 5814), took most of the water in most conditions. However, now
it would seem that more water was reacaing the cave and, again, overflowing onto the roac in
high water. The problem here was alleviated by remova! of the griil over the sink at East Twin
Swallet, as this hac a tendency o ciog with leaves and other debris, but as we hac the JCB on
hanc 1t was deemec 1o be a good idea to Improve the situation even more. The streambed just
upswream of the cave has thus been trenchec owr shightly, and the overflow channel
downstream has been filled in by flattening the old s20il hean from the Society's origina:
1930s dig here. This work should mean that this stream rarely reaches the roac in future. The
downside is the increasec likelihood of debris being washed into the cave. This will have to
be warched.

AND WHERE DOES THE WATER GO7?

It has heen known since 1968 thar both of these streams flow to both (I Rickford and
Langford risings. However, there are a few surprises in how they get there. Virmally
immediately below Flange swaliet is the sireamway in Pierre's Pot. Surprisingly, water from
Flange coes not reappear here anc is not seen again until it reaches the surface. Sven more
surprisingly the Zast Twin water is seen in Pierre's. After sinking anc flowing through that
cave, it is seen again in the streamway of Lionel's Hole and then becomes the Pierre's Pot
streamway before embarking on the completely unknown part of its journey o the risings.

Much is indeec now known about the undergrounc cowrses of the streams in this area, but
there have been surprises along the way and much still needs 1o be learnt. A first, useful task
woula be to consiruct a compilation map of all the active streams in the area, surface and
underground, anc their known connections, to see fust where the gaps in our knowlecge le.



Cowslips from heaven
Christing Hoskins

I'm aware that I'm just a big girls biouse with a chip on her shouider and sometaing 10 prove,
however, everytime [ get into a cave or prepare 10 go over the top at the Union, the same
helpiess question still Hghts up in my mind - "Why do T put myself through this?”. I've been
offered several explanations - all along the lines of how its cue to a thrill-seeking personaii
driven by the adrenaline rush and the exhilararion as well as the thought of the pub and a good
nights sleep afterwards. Now, I'm not sure that I've ever been convinced by this psychobabbie
- I mean I can think of many other things which give you a thrili and help you steep which
don't involve rope burn (well nor on a reguiar basis anyway!) - but it was whailst on the last
Yorkshire trip that I think © might have come close to the elusive answer o 'the question'.

"The Sunday blizzard prevented all but the most harccore (Ecdy, Emma and Juliet) from going
underground. Formunately Saturday was more friencly and whaiist Sam, John, Si, B¢ and
Charlotte were still searching for Juniper Gulf, Eddy, Emma, Jez and 1 climbed through the
fog towards Barr Pot.

Now, [ know that Gaping Gill is one of the most visited caves in England (E¢dy and Emma
cdid groan a little at the prospect of going down for the third time in a row) but for me it was
fairly caunting - my first SRT wip. Emma's calm and patienz coaching gor me down the two
pitches in one piece (for which I was extremely gratefu!) and whiist we moseyec on, hunched
over like apes, we started to feel the curious breeze and in the cistance we could hear water. I
had hearc and reac people's accounts of how impressive the wazerfall was but even so I was
not at all preparecd - I must lack imagination becaunse what I had envisaged bore no
resemblance to what I saw.

The light was pale and blue, like a midnight swim and despiie the sounc of water the scene
was utterly tranquil. Gallons of water were cascading cown vet it disappeared as quickly as it
hit the pebbled ground. Staring into the torrents every now ané then I saw what looked like
sticks being washed down and whilst I marvelled anc the sheer nower and magnificence of
nature, one thought woulc nor leave my mind; cows must get washed down here every now
an¢ then.

We stayed at the Toot of the waterfall for quite
a while anc for the whole of that time I was
fransfixed anc convinced that if we waitec
arounc long enough we'c see a washed up
cow. Comrary to what Jez interpreted as a
scene of horrific bovine carnage, what I was
imagining completely defied gravity anc
involved catile mocing peacefully on their
way down, landing caintily and unfazed
before finally trotring off into the passages.

So aow dic this bizarre trip help me To
uncover tae answer to the cueszion "Why do |
put myself through this?*? Well, although the
magnificence Gaping Gill made me realise how the terror and toil of caving is sometimes well
worth it, 1o be honest | think my vision of raining caitle holds testimony to the actual sac
reality which is that I've finally iust gone mac!




Now we are all back at work and recovered from our New Year's festivities, we migat only
think back to those hazy days when we curse the logic of our well-intentioned resolutions.
But, how did our caving forefathers celebrate the coming of the New Year, and have our ways
really changed much over the last 73 years? [ thinfnot ..
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Taken from “The Nonesuch”, No. 39, Spring Term, 1924,

UTTin

'QEDRIC arrived at Burrington in the twilight, and shouldering his bed, toilec up tae hill to
the hut. Before the summit was attained he was grunting profusely anc sweating voludly.

As he opened the door he upset a long, narrow person, and also the primus stove and kettle,
which the latter manipulated. He skitfully caught the stove anc¢ hot water in his lap. Cedric
considered his language beliec his ladytike appearance.

When he had accustomed himself to the feeble light and smoky interior, Cecric mace a close
inspection of the members present on parade. Two he found to be using that particularly
obscene lingo which constitutes the Medical " shop.” Another, of cherubic appearance, whose
large, bland face was overbalanced by his large, ubiquitous feet, stoically smoked box after
box of England's Glory matches with the aid of a huge new pipe. Next sat a cubical fellow with
a blue face who discussed a highly philosophical subjec‘r ‘with a deep-browed, black-haired
man in white raiment. The Cube noticed Cedric, and welcomed him with a terrible blow on
the bosom.

" So you have come, Cecric,” saic he; " why didn’t you turn up before? ™
Cedric murmured something about a party and previous engagements.

" And what did you do at the party? "

" I sang, plaved postman's knoex"

" And with a fair measure of success, as the raggec outline of your right ear shows. Af

the last party I attended I also played that game; but I dic not sing, I performed on

the jews’ harp However, my teeth wobalec so much that [ thought the plate might

break, so I desistec, much to the regret of all present.”
The Streak mterruptec here.

"Tell me," said he,” who is Dolly? I want to know so baciy."
Ignorant devil, ain't you? "
Answered a person with huge spectacles, who sat on a begd, where he used a tin opener to
construct a candlestick out of a treacle tin.

" Who do you think knows Dolly if you don’t? I'm sure we are all agreed that the lady
has shocking bad taste.”

he Streak replied With sustained abuse, causing the spectacled Rough-Neck to rise from the
bed and walk towards him. Before he naé macde two naces he irippec over the Cherud's right
foot. He swayed 2 little, and took a step forward to regain his balance, but struck *he ieft boot
and toppled over. On rising, he commenced to " fondle " the apprehensive Cherub, and a mill
followed, in which the pickles and paraffin found a resting-place in some old washing-up
water. The celestial being was left on the floor snorting in a puzzled fashion, while his
aggressor continued to pursue the original object of his wrath, the Streak, who disappearec
rapiciy into the night. Rough-Neck gruntec, anc returnec io his candle- stlck

"y

T

The table was laid and tea was mace. Beyond the entrance of the Quartermasier and a
fellow—engmeer each with a new tale of Ivy, the village belle, which was calculatec to arouse
envy in the hearts of their fellow Spelaeoclogists, that funcuon nassed oif without event.



After tea the company divided into two parties, one for washing-up anc bridge, the other for
field work. The latter party, which had the study of village Tife as its ohject, proceedec to
Blagdon, where the church bells and the rush of villagers to church informed them, for the
first time, that the day was Sunday. They halted at the House with the Siding Door, and
hammered at its portals, but finding this unavailing proceeded to a well-remembered spot,
where the knocking was repeated with an equally fruitiess result.

Accordingly the party hurriec to a thirc¢ mission hall, and tapped gently on the door, but
obtainec no answer. It is a long lane that has no turning (as the monkey saic when he sat on
the treac-mill), and the deep-browed one, who had grown desperate, made a compiaint to a
personage he thought might be the Mayor of Blagdon, from whom he learnt that the
institutions opened on Sunday at 6.55 p.m.
{guide books, piease note); and so the five
investigators stood in the bitter cold of the
village square for forty minutes, with
pendulous tongues and heaving hosoms. At
6.54 sharp the party assembled in close
column ouiside the House with the Sliding
Door. At 6.55 the ceep-browed bloke tapped
on the door, at 6.56 he hammered, at 6.57 the
whole party banged ané shouted, at 6.58 the
door was opened from inside, precipitating
them to the floor. Then comparative happiness
was obtained.

Next day visitors arrived. The first came on a motor-bike, anc spent most of the day carrying
his bed from the village to the hut. The second was a learned individual with an exciting
story. He said that while waiting for the Burrington bus in Bristo’ he was arrested by a young
poiiceman, who thought he was Major Bailey.

" He must have been very young anc short-sightec," saic the Rough-Neck. " The

papers describe the Major as a tall, hand-some fellow. T hope you tipped the slop weil.

He deserved it for the compliment.”
The society migrated to Goatchurch Cavern, where the Streak, Cube and Rough-Neck fought
a boulder viciously. They eventually left it, having removed abour 300 pounds from a total of
four tons. Meanwhile, Major Bailey and the man with the domec forehead discussed
technical questions, each quoting many authorities, and generaily gave a highly philosophical
air to the proceedings, which were otherwise rather messy. This method is an advance on that
used by the Cube and Rough-Neck when discussing a paraliel and equally technical subject,
the former giving a bargee of his accuaintance as authority, the latter guoting auge excerpts
from the work of ais old sergeant-major.

in the evening a strong party proceedec to the House with the Sliding Door, where the soul of
the landlady was ravished with sweet music. The halt was not long, and the return journey
was made with large jars of cider and some other stuff wrapped up in bottles. By the time the
hut was reachec the beei had been roasted, while the potatoes and pucddings were boifled. Al
disappeared in due course, and desert was procuced. A regrettabie incident happened at this
polnt. Sunshine, a tall, handsome youth was sucking an orange, and, as is usual in the best
circles of today, he disposec. of the pips by projecting them to Civerse parts of the hui. One of
these fell on the red-hot stove in front of him, and exp:oding, blew back into his eye, causing
him to forsake his customary air of easy noncha’ance.

When that aftermath of bancuets in both palace ané prison, the wasiing up, had heen
disposed of, Cedric had an opportunity of witnessing the play of the University Tippet Team
{1st VIL). He found them fo be a hard-faced set of men with enormous hands, and noints
were piled up at an enormous rate. A game of vingt-ef-un followed, in which tae ol
professionals scored heavily. Cecric noticed Sunshine swigging mugs of invalid port, others



tippied cider, while the Streak sucked blotting-paper moistened with ginger-brandy anc
water.

At 17.30 p.m. the revellers evacuated the hut, and groped their way through the sepia night 1o
the Tittle grass-covered platform at the top of the wall of Burrington Combe above the " Rock
of Ages." Now the ground round the hut bears on its 7ace traces of occupation by many
primitive peoples, and doubtless in cays long dead it has witnessec the: fulfilment of many
fantastic rites; but we may safely say that none of the rites were so primitive or fantastic as
those with which the Spelaeologists usher in the New Year. A brief account of these will be
interesting to the careful student of ritual. Sach member of the party bore an empty mug in
one hand, and in addition severa! carried botties and lamps. A spot was chosen, and some of
the boitles were placed on the grounc. The high priest, Major Bailey, then uttered mystic
words, and thrust the sticks of rockets
into their necks. To the noise of various
age-ol¢ ditties, such as " Here's to the
Good Qlé Beer," " We are the Chosen
Few, anc " Jogging along to Canterbury,”
the rockets were fired, along with many
sauibs, crackers and jumping Jeremiahs.
Cecric decided that the flashes of light
revealed countenances as viiiainous and
misshapen as any vet seen on Mencip.
When the fireworks were exhausted the
clocks of the hidcen churches in the
vailey below commenced fo strike. After
this solemm moment wine was c¢runk and
the company danced furiously round a
huge porassium flare, singing guite
untruthfully, " Here we go round the
Cheddar Cross." A solemn hymn was
sung at the conclusion of the dance, and
was followec by a symphonic sneeze to
the four carcinal points of the compass.
{(Ttem. - Do not stanc in front of a
Spelaeclogist when he sneezes.

The winc had now sprung up, and before ail the company had enterec the hut it brought rain,
which soon beat on the iron roof like peas from a myriad pea-shooters rattling the sides of an
unsuspecting tank. Within all was harmony anc goocwili. The Rough-Neck was soon in bec,
where he ajternately wrote a letter to his love ancd composed his now celebrated Ode to
Linoleum. The Cherub, with the assistance of the Major's boot anc the Quarcermaster's vast
func of knowledge, made his bed. The motor-bike man gruntec contentedly from beneath the
table, while the ceep and even breathing of the Cube, combined with the staccato rattle of the
rain and the aeolian music in the trees, producing a lullaby which soothed Cedrie to sleep He
wolke for a moment three hours later. The Cherub was putting the finishing touches 1o his bec
in the most determined manuner, and from the floor the Streak sleepily murmured,

"Who is Dolly?" -

As for the rest of the works of Cedric anc his friends curing
the December camp, are they not written in the Log-Book of
the Cave-Men?




A {g’czﬁimaufry of Qeveia?ions, ﬁ;spersions, %%femciﬁes, gxogg_gam?ions and Loies
Ms Samentha Smith and Mr Jonathan
Telling were caught in o compromising
position on the morning of the
Christmas dinner last December. Ms
Smith commented "He wasn't ¢ very
gooc victim - he was strugcling Yo get
up, S0 it made it guite hard”. An
amoteur photographer present ¢t The
time of the incident captured startling
imoges of their acrobatic endeavours,

Club treasurer, Mr Simon Lee, is
rumourec to have suffered confusion
over his sexua: preferences since his
trip to Thailand This Christmas. On the
saic expecition, Mr Lee was approached
by strange men on a caily basis, and
another {unnamed) member of the
group was offered money in exchange
for the services of Mr Lee. The vaiuve
ot nis asking orice is unconfirmed.

Relieble sources inform us that the entire Thailand expedition party resided
in a disrepurable estadlishment for a substential portion of their stay. The
cavers in guestion strongly deny know.edge of the true purpose of the red
light gracing their window - claiming onily that it added o ‘nice ambience’ *o
the room. Two of the offending students, Mr Nicholas Zreland and Mr Simon
Lee (becteliows) are unavaiiable for comment,

have been
expressed by the student members of the UBSS. Photographic evidence has
been produced To sugges? that Mr Hill has abandoned the 215 century ciet
for something more primitive - grubs and insects. Entomologist, Mr B. Tul,
has propesed that ne is suffering from a rare disorder known s ‘arachnosis’
{a severe egting disorder brought on by exposure To Zast Asien cave
atmospheres). It is noped That Mr il will return to ‘norma’ afrer the *wo-

Concerns regarding the dietery preferences of a #r Scward Hill

~




month incubation period is over. Anyone noficing signs of cocooning, or
chrysalis growth, should contact the newsietter immediately.

Female members of Tne
club were snocked anc
distressed by The
behaviour of certain
maies af the Christmas
cinner, neid g* The 'Fox
and Hounds' pub. In
particuiar, Dr Jeremy
Newmaen was publicly
moiested oy Mr Dickon
ganks. Dr Newman, anc
Mr Timothy Haines, are
also facing charges of
indecen? exposure after
dangting inappropriate
body-parts over dinner.

One of our newes” members, Mr Ecwarc Hodge, underwent a gruesome
metamorphosis during The las? club Yorkshire trip. On the night of Scrurday
3 February, he went to bed in The normal fashion, bu? witnesses on the
scene claim that when he awoke he had four legs, end a femaie-shaped
Tumour crowing from #is side. Expert scientists can only suggest that
chemicals in The local brew encouraged this mysterious transformation.

Canadian cavers, Aiiss
Patricic Becdows and
bovfriend, Mr Zdwarc
Mcllon, are reputedly
squatting in the UBSS
nut. Atfempts to
extricate them have
been namperec by
protests from local
residents, who speak
very highly of their
Takeawey pancake
service.
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A HOLIDAY IN THE VERCORS, SEPTEMBER 2000
Part 2 ‘Continuec rom nrevious ecition}
(rzham WMuiian

Towards the end of last summer, a mixed party of UBSS and Grampian SG members spent two weeks
caving on the Vercors plateau in SW France. Despite some transport difficulties brought about by the
fuel blockades, the weather was generally superb and a lot of good caving was done, What follows are
edited highlights from the trip log.

10-9-00 « Les Saints de Glace

Julian, Dan, Fiona, Pete [ and Davie set off for a fine day's trip. Afier a fair amount of faffing about
trying to find the entrance from a dodgy translation in Marshal! known to be an inaccurate guide, we
eventually found a steaming hole emitting a howling cold draught - most pleasant after a hot anc
sticky stomp up and down in the forest. For future reference, park on the bend as per the guides. Walk
along the forestry track, past the barrier and round just one right hand bend. The track then bends to
the left and there is an obvious path down through the forest (to the right). There may be a small cairn.
There is also a vague blob of crange and black paint (at about head height) on a tree trunk on the right
of the path. This path starts approximately 150m from the beginning of the track (at the road) anc is
the most obvious one in a half~mile stretch of the track. 80 metres of zigzag path leads to a small
streambed (dry for us) where there is a large spoil heap, and the entrance.

The cave starts as a low tube, descencing at about 45 degrees. The first pitch is gained in about 50m
and is broken about 1/3 the way down. P-hangers are in place. We used two separate ladders (15 feet
and 30 feet) and a 29m rope, along with 6 MR's.

The second pitch follows not long afterwards and consists of a single pitch from an airy position over
the drop. A number of huge blocks are jammed across the passage and a lean forwarc reaches the
befay. A single 30 foot lacder was used with a 26m rope. At this point we iost a member of the party
anc Davie found the call of the car and a ess exposed position a better option.

The cave continues steadily onward and downward with the passage cutting down to sideways
walking in places and the roof lowering in places. Three more pitches were encountered; al! of which
were passable with a 3m fadder. One of the pitches was 6m and two !adders were used, but removed
once all were off the ladder. These pitches were intermingied with free climbs of various lengths.

An interesting "toboggan run" of a slippery passage ieads, via a short bit of passage, to a fine {1m
pitch down into the Salle Hydrokarst - 2 huge chamber - the biggest in the system. The routes continue
from here but we just went as planned simply to the siphon in the Reseau Nord. A group of French
cavers arrived as we ascended our ladder. They seem most amusec at oor use of ladders anc seif tife-
lining. I think the phrase was "do you still use those things in the UK?" Whilst there is a technique
invoived in climbing ladders, given the short pitches, I doubt if SRT would have been much quicker.
The advantage of course is less gear fo carry. But only if you have enough ropes the right tength.

The return to the surface seemed much quicker if" a little humid! Despite the draught throughout the
cave, there was not much opportunity to get col¢ provided one kept moving. The cave was mainly
phreatic with sharp edges - not good for sunburned bodies. Or maybe vadose in the upper parts, but
the limestone is a funny sort, with lots of chert-like ledges. The system has another entrance further
back down the road and it is reputed to be riggable from the comfort of one's car! The original
entrance (Trou qui Souffle) was discovered when the road was built. A through trip is possible with
two parties and considering the entrances are only about 300m apart, the 6 hours it takes to complete



seems a bit excessive. We were assurad by our French friends it is an accurate estimation as route
finding can be tricky.

11-9-00
Two caving groups for today’s activifies.

The hard men and women atiacke¢ Grotte de Gournier - a sunerb cave locatecd a couple of hundrec
yards beyond the show cave of Choranche. Some of those who had not visited Choranche hefore
(Pete D, Ivan, Bob, Dan, Fiona) did the tourist trip while the rest (Julian, Carol anc Pete [} went on
ahead to sort out access 1o the fossil passage. This invoived (i} inflating the Battleshin Potemokin; (ii)
Care! rowing Julian and Pete (one at a time) to the landing stage below the waverse; and (iii) Julian
rigging the 10ft ladder pitch and the 301t traverse, aided and abetted by Pete. By the time this had been
done, the rest of the party had finished the tourist trip anc Carol/Dan ferried them to the landing stage.

The Choranche showcave

No-one had any problem with the traverse, despite the reputation Carol & Julian had given it. It's a lot
ecasier if you don't watch it being rigged first, but just turn up and march across it. Cow's tails give a
sense of security, and though probably not strictly necessary are recommendec. The traverse used a
short length of ladder 1o climb from the landing to the traverse. This used 40m of rope and 10 MRs,
plus one hanger/bolt.

Once reassembled at the end of the traverse (dry gours this time, unlike on the last occasion when J&C
saw it) the trip proper began. The huge passage continued for a LONG way, heading gradually
upwards ail the time. The best description of the floor is being covered in chaotic boulders. Some of
these boulders being the size of a small house! There were areas of fine formations covering the
passage. [t seemed strange to be walking through areas of stal and columns but the route clearly went
through them. There was a very nice area of wet gour pools with a fine fiowstone coming in from the
left. The passage continued in a stnilar vein until a climb down {second access point after 1.1 km)
reached the active streamway.



The floor and pools are coated in white calcite, and the pools are green-blue. To avoid deep pools
fraverse wires anc ropes are in place, but the quality is dubious - we found one rone anchorage point
nearly severe¢ and an iron hanger broken. Dan & Julian went upsiream for some 14 to 15 minutes
while Fiona and Pete looked downstream. The traverses are strenuous in piaces, going up. Quife
sporting! Carol & Bob just waited and Ivan returned at his leisure marvelling at the pretties and taking
photos of the gours and of Pete at the entrance traverse. The six remaining returned in due course to a
scorching afternoon on the surface - well worth avoiding!

All the rest 1o Grotte des Ferrihres. A short hot walk to a short cave, fine old stal with stens cut for
19th century style show cave. Much blackening of stal by benzene burning but still fine. Plenty of
wiidlife; spiders, cave crickets by the hundred, pale with eyes but very long antennae, onillionids and
many oestivating flies on the walls. One bat seen (first in the Vercors?), but not identifiec. (Large,
with a light grey furry body). Davie found a tight, muddy, draughting tube in the fioor, but failed to
persuade anyone to push it. (Note: this tube is at the end of a tight meander that was very nice.
Unforiunately, no one else wanted 10 enter it for some reason. Some mention was made of muc.)

12-9-09

Although it was only Tuescay morning and not Wednesday evening, an attempt was made to go
digging. Julian, Dan, Tony and Graham went south along the valley to a site in the bottom of a
shakehole noted by the latter two a couple of days ago and declared by Tony to be draughting inwards
gently. On this occasion no draught could be detected at all, despite utilising Dan's fag and so no
digging was done. Looked at another couple of shakeholes in the same area with ne joy and so
returned north to yet another site noted on a previous walk. This one was an apparent rift in a patch of
nettles close to the rubbish and glass bins. Dan, in his least obvious bright yvellow oversuit,
investigated the site while the others provided a diversion by emptying 3 cays' worth of hottles into
the bin. Needless to say this one didn't go either.

Gowr Furmant

Two groups descended the cave. The early group of Young Ivan, Young Davie and Young Pete I, set
off in the morning with a view to rigging the cave before the later group of Julian, Dan anc Fiona
foowed behinc.

There was some confusion as to which of the two entrances we shouid descend anc after a recce in
each decided on the wrong one. We only found this out afier rigging an airy traverse and descending a
17m pitch. An easy and weli-trod passage led steadily downwards from here and was followed for
about 50m before returning to prussic back up the pitch.

Regrouping on the surface an assault was launched on the correct entrance. The first two difficuities
are described as climbs and although only 2 and 4m respectively it was decided a ladder for each. The
pitches proper started after this and consisted of a 6m, 3m, 9m, 6m and an i 1m nitch followed in quick
succession. A 65m rope will see these completec in one go. A local schematic has been drawn up as
the information available was dubious. There was a proliferation of spits, many of which were not
useable. This lead to the "Grand Chamber™. Davie deciced to ascend the piiches at this noint and "test
the spits whilst being schouglec¢” - how kind!

Two routes from here exited anc then joined 25 or so metres further on down the cave. We followec
the option of a 6m and 15m pitch. At the bottom of this one, Ivan's lamp was noticec to be decidedly
dim. Pete [ and [van returned 1o the surface on combined lighting,



Dan took up the rigging at this point to finish the last two pitches, Dan, Fiona and Julian continued
down the passage. The initial pitch was rigged from a rather airy Y-hang, which neeced 1o be treatec
as a rebelay. The subsequent pitch was more straightforward, the pitch-head was about 20m further
down the passage, short traverse line, Y-hang, big flowstone ledge ~3m from base oY pitch - shoulc
have rebelay but we ran out of rope so decided to omit the rebelay.

From the base of the pitch the obvious route on was along winding T-shaped canyon passage with
active streamway, large gours all along, traces of old erocded gours high on the walls. Eventually
reached deep nools, retraced steps to a short climb {~3m) up the wall. Leads to fossii canyon passage
with gours and some formations. Passage becomes low briefly & emerges into Dragon Chinois. Wide,
low chamber, many formations, impressive columns, and straws.

13-9-00

An easy day today with a tourist trip to Scialet de la Malaterre. A huge chasm in the ground descendec
to a total depth of 120m. The shaft is split at 55m by a huge ledge. Rocks anc coins were dropped but
we could not hear anything hit the bottom. A free hang also did not seem possible. The hole was
spanned by a bridge, which apparently doubles as the initial belay.

Next a wander down the hill lead to Glacihre - a cave that has an ice plug in its base. Unfortunately the
cave had been closed since last year. This did not deter the intrepid members of the G.5.G & U.B.8.8.
and with true grit, we scaled the bamiers and descended into the cave via fixed ladder.

At the bottom of the cave was a lump of ice with a cold blue face. This contained a few nice icicies but
otherwise was a bit of a non-event. The cave did not appear to continue in any direction and not
surprisingly was quite cool!!

Another view of the Choranche showcave

14-9-00

Today's caving party was lured by the promise of masses of stal and a "magnifique" streamway to
Reseau Christian Gathier, located just over the col from the Font d'trle ski station. The initial group



of Dan, Fiona, Ivan, Julian and Carol was reduced to four when Fiona cecided (sensibly as it tumed
out) that she wasn't feeling up to the trip. The entrance rift (a steeply sloping and narrow 30m) was
easy on the way down, but needed care on the last section - a handline {tied to the rock) provided
nsychological assistance here. Then off we went, foilowing the draught. Tae guide didn't really
mention mud - but there was !ots in the low crawly section. Pitches of 5m - probably avoidable (stal
belay - tether), and 7m again {stal belay and tether), took us 1o the fossil gatlery where there was
indeed a profusion o stal (mudcy) and eventually we reached the 10m pitch (yet again stal beiay &
1ether’ to the streamway. No complaint about the guidebock cdescription here - it was truly
magnificen: with loads of unspoiled stal and a clean washed white fioor with the occasional smali
marmite for added interest, It was unfortunately not very leng, and al! too soon we were grovelling
again through muddy boulders (bad for unpadded elbows). On arrival at the next big chamber (Salle
des Tenebres) Carol and Ivan decided enocugh was enough, and it was left to Julian and Dan 10
maintain the honour of the Scots and bottom the cave. A short low section led o the 'Galerle Geant',
then a large bedding passage led to the R-4, which had both a vope and a short ladder. [t was only a
metre or two. A short walk led to the Salle de la Cascade where a rope was in place. We then went on
a bif until it got too narrow for comfort, so returned to the others for chocolate and toast. The return to
the surface was uneventful until we reached the bottom of the exit rift. Here Carol went into wimp
mode, and asked for a lifeline (duly provided by Julian). While the males of the party swarmed agilely
upwards. toting heavy tackie bags, she struggled and thrutched ineffectuatly, making slow progress
despite the tight line, and emerged into the sunshine totally knackered. She was very grateful to ivan
for recording this on film!!

A few additional notes are that the first pitch lands in a deep muddy hole and traversing round it and
out through the stal encrusted exit without slipping provides opportunity for amusement especially on

the return while carrying tackle sacks. Also the third ladder down to the streamway joins it a couple of
metres downstream of a V-notch weir cemented across the stream.

This showed 9.5 cm of water (assuming it was calibrated in cm). The description of how to find the
Salle des Tenebres in the books was unclear.

When the sump pool is reached a wire traverse line on the left can be followed through almost waist
deep water to where it changes from the left hand wall and disappears up into a well worn crawly
climb on the right that after a bit of crawling enters the massive quarry that is the Sd7.

A final note is that the path from the lay-by leads directly to the entrance which is only 110 metres
away as the crow flies and Ivan GPSec both the lay-by and the entrance. It really is 5 minutes or less!
This small lay-by is just north (500m) of a large parking lay-by close to the lowest ski-tow. There is
no sign ot dumped carbide at the lay-by now.

Layby UTM co-ordinates: 31T 0683475 4977298
Scialet du Tobogga: 31TR 0683377 4977254
15-9-00

Dan and Fiona were as enthusiastic as ever about caving and set off 10 do Bournillon. They went as far
as the trip of 3-9-00 and also managed to find a passage on tae right. This was followed for some
cistance. It is a bit of an unsolved mystery if this was a passage, previcusly beiow the sump level or a
passage missed by the last party. Dive lines were in place so frec entrance 10 the passage is obviousiy
only possible int dry conditions.



Team members: Eddy Hill, Nick ireland, Andy Farrant, Simon Fiower, Simon Lee,
Dean Smeart (Thailand), Sam Smith, Jon Telling

As we step into the 217 century, the chance to explore & frontier where humankind
has never gone before becomes less and less likely. The chance o be the one to fay
the first foolprinis in a never-before fraveled passage is an infriguing and exciting
proposition and this voyage into the unknown is the reason some of us yearn io
explore. Or, maybe it was just a holicay. ..

For whatever reason individuals became part of the UBSS Zxpedifion to Norihemn
Thailanc, the overall team purpose was 1o locaie, explore and survey cave passage
anc then to share our findings with the caving worlc. We had heard of a “cave and
karst specialist” (Dean Smart) living in Thailanc from a talk given by Simon Brooks at
the 1999 Hidden Earth conference. We contacted Dean early on. We sougnt his
advice on issues such as transporiziion, possible base camy localions, siie access,
foca! guides and he helped us acguire maps of the region. In addition, he put us in
contact with an exploration ream from the States who had cavecd in Northern Thailand
in the early 1980's. Kindly, they offerec to send us tneir unpublished surveys anc
some maps outlining their area of exploration. While waiting for the maps rom Dean
and the Americans, we had obtained a geologicai map in Brisio!l and had aireacy
necome intrigued by a large karst piateau in the province of Chiang Mai. When we
ciscoverec that it remained 0 be explored (and that it was out of the Nationa! Park
area, where access would have been difficult), we exchanged Xnowing looks anc
grinned like kiddies in & cancy shop...we hac found our stariing poini. {(Note: our
nackup plan was to extend the US cavers’ efforis in White Horse cave, where they
turnec back only because they ran out of rope).

We arrived in Bangkok on the 17 December 2000. We stayec there one night and
then headed north, towards Chiang Mai. Cur first base camp was a
guesthouse/whorehouse in a small village calied Ban Al From here, we drove our
two rentec jeeps on steen fracks mean: to be foopaths and explored numerous dits
oromising to lead o cave passage. We hired a local guide, named Samkake, who
was an interesting choice, as he didn’t speak one word of Znglish anc our Thai is not
even good enough o be appalling. Stili, with unicue hanc gesiures and the
occasional grunts, we got by and Samkake proved 10 be a great heip. He introduced
us to the “Bill and Ted” of the Thai jungie — Bum anc Nong. These two characters
could sniff out cave anywhere...or, rather: Numerous attempss 1o explore iarge, going
passage enced, time anc time again, with the encounier of bad air. Feeling slightly
frusirated, we decided o move our efforis 1o some tower Karst, located south of Base
Camp One.

Our second camp was a schoolhouse classroom in a smal hilliribe vilage. Somse
mignt say this was experiencing “real Thailand” — except tha: the local tongue was
Lisu and few people even spoke Thai (i.e. they weren’t of Thail origin). Despite the
tribe appearing to be remaved from the ouisice world, we soon jearned they were
=UGE supporters of Liverpoo! Football Clunt The tribespeopie were very generous



(the chiidren approached us with 2 mixiure of inirigue and apprehension and then
chailenged us to some footyl: anc two men offered to guide us o some holes in the
grounc. These were Snaxe Cave (bad air}, Monkey Cave anc Porcupine cave.

Cur third camp was & guesthouse ‘n Chiang Dao. From here, we attacked the tower
Karst area from even further souin. i was here fhat we woulc finc the jewels of our
expecition: Bear Cave and River Cave (see Table " below).

This three-week expecition vielded the exploration of 20 caves and the survey of
more than 2500 m of passage. Our total exploration area extended over 100 km?. We
found that, in general, resurgcences vieid more cave passage than sinks, dolines are
a waste of time (they seem to breec bad air), anc caves with large vertical niich
enirances are SRT teases, bui always seem o end in bad air as well {(much to

Farrant’s dismay — it meant we had o ¢o horizontal).

Sam Smith

Table 1: Summary of caves found, Chiang Mai Province, Thailanc

Enghsh Name

Sasic Descrintion

{Thai Name)
God's Cave Led there by a menk! Tricky rifis, fun climbs, we were definitely not the first fo
lay footprints here (but we were the first to survey!).
Bat Bone | Located in side of doiine. HUGE enirance chamber, leading off in itwo

Cave/Cave of
Ead Breathe

directions. Floor coated with thick mound of organic cebris. Bac air

encountered at the top of a ladder pitch (passage going below... arghi)

Tham Nam
Huai

Ladder climb into a stal-covered coach-sized passage; connecied into
previous effarts by the French. Located in side of escarpment. Cver 800 m of
surveyed passage.

RBiack Hole Pit

55 m vertical enfrance shaft {SRT), huge passage going ai botiom. Bad air
encouniered at 30 m; unbreathable at 50 m. Tried to descend this one with &
SCUBA tank —io no avail.

Rift Hole Four ladder piiches in rift, bad air
Cricket Pot Descent down a rift. Unstable floor, Passage choked.
Bear Cave A cave with everything (vertical bits, soueezes and crawls, pretties, phreatic
| tubes, huge chambers, etc., etc.)! Over 800 m of surveyed passage. Located
. in tower karst, 3 enfrances found, more io find...
Soring Cave Doline. More like a cavern than a cave.
Snake Cave Tower karst. Snake-shaped dissolutional feature in roof of entrance. 2ad air
found in a rift leading down, down, down....
Monkey Cave | Tricky climb up tower karst to reach enirance; targe-piich cave (lacders);
{(Tham Nong | decoratec with lots of old, crumbly stal. Dig going in bottom chamber,
Khaem)
Disappoint- 9 m pit in bottom of doline. Descended with a ladder. Bad air encountered at
ment Pot g5m
Tham Nong Ladder climb down doline slope, huge enfrance, wet in rainy season, lots of
~animal bones scaitered on floor. :
Tras Pot 7 m pit. No passage found at boiiom.
Porcupine Large entrance, passage going in two directions. 2 porcupine skeletons in
Cave passage {o the left.
Bee Ciiff Cave | Temple cave (used as a site of worshin by monks) — lots of Sudhas inside!
“Cave 5" Large entrance shaft. 30 m pot. Good airiilll But, no passage.
Crysiai Pot Walls covered in crystal. Lack of time prevenied further exploration efforts.
Cricket Pitch Climb and 2 pitches to choke. In doline.
Coffin Cave Err...it had a coffin in i,
Kid's cave Led there by village kids who like to cave without lights or helmeis!
Picturescue. '




Members of the UBSS Thailand Expedition

Disappointment Pot to Black Hole. A Tale of Bad Air

Day two of exploraaon and once more we (that is Jon, Sam, Nick and moi) set off in search of
the object of our dreams and desires, that most elusive and immaterial of things, a hole in the
ground to some and a cave to us.

Surely enough, after a flesh tearing trek through the veicro grass from hell, we found such a
hole and Drompﬂy rigged a ladder to gain access to its base No doubt from here we would
be able to explore the : system that 1nev1fab1y lay hidden in the karst beneath us. I swiftiy
descended to the base, constantly looking for cracks in the rock that may leac into passages,
only to find the pot not 9 metres deep, devoid of passage and lacking in that most ephemeral
of substances, breathable air. Nick named it Dlsappomtment Pot, for obvious reasons.
Later that day, after lunch anc a chat with a coupie of farmers, we acquirec the services of
Mr. Nong and Mr. Bum (yep! you read right), to show us o a nearby cave. What cave? It
didn’t matter. All that mattered was that we had a new lead anc this time we were sure it
woulc go. With this in mind we jumped into the jeep and gave chase to the two farmers, as
they rode through the jungle on the back of a moped, bearing the largest rifle any of us had
ever seen. Soon we teached a clearing, unsure of our position or where we were going but
these were minor details. We followed blindly through the vegetation and shortly arrived at
what they called “Tham” and we callec a huge hole in the ground. While Jon ancd [ had a
better look at this beautiful pot, Sam and Nick went off with our guides in search of other
possible caves. Finding a suitable tree, we rigged both ladders and fon descended into the
abyss. From the safety of the iree, I egged him on to descend faster (he’d been at the same
spot for some time) to which he replied ” m on the bottom run and I can't see the end of the
pitch ”. We were both quite excited and of course insisted on rigging it for SRY the next cay.
Meanwhile, Sam and Nick had founc another three pots in close 1 proximity to this one. Much
to the amusement of our guides they'd been tlmmo rocks thrown into the pots and found
they tocok 6 to 7 seconds to “reach an obsiruction. It was obvious to us that ali these pots must
ink up at depth anc would provide us with a reasonably sized cave. '

Day 3 and we were back at the mouth of the pot. Under advice from Dean Smart we rigged
the rope with a Z-rig already in place, in case we encountered bad air. jon won the toss of the
coin and with it the prize of rigging the pitch and being the first one to the bottom. Due 0

the poor quality of the rock, it took ages fo rig the first ceviation anc by the time he’c



hammered the bolt in for the second one he was out of carbice and out of batferies. Bac for
him but good for me since he had to abandon the cave and I got a chance fo rig the rest anc
be the first one down. Without hesitation [ passed the first deviation and cescended o the
seconc¢. As soon as I'd passed this, it became evident that no more rigging would be
required. I could now see the bottom of the pot some 20 metres below me. Bearing in mind
that | may still encounter bad air, I rappelied slowly. My breathing was laboured but
attributed this to nerves and excitement. About 5 metres beneath the deviation the pot
suddenly opened up to 10 metres in diameter. This larger section was very cecoraiec anc. the
cave appeared red in coloration. The rock was still crumbly To my right I could see a large
terrace but it had no obvious ways on. I coniinued on my way cown, now totally engrossed
in my surroundings. Another 5 metres and the cave opened up once more. Now 20 metres in
diameter and still heavily decorated with stal and flowstone. I could see the walls
descending to the ground approximately 10 metres below. The boulder floor was covered
with a scatfermg of vegetation and just to the left of my landing position a mound rose some
6 metres off the ground. Looking down I saw my feet couldn’t "be more than 2.5 metres from
touchcown and then, I hearc my carbide flutter once, twice, three times and it went out.
tried fo re-ignite it but it didn’t want o know. I switched on my back-up light and noticed
my breathing was extremely rapid and  was having trouble catching my :nrea’ch. I'was in
bad air, rea‘ly bad air. T attempted a change over but my chest-siran was too loose. I decided
to blow my whistle, to let Sam and ]on {on the surface) know I was in trouble. He
immediately started to pull on the Z-rig, this had the fortunate effect of rocking the rope anc
swinging me close enough to the mound so that I could reach out and pull myself onto and
then up its side, into an area of better air. A bit calmer and slowly catching my breath, I
scanned the chamber. Straight ahead I could see a passage, 2 metres high by 3 wide, leading

off anc another possible passage, of similar dimensions, to my left. Sﬂame they were in such
bad air. The cave obviously went but where? We would never know. Three or four minutes
elapsed anc I realised that, although reasonable, the air at this level wasn't really all that
good. I changed over and started up the rope. As i passed the second deviation I noticed the
iemperature dmp markecly. I was told later that an increase in temperature is quite naural
in high concentrations of CQ,.

Later that evening we managed to borrow an air tank off Matt (an American cave diver) anc
cecided we would have another go at the cave we later named Black Hole. That, however, is
lon's story and he can tell you all about it.

Ed Hil

A far buddha in “Tham Tab Tao” religious cove
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Kids' Cave

fr was another hot and sweaty Thoi morning and, once again, time 10 head 10 the hills |
another day of exploration. We had decided ro target ¢ streain in the hope there would be ¢
sinkhole at the end of it for us to ¢rop into, bringinge Rilometres of cave and spelaeoiogical
farme with it

After rejocating vorious innercs and pushing them back towards where they should be,
we stoppec the jeep at the edee of ¢ tiny village focated roughly in the middle of nowhere
af on altitude of quite ¢ bit, it was of the end of g muccy roller coaster overcondidently
advertising frself as g road.

There are roughly 750,000 hill-iride people remotely located throughout the length and
preacth of Thailand, divided up amonest some 3,500 viltages, and as the dust settlec enc
we consufted the mag, two of them stared af us with voker faces and shoots of sugar cane
in their hands. They were cyrious yet g liitle wary, as five year oids are.

By the time Andy, Eddy, S Fiower and myse!f hed donned gedr an¢ set ofF towards the
stream, word had spread and fen or so children were ground us trying on our hardnats
and tackle bags.

Si decided 1o explore a fittle on his tod and the remaining three of us took the dry
streambed. Foliowing S0 minutes of scrambling, cursing, discovering a dearth of sinkholes
anc £ddy doing siapstick impersonations by stepping on dangerousiy balanced pianis of
wood that promptiy leap: up and gave him a few days worth of biack-eye, we gave up
anc rewurnec 1o the jeep.

Not 10 minutes fater and §i appeared over g nearby ridge, waoving madiy with a swarm of
2ids in tow who knew exactiy where a cave was if oniy we'd bothered askinel!

The cave in question was a lerge, sioping-floor chamber with @ few passages and rooms
teading off from it. The decoration was weli above par and incluced a couple of pristine
white flows alongside pillars of stal.

As we finished the survey and heaced out of the cave the lote afternoon sun shot bold raus
of iight through the entrance, leaving long shadows traiiing from the silhouettes of the
children at the mouth of the entrance.

Definizely ¢ trip highlight ond o lasting memory.

Sifee




River Cave, "Tham Nam Huai Luk”, and the French Connection

it was about four in the morning. I'd been awake for about an hour or so and at iast

made the decision to get out of bed and made a beeline across the room for the toilet. A
few minutes of hugging the sink culminated in me hurling copious volumes of vomit into it.
The next few minutes were spent manually bailing said sick into the toilet after realising
that the piug wouid not cope with such great volumes.

! returned to bed to find Nick awake,

"You OK Sit”

“Hmm."

“Yegh, | feel a bit like that too.”

A few minutes later, | could hear the hurried throwing back of sheets, anc then a
scampering of bare feet across the floor. This would be the first day of our little epidemic.

The next morning, the two cars set off as usual. Si, Jon and Sam were in one car, and
the rest of us in the other; Ed criving, Andy shotgun, anc Nick ang | slumped in the back
{concentrating on npot feeling absoiutely terrible). We were going out fo visit a bow! of
limestone towers with two purposes: to look at a big hole we'd seen high on the side of a
tower, and o explore the place for other caves.

We parked up by some woods at the foot of the tower. E¢ and Andy sot out and
started ascending into the trees. Nick and | wobbled slowly afrer, part of us thankful to be
out of the heat, part of us protesting at the extra effort required of us. AL one noint we
came to a miniature ravine straddled by a fallen log. "It's not so bad", Ed called back, "
just recuires a bit of balance”. "Balance?' came the horrified reply from behing me.

Quite a while was spent crashing around in the bamboo trying to iocate the entrance
through the trees. Progress was slowed considerably by inappropriate timing of bowel
rmovements, but it was finally located at the foot of a 10m scramble. We ail stood around
for a while ‘umming and ahhing’ at it, but i was decided, when Ed found it too
committing, to leave it for another day.

So a retreat was made for the car with a promise of return, anc attention was centred
on new discoveries. it was decided to go and get some {ocal advice.

Whitst Andy and Ed tounged in the shade by the car, Nick and | wandered drunkeniy
over to some loca: woodcutters. Ten minutes of pointing at maps and muttering the slurred
words of a very iimited That vocabulary produced, eventually, a map to a destination that
wash't too clearly cdefined.

dnusually, their directions appeared to be absolutely right, and we were once mere
right up against the escarpment. The mood lightened when we saw that the track
terminated by a river that seemingly ran straight out of the rock. We soent quite a while
ferreting about at the foot of the escarpment tooking for an obvious passage, but the
ground was thick with mud and huge boulders, and none could be found. | eventually
stumbled upon a smatl deep nole between one of these boulders anc the rock face, and
dashed back to the car for a ladder. Down inside | was greeted with an open space - a
cavel By now we were quite used to finding promising looking cave oniy to find it endec
after a short distance, so | had no great expectations. Nevertheless, ! shouted up to ¢ anc
Andy fo foliow me down, and wandered off into the space.

The cave opened out into reasonable dimensions, a sort of mini-chamber, which closec
0 a keyhole slot at the far end. The draft blowing cut of this gap was strong enough to
blow out the flame of a carbide lamp - the passage beyond seemed huge. | ran on
whooping anc yelling whiist the others battled with the ladder rungs, veiling back 0 a
green looking Nick that the passage beyond was the size of a train tunnel.



And it was. it was about 10m wide by 7m high, and remained so for five hundred
glorious metres, [t was fantastically decorated, too - from flowstone walls and giant stal,
10 gour pools and crystalline formations. After two and a half weeks of finding mostly
shite, we finally find zhis. Until we came rounc o surveying it, | compietely forgot about
feeling ill.

The unusual thing though, was that the cave just seemed 1o stop dead. it went Tor
500m+ without ever showing signs of closing down, then just came to a wall, with two
great avens above it. There was still a draft coming in from somewhere, so we alt split up
to explore the various small leads off. Ed drew the short straw and found himself face
cdown in a low watery iniet, while the rest of us negotiated minor climbs, but it was 10 no
avail. We had to entertain the possibility that only the way on was at the fop of the avens
- unfortunate because we couldn't even see the ftop of them. We decided 1o ieave it for
rhe day and return afresh in the morning.

That evening, the position of the cave was plotted onfo the man. The cave seemed to
be the resurgence for a stream sink that a French group had found on the other side of the
mountain. They'd mentioned in their report that a large seasonal streamway hac sumpec
just 60m from the entrance. We decided to go and have a look at this the next day to see
if there was away through, but the sump just turned out to be a muc choke. There dic
appear o be a way off at high level, but this was best left owing to the 15m overhanging
boit traverse required to gain it!

And so attention returned to the river cave. A brief amount of time was spent
exploring side passages left from yesterday (adding another 70m of lengih to the cave),
but efforis were to be concentrated at the avens. When | arrived, E¢ was already busy
back-and-footing up a narrow groove that flanked a 15m high stal bank. He had the look
about him of a man who isn't too sure why he's in the position he's in, and was beginning o
babbie a bit. He soon reached the top though, and disappeared from sight. At about the
same time, Nick was making light work of a delicate climb in the second aven, and was
now alse out of sight. There then followed a period of mass confusion as Nick wried to
communicate with the group who were watching him, who were then relaying it to the
group watching Ed, who were trying to listen to Ed, whose voice could be neard sy Nick
anc the group listening to him. Both Nick and £d then found pitches, which caused quite a
lot more excitement, and the shouting intensified as both groups wanted to know what
poth climbers had found.

Gour pools rising to the ceiling in main passage, River Cave



Both were cescribing a drop intoc a streamway, anc suspicions were immediately aroused as
to whether this was the French cave. Ed hac not been to the French cave so coulen's teil,
so { went up to see if | could recognise anything. At the top of the climb, a grovel up onto
a boulder led to an eyehole that iooked out into the big passage he was describing. This
was definitely the French cave; we could even see daylight and treess if we ieaned out far
enough. Nick then appeared in the streamway, having just acquired a ladder, andg
wancered around for a while confirming our fina.

This was my last day, and it was a perfect way o finish an expedition. We returned to
the cars happy, to take group photos and ritually incinerate my clothes.

Si Fiower

Overal! Thailand was great anc can cefinitely be recommendecd it for its scenery, beaches,
cuisine and very friendly people. Caving in Chiang Mai province, with it’s choked caves and
ac air however, was disappointing and the group will not be making a return trip. Apparently
though, other parts of Thailand do not suffer the same problems an¢ Dean Smart is keen for
people to go our again. He's even promised a 4-5 km system in Mae Hong Son, NE Thailand,
so if you have nothing 1o do next Christmas. ..

Foot and Mouth Disease Update

The current Foot & Mouth outbreak is exiremely serious and the Countryside Agency, the
National Trust and other organisations are advising everyone to siay away from all areas
containing livestock. Cavers are therefore being asked to foilow this advice and Hmiz their
acttvities until all restrictions are lifted.

it is very important that everyone cooperates in this matter which poses a severe threat to the
farming community and others. If there is any doubt whether a cave is situated on land that
may be affected piease contact the regiona! Conservation and Access QOfficer; contact cetai’s
for which can be founc on the NCA web site at www.nca.org.uk. The basic rule to follow is
DO NOT go onto any land if there is any doubt, or without first obtaining sermission from
the landowner.

Currently there is no access to many caves on Mendip, in the Peak District and the North,
however some local Wildlife Trusts and other organisations are continuing to allow access
onto some of their land and access to some other non-grazing land may be permissidle, bur it
is essenzial to check first.

Charterhouse Caving Company ciubs have stopped issuing permits or kevs (G.3.
Charterhouse, Longwood or Rhino Rift) unii! further notice. Most parts of Mendip are now o
be avoided without good cause. This inc'udes Burrington Combe, even though it is not
actua’ly farmed land.

(General information on the disease and restricied areas is availabie on the MAFF weh site at
www.matt.gov.uk.
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This vear, the AGM will be held at the University of Bristo! Stucen: Union on Saturcay 10f
March 2001, anc will be inclucing a 12lk by the Thailand expecition. All TUJBSS members are
invited 1o attend the meeting, and of course, the annual dinner following.

The mea! will be held ar “Pizza Plus” on Park Sireer, Bristol. The cost wili be £15, including
entrance to Benny’s Nightclub., Please contact Morven regarding your menu selection at:
mb¥163@hristolac.uik

- ?unglxi Con ;[)amma A 7’—/55550 - Dan-gricd mushrooms sewved with a fresh crearm, garlic and pansley

A e
- /Vlinestrone Soa;a

~ /Piozzazella @a_fzozza - A cheese envelope dipped in milky esq, breadcreonbed, thes deep-fried and sexved

L with tomate sauce

'~ Mnsatata D ﬂ’ iarne - /Mixed seagood specialities with garlic and topped with lemon dreasing

Nain Course
Dizza

- /ff’{a'zﬁha’zém - Lomato, cheddar, mozzavella, basil

.- @fw;ﬂicasfe ~ Lomate, cheese, pincapple, ham

- Stna - Lomato, cheese, chilli, sweetcorn, peas, onions, peppers

- %ézza QEEMS‘ S ;beciaé ~ Lomato, cheddat, morzarella, sausage, mashwooms, peppers, onion, garlic

- ?iG’ZEhﬁ Na - Lomato, cheese, ham, mushroom
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-8 vashetti {7 arhonnara

Yo ‘F{igaﬁtoné ZQOE':C&J%O - Ddastq with mushrooms, ham, chilli, tomato and cream sance

~ Ravioli Al Salmone - Dasta parcels with a mushroom, salmon and cream sasce

- ‘Rissotto /Vilanese - Basmas rice with ham, mushiooms, peas, tomate and cream

i

- ?-‘Ziﬁto /i’fiisto - A special selection of decp-fried seagood sevved on a bed of salad and sarnished with

- g nocchi Al %omada’m - ddasta and potato donplings with a meat and tomato sauce

- @ahneﬁdoné (Z}aeﬁla @6{5’61 - ﬁzzyef_c' af pastd, groand becf, oag, muashrooms, onions and sarlic sexved with

a béchamel and tomato sauce, topped with cheese

-8 ?agketti ﬁegetafzmn - Dasta with peppers, mushrooms, tomato and peas

leson and garlic

= ISzeaded %&’,aécc - Golden fried served swith lewon and tartar sawce

| House Specials

~ 57.30&0 S opre’a - [Breast of breadcrambed chicken cooked in garlic and parsley buctter
- %ot‘;}bez‘:te 7‘&6} Sciciliana - sAcatballs cooked in @ tomato and mushroom wine satce

- ;ia{etto At ?ungki. ~ Frllet steak cooked in a butter, ved-mine, deomi-glace and mucshroom satce

- %etto AN ¢0£ﬂo 74“&{ @?él‘mi - Sliced breast of chicken in a cherry, cream and mushroom sauce
| sezved with vigarond pasta or vegerables of the day

Deggents

- Liramisu

- {Zhocolate gatmax

- (Zheescake

- Caime O aramel

- Jee Cream Selection
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And finally — our most recent instalment from Dirty Uncle Dickon. Jf any of you are offended
by these questions and answers, or find them at all non-PC, perhaps you should write to
Uincle Dickon himself at: dickonbanks@yahoo.co.uk - he is always after new material fo teep
himself occupied when he is not being distracted by Algerian women.

Dirty Uncle

SRR

Uny tips en improvising o descender sut of a scoui?

Pass the rope through The woggle, several Turns around Yhe scou? ancd back
Through the woggle. This will provice The friction necessary, or aiternatively just
use the scout as a landing pad.

How should I talfe Freshiens undengruornd?

As often as possible.

I car’t seem to lind an cvensuil in pink — what should J de?
Gastion Conscious Ginlie Caver
Z.S. Fow da I proetect muy noils when caving?

For caving fashion I'm afraid you must take matters into your own hands, I for
example have yet ro find a heime? that goes with my eyes, but you couic do
worse than taik to Julier, whose furry is an insniration to us all, As for vour
nails, gioves ~ preferably something incustrial in black for That retro look.

G Lean that my caving expenience is undewnined by the fact that § am unafie te
grow o beand. Flease aduise. Name withheld

I wouic suggest working on the other symbols of caving excelience - the beer
belly, prodigious alcoho! consumption and ¢ Team of UN wecapons inspectors
monitoring your rear-enc-eruptions. Tnese wiil more Than make up for vour iack
of beard, anc don't worry - I nappen To know Tha? vou are ciready an exper? in
one of These fields.

I wse the Juag technigue wien puusifing, bub alfer about ten sinefies I Jeel a
stncinge sensation benecth my fowness and fave o ofow dewn. Hew can J
maintoin an even poace?

Sit back and fhink of Zngland?



T, get tenibile chafing bom the SRI hanness. T ve beand that slipping o couple of
barana skins between the thighs may Relp afleninte this painful puebilens. Ga. this.
busce?

I have 7o say That I disapprove of putting enimeis or fruit under vour harness. T
Teel that it is asking for trouble o squash either in The genital region - civen
cavers previous hygiene recorcs. I recommenc veseline, The thoucht of @ group
of cavers greasing up before a *rip has brought me over ail funny. So bye for
now, anc remember - “a scout losT is ¢ joy forever”.

*But seriousiy, if tne problem continues, Try Tandem prusiking. The reduction of
bounce combined with the distracrion of another caver could well beat “he
situation. Just in case, could you teil me how you rig your harness?
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; #STAR LETTER* §§
% Dear Uncle Dicken, §>
%ﬁﬁmm@&m&pg&mmmddcﬁmgméﬁxwf&eéﬁmﬁmymgf
g mag Ee the cause. §

._ _ S
f What you have confracted is “trench groin'. It is caused by no* changing your §
§ underwear after caving frips. Go and see your 5P (Tony has informed me that he §
:< is NOT avcilabie for consuitation on this matter). To prevent Tris condition T §
¢ suggest that a change of underwear every two weeks is optimal o avoid groin %
& rof, but ar the same time, preserve the mature fragrance of the authentic male é)

¢
$ caver. %;
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Note from the editors:

Thankyou very much for all your confribusions. Please keep them roiling in. Perhaps next
issue, if the current land access restricrions continue, we will be featuring an articic on
aliernatives to caving...but whatever you get up to, we wans to hear about if.

Send your material to: e.todd@bristolac.uk

In the meantime, check out more pictures anc gossin on the new and improvec UUBSS
website:

http:Avww bris.ac ik Depts/Union/TUBSS/ Home/ Home. him

and send any funny anecdotes and photos to Simon.Lee@bristol.ac uk




