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CARBIDE CHATTER
From the Editor's Desk

Well, if nothing else, white nose syndrome wasn't spread by the EMG over the last six months.  Grotto 
cave trips have been pretty much non-existent.  Some individuals are still caving but our style seems to 
have been crimped a bit.  It's probably unfair to say that this is due strictly to the cave closures as there 
are still IKC caves and some private caves as well available, it's more likely a matter of people being 
unable to find the time on busy weekends.

For our New Year's Resolution I propose that we plan trips to a few caves.  For instance the EMG has 
never, to my knowledge, had an official trip to Buddha Cave since it has been owned by the IKC and, 
lacking a creditable bat population, remains open.

So, scrub up your gear and let's go caving.

COMING EVENTS FOR CAVERS 

Date Event Location
December 12, 2009 Indiana Karst Conservancy 

Meeting 9AM EST
Bloomington, IN 
IU Geology Building Room 
143  10th and Walnut Grove

May 28-31, 2010 Kentucky Speleofest Lone Star Preserve 
Upton, Kentucky  

June 17-20, 2010 SERA Cave Carnival Lookout Mountain, GA

August 2-6, 2010 NSS Convention Essex Junction, Vermont
July 18-22, 2011 NSS Convention Glenwood Springs, CO
June 25-29, 2012 NSS Convention Greenbrier Valley, WV

TERRY'S TRIVIA
by Terry Clark NSS 36369LFE

What happened in Marengo Cave on July 28, 1982? (see page 19 for answer)
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It was to be a long, hot drive in July to Kerrville, Texas, so we allowed extra time to arrive for the 
convention. Jacqueline and I first stopped at Lambert’s Café - Home of Throwed Rolls - in Sikeston, 
Missouri. Our first time there and found that they really do throw rolls at you and they are tasty! 

Our next stop was New Madrid, Missouri - the center of the great earthquakes in 1811- 1812. After 
looking out over the wide Mississippi River, we toured their small museum. Interesting but not as much 
displayed about the great earthquakes as I expected.

To save dear reader all the details of the road, our next stop was at Longhorn Caverns State Park in 
Texas. This was an interesting show cave. It lacked speleothems but had a very different main entrance 
which was at the side of a sizable room with three openings to the surface all in a large sinkhole. We 
enjoyed this cave but it was time to be on the road again.

Next we stopped at the LBJ Boyhood Home in Johnson City. This was nice to see. No time to go to the 
ranch so on to Fredricksburg. We had heard of the many shops to browse. Saw enough that we knew 
we wanted to return but for now Kerrville was next. 
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As this was July in Texas, we had agreed to share an air-conditioned motel room with Jenny and Terry 
Clark also of the EMG. We arrived first soon followed by the Clarks. It was good that we did not camp 
out for the week as that part of Texas was having a long 
stretch of 100+ degree days with no rain. We found that 
the heat would continue. EMGers Sue and Richard Vernier 
arrived later and stayed at the same motel.

We went to registration just after it opened on Saturday 
morning at Schreiner University. The Clarks wanted to 
register early and then deliver and begin to set up the 
ropes and equipment for use of the Vertical Section in the 
gym. The Paynes wanted to sign-up early for the trip one 
evening to the Bracken Bat Cave north of San Antonio. 
Ernie had been there in the past and again wished to see 
and share with Jacqueline the bat flight of some 15-20 
million bats. But signing up was not to be so easy. 
Registration staff said they didn’t know anything about the trip other than it would cost $40 or $50 per 
person to take the bus trip and see the bats - but check back later. We checked back many times the next 
three days until we learned that it was to be on Friday evening which was the same evening of the 
banquet and there was to be a limit on the number allowed on the trip. We gave up - a major 
disappointment for us. Then by the next Saturday, we heard that the ones that went to Bracken were 
somewhat disappointed as the bus driver didn’t know the way, got lost, and was slightly late in getting 
there.

Sunday morning the Paynes and the Clarks climbed into 
Terry’s Suburban and he drove us to the Caverns of 
Sonora. Dick Mitchell {Inventor of the Mitchell climbing 
system...editor} and Gary Bush followed in their car. The 
show cave was over 100 miles west of Kerrville and in 

more of a 
semi-arid 
region. 
After a 
good 
lunch in 
Sonora at a Mexican restaurant, we went on to the 
cave. Sometime in the past there must have been more 
rain for this cave did have speleothems compared to 
Longhorn Caverns.

We knew there would be beautiful speleothems and 
began taking pictures as we entered the cave. They kept 
getting better and better to the eye. We didn’t know 

what to expect next so since we didn’t worry about film in the digital cameras, the shutters were busy 
trying to capture the beauty of the cave. The end of the tour brought us to a crystal butterfly. 
Unfortunately it had one wing broken by a tourist earlier in the year. But the whole scene was still 
beautiful with the most unusual helictites. It had been a full and enjoyable day by the return to our 
motel in Kerrville. The Caverns of Sonora are a must see for those interested in beautiful caves. 
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In between or in place of some sessions, Jacqueline and I helped Jenny and Terry. We helped as timers 
on Monday and Tuesday at the Vertical contests. Then Wednesday was nearly a free day for the 1,500+ 
conventioneers to go caving or other activities. I had heard that the town of Bandera was a neat place to 

go. It is known as the Cowboy Capital of the World. So Sue, Richard, 
Jacqueline, Ernie, and Jenny climbed into the Clarks’ Suburban with Terry 
as the driver and visited the town in mid morning. We started at the visitor’s 
center, toured an old church, browsed some shops, and found that the real 
action must be late on Saturday nights as everything was quiet that day. So 
as to not waste the day, Sue had heard of the Lost Maples State Natural area 
so off we went to check it 
out.

Now remember, it was hot 
and dry everyday so we tried 
to drink a lot of water and 

other fluids. This day was no different as we took a short 
hike in the park. As we stopped to quench our thirst and 
rest, I think it was Sue who had heard of the Old 
Railroad Tunnel Park which featured an evening bat 
flight at no cost. So Terry drove us on east of Kerrville 
on I-10 and turned somewhere north to the Old Tunnel. 
As it was, there was a local country restaurant nearby. 
After supper we went to the Old Tunnel. A volunteer 
naturalist gave a very good talk about the bats to a small crowd of maybe 45 people as we waited for 
the bats. Then came the rain - a real soaker but everyone took some shelter the best they could. The rain 
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delayed the bat flight until close to dark. They did come out - about 400,000+ bats according to the 
naturalist. Our cameras snapped pictures and we had the best time of this day as the bats flew overhead. 

On Thursday, Jacqueline and Ernie each paid $15 to ride in a convention shuttle van for a trip into San 
Antonio. There were about 15 cavers in the van. One man from Venezuela sat next to Jacqueline. He 
was very interesting to speak with - in English, of course. The others were speaking to each other in 
other languages. The plan was to let us out near the Alamo for a visit there and time to go to the famous 
Riverwalk for lunch and walking or boating on the river. We were to be back at the van by 2:00 pm for 
the return to Kerrville.  The van had to leave by 2 pm to return some to late afternoon sessions. 

Jacqueline and I headed for the Alamo but Jacqueline said she didn’t feel 
well and went to the restroom. Afterward she said she needed a doctor or 
medicine. An Alamo guard directed us to walk to a hospital about four 
blocks away in the hot, bright sun. Once there, the doctor decided 
Jacqueline was dehydrated. She was put to bed and an IV was inserted to 
add fluids. The nurse said it would take time and not be done until 2:30 or 
later. I said we had to get back to the van or we would be stranded in town. 
She said it would take time. I told her that if necessary, I would pull out the 

IV by 1:30 pm so we could get to the 
van. She talked to the doctor and 
they began a second IV in the other 
arm. We were able to leave by 1:35 
pm and hurried to the van. Other 
than looking at the outside of the 
Alamo and over a bridge into a view 
of the Riverwalk, our day was spent in the hospital. After that 
experience we really began to drink more liquids especially 
water.

The highlight for Friday was the NSS Banquet. We had to board 
buses for a ride to a longhorn cattle ranch. Once there, we had 
time to feed a longhorn steer, sightsee, and visit with old and new 
friends before a nice meal. It was obvious they had served meals 
to very large groups as they had a large barn/building and a great 
catering staff. The International Congress Banquet was held in the 
same location the next evening. Other than the program, it was 
somewhat a repeat of the prior banquet.  

By Sunday morning, it was all over and we left for home. We 
returned the same way Sunday and stopped for a while in 
Fredericksburg. After browsing a few shops in and out of the hot sun, Ernie began to feel bad. Fearing 
dehydration, we ate ice cream and drank water. We called an end to Fredericksburg and headed east and 
north across Texas.

Two more days on the road, we returned home satisfied with the trip and fellow EMGers.
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Cavern diving is an introduction into cave diving. Once you are certified you can go as far into the cave 
as to where you can still see a bit of  daylight. In cavern diving you still learn how to run lines, place 
arrows, perform lights out drills, lost line drills and out of air situations. Once you graduate from that 
you go into introduction to cave diving then full cave diving. As with any certification these require 
many hours of diving with your instructor and he is going to press you until you are overburdened to 
see how you react. It is also a costly class - this is most likely why I have yet to go full cave. I have a 
hard time of rationalizing the expense. Yeah I am cheap. 

Joe Park & Stan Maglinger for sometime have wanted me to go down to Florida and dive with them at 
Peacock Springs. I have also wanted to go but work has always prevented me. This time I was 
determined to go even if I had to work weekends & overtime to do it.   

I have another cavern diver buddy, Marvin Crowley, so we could be 
partners and do some additional diving while Joe and Stan went off and 
dove deeper into the cave systems. Marvin and I left Saturday morning, 
our objective was to dive Vortex Springs. This cavern is beyond the 
light zone and slopes from 75’ deep at the beginning and goes to 110’ 
deep where the cave terminates at the end. It is straight in and straight 
out but the cave goes back quite a ways and is about three feet high at 
its narrowest point, it has a sand and rock bottom so anything we kick 
up with our fins soon settles back down.  The cave continues on after 
the locked gate to about 175’ deep. To get into this you need to be full 
cave certified and then you can receive a key. You then lock the gate 
after you. This really doesn’t seem like a good idea to me because no 
one really checks on you. Looks like an accident ready to happen.
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Marvin and I suit up and get ready to go into the cave.  Marvin leads while running the reel. I follow. 
We get to the end and it's a relatively nice easy dive. Buoyancy was a bit hard to maintain and we did a 
few fin kicks which brought up some sand but not too bad.  I am then leading on the way out. Marvin is 
behind me reeling up the line. As we are coming back I see a four foot snake coming right at me. Mind 

you this is in the three foot area.  I go right, he goes straight 
towards me. I go left, he comes straight towards me. When he is 
about an arm's length away I am trying to back up and get into 
the corner to give him as much room as he wanted to get past 
me. As I was thrashing around I remember hearing myself say 
over and over again “OH SH*T OH SH*T”.

The snake then went over to the side of the cave behind a 
mound on my left.  I then fin kicked a few feet out past the 
snake, then turned around to give Marvin a light.  Marvin in the 
meantime had been silted out due to my kicks but he was on the 

line and reeling it up so there was no way he could get lost. It was also a straight shot in and out of the 
cave. Also, the silt settled very quickly. We then proceeded to get out of the cave. When we were on 
land I asked Marvin if he had seen the snake and he said he had not. At that point he was seeing very 
little. I was very glad we were not in another type of system  but that is why you run lines - in case you 
have a situation. 

After the dive you have to be on land for a bit before you do your next dive. We went to the owners 
shop and I asked them what type of snakes they have in Florida. He said Coral Snakes, Water 
Moccasins, and Water Snakes. At 100 feet the colors you see are gray or dark blue.  I had also seen 
some eels in the cave but this didn’t swim like an eel.

After we had rested about 1-1/2 hour I was ready to go back in. I was rather disappointed in my 
reaction and I wanted to go back. I led going in this time and I was constantly searching for the snake. I 
caught a glimpse of him darting back and forth in the tight area but when we approached he went back 
behind a mound. I put my light on where he was and Marvin said he could see some movement but he 
really couldn’t make out what it was. I was sure now it was an Anaconda. Of course everything looks 
1/3rd bigger in the water so I could be mistaken.  We made it through and back again without any 
incident. 

After that dive we rested  then drove to the trailer in Live Oaks Florida where we were supposed to 
meet Stan and Joe. Our GPS said we were gong to be there in 2-1/2 hours. We left at 2:30 P.M.

We were making pretty good time and were talking to Stan and Joe as to how close we were at the time 
Marvin’s GPS said “you have reached your destination”.  We were out in the boonies and definitely not 
at our destination. Stan and Marvin had gotten the GPS coordinates off of Google Earth and they were 
flat wrong. Or someone entered the coordinates wrong.  Stan and Joe then proceeded to tell us how to 
get there. Landmarks were similar to where we were but we found out later we were 25 miles away.

Eventually we found our way there and Stan and Joe were nice enough to decorate the room with all 
sorts of balloon shapes to make sure that Marvin and I knew which bedroom we were sharing. We had 
separate beds by the way so keep the thoughts out of the gutter.
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Monday Marvin woke up with an ear infection. It was so bad that he had to go to the emergency room. 
As I am writing this one week later he 
still is suffering with it. 

I now no longer have a cavern buddy. Joe 
and Stan decide to stay with me and take 
me to a cavern / cave trip. We went to 
Peacock Springs.  It is a gorgeous clear 
water cave in this system and we 
followed lines into huge rooms and went 
down a crack to a lower system. I took 
pictures but the flash just doesn’t 
penetrate the darkness enough to pick up 
the rooms. We were floating over and to 
different levels with ease. It is a peaceful 
quiet feeling that overcomes you. If this 
were dry caving it would have been quite 
a climb. Gravity is a bitch. 

When we are gearing up all our equipment weighs about 150lbs when fully outfitted but all of this is 
weightless in the water. The toughest parts are the climb in and walk down to the pond. 

Our next dive was Orange Grove. This is an interesting 
dive because it looks like you are climbing into a scum 
filled pond. It is actually a pond covered with duck weed so 
it is a layer that completely covers the pond but underneath 
is crystal clear.

The dive begins by going through some limbs that cover 
the cave. They have been there for a long time. When you 
get through this you dive down past some breakdown and 
into a opening that leads through the cavern system. Like in 
dry caving there are several ways to go and of course we 
took the wrong opening at first. Unlike dry caving though 
you don’t climb out, you just take a deeper breath and float 
up and out of 
the wrong 
opening then 
look for the 
way on. We 
soon found it 
and 

proceeded to the correct openings. We went through 
some three foot areas then came out into a very large 
room. At this point I had to turn back because further on 
the cave would silt up easily. Joe and Stan then took me 
back to the log jam and I then went up alone. Joe and 
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Stan then went further into the cave. They went back about 600 feet further then Joe threw out his back, 
old man stuff. 

We then went back to the trailer and had supper.  Marvin’s ear never did clear up so we headed home 
on the following day. So as not to completely blow the day Marvin and I decided to make a detour at 
the Andersonville Civil War Prison and POW Museum. 

All in all I had a blast.

{As you walk to the stairs that lead down to the beautiful Peacock Springs, you pass a plaque 
dedicated to Sheck Exley pioneer cave diver and author of the book “Basic Cave Diving: A Blueprint  
for Survival”.  Mr. Exley died in 1994 attempting to set a depth record in a cenote (basically a water 
filled pit cave) in Mexico.  Maybe being “cheap” is a good survival strategy...Editor}
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{Rather than duplicate effort I refer the reader to the excellent article written by Keith Dunlap and 
published in the September 2009 issue of the Indiana Karst Conservancy Update for detailed  
information about the history of Caver River Valley, the justification for the gate, the bat population 
studies, and the engineering details of the gate itself.  If you aren't an IKC member (and maybe you 
should be) you can read it on the web at www.ikc.caves.org ...Editor/Author}

It's Friday, August 14 and Sue and I have arrived at the entrance to Cave River Valley.  The wooded 
lane leads down and past the open iron gate and we find ourselves alongside a camper trailer parked 
just off the edge of the dirt track.  I hesitate but nobody comes out.  This is apparently the park 
volunteer who is in charge of access, since management of the property has been taken over by Spring 
Mill State Park.

For some background, Cave River Valley has been operated, if that is the right term, for decades as a 
private park.  Don't think KOA here; things were pretty loose.  When I first went there in the early 70's 
there was a little store, a small campground, a trout pond fed by the stream from River Cave, and of 
course, the caves.  I don't remember what it cost back then; but I found an old June, 1972 Cave Capers 
guidebook in the files I inherited from Don Shofstall in which it was stated that, to cave on the 
property, you needed to pay $.25 per person and $.25 per car.  Even considering inflation, that was 
pretty reasonable; and even to an impoverished student, it wasn't much of a consideration.  In recent 
years the fee was much higher and there were no amenities.  There was also no presence on the 
premises so things were pretty much wide open (unless you believed that you really were being 
monitored by closed circuit TV as was claimed on a sign).  Despite that, there wasn't a lot of 
vandalism.

I stop at the top of the steep drop into the valley.  There's another pickup parked here already, empty - 
probably part of the crew.  As I'm getting out to scout the condition of the road someone appears from 
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the trailer.  He's been inside occupied in the bathroom and is concerned that miscreants are invading. 
I'm sure that he's been informed of the gating project; but I'm dressed much more formally than usual 
for this sort of thing, as someone we knew had passed away and we had to stop in Evansville to pay our 
respects.  Despite all that, he seems far more suspicious than seemed called for; but after some talking, 
I must have passed the test and he becomes more agreeable.  He next tries to talk me out of driving 
down, saying that the road had washed out badly after the last rains and the state has done nothing 
about it.  I tell him I'll scout it out before trying it, but he still makes one more attempt to discourage 
me before heading back to whatever he was doing in the trailer.

If anything, the road appears better than the last time I was here; so I engage 4wd (low) and creep 
down.  I used to drive up and down this in a 1962 Mercury Comet and it wasn't in dramatically better 
shape even then.  Yes, it's seriously rutted out and pretty steep but in low range you just go slow and 
enjoy the scenery.  At least you don't have the sharp graveled turn to lose traction on and the rocks and 
branches that try to tear the sides off your truck that Weller's drive has at Roppel.

At the bottom, we recognize Keith Dunlap's truck, Tom Sollman's SUV, and Terry Clark's truck and 
flatbed trailer.  I immediately pull up the little lane to the left that goes to the old log cabin that once 
was the store.  This looks like a good camping spot and it doesn't seem to be taken.

Over by what used to be the trout pond we find a bunch of tired looking cavers.  Terry, Keith, Bob 
Sergesketter, Bob Zatarski, Ray Sheldon, Tom Sollman, Jerry Walker, and Bruce Trotter are all taking a 
break beside the trailer which is fully (over)loaded with steel.  I'm not sure they are sympathetic about 
our excuse of having to stop by the funeral home.  They've just spent most of the day hauling Ray 
Sheldon's scaffolding up over the hill and into the cave.  In the process, they've also dug a long trench 
in the entrance to lower the water level to make the job much easier and safer.  Most of the setup work 
is done by the time we get there.  

On top of all that, Terry and Bob S. have made the trip up to Indy to pick up the steel.  Bob Zatarski, a 
professional welder, has made the drive down from near Michigan City.  I'm also impressed that the 
trailers of steel and scaffolding have made it down into the valley without disaster.

Keith promptly informs me that I've taken his preferred campsite.  All of this seems to conspire to 
make me feel like some sort of slacker or weasel.  Anyway, I do help out hauling some welding 
equipment and setting up some scaffolding.

At one time, the state was going to provide us with work-release labor to move the steel into the cave 
but this was apparently determined to be too dangerous.  I'm not sure if the concern was for the 
convicts or for us.  Anyway, we have to move the steel ourselves tomorrow.

As night falls, someone lights a campfire on the apron of the concrete bridge over the little stream and 
we sit around telling stories.  All is well with the world until there is a loud explosion.  Showers of 
coals and sparks fly everywhere.  Terry's beard tries to ignite.  After some discussion, we decide that it 
was a moisture laden rock in the concrete that had exploded.

Now the dumb part, while admiring ourselves for figuring that out, we continue to sit there staring into 
the fire.  The next explosion knocks us backwards.  Rock fragments whiz past heads.  While patting out 
his beard again, Terry says “Are we stupid or what?”  The fire is moved off the concrete and I decide to 
join Sue who has retired early to Keith's preferred campsite.  She asks,“What was with the fireworks?” 
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Next morning Steve Weinzapfel arrives and we all begin hauling the 
two 18 foot long steel columns that will support the massive gate.  The 
trail to the cave is narrow and uphill all the way until it goes steeply 
back downhill and becomes even narrower and muddier.  We use heavy 
slings and stout poles so that there is someone on both sides of the load. 

This works fine except 
in the narrower spots 
where someone always 
ends up being wiped up 
against a tree or a rock. 
We would later get 
pretty good at this but, 
out of necessity, we 
have to learn using the 
two longest heaviest 
pieces.  All I can say is 
that no one was 
seriously injured and we 

are very grateful that the water level was lowered.

Keith has put a huge amount of preparatory work into this project, even to the extent of creating a 3-D 
solid computer model.  Previously, he and Tom Sollman had spent most of a day making careful, exact 
measurements of the passage cross section at the gate location so that the amount of steel needed would 
be known accurately in advance.  This allowed him to prepare an order that would minimize waste and 
have the steel precut to the approximate dimensions.

The team quickly takes shape.  Keith, of course, is project leader as well as design engineer and 
logistics planner (and purchasing agent, and fabricator of some of the more complicated parts...).  Bob 
Zatarski is chief welder with Steve as his second.  Ray Sheldon is in charge of setting up the 
scaffolding.  Tom Sollman handles the hammer drill and does much of the measuring.  Terry, assisted 
by Bob S., does all the cutting.  The rest of us mostly replace the convicts who are safe in their cells 
somewhere.

The columns go up.  I had wondered how we 
were going to do this and had thrown in an old 
climbing rope, winch, and various pulleys in case 
they were needed.  In actuality, we basically put 
them up by brute force.  In retrospect, it was 
probably the only hairy part of the project; I 
would say that it wouldn't have been impossible 
for us to have lost control or for the scaffolding 
to have tipped over.

Sue even helps out, though she had planned to 
spend the day sitting in the shade reading.  At 
one point I find her staggering into the cave 
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carrying several of the steel hangers for the crossbars.  “These things are really heavy!”  She also gets 
conned into setting out the lunch materials that Keith had picked up along the way.

I get pegged to also do photography and to relay the information about how the horizontal bars are to 
be trimmed to Terry and Bob.  Because of the irregular shape of the passage and the need to pin the 
bars to the wall, the ends of most of the bars have to be cut at various angles.  We work out a system for 
dealing with this (let's see, if I'm standing on the right side of the bar then the first measurement is the 
left... or is it if I'm standing on Bob's left is it the right, or is it Bob's right...?)  Anyway, we always want 
the bars oriented the same way so that we don't try to put them in backwards.  For simple cut offs, I 
relay the length via FRS radios (surprisingly this works even back a short ways in the cave) then start 
back to help haul the steel.  For more complicated stuff they have to wait for me to come down with a 
sketch.

At least the job site is well lit.  We have two generators outside 
and floodlights inside.  Keith, concerned about someone getting 
electrocuted, also purchased, in advance, rubber hip waders for 
everybody.  Well, almost 
everybody, Tom Sollman 
insists that rubber boots, and 
gloves, and helmets, are for 
wimps.  Tom has almost fully 
recovered from an earlier 
incident involving a ladder, a 
tree, and a saw that paid for a 
new luxury car for an 
orthopedic surgeon.

At lunch, Tom, a history buff, 
speculates about the valley's 
past.  He points out the large 
concrete floor and hand laid 

stone that was once probably the foundation of the mill that was 
supposed to have been located in Cave River Valley.  He then 
wonders about the water for the mill.  The little stream could not 
have run an undershot wheel so he suggests that there must have 

been a flume 
of some sort 
coming down all the way from River Cave, 
much as you see at Spring Mill State Park.  A 
definitive history needs to be researched and 
written about the place.
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Jerry and Salisa Lewis stop by to witness the work.  Jerry is current 
IKC president and has had the (mis?)fortune to have injured his 
shoulder a while back and thus is not able to help out.  He does take 
some photos, including one really nice one that is a panorama of 
several shots showing both the entrance and the in-process gate.

Keith's computer model calls for 24 horizontal bars, and he has been 
keeping track of the average rate of progress.  We are falling behind 
so he begins to crack the whip a bit.  The day ends around 8 PM with 
18 bars in place, a respectable accomplishment.

Supper is at a 
Mexican place 
in Salem then 
we return to 
the valley and 
collapse.

Ray Sheldon and Steve Weinzapfel have to 
leave; but next morning, Bruce Trotter's son Jake 
arrives young and fit and used to work.

When I enter the cave, the first thing I notice is 
that the breeze that kept the air fairly clear yesterday has stopped and the cave is filled with fog except 
near stream level.  This will be a significant challenge to photography.

Today's big challenge, besides the fact that the scaffolding 
has had to be reset at maximum height, is the fissure at the 
top of the passage.  Keith decides that his original plan 
won't work well enough and he and Tom improvise a 
redesign in-situ.

Meanwhile, the photographer has encountered problems 
when attempting to get a photo of Terry and Bob at work. 
The camera lens completely fogs when removed from the 
cave and is out of action for some time.  Thus, no photos of 
Terry and Bob.

The last part of the job is the installation of Keith's “door”. 
The door is actually made up of three removable bar 
sections with provisions for padlocks at each end.  Keith 
has also prefabricated special racks that the bars can be 
locked to and left in the cave when the cave is open for 
visitation.

Hauling the gear out of the cave goes quickly because most of the material, the steel bars, will be 
staying behind permanently (we hope) and, as we finish with something (torch, tanks, etc.), it has been 
hauled back by someone going down for steel.  The big effort is in removing the scaffolding.
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After the scaffolding has disappeared, I realize that we need a 
group photo and where best but in front of the gate.  Everyone 
(except maybe Tom) is receptive so we all troop back up one last 
time.  Terry and Bob don't want to fool with the hip waders so 
Terry wades in barefoot (oww!) and Bob puts on a spare pair of 
knee boots.  Sue is sort of handed along the wall.

We are in luck that the fog is not nearly so bad now.  As it is, I find 
that I get the best results by lowering the tripod so that the camera 
is closer to the water.  I also find that the floodlight behind the gate 
burns out some of the participants and has to be moved.  Then I 
notice that Sue isn't visible and have to take another shot.  By this 
time the crew is mutinous.  Sollman jumps down just as I click the 
shutter. {In the interest of honesty I have to admit that Tom was 
“Photoshopped” back in for the cover photo as, naturally, the last  
photo was the best, except for Tom...Editor/Author}

There is one more problem, the State has not left the gate bar locks 
with the site volunteer as originally planned.  Phone calls are made 
and Mark Young, Spring Mill Superintendent, soon arrives with a box of locks.  Keith locks the bars in 
place as Mr. Young inspects the work.  Keith isn't sure that the locks all have the same key.

We are outside, enjoying the sunshine and finishing off lunch 
when a rumbling sound is heard.  Sue has noticed that clouds are 
creeping in.  Some of them are pretty black.  Not everybody has 
4wd.

People sort of spring into action without Keith having to tell them 
to and gear starts getting thrown into trucks and tied down on 
trailers just as the first drops of rain begin to fall.  All of a sudden 
the sky opens up and in minutes we are soaked to the skin.  Terry 
takes off up the steep rutted lane as it is already running with mud 
and rocks.  We soon follow.  At the top, the sun breaks back out. 
Bob comes over and says “I guess you know that if you hadn't 
taken that last shot in front of the gate we would all be perfectly 
dry right now.”  Such is the life of a cave photographer.

Despite being one of the smaller Grottoes, the EMG can take 
pride in having made a significant contribution to this project. 
Tom Sollman was undoubtedly second to Keith in time and effort 
committed and the EMG fielded six out of the twelve volunteers 
(counting Sue).

Thanks to Keith's careful planning the project went amazingly well.  Despite the enormous size of the 
gate and the difficulties in transporting the materials and equipment, everything went almost perfectly.
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Caving With The Russians
By: Sue Vernier NSS 34136  

Photos By: Richard Vernier NSS 16960 RFE

You might assume that since we were at the 2009 International Congress of Speleology and NSS 
Convention in Kerrville, Texas, that we would be caving with international cavers while there.  You 
would be wrong.  (Even though Dick spent hours cleaning our cave gear so as to avoid any possibility 
of transferring WNS spores to the West.)

Terry and Jenny Clark, Ernie and Jackie Payne, and Richard and Sue Vernier represented the EMG at 
the 2009 Convention.  The Clark’s and Payne’s actually made it underground with visits to show caves 
either on the way to Kerrville or on the first day of the convention.  Dick and I used our pre-convention 
time to visit with Dick’s relatives in Houston—we assumed we would be able to sign up for at least 
one cave adventure, as well as a bat flight, during convention week. We would be wrong.

Shades of the Maine convention when everyone from the bus driver to the ice cream cone stand had 
“tip buckets”; except the Texans know how to do it on a big scale.  After recovering from the sticker 
shock of the bat flight costs, we briefly considered led trips to area caves, which also had associated 
fees.  It seems in Texas that you pay to play.  In fairness, the Texas Cave Conservancy had a list of 
caves and springs in the Austin area that were free and open to the public.  Eventually, with special 
thanks to Sherry Graham for her helpful information, the EMGers were able to watch a free bat flight at 
Old Tunnel Wildlife Management Area, preceded by an excellent meal at a small café within walking 
distance.

After an interesting week of enjoying the unique flavors of mingling with international cavers from 47 
countries (none of it underground though), we decided to make our escape from the 100+ degree heat 
of Texas and head north—far north—Minnesota to be exact!  We were leaving behind any chance of 
caving for the rest of the trip—wrong again.

For the next two and half weeks we enjoyed cool summer temperatures visiting grasslands, bogs, lakes, 
and boreal forests; riding our bicycles on miles of trails; and finally finding our way to a state park with 
the intriguing name of Forestville/Mystery Cave.  Minnesota has a cave?!

After finding our campsite and the showers, we head over to the cave to see about a tour.  The cave is 
in a separate unit several miles away down a winding gravel road.  As we pull into the parking lot, a 
carload of young people slides in next to us, and all go into a very nice, new visitor center.  We quickly 
discover the young people are Russians, Muscovites to be exact, and if we thought they had been at the 
convention—definitely wrong.

Only the one-hour tour is offered on a weekday and it leaves in five minutes.  We and the Russians and 
one or two other couples follow the young guide to a stout, bank vault style door with a rectangular 
opening above it for the bats.  Supposedly 3,000 bats, mostly little browns, will inhabit the cave in a 
few weeks—tours close in October.  The guide gives clear instructions about not touching walls and 
formations and states that all of us may have to leave the cave if someone does so.  One of the Russians 
is interpreting for the rest of her group.  Mystery cave is shallow and the recent downpour that we 
experienced earlier in the day has brought it to life.  Water is running along bacon rind and down 
draperies.  Passages are mostly small and joint controlled.  There are a few formations but what makes 
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Only the one-hour tour is 
offered on a weekday and 
it leaves in five minutes. 
We and the Russians and 
one or two other couples 
follow the young guide to 
a stout, bank vault style 
door with a rectangular 
opening above it for the 
bats.  Supposedly 3,000 
bats, mostly little browns, 
will inhabit the cave in a 
few weeks—tours close in October.  The guide gives clear instructions 
about not touching walls and formations and states that all of us may 
have to leave the cave if someone does so.  One of the Russians is 
interpreting for the rest of her group.  Mystery cave is shallow and the 

recent downpour that we experienced earlier in 
the day has brought it to life.  Water is running 
along bacon rind and down draperies.  Passages 
are mostly small and joint controlled.  There are 
a few formations but what makes the trip special 
are the very delicate calcite rafts in one small 
pool.  This is a first, I don’t believe I have ever 
seen a calcite raft and it looks too fragile to exist. 

Dick asks about the miles of surveyed passage 
and is surprised to learn that it is right at 15 
miles!  Apparently, they have going leads and 
recently added two miles.  NSS cavers are 
involved and working on a map.  The guide apologizes for not knowing the geology, she mastered in 
biology, but she does quite well.  Along the way we learn that it isn’t uncommon for most of the cave 
to flood to the ceiling.  At another spot, expanded metal bridges a 70’ pit.

All in all, more than I expected from a Minnesota cave and I was able to cave with international 
visitors—even if they weren’t actually cavers.

E-Mail to the EMG
Chris Roth

Hi, I just wanted to let you know that I have moved out of the area, and won't likely be attending 
anymore. Anyway I'd like to thank everyone for the hospitality and great introduction to caving. I hope 
that the white nose syndrome doesn't spread here and stop you from caving. Have a great summer. 
{Dang…lost another young caver…Evansville needs to try harder to keep young people from leaving…
Editor}

Answer to Terry's Trivia:
Armed robbery in the cave!  A former guide held up some tourists with a shotgun.  He was later caught 
and sentenced to 10 years in jail.
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Evansville Metropolitan Grotto Membership List, December, 2009

Name Phone, E-mail Address NSS # Renew
CLARK, Terry 270-533-6115 

terjen@evansville.net
7124 Cairo/DixieRoad 
Corydon, KY 42406 

36369LFE Aug 10

DUNWOODY, Greg 812-205-5685 
gdunwoody@juno.com

8933 Westwood Dr. 
Newburgh, IN  47630

54568 Aug 10

DURHAM, Debbie 270-202-1527 2875 Detour Rd. None Dec 09
crafty8053@yahoo.com Bowling Green, KY 42101

HALL, Jim 812-758-4215 5211 E.Timberwood Dr. 31827 Jan 10
cavedragon@netzero.net Newburgh, IN  47630

MAGLINGER, Stan 812-853-9301 
stanmag@roadrunner.com

6044 Pfafflin Lake Blvd. 
Newburgh, IN  47630

32605 Oct 09

MARKET, Richard 270-965-4506 
dmarket@efanz.com

440 Guy Hodge Rd. 
Marion, KY 42464  

17550 Feb 10

MARKET, Kevin 812-782-3449 
donnamarket@verizon.net

7826 E 300 S 
Oakland City, IN  47760

None Sept 10

MAYES, Mike 812-464-5544 5400 Bridgeview Dr. 38480 July 10
amayes1966@wowway.com Evansville, IN  47712

MUNDY, George Jr. 812-882-7754 837 South 13 St. 
Vincennes, IN  47591

25396 Sept 09

PARK, Joe 330-748-4173 8873 Harad Ct. Nov 09
caver20@adelphia.net Macedonia, OH  44056

PAYNE, Ernie 812-477-7043 6131 Holly Berry Dr. 4996LFE June 10
PAYNE, Jacqueline epcaver@gmail.com Evansville, IN  47715 53780 June 10

SERGESKETTER, 
Bob & Phyllis 

812-482-5517 1090 Hopf Ave 
Jasper, IN  47546

17602FE 
26302

Sept 10 
July 10

SHOFSTALL, June 812-303-0889 
jshofstall@gmail.com

3419 Starling Drive 
Evansville, IN  47715  

11036 June 10

SMITH, Barry 618-378-3164
barsmith7@verizon.net

383 Co. Rd. 835N
Norris City, IL  62869 

June 10

SOLLMAN, Tom 812-753-4953 3270 E 750 S  33249L Mar 10
sollman@juno.com Ft. Branch, IN  47648

VERNIER, Richard 812-385-5058  580 N 350 E 16960FE Feb 10
VERNIER, Sue rsav1@juno.com Princeton, IN  47670 34136 June 10

WEINZAPFEL, 
Steve

812-634-1190 
mesdac@insightbb.com

1787 West Division Rd. 
Jasper, IN  47546

21410 Sept 10
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