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thn we arrived on Friday evening
before Labor Day, camp was buzz-
ing with a strange mix of cavers, from old tim-
ers to youngsters, diggers, CRF cavers, SWR
cavers, Lechuguilla cavers, CO, AZ, and TX
cavers. The Southwest Region had converged
with a project weekend at Ft. Stanton Cave.
Permits, paperwork, and people, all were
ready to go. Master organizer John Corcoran
had organized teams for various duties in the
cave, and on the surface.

On Saturday morning, the first two teams
entered Ft. Stanton with new instructions to
haul clean outfits and packs inside their dirty

gear. They were to pick up the survey of

Snowy River (SR), which was begun during
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the July 4 project week. It had been surveyed
for 2780 feet going south. North had not been
pushed until a plan was devised for changing
from clean to dirty clothes and vice versa. On
Sunday morning, between 2 and 4 a.m., the
two survey teams exited the cave, telling excit-
ing stories of going passage both north and
south in SR. With no obstacles in their way,
John McLean’s team surveyed north for 3277
feet, while Donald Davis’ team surveyed
south for 2148 feet. 1 woke North team
sketcher John Ganter to hear his story; it
sounded too good to be true. Walking (dry)
passage, going like a cement highway. It even-
tually ducked under a wall, so hauling dirty
outfits would be needed for the next push.
Donald Davis’ team reported similar going
passage, but they had been slowed by the re-

peated outfit changes due to the crossing of
muddy banks when SR was obstructed.

I suited up to join a fresh team led by Hobbs
cavers Kat Rix and Andrew Grieco, Colorado
caver Chris Andrews (sketcher), and Santa Fe
caver Carrie Finn. We entered at 9:30AM and
promptly reached the new P7 gate. Following
us was John Cochran’s photography team. As
we crawled along, I couldn’t help but notice
“a few” unstable-looking ceiling chocks and
boulders. This dig had been going since the
1970s, rising up along the bedrock wall beside
a large breakdown chamber. Old digging
utensils were passed enroute, like burned-out
weapons of war. It was an impressive excava-
tion. There were several delays as packs were
passed, or rockfall zones were individually
crawled through. Andrew told me the insane
story of how he and the breakthrough team
had jumped down a large fissure, only to find
that they simply could not climb back up.
They eventually escaped by standing on top of
one another. Now it was rigged with a conve-
nient cable ladder. When we reached the low-
est level, the route became muddy and low
again, requiring slogging along in a damp
bellycrawl to Starry Nights. A small hole with
tell-tale flagging fluttering in the wind told us
this was the way, and led to the “boat ramp” —
it’s not really a ramp into water, but a chang-
ing-over place before entering the pristine
white SR. Unfortunately, the muddiest part of
the trip was through Starry Nights.

We began the laborious process of changing
our clothes and packs, leaving some gear be-
hind and bringing a select set of dirty gear in a
pack or bag, for later crossovers. Kat tried the
185 KHz induction radio on a 12:30 schedule
but had no luck raising the surface radio crew.
As we headed north in SR, we immediately
had to duck under and crawl with our packs,
avoiding touching the low ceiling or dropping
the floor. After a
though, it opened up into walking trunk,

debris on short crawl
10-15 feet wide, often taller, with a white
highway. At first I hiked cautiously in my aqua
sox. After a while I became more comfortable
with this; it was not like anything I had caved
in before. Parts of Lechuguilla Cave are white
in granular gypsum powder from floor to ceil-
ing, but this was a stream trunk with a white
“pavement” down the middle. Later we
walked through the remnants of shallow rap-
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Looking north through stalactites and
stalagmites toward station 1SRN76.
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