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Cover Photo: Long time NSS member and DUG Director,
Tom Cottrell, who passed away on October 10, 2017. He
is missed by all DUGsters.
http://www.dugcaves.com/membershipVolume 24, Issue 10

December 2017 and-renewals.html

The Carbide Courier is e-mailed to all DUG members and is
available for download from the Dayton Underground Grotto
website. The newsletter is published monthly. Submissions
must be sent to the editor by Friday preceding the last week of
the month. Send submissions to mkhood@woh.rr.com.
The Carbide Courier, copyright (c) 2017 by the Dayton
Underground Grotto.
Excluding reprinted material and
individually copyrighted articles, permission is granted to caving
and cave conservation organizations to reprint material from this
publication, with proper credit given to the author and The
Carbide Courier. Articles appearing in The Carbide Courier do
not necessarily represent the official views of the grotto and/or its
members.
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Calendar of Events
December - Regular membership meeting, possibly a dinner meeting. Date, time, and location to be
determined.
January 14 - Regular membership meeting, 7pm, Walter E. Stebbins High School Student Activity
Center, 1900 Harshman Rd., Dayton, OH 45424.
January 26-28 - Winter Adventure Weekend, Carter Caves State Resort Park, Olive Hill, Kentucky
http://www.winteradventureweekend.com
February 11 - Regular membership meeting, 7pm, Walter E. Stebbins High School Student Activity
Center, 1900 Harshman Rd., Dayton, OH 45424.
March 11 - Regular membership meeting, 7pm, Walter E. Stebbins High School Student Activity
Center, 1900 Harshman Rd., Dayton, OH 45424.

Dues for 2018 are now due! Go to the
membership page on our web page to
renew, or contact our Membership
Chairman, John Cassidy, to renew.

THE PASSWORD TO THE DUG WEB PAGE MEMBERS-ONLY SECTION
WILL CHANGE ON JANUARY 1ST. YOU MUST BE A PAID MEMBER FOR
2018 TO RECEIVE THE NEW PASSWORD.
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Grotto Committees in Need of Chairs
The following committee chairman openings are being advertised in accordance with Grotto Act 06-02.
- Conservation Committee
- Landowner Relations Committee
- Safety and Rescue Committee
- Youth Groups Committee
Members interested in chairing any of these committees should contact the grotto chairman.

Has Any of your Information Changed??
- Address?
- Telephone?
- E-Mail?
- Joined the NSS?
- Other?
If so, please make sure you update your information on the DUG web page. Go to
the “Members-Only” section and click on the “Update Your Information” button.
Don’t have the Members-Only password? No problem, just go to
www.dugcaves.com and click on the “Request the Members-Only Password”
button.

2018 Officer Elections
The election of officers for 2018 will be held at our December meeting. Contact
Chairman Tama Cassidy if you are interested in running for an office. The elected offices
are:
Chairman
Vice Chairman
Secretary
Treasurer
Two Board Members
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In Memory of Thomas Cottrell, NSS 11000
Thomas Edward Cottrell, age 79, of Xenia passed
away October 10, 2017 at his residence. Tom was
born June 13, 1938 in Spencer, WV. He was preceded
in death by his loving wife: Jane L. (Pollard) Cottrell;
father: Gerald Rex Cottrell; mother: Frances
(Burgess) Milhoan; stepfather: Gerald Milhoan; and
sister: Carolyn Terrell. Tom is survived by his half
sister: Barbara Jo Cottrell of WA; as well as numerous
nieces and nephews. Tom retired from Xenia High
School in 1992, where he taught Math and Computer
Science. He had previously taught 3 years in West
Virginia as well. He was a graduate of Spencer High
School, West Virginia; and Marietta College and
received his Masters Degree from Bowling Green
State University. Tom was an avid geologist and
spelunker.
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From the Editor:
Beginning with this issue, the Carbide Courier will be e-mailed to all DUG members who have an
e-mail address on file with the Membership Committee. It will also be uploaded to our web page, as it
has been in the past. It is imperative you have a valid e-mail address on file. Be sure to fill out the
“Update of Information” page on our web page if any of your information has changed.
I would like to do an issue that includes stories about Tom Cottrell. Please send any stories you have
about him and I’ll publish them in the January Carbide Courier.
Thanks!
Mike Hood
Editor

Hidden River Cave, Ganter Cave, and More!
By Pamela Garrett
Thurs. Oct. 28 (1994?)

On my lunch break today I go
to my house and fill up my car
trunk with firewood and pack
the cooler. I race back to work,
finish for the day and leave
early. Back at my house I
finish stuffing my car and head
for the convoy meeting place.
Since lm five minutes late, I
offer everyone a Halloween
brownie and all is forgiven. We
head out about 4:10 p.m.
Colin and Scott take the lead
with Bob in the middle. I bring
up the rear as usual. With
C.B.s on and the radar detector
fired up we make pretty good
time.
We stop at Shoney's for dinner
in Elizabethtown, Ky. We eat

well and suffer through the
seafood jokes.
We arrive at Mammoth Cave
National Park with plenty of
time to catch the ferry over the
Green River to our camping
area. Dan and Keith are
already at camp with a fire
going
when we get there. We set up
our tents then join them around
the fire for a few brews and
good conversation.
Fri. Oct. 29
Hidden river Cave
This cave is usually only open
to surveyors, biologists and the
like. However, Colin, our
fearless leader, got us access
by volunteering our bodies to
help haul out a tree that had
The Carbide Courier - Page 6

fallen into the pit. We were all
ready and willing to do our
part, but the guy who was
going to cut it up didn't show
up. Colin offers our services
for Sunday and they allow us
to go in. We all sign waivers at
the museum office,then get
geared up.
We meet some people from a
Ky. university. They tell us
they are going upstream to take
some samples and look for
cave life. They were happy to
know that we would be going
downstream. It's nice to know
that they are still monitoring
this cave.
Earlier this century this cave
was open as a show cave and
teaming with life. In the
twenties there were so many
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blind cave fish, they used to
give them to tourists as
souvenirs.
In 1887 a water works was
installed and in operation until
the 40's. Waste disposal,
groundwater contamination
and declining tourism finally
forced the cave to close as a
commercial attraction in 1943.
In the early 80's clean-up and
monitoring was started and is
still on-going.
We start down the huge
entrance about an hundred
steps or more, We traverse up
some muddy slopes and
breakdown. We find Sunset
Dome. It's the biggest dome
room I've ever seen so far.
There's a sump nearby that
Scott checks out. I go down to
look at it. It s a miniature
shallow lake. I smell
something down here. It smells
like some kind of petroleum
product. I decide this is not a
good place to be and high tail
it out of there.
We all try to find a passage
somewhere to explore. The
map they gave us is a joke. It's
a topographical map of the
town. The cave is a dark line
on the map. Not much help.
Sheila, Bob and me take a long
break while the others try to
find a lead. We eat some
munchies and talk about past
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travels and adventures. We join
the rest of the group and start
toward the entrance. Dan and
Keith take a lead they find to
the left. Colin and Scott find
another to the right and take it.
I take the lead to the left.
Through a crawl there are
some small rooms. I go down a
ledge where my foot slips,
Keith was there to spot me and
I come away unscathed.
There is a low crawl with a
survey marker in this last
room. Linda goes first. It goes
down a little then you have to
make a sharp right turn. Dan
goes next, A few minutes later
Linda yells back, "It opens up
and we're walking." Could this
be a suck-in? Keith and I go
check it out and we're not
disappointed. It does open up
into a big trunk passage with a
stream. It looks like it goes and
goes. There are cave fish in
here! We see three of them,
and a couple of crayfish too.
Life is definitely coming back
to Hidden River. Earlier I saw
two gold spotted with black
salamanders, some cave
crickets and beetles. Later we
learn Colin counted 16
crayfish in the other passage.
The passage is found a little
too late for now we have to
head out to be out on time. I
come out of this cave with a
feeling of satisfaction and joy
for being able to see this once
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nearly dead cave coming back
to Iife.
We get back to the park in time
to take a shower today. With
this done we head for camp.
Colin and Scott cook up some
brats and wienies in beer. I was
skeptical at first, but they were
so good I ate two.
After dinner we pile into
Sheila's truck and go visit the
grave of Floyd Collins. We
take a few pictures. I am
bewildered about the fact that
no one wants to hang out here
for long. We were only there
maybe 5 minutes. Scott
couldn't even get everyone
together for a group picture.
Someone got spooked I think.
Sat. Oct. 30
Ganter Cave
Colin wakes everyone up early
this morning. We have to go to
the ranger station to sign in,
get our equipment checked by
the ranger, and get the key to
the cave.
We have a nice breakfast at the
park. While we're eating it
starts to snow. I have some
leftover ham that I turn into
cave ham for lunch.
Back at camp we ready
ourselves and warm up by the
fire before our two mile hike to
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the cave. The snow blankets
the forest in silent beauty. My
toes are numb from the cold.
Seems my boots are still damp
from yesterday. Today the cave
will seem warm to us.
We arrive at the entrance.
Colin unlocks the gate. It only
opens halfway but we all
squeeze through. Except for
Bob, who just came along for
the hike. The cold air is being
sucked in making it quite
chilly in this first room. We
make quick work of getting
our coats off and our gear on.
We head back through the first
passage like sheep following
our shepherds. The shepherds,
( Colin and Sheila ) lead all of
us sheep; first Kim then Linda,
Pam, Scott and Pat
successfully into our first big
suck-in. I should have known
better given the fact that I had
studied this map the week
before we came. I knew this
was not the way to go. Even
the name, Initiation Crawl, was
suspicious. When we came out
there were our leaders waiting
for us grinning from ear to ear.
We walk down a passage till it
comes to a breakdown room
that goes to the south and to
the north. Kim, Scott and Pat
head south and the rest of us
go north. There are a lot of
side passages here and ones
that go above us too. I have the
only map today. Linda has a
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compass so Colin tells us we
should lead the way. So off we
go. We make it back to
Dinosaur Domes. It's nice here
and the ceiling is so high our
lights won't reach the top.
Colin says the way to go is
through this tight canyon.
Smelling a suck-in we proceed
with caution. Linda leads and I
try to keep an eye on these
two. Linda says, " Do you here
them coming?" I say, "Well I
hear something but it could be
a trick." Sure enough I go back
a few steps look around the
corner and there they are
rubbing against the walls and
making noise with their feet.
Another attempted suck-in.
This goes on all day.
At one point we hear the other
group and duck into a small
space. We wait there to try to
scare them since it is
Halloween. They never did go
by and soon their voices fade.
Later they jumped out at us
trying to be scary. Although
unsuccessful it was funny.
We go to a place called the
manhole that we rename
Floyds' Room. There is a large
flat rock that covers a hole in
the floor. We all drop down
into a small room. We eat a
snack and I rinse some dirt out
of my eye. Then we turn out
all the lights. Colin tells the
spooky story of Floyd Collins
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as this is somewhat of a
traditional thing to do here.
We climb out of this hole and
continue north until we run out
of cave, No wait, there's Panic
Crawl, Colin urges Linda to
check it out. I tell her she is
getting sucked in again but she
falls for it anyway. He assures
her that he will be rlght behind
her. He does go in a few feet,
lets her get way ahead of him
then scrambles out without her.
She comes out a few minutes
later mumbling something
about dreaded cave crickets.
On the way out we meet the
others and start toward the
entrance, We go by the exit of
Initiation Crawl. A little further
on the left I see another hole
with cool air flowing from it. I
thought this must be the way
out but Sheila and Colin keep
walking. We sit and wait for
the others to catch up. Looking
at these two tricksters I know
something is up. The rest show
up and we sit a while longer
while Scott slurps down some
fruit cocktail. Then there they
go down this passage to the
last suck-in of the day. I'm still
sitting there with Scott and tell
him i think the exit is back the
other way. Being an explorer
type, Scott follows the others. I
follow for a few feet. They let
Scott catch up and get in front.
Before he knows it we have
turned around and run for the
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exit. Later he said it sounded
like a herd of elephants. That's
not all he had to say to us when
he finally caught up, but I
won't write it because the
editor would have to edit it
anyway.
Once outside we start our
grueling, mostly uphill, trek
back to camp. About a mile out
Sheila, Scott and me are
lagging behind. I stop to rest
and Scott catches up with me
We start walking together and
soon we can't see the people
ahead of us or Sheila. We're
walking along having a good
time just talking about life in
general, but not paying much
attention as to where we are
going. We even misread a sign
and end up wandering off in
the wrong direction. We're
walking down a road and I say,
"Gee Scott, I don't remember
walking down a road this far
on our way to the cave." He
agrees and we keep walking.
Then we see a church ahead.
Scott says, " Let's go up there
and see if we see any signs. "
Exhausted I agree. My feet are
aching and my shoulders hurt
as well. We get to the church
and there are some trail signs,
but they are no help at all. "
Well," Scott says, " We'll have
to walk back to where that road
sign was. " This almost brings
me to tears. Just the thought of
taking one more step is painful.
We take a couple of minutes to
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rest, leave our packs at the
church,then head back down
the road. Finally we make it
back to camp. everyone wants
to know where in the world we
have been. We tell them we
decided to take an extra hike
for the exercise. I don't think
they bought it. We hurry and
change our clothes. I drive us
back to the church to retrieve
our packs. On the way we see
Colin coming up the road
carrying two beers and an
empty. He had gotten worried
about us like a good leader
should and had come looking
for us. He was relieved to find
us unhurt. We thank him for his
concern and the beer. We invite
him to go to church with us.
Somewhat confused he gets in
and I drive on.

This is Halloween eve and time
to do something pagan-like so
we sacrifice a pumpkin in the
fire. We were going to dress up
in costume for the occasion but
I think everyone is just too
pooped and cold.

Instead of a two mile hike back
to camp; Scott and I had
walked about three and a half
miles. I guess some people
should not walk and talk at the
same time. A month later I still
have bruised toes.

Pat brags about his tent being
over 90 degrees through the
night. I hear those really big
snorers have a lot of hot air.
The sleet soon stops and
everyone is scurrying about
taking down tents and loading
up their vehicles. Everyone
heads north except me, Scott
and Colin. These cavers
remind me of horses headed
for the barn. They're on their
way home and nothing is going
to stop them.

Later back at camp we have a
huge feast. The first course was
delicious beef stew prepared by
Linda. Next was Pats' yummy
chili. Then Sheila cooked up
some broccoli that was
steamed to perfection. There
was also hot rolls, potatoes,
cupcakes and so on till
everyone was stuffed.
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Sun. Oct. 31
This morning I wake up with a
cold nose. I force myself up
and out into the cold morning
air. I'm the only one out here so
far. I start up a fire from the
leftover coals from the night
before.
One by one cavers emerge
from their tents. Every seat is
wet so I stand by the fire eating
frosted mini-wheats with sleet
falling into the bowl.

We three go over to Sand cave
to see the place of Floyd
Collins' demise. There is an
eerie air about this place. A
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small metal grate covers the entrance. We hike back up the path and head for Horse Cave, Ky. to visit
the Museum of Karst. It proves to be interesting and informative. Scott buys a few toys at the museum
gift shop to play with on the long ride home.
Now we're ready to head north. It's been a fun but long caving weekend and now we're anxious to get
home to our loved ones.
Pamela Carpenter (Garrett) is a long-time member of the grotto and has served in several positions
within the grotto over the years.

Another Nameless Indiana Pit
By Mike Hood
Call it Nameless Pit, Peccary
Bone Plunge, Two-Frog Pit,
Critter Hole, Porta-Potty Pit, or
whatever, it was still virgin and
not on the Indiana Cave
Survey listing--and I got to
drop it first...
It all began at 7 AM on Friday
morning, November 24th,
1996, where I found myself at
the front door of Randy
Jackson, a caver from
Indianapolis.
I was to
accompany him and Eric
Higbie, my Indiana caving
partner, on a ridgewalking trip
in Harrison County Indiana.
Eric arrived about 15 minutes
later and we began transferring
caving gear to my truck for
the long drive south.
We
talked of caves and caving
projects all the way down and
in no time it seemed, we were
in Harrison County and at our
parking spot.
From the
parking spot, we made out way
into the woods and began the
long hike up to the top of the

ridge. Eric and Randy had
spent a couple of weekends
prior in this area and had found
a couple of promising holes
that were blowing a
considerable amount of air.
The hike to the area they
wanted to search was about 3/4
of a mile with a gain of nearly
300 feet--prime for finding
pits. It didn't take long to
locate some promising holes
that were blowing steam on
this frosty morning.
Unfortunately, all would take
considerable work to make
them enterable.
After spending about two
hours poking around some of
the holes, we decided to do
some more ridgewalking
farther along the ridge. Randy
took off in one direction, while
Eric and I went another. We
kept in touch with each other
by way of Eric and Randy's
ham radios. After about an
hour, Randy called Eric on the
radio to report he had found a
The Carbide Courier - Page 10

pit and that we should take a
look. Randy gave us a good
idea of where he was and by
following each other's hoots,
we soon found him.
Sure
enough, Randy was standing
next to a shallow sinkhole that
had a nice looking pit in it.
The pit was about seven feet
long by four feet wide and
appeared to be about 25 to 30
feet deep.
I could see the
bottom and what appeared to
be passage off of it. Randy
keeps the Indiana Cave Survey
list and confirmed that this pit
was not on the list, and thus,
possibly a new find.
We
walked through the woods
some more and found a couple
of more small holes before
returning to the truck to get the
rope and our vertical gear.
Returning to the pit, Eric
rigged it while I put on my
vertical gear. I figured Randy
would go in first since he
found it, but he said that since
I already had my stuff on, to
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to go ahead.
The pit was
extremely easy as the pit had
numerous footholds and I
simply walked down the wall.
The pit could probably be
freeclimbed, but the sides of
the sinkhole are steep with
loose mud and would make
getting out without a handline
nearly impossible.
At the
bottom of the drop, I found
myself on top of a flowstone
mass rather than the actual
bottom of the pit. My eyes had
not yet adjusted to the dark and
at first it appeared I was
perched above another drop.
Harrison County contains most
of Indiana's deepest pits and
with this pit near the top of the
ridge, I could have easily been
sitting 60 feet off the floor. I
knew I wasn't going to get off
rope until I knew for sure. My
eyes quickly adjusted to the
gloom and my Wheatlamp
revealed that I was about four
feet off the top of a mud slope
that was very steep and led
down to a going canyon. I
yelled up that the cave
appeared to go, which pleased
Randy very much. I dropped
the remainder of the rope down
the steep slope and clipped in
with my safety to help me get
down it. The slope ended at the
beginning of a canyon about 12
feet high by six feet wide and
about 40 feet below the
surface.
I unclipped and
cautiously walked around the
bend in the canyon, mindful
that there could still be another
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pit in here.
My continued
reports yelled to the top of the
pit further excited Randy and
he had visions of big cave.
Unfortunately, it was not to be,
for as I turned the corner, I
found myself in a dome room
roughly 10 feet wide by eight
feet long and about 20 feet
high. A quick look around
revealed no other passages.
However, the cave did contain
many critters and bones,
including a couple of well
intact animal skulls I guessed
to be deer.
The cave also
appeared to be virgin as I
found no signs of previous
visitors. I returned to the slope
to report I had bottomed the
cave, but that Randy and Eric
should still come see it. Eric
opted not to drop the pit, and
Randy told me to go ahead and
climb out as he wasn't ready to
come down yet. Using my
safety on the rope made getting
back up the mud slope much
easier, and I soon ascended out.
Randy soon dropped into the
pit while Eric and I enjoyed the
nice sunshine. While Randy
was in the cave, Eric reported
that a tractor was coming up
the service road towards us.
About 100 yards down the hill
from us was an old outhouse.
The tractor with its front-end
loader stopped in front of it and
we thought they were going to
unload some stuff. However,
two men secured a large chain
around the outhouse and used
The Carbide Courier - Page 11

the front-end loader to lift the
outhouse and drive away with
it. Eric and I decided that it
was a real porta-john. In the
meantime, Randy was being
his thorough self and made
certain there were no passages
I might have overlooked.
Unfortunately, there were
none. However, he did take a
close look at the many bones in
the cave and thought that one
of the skulls was that of a
peccary, an ancient wild pig. If
so, it would make the skull
somewhere around 10,000
years old.
The cave might
make a good candidate for a
paleontology study.
After
about 45 minutes in the cave,
Randy climbed out. He also
saw no signs of prior visitation
and agreed that it was probably
virgin. We did not survey the
cave and added it to the list of
caves needing to be mapped.
With only about an hour of
daylight left, we wanted to get
out of the woods before dark
seeing that is was deer hunting
season. Randy was wearing
his orange hunting vest and
Eric and I stuck close. I made
sure my yellow vertical bag
was very visable. We passed
one hunter sitting in his deer
stand and wished him good
luck, although we never saw
any deer all day. Returning to
the truck, three other trucks full
of hunters were in the parking
spot and asked if we'd seen any
deer. Saying we had not, they
said they'd been in the woods
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all day themselves and never saw any either.
We stopped at Arby's in Corydon to plot our new
find on the topo map. We also kicked around
several proposed names, some of which are listed
in the first paragraph of this story. Personally, I
like Porta-Pot Pit, or P.P. Pit and referred to the
cave as such all the way home. Officially, the
cave does not yet have a name, but will be
assigned an ICS number. A proper name will be
given once it is surveyed.

walking. The pit is extremely easy, although you
are against the wall all the way down. The lip
does have a lot of loose dirt and mud and can be
slick. The mud slope at the bottom of the pit is
about 10 feet high and very steep. Although not
necessary, a handline makes climbing up and
down it much easier.
This was an extremely enjoyable day for me and
finding virgin cave, even though small, was a real
treat. I'm looking forward to my next chance to
get down there with Randy and Eric.

The cave is estimated to have a total depth of 50
feet with perhaps 150 feet of passage, all
Editor’s Note: So ends the stories from the past as told by our members in DUG’s early years. I hope
you enjoyed reading them as much as I did publishing them again. I sincerely hope DUG’s members
of today will begin writing trip reports. A big thank you to Colin Gatland for burning all of these
past stories and photos to a CD. Otherwise, many of these stories from the history of the Dayton
Underground Grotto may have been lost to the ages.
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