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MEMBERSHIP INFO
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2017 Wormfest
Fort Heelblister Cave and the Milky Way Discovery
Ferris Cave Trip
Cover Photo: 251 foot Ferris Pit in Tennessee.
Photographer unknown. See story on page 7

3 Annual membership is $15 per
individual, $20 per family, or $7.50 for
4 full-time students.
Memberships
renewable on January 1st. Dues can
5 be mailed to the membership committee
chairman:
7
John Cassidy
414 Michigan Ave.
Troy, OH 45373
Please make check payable to:
Dayton Underground Grotto
You can also pay with PayPal.

http://www.dugcaves.com/membershipVolume 24, Issue 7

July 2017 and-renewals.html

The Carbide Courier is on-line and 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
July 2

Grotto regular membership meeting and vertical practice at 4pm at Kevin and Kelly
Johnston's house, 1812 S. Longview Rd., Beavercreek, OH 45432.

July 21-23

Karst-O-Rama at the Great Saltpetre Preserve (http://karstorama.com/)

August 4-6

Indiana Cave Capers, Harrison County Fairgrounds, Corydon, IN
(http://www.cigcaves.com/indiana-cave-capers/all-about-cave-capers/)

August 13

Grotto regular membership meeting, 7pm, at Walter E. Stebbins High School.

September 10 Grotto regular membership meeting, 7pm, at Walter E. Stebbins High School.

Get Your Very Own Grotto Patch!
Designed by our very own Tom Cottrell, you too can own one of these handsome patches. They are
$5 each. Contact Tom to purchase one (cottrell.thomas@att.net).
We are officially the 184th different NSS affiliated grotto to have produced a patch
Winner of the 2016 NSS Convention Symbolic Emblem "Caver's Choice" Award

GROTTO IS IN NEED OF A VICE CHAIRMAN!
THE GROTTO IS IN NEED OF A VICE CHAIRMAN. PLEASE CONTACT CHAIRMAN TAMA
IF YOU’RE INTERESTED IN THIS POSITION.
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VOLUME 24, ISSUE 7!

JULY 2017

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.

2017 WORMFEST
The 2017 Wormfest is tentatively planned to be held in
Kentucky, near James Cave (Mammoth Cave region). Possible
dates are Aug 12-13, Sep 16-17, or Sep 23-24. More
information to come. A t-shirt contest for Wormfest is being
held. You can find more information about it on our web page.
Contact Tama Cassidy for more information or to volunteer.
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Fort Heelblister Cave and the Milky Way Discovery
By Ergor Rubreck
In 1875, a decade after the
C i v i l Wa r, t h e U . S .
Government detached the 3rd
Battalion from the army's 47th
Regiment to establish an
outpost 32 miles NNE of Fort
Stanton, New Mexico. Fort
Heelblister was named in
honor of Lt. General Reginald
S. Heelblister, who
successfully led the 47th
Regiment against an uprising
by the Kasino band of the
Chiracawa Nation. The
uprising was in protest to the
raising of first class postage
rates to $0.04 per ounce from
$0.02 per ounce. The fort was
located near a water source, a
sinkhole that was incorporated
within the stockade's
perimeter. Opening off the
sinkhole's bottom was a cave,
coincidently enough, named
Fort Heelblister Cave. From
inscriptions on the wall we
know soldiers visited the cave
with their wives on Sunday
and Monday, and with their
sweethearts on Saturdays.
Some 4.62 miles of the cave
was surveyed by Sgt. G. Brick,
but without cross-sections or
north arrow.
I was contacted last year by
Superintendent Sage B. Rush,
BLM Region 26 to resurvey
the cave to contemporary
standards and offered a no-bid

contract for $15,238, which I
accepted. Since solo surveying
is not safe, I recruited local
cavers John McMac, Barb
Wyer, and Lew Skinflint to
round out my mapping team.
We arrived at the cave in June
on a late Thursday, set up
camp, and inventoried our
caving gear. McMac was 6-ft.
9-in., with red hair, freckles,
and a red bandanna over his
face. Lew was 4-ft. 2-in. tall,
white haired, and covered with
tattoos of all known western
cattle brands and Kokodeli
figures in line dance modes.
Barb wore a broad smile and a
merry twinkle in flashing blue
eyes. They were reputed to be
renown cavers.
The next morning after a
hearty breakfast of Spam,
eggs, pancakes, waffles, bacon,
sausage, and biscuits, gravy
and two gallons of coffee we
elected to delay our entry by
two days. We reached a
stopping place at a terminal
breakdown, known to be so by
its name on the old map -Grand Central. I calculated the
error of closure at 0.2 ft. while
John, Barb, and Lew cursed
and moved rocks on the left
side of the breakdown. The
ensuing wind blew out all our
electric LED lamps, leading us
to believe a tornado whirled
The Carbide Courier - Page 5

outside the cave OR a
borehole beckoned beyond
breached breakdown.
We c e l e b r a t e d o u r
breakthrough beyond breached
breakdown by eating three Mr.
Goodbars apiece, three Payday,
and a Nature Valley Granola
bar for health reasons. Two
days later we resumed our
survey into virgin cave.
Barb's trip report best
describes our survey progress:
"We were all armed with
DistoZs so we could move
briskly along the 47.8 W x
62.3 H canyon, profusely
decorated with conifer size
stalagmites and VW size
stalactites, glittering giant
crystal chandeliers, pipe organ
size flowstone walls in cream,
orange, beige, mauve, and rosy
red velvet. Each successive
room was larger or smaller and
more or less decorated with
bigger or smaller speleothems.
helictites, angel hair, crystals
as long as pole vault poles, and
cave pearls like bowling balls.
It was pretty unbelievable and
vice versa." I admired her
restraint and understatement.
One side lead angled down and
promised more going cave. We
surveyed along a zig-zag
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course and entered a passage
with a glittering ceiling of
stars, planets, and asteroids
punctuating a black ceiling. It
stretched around a curve far
away, shedding sufficient light
to read an apartment rental
contract.
Indeed, we had
f o u n d t h e M i l k y Wa y
underground.. John said we
must name it Milk Dude, but
Lew said that sounded too
much like Milk Duds. Nothing
Dudish about that passage!
Barb asked to name it Snowy
River. I said that sounded too
much like Snotty River, and
besides, Fort Stanton Cave
already had a Snowy River.
They'd never forgive us. I was
paying the bills, so I said the
name was Milky Way, in honor
of the part of the galaxy that
we could see under the New
Mexico sky.
The following day we left a
note at the entrance and started
the survey of Milky Way. The
passage headed more or less
straight south, shot after shot.
We were glad we had brought
sufficient candy bars for a 36
hour trip. Camping would have
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required logistics, so we
agreed on continuous survey.
The "stars" on the ceiling of
the passage continued to
appear exactly as the Milky
Way would have appeared on a
night outdoors.
At the 36-hour point we
stopped for candy bars. We had
surveyed 12.9 miles (20.4 km).
A stronger breeze than normal
sprang up. and an owl hooted a
spooky dirge. The new moon
loomed on our right. Moon??
What the…? Barb screamed,
"We're outside!!!"
Outside? Yes indeed. We were
so fatigued by our repetitive
200 foot shots and the 120-foot
wide passage hour after hour
that we surveyed out way out
an exit and had mistaken the
real Milky Way for the cave
ceiling! How long had we
been outside?
Did anyone
notice coming out of the cave?
Had we exited in daylight I'm
sure we would have noticed.
Distant sirens caught our
attention. Flashing red and
blue lights bore into our little
candy circle. Heavily armed
swat troops in black coveralls,
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bulletproof vests, and black
helmets surrounded us.
"Drop your bars!" they yelled
through bullhorns. "Face down
on the ground. Anyone moves
gets it!" Lew didn't move fast
enough to please so the lead
trooper forced him upside
down with his Koch & Heckler
MP5 submachine gun. I heard
radio traffic. "Yah, we got 'em
all. 10-4…Ten minutes tops."
We were zip tied and dumped
into the rear of two black
SUVs.
At an underground sally port
we were stripped, read our
rights, separated, and water
boarded. Finally we were
blindfolded, prodded into a
blacked out minibus, and
delivered to Fort Heelblister as
the sun was rising in the east.
We were never told where we
were or why the black ops
didn't use black helicopters.
And we don't know where the
cave ended and the outdoors
began, so we don't know the
real length of the Milky Way
passage.
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Ferris Cave Trip
By Colin Gatland
Editor’s Note.
Here is
another trip report from
DUG’s past in celebration of
our 25th anniversary. This
trip was in May 1994. Enjoy!
D.U.G. Vertical Section goes
to Tennessee and drops the
"Ferris Pit" of the state... Or
how Scott Sweet and his one
man band entertained a captive
audience 251 feet below the
surface......
The Group:
Nashville Grotto members
Mike Mainstruck Grotto
Chairman who now likes
Genny Pounders
Geary Schindel, President of
Karst Works & all around nice
guy
D.U.G. Members
Kim Good
Kenny Hedges
Sheila Gallogly
Lester Purvis
Scott Sweet
Colin Gatland
May 20-22, 1994
By Colin Gatland
The Story Begins....
Late last year, oh in Sept I
guess, I got a response to a
message I posted on the

Prodigy computer service.
Someone from the Nashville
Grotto named Mike
Mainstruck left an open
invitation for our vertical
section to come to TAG
country and do some pits with
him and some others from his
grotto. He told us of pits, pits
and more pits with names like
Moses Tomb, Ferris, Bugger
Hole, Nirvanna, Thunder
Hole...they go on and on and
on. Well this was something to
think about, doing a vertical
trip to TAG country was very
enticing to say the least. Days
turned to weeks and then to
months when I picked up the
original correspondence once
again and started thinking hard
about a trip to TN. I wrote a
letter to Mike and asked for a
little more info and if he was
still interested in showing us
some BOdashious holes in the
ground. He said yes and back
in February 1994 the real
planning of this trip began.

at hand, having been to just
about every vertical practice
session that we have had. She
has also got Pine Hill (130ft),
Sinks (125ft), Dewey's Drop
(90ft) & various other drops/
ascents from cliffs under her
harness. Yes she was ready,
and she also had the 400ft of
rope we needed. Well she had
promised George that she
would stay home and do much
needed things to their
house....we got the rope
anyway. Pamela who? Off to
Scott's place
to pre-load some of his gear
and place the all important
case of Genny Pounders (the
official drink of D.U.G.) into
the cooler. This task completed
I headed for home, thinking
about how tight it would
squeeze when I stepped out
into 251ft of major
nothingness. I needed to
remember the T.P.

The Day Before We Left....
On Thursday May 19th I drove
over to Pamela Garretts House
to pick up a load of wood she
had graciously donated to keep
us warm at night. We had tried
unsuccessfully to entice her to
go on this trip with us. She is
more than ready for the drops

I pull up into Scott's driveway
and as usual Scott was running
a tad late, just a tad though.
The weather was the best it
had been in a long time and no
end in site! We loaded up the
last of the gear and waited a
few more minutes for Bev,
Scott's wife to arrive with his
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Friday Finally arrives....
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food. No Bev...so we hit the
road with pilfered stuff from
the freezer. We got to the
corner of Dorothy and Dixie
and Scott asked if I were
hungry "Yes" I replied and we
drove through the Colonel's
place & got a whole Rotisserie
Gold chicken. It was gone by
the Dayton Mall exit on I-75.
A rather quick but uneventful
drive was at hand. The trip to
Somerset I can almost do in
my sleep now, it's only an hour
and a half farther to Wolf River
Cave and just one hour past
that we arrived in Crossville
TN, I have heard that it boasts
a nudist camp with day passes
available. Where do they hang
their car keys?

listening to a few CD's, talking
pits, telling jokes and waiting
for the others to arrive one by
one. First came Sheila and Les,
then Kim and Kenny. Finally
Geary showed up, we
continued to enjoy each others
company for a while longer,
then one by one, we hit the
tents. Scott and I had been
waiting years to sleep with
Sheila, who would have
believed we would get to sleep
with her both nites and at the
same time? The last thing I
remembered is Geary asking
me if we wanted him to get us
up early, I foolishly said yes.

her sleepiness to come out.
Thirty minutes later she
emerged, looked at me kinda
nasty & said, "I didn't think
anyone could be worse than
you", apparently because I like
to get up and go caving before
noon. Oh well, I blamed it on
Geary but she probably
thought I put him up to it
(GRIN). After a healthy
breakfast at Mc Donalds we
headed for the first scheduled
drop of the day. This was to be
a "Warm-up" for the big
squeeze drop to come.

The Ferris Day Of This
Week....

We got the whole KOA
"woodsy" area to ourselves,
with that long drive behind us
we turned to more important
stuff....the pounders, then the
fire, the pounders, then the
shelter aka the tent. About 20
minutes after we arrived a
Chevy Blazer came in with
caving bumper stickers on the
tailgate. Mike finally emerged
and after 6 months I finally put
a face with a name. Armed
with topos and various SERA
guide books he flooded our
senses with what was to come
on the following day.

The sun rises earlier this close
to the Eastern Time Zone, so
when I got my wake up call I
had no Idea that it was just a
hair shy of 5:30am CST. I got
up & gasped as I looked at my
watch. Sheila will not be
happy camper (by the way
Scott, Sheila & I were all in
separate sleeping bags in my 2
person tent). One by one we
all, except for Sheila, crawled
out into the sunny TN
morning. When Sheila did
finally storm out of her bag she
scowled off to the bathroom,
breaking trees which just
happened to be in her way. We
all piled into the vehicles and
waited at the ladies room for

This is a nice 90ft plus drop,
all free rappel. We had a hard
time remembering the name of
this pit so........Scott in his
infinite wisdom thought,
hmmm, Macedonia/Massive
Boner. Well we all remember it
now, thanks Scott! The inside
of the pit is well decorated and
has an upper level that goes a
little way back. This can be
seen about half way up or
down the pit (depending on
your direction of travel). The
entrance/exit is kind of Grim,
you need to get through a tight
point that will almost surely
pin you and your rack/
ascending gear (again
depending on your direction)
against two rocks. By either
thrashing & kicking your body
about or someone stepping on

The rest of Friday evening was
spent around the campfire
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Macedonia...
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your head you can break free
and continue on unimpeded.
Not as bad an entrance as Pine
Hill, but kinda close. We
emerged one by one and all
agreed that this was a nice
" Wa r m - u p " p i t . A g o o d
opportunity for Mike & Geary
to see if we really new how to
get vertical. I guess we passed
the test. This also gave us all a
chance to tweak our gear in
preparation for the next drop.
Apart from being a little tired
from the climb and getting up
early, everyone now focused
their attention on controlling
their nerves. Ahead waited
Ferris, third deepest pit in the
state of Tennessee, weighing in
at a whopping 251ft deep.
Ferris....
Just 15 minutes from
Macedonia, Ferris lay waiting.
All that we have done
vertically in the past, both
together and individually, had
brought us to this point. Two
Hundred and Fifty One feet,
that's 2 Skylight Domes from
Pine Hill stacked on top of
each other fitting inside this
beauty. We parked across from
the landowners home, they
spelled their name P-h-e-r-r-is. Mrs. Pherris greeted us with
a smile and after warning us
that we were on our own &
doing the pit at our own risk,
gave us permission. The Pit is
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located behind their home
along the tree line. A barbed
wire fence surrounds it, this
tends to prevent their livestock
from falling into the abyss. We
loaded up all of the gear on our
backs and started the Death
March to the pit. About 150
yards later we were there,
excited, nervous, apprehensive
but ready.
The 5 foot opening to the
world below does not do this
pit justice. Nothing could have
prepared us for the sights we
were about to see right below
where we were standing. We
started gearing up & rigging
two ropes. We figured that we
would descend and ascend in
two's, this would at least help
out psychologically. Someone
to talk to going up and down
the rope was comforting.
Kenny rigged his 300ft rope
down the normal side, and
Geary rigged his 275ft rope
down the un-normal side. In
other words Geary's rig proved
to be a "thrash and kick" type
lip to get over. Over and down
they went and went and went,
we could barely hear "off
rope". Next was Scott and me.
Scott on Kenny's rope and I
got on Geary's. I worked
myself into a frenzied state
trying to get over the lip, with
the muscles in my legs
twitching, I opted to abort this
The Carbide Courier - Page 9

attempt. Scott who had been
waiting a few feet down started
to get tired, we had him go
ahead and continue solo.
Lester and Kim got on rope
next.. Les had trouble with the
bad lip but kicked and thrashed
his way over. By this time I
had regained control, so Sheila
and I got on rope. I got onto
Kenny's rope and Sheila tried
the lip that I had all the trouble
with. I proceeded down below
her and to the side, she started
over the lip and ended up
losing any type of foothold. I
talked her to a small place to
put her foot. This was a really
grim undercut lip. She tried to
lift up on the rope to move her
rack, which was crammed into
the rock. All this hanging 251ft
in the air, she now gets her
hand caught between the rope
and the rock (300 ft. of rope
weighs quite a bit I might add),
Mike who stayed up top was
trying to help her out of her
predicament. Finally she gets
over the top and we both start
our descent. Mike wishes us
well ...... "going down
Mr.Tyler".
Swallowed....
The game plan was for Sheila
and I to rappel down close
together, but after about 30ft or
so it was apparent that this was
not going to happen. Her top 2
bars were crammed together
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pretty tight from the problems
at the lip and she had to
basically feed the rope through
for some time. My rack on the
other hand had never worked
so well before. I had had a
problem with the top 2 bars
being too close during the first
pit of the day, I was feeding
my rope during that drop. I put
a little more space between
them for this pit and it worked
out well. I looked around me
and couldn't believe what I
saw. This was the hugest pit I
have ever seen! Take Wolf
River's Tremendous Trunk and
turn it vertical, then rappel
down the middle. This is what
it seemed like to me. Not many
formations, but what it lacked
in pretties it surely made up in
shear SIZE! I looked up and
saw Sheila getting smaller and
smaller, looking down I saw
some very small pinpoints of
light. The further that I went
down, well, the lights didn't
get ant larger. Good Lord this
pit is deep! I remember
thinking " I can't believe that
I'm still going down into this
pit, does it have a bottom to
it?" I was going at a really nice
& smooth pace, thoughts of the
Ever Ready Bunny came into
my mind....Stillllll Goinggggg.
Occasion drops of water would
hit me in the face. Then came
the speed up phenomenon that
occurs towards the bottom of a
long drop, due to the rope
weight decreasing the closer
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you get to bottoming out the
pit. This was easily controlled
by the last two bars on my rack
(I was using 5 of the 6 bars for
this pit). Finally I saw the
bottom with about 50ft left of
the rappel I saw the belayers
doing their thing out of the
rock-fall zone, a big Thanks
guys, to you! Once off rope I
looked up and got the full
picture, I always thought that
Pine Hill's Skylight Dome was
a religious experience when
viewed from the bottom. To
say that this changed my mind
would be an understatement!
This sight from this pit will
stick in my mind for a very
long time, a major rush. With
Sheila now down, we posed
for the great D.U.G. group
shots, poked around a little &
swapped stories of the
experience. Then we headed
two by two for the ropes and
started our journey to the
surface, a journey that took
anywhere from 26-35 minutes
to do.
Going UP....
Kenny and Geary started up
first, Kenny used a rope walker
and I believe Geary was using
a Texas rig. This left Lester,
Scott, Kim, Sheila & Me at the
bottom. We decided that due to
the uneven number of people
in our group that one person
would have to go up solo next.
Lester got tapped for that. This
The Carbide Courier - Page 10

way there wouldn't be one
person at the bottom by
themself, we could also keep
in good voice contact with the
solo climber. This would help
psychologically I guess. The
first team yelled off rope and
Les hooked in. The rope was
giving about a 5-6 foot stretch,
controlling the bounce was
very important. We looked like
we were on a rubber band
sometimes and not a rope. I
went out to see how les was
doing about 15 minutes into
his ascent. What a view, he
appeared to be literally floating
in space, all silhouetted with
the pit entrance still over 100ft
above, the green of tree leaves
with intermittent blue sky
occasionally coming through.
Scott got so excited about the
sight that he found some pieces
of tubing and an old rusty
metal can and started up his
own version of a one man tin
can band. We had no choice
but to listen and make noises
as well, a captive audience to
say the least. Thirty minutes
had passed and another off
rope echoed down. Scott and
Kim hooked into the rope and
up they went. I held down the
rope so their foot Gibbs would
catch better, after several feet
up the weight of the rope took
over. Out of the rock fall zone
and back onto my familiar
piece of Limestone that I was
using for a chair. It was just me
and Sheila left way down here,
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theoretically, in an hour or so
we would be back above
ground. Thirty minutes of that
would be trying to reach it. We
were both using a sit stand
Frog rig. I had a slightly
modified Karst Works Foot
Gibbs/chicken loop setup on
my right foot. Scott and Kim
also had the same Karst Works
foot setup, however Kim's
wasn't modified. Geary was
interested in how we slightly
switched things around alittle.
He said if it works, well great!
Actually it took no effort to
use at all. I could glide up the
rope and not need any one to
hold it taught until the Gibbs
grabbed the rope. It grabbed
from the git-go. Lester also
had a Frog, however he had a
single loop stirrup, no chicken
loops. Sheila had a Frog and
chicken loops, but no floating
cam to aid her ascent.
Time To Go....
About thirty minutes had
passed so we knew it was
getting close. After a minor
confusion about garbled
echoed shouts, "OFF ROPE
ONE & TWO" was finally
comprehended.
I found a
somewhat unfortunate semi
starved Frog sitting on a rock,
not moving much , but alive. I
soaked my Mickey Mouse
bandanna and put it into my
point-n-shoot camera case,
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then picked up the frog (who
did a fairly long ropeless
rappel ) and placed it inside.
Zipped up the case and clipped
it to my seat harness. We then
clipped onto the rope and said,
"ok, here we go".
The stretch and the bounce,
what a feeling, try to control
the bounce as much as
possible. Those thoughts came
into my mind the first 100ft or
so. After that the rope didn't
stretch out to much. I hadn't
realized that my rope was in
almost total contact with a
small waterfall high above. In
and out of the water I went. I
was getting totally drenched,
even my boots filled up with
water. Sheila kept about 10ft
below me. We were kind of
quiet, speaking every so often,
immersed in our own thoughts
I guess. I kept making sure my
biners were locked, worrying
about the rope pads above, and
of course wondering if the rope
would come apart or not. The
typical stuff that goes through
your head when you are
hanging on a rope way high
up. I looked around alot, it
seemed like we weren't going
anywhere. I looked down and
watched the rope go past
Sheila and disappear into the
blackness below. What a rush!
Damn water soaking me to the
skin, banging on my helmet. I
surely don't remember this
much water on the way down.
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Maybe Mike got out a garden
hose and turned it on for
laughs? These TAG people are
a funny bunch I thought. More
light started to hit the walls of
the shaft,15 minutes in and still
about 140ft to go. "Hey wait
up", a voice from below said. I
had somehow gotten off track
and left Sheila about 20 feet
below. "Ok", I said and waited
for her to catch up. The next
few minutes I kept looking up
at the point where the walls of
the shaft turn inward and
slowly become the ceiling.
More and more light from the
surface was coming into the pit
now. A rope pad came into
view, it would have been nice
if it also had the rope on it!
The rope was bent slightly on a
protruding rock, a slight
"twang" was heard when I got
close enough to get out the
slight deviation in the rope.
Hey!, less than 20 feet to go
now. Up a few feet more and
we hung around to take a few
photos. Yee Haa, voices from
above were clearly heard now.
Keep going, 10 feet, 5 feet,
then everyone appeared around
the pit with a myriad of
cameras and did the
ceremonial, "cavers climbing
out of the pit shots". Finally I
was out on relatively solid
ground, even though
everything below us was
hollow. Sheila negotiated the
lip with little trouble, despite
her troubled wrist. She then
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kissed the ground and got off
rope. Scott Sweet apparently
came out of the pit, laid on the
ground, kissed it, then stayed
on his belly and crawled under
the barbed wire fence that
surrounds Ferris Pit before he
stood up.
We're Outta There....
We de-rigged and packed up
all of our vertical gear and
headed to the Pherris's home to
thank them for allowing us to
have such a great time under
their property. I made a detour
to their farm pond to drop off
my frog passenger that had
rode up in my camera case.
Hopefully that guy will think
twice before he jumps into any
strange holes again.
A Tangent.........
Mike told me about a time
when he rescued several frogs
he found in the bottom of a
fairly deep pit. They were all
hanging onto a stick down
there. He scooped them up and
got them out, when he let them
go, some of the idiots jumped
back down the hole......go
figure?
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After some nice conversation
with the landowners we
headed for the vehicles and
had a triumphant and well
deserved Genny pounder, the
official drink of D.U.G., heck
we didn't even care that it was
warm! Being up on a plateau,
the reception on my car phone
was exceptional, so we opted
to call Pamela and rub it in a
little. George answered and
said she was indisposed, we all
had a laugh figuring out that
one. We asked George to tell
her that we didn't screw up her
rope (heck, we didn't even use
it), then we all Yee Haa'd and
said what a great time we had.
George chuckled and said he
would relay the message to our
indisposed comrade back in
Dayton. The trip back to camp
was full of reflections of what
the day had been. Back at
camp we celebrated long into
the night, some longer than
others. We packed up early on
Sunday and headed back north.
Scott and I met Kim and
Kenny for lunch at Jeans, then
we headed back to Dayton,
while Kim showed Kenny the
caves in the area. An
absolutely great trip,
unsurpassed. Just ask anyone
who went!
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I would like to say that without
the help of Mike Mainstruck
and Geary Schindel from the
Nashville Grotto none of this
could have happened. They
took time from their busy
schedules and families to show
us a truly great Vertical
weekend. One we will be
talking about for along time to
come. I hope that we will be
able to get together with them
again in the future for more
great caving. Thanks Guys we
sincerely appreciate what you
did for us!
Colin is charter member of the
grotto and served as its
newsletter editor for many
years. He was the grotto
chairman from 1999-2001.
Colin was also active in the
National Speleological Society
in various capacities, and was
the NSS’ Operations Vice
President from 2002-2004. He
was awarded the NSS’ Fellow
Award in 1999 and the NSS
Spelean Arts and Letters
Award in 2002. He was named
an Honorary Member of the
grotto in 1994.
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