
Cueva del Perro Fantasmas
Poana, Mpo. Tacotalpa

Tabasco
AMCS Activities Newsletter 28, p. 48, 2005

AMCS ACTIVITIES NEWSLETTER NUMBER 28

Meredith Dreyer in Cueva en
Conglomerado. Jim Pisarowicz.

southwest out of Snowball Hall, we
walked down curved, muddy-
floored, decorated passage. This
was a hot, sweaty cave, and Mere-
dith was wearing just a sports-bra
top, so we named the passage the
Mid-riff Curves. Unfortunately, the
passage in this direction soon
ended. We headed back to Snowball
Hall to go east and north. The pas-
sage in that direction is not as tall
as the Mid-riff section, but it is
equally wide.

Phil’s group’s cave is not as ex-
tensive as Cueva en Conglomerado,
but it too is in conglomerate, as
promised. Pools of gunky water
were found there, and they sur-
veyed several hundred meters of
cave.

Traveling into Tapijulapa from
the north, one drives along a

winding road with the Sierra Mad-
rigal soaring high above him to the
west. This mountain is entirely
limestone, but incredibly steep and
jungle-covered. Locally, the name
Sierra Madrigal means the moun-
tain of caves.

In January of 1999, Abby
Wines and I, accompanied
by Carlos Cordero, had
met with Don Venito and
his son Chepe. Don Venito
knew of a pit up on the Si-
erra Madrigal, and he of-
fered to take us there. The
problem was that it had
been thirty years since he
had last been there. The
trek to the cave was an ar-
duous one. Don Venito and
Chepe, swinging their ma-
chetes, chopped a track up
the thickly jungled moun-
tainside. Sharp limestone,
spiny and toxic plants, slip-
pery mud, and all kinds of
other nasties greeted us as
we sweated our way up the
mountain. After four hours
of wandering up and down
the mountainside, we fi-
nally stood at the entrance
to a pit. While I took a GPS
point, Abby rigged the pit,
and before too long she was
rappelling down. Don
Venito was amazed that a

woman would be doing this. Carlos
went down next, and I followed. A
short distance in, we encountered
another pit. After we had descend-
ed this, we immediately ran into an-
other pit and discovered we were
out of rope. Rocks dropped seemed
to fall at least a couple of seconds.
The 2004–2005 expedition would
bottom this pit.

Programming the coordinates of
the pit into a GPS, Jesús, Nathan,
Meredith, and Phil headed up the
Madrigal. Owing to the vertical na-
ture of the hike and the thick
canopy of jungle overhead, GPS
coverage was sporadic at best. Us-
ing occasional GPS locks and his
compass, Phil guided the crew up
the mountain toward the pit. At one
place, while Jesús was taking the
point, bashing his way through the
steep jungle, they encountered an-
other man on the mountain. “What
are you doing,” he asked Jesús.
“Cutting a trail up the mountain to
a cave,” answered Jesús. The man
pointed at the trail he was on as
said, “Why don’t you use this trail.
It goes right to that cave.” And it did.
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