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choked holes in the floor. A climb
up out of this passage ends in a
large but low-ceilinged chamber
with some large blocks and stalag-
mites. Ways on could be seen to the
left, right, and ahead. To the left,
going down and up over blocks, we
reached another room, with no way
on and yet another hole in the floor
that wouldn’t go. Straight ahead,
one has to climb up through blocks
before popping out into a chamber
with a skylight about 8 meters
above. This second entrance would
account for the strong draft felt in
the smaller bits of passage back near
the large horizontal entrance. The
plan was looking like it needed
revising at this point, so we called
it a day with 350 meters of survey.
It was at this point that Vicente
happened to notice at his feet the
skeleton of someone who had not
survived his fall from above. Half
the skull was missing, but the spi-
nal column led down to a couple of
femurs and other leg bones. Hard
to say how old he might be, but
probably not too ancient, or he
would have been buried by more
debris over the years. Could have
used a better dentist, too.

Boxing Day had Taco, Lara, and
Vicente heading back into Cueva

del Caida (Cave of the Fallen) while
I guarded camp. They started by
pushing the skylight-entrance area
and the holes through the blocks off
to the right from the final chamber,
all to no avail. Continuing the sur-
vey back down the main passage
towards the horizontal entrance,
they picked up the side passage on
the left before the low bits pop up
into the big entrance. But before
going out the big entrance, they
went through the blocks on the
right side and came out into another
large chamber with another sky-
light entrance and yet another hole
in the floor, choked of course, that
was likely the one Vicente remem-
bered from the previous year. This
time his light was strong enough to
see it wasn’t a pit and that there
were pottery fragments in various
parts of the chamber, finally some
evidence that the ancients had been
in this area. But no more human
remains. Their survey topped out

over 400 meters, bringing the length
of the cave up to 754 meters, which
was a nice start to the trip. Late that
afternoon the Catalans showed up
in camp, after getting repairs done
to the truck and a little extra, unin-
tended sightseeing on the last part
of the way—something about their
two GPSs not getting a signal or
some such thing.

Back up to full strength people-
wise, and having killed the short-
cut plan, we decided it was time to
head back into the main cave, Cueva
del Río Durazno and rerig the route
into the fourth sump. I led Susana
and Jordi back into the depths and
was quite curious to see what
changes had occurred during our
four-year absence. The first was that
the entrance climb needed to be dug
out from under a layer of logs
washed in by the river, and then the
next one was that the first contact

with the stream had gone from a
calf-deep dip to a waist-deep splash.
Ahh! The rest of the initial stream
passage was much the same as be-
fore, with the first splash being the
deepest, fortunately. The first by-
pass appeared to have flooded to
the roof, and we had to scrape mud
out of the back-up spit, as a bolt had
not been left in place. The Catalans
marveled at the size of the Boring
Stompway, as apparently the active
streams in their part of Spain aren’t
typically very large. Fortunately the
rope tied off at the second sump
bypass was still in place, and Susa-
na headed up first, as she was the
lightest of the three. Aside from
being very muddy, the rope seemed
fine, and we continued up the big
ramp beyond. Again there was no
trace of our previous passage aside
from the rope, so the whole ramp
must have flooded to the roof as

98


