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drop. even though it was small, we 
descended, hoping to find more 
pitches, but to our surprise we 
found a second horizontal pas-
sage even narrower, to our dismay, 
than the previous one. So narrow, 
in fact, that some spots were only 
passable by squeezing through the 
low bedding-plane slot between 
roof and floor, sharing it with the 
water—no chance of getting through 
here dry. we got about 100 meters 
farther before we stopped at a tiny 
4-meter drop. eight hours in and 
having strategically left the rigging 
gear at the foot of the small drop, we 
decided to head for home. On our 
way up we passed Franco Attolini 
and Jon  lillestolen, who were on 
their way down to relieve us. they 
told us not to hurry, as it was still 
cold and rainy on the surface.

Only when i arrived at the foot 
of the 130-meter pit did i notice that 
there was a little more water. Hungry, 
tired, and cold, i didn’t fully realize 
what was happening. i clipped to the 
rope and began to ascend, but, to my 
horror, the few, intermittent drops 
that had dampened our descent had 
been transformed into a waterfall. 
in a few moments i was completely 
soaked, but i continued up despite 

the fact that the stream might 
rise even higher.  Some time 
later, i’m not sure when, 
i realized that we were in 
the middle of a flood. The 
first 30 or 40 meters of the 
climb, where the water fell 
with the most force, were the 
worst, and the sudden heat 
loss was making me clumsy. 
After i had passed the second 
rebelay, i called down to Al 
that the rope was free. wet 
and shivering, i continued 
up with some difficulty. i 
looked to the right and then 
the left and saw that only 2 
or 3 meters away in any di-
rections there was no water 
and that our problem was 
due to where the rope had 
been rigged.

resigned, i continued up 
as my energy level decreased 
and my mind wandered. i 
could not decide whether it 
was better to continue and 
end the torture as quickly as 
possible or drop back down 

wet in the cave with no food or my 
stubbornness that pushed me up that 
rope. I was only twenty-five minutes 
in the shower, but it felt like hours. 
After another twenty minutes, my 
companion arrived, similarly soaked. 
As we emerged into the evening we 
found that it was getting colder and 
still raining.

A hot meal and dry clothes made 
us feel much better as we recounted 
our adventure to our companions, 
just how bad it had been and how 
the only thing that had kept us warm 
was keeping moving. now all we 
had to do was wait for Franco and 
Jon, who were still inside. two hours 
later Franco arrived after a similar 
experience and with the news that 
Jon had a problem. while Jon was 
climbing, Franco had called up, 
“look down.” Jon heard it as, “Come 
down,” and did. Once on his way 
back down the rope, Jon decided to 
keep going and wait in a dry place 
at the bottom for the water to drop, 
rather than stay on the rope and get 
hypothermia. Clearly, with Jon now 
trapped and wet, it was important to 
get him some dry clothes and food 
for his stay. Fortunately, lorenzo 
was rested and in good condition 

lorenzo Ortiz below –900 meters in Akemati. 
Gustavo Vela.

and wait a few hours for the flood 
to subside before trying again. in the 
end, i don’t know whether it was 
my fear of being trapped soaking 


