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writing panels and the ever-popular 
hand outlines. we mapped the cave, 
which was 220 meters long, and 
photographed the rock art before 
trekking back north to our next 
destination, San Juan Baustista valle 
nacional.

valle nacional sits at the southern 
end of Mexico’s premier karst, the 
Zongolica-Huautla belt. it is an area 
of moderately high mountains along 
the highway that crosses over the 
divide to Oaxaca city. the evening 
of our arrival, we went to the village 
of vega del Sol, where we camped 
in a park by the nacimiento Zuzul, 
a large karst spring. the next day, 
while Claudia and i worked to ar-
range permission and guides, the 
rest of the crew hiked up to a local 
cave called Cueva del rancho Gavi-
lán. this is a well-decorated cave 
151 meters long to a sump. Geoff 
probed the sump, but couldn’t find 
a way on. A lot of fauna were seen, 
including crabs, crayfish, spiders, 
amblypigids, bats, and tree frogs. 
that evening we relocated our base 
to the nacimiento Monte Flor at 
the town of Cerro Marín, were we 
rented a cabaña. Some of us spent 
the next day following some guides 
around to minor holes in the ground, 
running away from angry bees, and 
looking at a puny pyramid in the 
jungle. Bev, Paul, and vickie fared 
better while checking a cave across 
the highway from our cabaña, Gruta 
de Cerro Marín. the local museum 
curator was their guide, up until the 
first squeeze anyway. Several more 
squeezes were passed, but it was not 
virgin; ancient peoples had used the 
cave for burials. they mapped 193 
meters in this cave. 

Claudia unfortunately had to leave 
the expedition due to fires threaten-
ing her conservation areas at Acatlán. 
After a few days at Monte Flor, we 
decided to relocate our base camp 
to another cabaña, at Yetla, where 
there was less foot traffic through our 
space, and a good restaurant as well. 
things were peaceful there, except 
for early one morning (unbeknownst 
to us some patron saint’s day), when 
all of the locals jubilantly arrived at 
the riverside at 5 a.m. to slaughter a 
cow by our tents.

we wanted to venture higher into 
the mountains to look for caves, so 


