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of rope, several drill batteries, and 
countless bolts and hangers, but we 
didn’t have anything for enlarging 
passage. Stymied, we headed for the 
surface, emerging around 2 a.m. after 
fourteen hours underground.

the next morning we discussed 
our options, all of us now being a 
little uncertain about whether we 
would succeed in a connection. 
Given the difficulty of the trips, each 
team needed two recovery days 
before returning to the cave, so we 
all relaxed around camp for the day. 
the following day, Marcin, will, and 
Joke returned to the cave, prepared 
to work on the constriction. After 
the hour-long hike to the cave, will 
realized, to his dismay, that he had 
left his vertical gear in camp. while 
he ran back for it, Joke waited at 
the entrance, and Marcin decided 
to descend ahead of the others to 
start the work. Marcin arrived at 
the constriction and started a long 
two hours of hammering, half lying 
in the water with a shower trickling 
in from above. Finally, it was large 
enough to pass through, so he went 
for it. However, up ahead there was 
a horn that jutted out, creating a nar-
row spot in the air-filled portion of 
the passage. He had to completely 
submerge his body and ease under 
the horn in order to reach the other 
side. Soaking wet, and tired from 
the hammering, he was unhappy 
to find another constriction around 
the corner. His opinion was that this 
one was too tight for too long. it 

couldn’t be passed without serious 
use of chemical persuasion. About 
this time will and Joke showed up. 
Marcin was hypothermic, so he 
headed for the surface. will and Joke 
also passed the first constriction and 
spent some time hammering, remov-
ing the horn and reducing the water 
level in the squeeze by lowering the 
lip of the dam that was holding back 
the water. they took a quick look at 
the next constriction, but then also 
headed for the surface because they 
were getting too cold.

Two days later, Jon and i returned, 
afraid of the grim lead that lay 

ahead, but prepared to push hard. 
the others had significantly im-
proved the passage, and we only got 
wet up to our waists going through 
the first squeeze. Once beyond, Jon 
started working on lowering the 
water level more, while i scoped out 
the terminal constriction. without 

when my harness snagged on a pro-
jection. After a couple of minutes of 
fruitless struggle, i was beginning to 
wonder about my predicament. i slid 
back down to a spot where i could 
barely reach my harness carabiner 
and started working it open. Soon i 
had my harness unfastened and was 
making better progress slithering 
out of the crack. About that time 
Jon showed up to say, “Man. Your 
harness is falling off.” 

“Yeah, i know.” 
After a breather, i decided that 

down in the water might be the 
way on. I squeezed in feet first and 
gradually eased my way through. 
Awkward, but passable. Jon fol-
lowed, hammer in hand, removing 
the most offensive projections. next 
came another ascending squeeze, 
followed by a sharp turn into a tight 
chimney back down. Finally things 
started to look better. we got out 
into walking passage. For nearly 
thirty minutes we scooped forward 
through fairly easy passage, with a 
few short down-climbs but no rope 
drops. we ultimately named this pas-
sage the Bazooka Attack in memory 
of the shootout reportedly including 
“grenades, artillery, and bazookas” 
that Jon and i had narrowly missed 
on our drive across the Mexican 
border. As we continued on, we were 
starting to wonder whether we had 
overshot the Camp 2a infeeder. there 
had only been about 200 meters of 
horizontal distance separating the 
new surveys in last Bash from J2, 
and we had gone much farther than 
that. then the cave turned hard 
right, back on itself. Soon we were 
looking down a 10-meter drop that 
we could not free-climb. i turned my 
headlamp up and scanned the room 
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the fog of hypothermia to 
bias my judgment, i could 
see two possible routes. 
Up high, it looked almost 
passable, and it was out 
of the water. Down low i 
thought was a little bigger, 
but also very wet. i would 
try high first. I removed all 
of the vertical gear from my 
harness and squeezed my 
way up into the opening, but 
that level quickly pinched 
out. From there, i thought 
i might be able to get back 
into the lower level past the 
wettest part. i worked my 
way into the widest spot, 
but soon my hips jammed. 
i wasn’t going any farther. i 
had started to climb back out 


