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were located. when we arrived, 
everyone set up camp on autopilot, 
and everything was finished with 
daylight to spare, so we all headed 
up the trail to stash rope at a central 
junction, one hour’s hike, of trails 
to the many caves in the area. From 
the junction, those who had been to 
Múzquiz before went separate ways 
to find the cave locations they had 
been obsessing about since their 
last trip. Caves were claimed for 
this short expedition, and we were 
soon back at camp, chatting livelily 
around the fire.

The first full day of caving, and 
we were all up early and ready to 
go.  Jean Krejca claimed me for her 
team, and we scanned the prospects 
and picked Joe Datri for our third 
team member.  Peter gave us three 
GPS locations to check, and we were 
all eager to get on the trail. with the 
help of our good friend GPS, we 
headed to the cave with the deepest 
estimated depth, based on scouting 
results from a previous trip.  Jean was 
gracious enough to teach me how to 
rig, and i was more than excited to 
get the opportunity.  Jean kept book, 
Joe was on instruments, and i rigged. 
it was easier than i thought it would 
be, but still very complicated to do 
when on rope.  

i set the first bolt and waited 
precariously on a ledge for Joe and 
Jean to join me so i could get further 
guidance.  when Jean and Joe made 
it to the ledge, i got back on rope and 
started to set the second bolt.  Due 
to my inexperience, it took plenty of 
time, and Jean pulled out an apple 
and a soda and made herself at home 
by setting up a small stove to warm 
up a hot cup of tea. we eventually 
made it down the second drop, and 
the cave ended in a mud plug. Jean 
stayed to finish the sketch, and she 
derigged on the way out.  when we 
were packing up at the entrance, she 
asked me for the bolt kit. i had left 
it in the cave. without a fuss, Jean 
rerigged the cave, got the kit, and 
was out in forty-five minutes.  We 
called the cave la thrasha because 
of the bushwhacking to get to it. 

the other two caves were enough 
Ants Cave and Pozo ni.  Just like 
la thrasha, they were short and 
went nowhere. with no daylight 
left, we headed back to camp, where 

we discovered and mapped a cave 
over 200 meters deep. the taste of 
exploration was fresh on my lips, 
so i said yes before even checking 
my calendar. i had planned to go to 
Mexico again in April, but still had a 
few vacation days, so i got cleared to 
go on February 10–15. My vacation 
days would be consumed in the first 

four months of the year, but i didn’t 
care, i had a goal—cave. 

i rode to Múzquiz, Coahuila, with 
Geoff Hoese, Aimee Beveridge, and 
Paul Bryant.  the trip was golden, 
and we had good music and equally 
good company the entire ride from 
San Antonio to rancho San rafael, 
where our caving headquarters 


