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after logan descended to the end 
of our 150-foot rope he realized that 
the pit was closer to 300 feet deep, so 
we decided to wait until the next day 
to bottom it. while we were coiling 
the rope, Craig asked our guide if he 
knew of any deep pits in the area. He 
proceeded to point at a white spot 
visible on the side of a mountain 
in the far distance. that night the 
Montoyas gave us more beans and 
tortillas than we could possibly eat; 
in return we gave them one of our 
dehydrated dinners, so it turned out 
to be an unusual meal for all.

in the morning we were awakened 
by the sounds of dogs, chickens, 
burros, pigs, and roosters all trying 
to drown out each other. the Mon-
toyas pointed out the white spot on 
the side of the mountain again, and 
through our binoculars we could see 
the curve of the entrance of what 
we knew must be a huge pit. the 
entrance intrigued us, so we decided 
to hike over and have a look at the 
pit. the Montoyas had never been 
to the pit, but they assured us that 
no one could possibly throw a rock 
across the entrance of the pit and 
that it was fairly deep. About 10:00 
a.m. we left their house carrying only 
our day packs and about twenty-
five pesos between us. We assured 
them that we would be back late 
that night and asked them to watch 
our equipment. At six o’clock that 
evening we arrived at the base of 
the mountain containing the pit. we 
had been hiking at a steady 2½- to 
3-miles-an-hour pace all day long, 
and we were totally exhausted. the 
local people told us that we should 
go to rancho el Barro to talk to the 
local judge, who could give us per-
mission to go into the pit. eventually 
we arrived at the judge’s house, 
and after explaining who we were 
and that we would like to see the 
pit, we were once again welcomed 
with open arms. the judge, Gregorio 
rodriquez, gave us a bed to sleep 
on, two serapes, and a meal of beans 
and tortillas. we went to bed almost 
immediately, but couldn’t fall asleep 
due to the judge playing his radio 
over the local loudspeaker system.

we woke up about 6:00 a.m., 
shivering with cold and eager to 
get to the pit. After giving the judge 
one of our canteens to express our 

gratitude for everything he had done 
for us, we headed up toward the pit. 
Unfortunately, there was a dense 
forest in between us and the pit, and 
there were no obvious trails. Soon 
we heard shouts from below telling 
us that we were lost. Before long the 
judge’s son, ramón, appeared to 
guide us to the pit. After two and a 
half hours of hiking, we arrived at 
a grassy meadow, and five minutes 
later we burst through the jungle, 
and there in front of us was the 
largest pit either one of us had ever 
seen. we quickly picked up a rock 
and threw it into the pit. After what 
seemed like an interminable wait, 
we heard a tremendous noise from 
below. neither of us had a watch, so 
we had to resort to timing the rocks 
by slowly counting thousand-one, . . .  
until we reached thousand-eleven. 
Ramón was totally mystified as to 
why these two crazy gringos were 
jumping up and down, screaming 
and excitedly shaking hands. we 

proceeded to jungle-crash approxi-
mately half of the way around the 
pit to a cave located on one wall 
of the pit. the cave was appar-
ently inhabited by javelinas, as their 
tracks and dung almost completely 
covered the floor of the entrance. 
Unfortunately, the cave was only a 
rock-shelter, so we decided to leave 
the pit and return with rope and a 
well-equipped caving group. As we 
hiked back down the mountain we 
started to consider our situation. the 
Montoyas were expecting us back 
any minute, we were virtually out 
of food and money, and we were 
totally exhausted. luckily, ramón 
knew of a closer way to get back to 
the highway where we could catch 
a bus back to Ahuacatlán and our 
equipment. we gave ramón a pocket 
knife in payment for his services as a 
guide, said goodbye, and then set out 
toward the canyon that he assured us 
would take us directly to the paved 
highway. After an hour and a half 


