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dropped down, down and down. I saw Carl Bern and Bill Stevens 
intermittently, but mainly I was focused on Wilson’s ass. I love caving 
fast, moving with the cave, following its ins and outs, especially in 
difficult and wet caves. This was definitely my kind of trip. And the 
climbs— I love to climb, so Oyamel and I got along quite well. With 
a camp duff it certainly would have its position in one of the lower 
levels of hell, but on the recon trip I had an absolute blast.

The outcome was that far below Locomotive Breath, which is 
between the Oyamel entrance and the Dragon River, was sumped. 

There was no airflow at all in the cave, an indication that the sump 
was real. Our main impetus had dissolved. The trip would need a new 
focus. Out we headed into the fog.  

Team Savvas was sort of at a loss of what to do next. Teams 
organized the next day and transects were conducted to search the 
surface for another way into the Dragon River further up the valley. 
The hillsides above Oyamel were combed, Veni-style. Over the next 
few days, as the weather many karst features found were flagged, 
GPS’d and described and Bev and I set out to dig our own entrance 
armed with a slew of yard tools. 

A boy’s dream come true? With the ridge walking done for me, 
I had only to dig—or sometimes just walk into—virgin caves. And, 
to go digging with a hot chick—what else could I want? Two kinds 

of booty. Shannon and Carl joined us later and in a few days we had 
dug into several new small caves, though none of them promised to 
be an Oyamel bypass into the Dragon River. Ridgewalking on Cerro 
Vaquerillo, Bev, Chris and I found a pit that seemed alluring at first 
but turned out to be tight, sharp and short. We mapped it named it 
Sugar & Spite (Pozo de Azucar y Despecho).

While the cave and digging finds were entertaining enough for 
me, others were finding different things to do. Faith’s evaluated the 
school house at Conrado Castillo in hopes of removing bats and bat-

proofing it on a future trip. Currently, a group of bats 
has moved in and is making the school house smelly 
and uncomfortable. As well, a mop-up trip in Allarines 
was mounted – Andy, Bill, Faith and Nancy surveyed 
50 meters, but the lead headed toward the surface, not 
a connection with Oyamel, as we had surmised. The 
pit we had left the previous fall, Truffle Pit, proved 
to be blind and the rest of the upward-trending leads 
pinched out.  Later, another group set off back down 
into Oyamel one more time to derig the cave. Again, 
no airflow was felt in Oyamel, indicating that its 
connection with the rest of the cave was still sumped. 
Bit by bit more people were trickling north leaving a 
group of nine at the fieldhouse. We decided to pick up 
camp and head west into Nuevo León and to the town 
of Tinajas.

The small berg of Tinajas is located west of 
Conrado Castillo further along the same logging road. 
After a missed turn a logging truck was met heading 
down the road we were grinding up. Shenanigans 
involving a hasty retreat driving in reverse down the 
mountain and 16 point turns in the middle of the road 
ensued, but then we arrived in Tinajas. We drove into 
town and talked with the current comisario, explaining 
our interests and goals. He had heard about the fiasco 
in Cuetazalen, and was concerned about any caving in 
their community. He did recall past uneventful trips to 
the area by cavers, but still felt that he should talk to 
Semarnat of Nuevo León, who we had not spoken to 
yet. Conveniently, it was Semana Santa, and no one in 
Mexico was doing business.  We decided to camp in an 
area that had been used before, and managed to find a 
way to drive down to it as dark fell. In the several years 
since cavers had been there, lots of brush had grown 
up, so it was hard to find a place to drive. We also paid 
for a great dinner of scrambled eggs, cooked by the 
comisario’s wife.   

In the A.M., woken by the motor of a truck of 
locals intentionally driving through the middle of 
camp—watch out Shannon!— we piled out of bed. 

The truck belonged to people at the road intersection, not Tinajas. 
They have arranged with Tinajas to have permission to cut Spanish 
moss out of the trees, which is eventually sold to the US to use to line 
hanging baskets.

We split into two teams to ridge walk. One headed up Cave 
Canyon (enticing name, eh?) and mine walked in search of caves 
along a shale/limestone contact. I found a little 10m cave way the hell 
up on this ridge overlooking Arroyo Luna--a beguiling sight in itself-
-and then spotted a humongo sinkhole way far down the same ridge. 
My own Brinco! Shannon and I ran off down a steroided-out Guads 
style hillside to get to the sink before sundown. We found a fissure 
cave in the sink that involved an Indiana Jones move around a corner 
to a 10m drop. Without vertical gear and unable to explore the cave, 
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