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((((( TROGLODYTE TROUBADOURS (((((
Ode to Scott Hollow

by Paul Andrews
Just before six, on the twenty-ninth day,

They all had arrived, we were on our way.

Lewisburg bound, driving at night,

in just five hours, that was quite all right.

We had to stay at a motel other than proposed,

since when we got there, the “Terrace” was closed.

After some sleep, from bed we arose,

Linda began sewing her caving clothes.

We stopped Linda from sewing together her gear, 

“Lets go to the restaurant that’s right over here.”

“It’s 8:00, C’mon lets go,”

the problem was, the cook was slow.

They brought us our food, and we began to munch,

We got to the cave, barely before lunch.

We suited up, and sunk out of sight, 

already Gordon had problems with his light.

Down Mastodon Avenue, we headed along;

This time, I promised we wouldn’t go wrong.

Of the breakdown in Mastodon, some may complain,

So over we crossed to Patty Lane.

Done with that breakdown, and not a bit of gloom,

We took a good break at the Junction Room.

From there Mystic River was a hop, skip and a jump,

We headed downstream to the famous First Sump.

Matt waded across, it was up to his knees,

Coming back, it was also a breeze.

Let’s move on now, come one, come all,

I said let’s go to the Double Waterfall.

The falls were roaring and foaming white,

Just watching them was such a delight.

We went on forward, up some breakdown, steep,

Back down to the water, where it became too deep.

For Hypothermia we had to watch,

Matt was wet above his crotch.

We then went back, we took our time, 

when we left Mystic, we did the climb.

Carefully, we climbed up out of Mystic River,

The formations in the Chess Room made all us quiver.

Into a crawlway, past Gordon I did sail,

Proclaiming that this was the Omega Trail.

“We will finish this loop to Chris’s Trunk,

If we don’t make it, we will be sunk.”

As we took a break Gordon said, “Shhhh!, don’t say a word!”

“I think it was the bark of a dog, I just heard.”

Is it at all possible that maybe he lied,

or was he just smoking some of Matt’s Carbide?

Spooky we thought, would there be dogs in here?

Matt was hoping they had Pizza and Beer.

Suddenly, we realized we were walking astray,

There were passages going every which way.

We took some wrong turns and doubled back,

Gordon said, “I think I remember this crack.”

Linda and Gordon, they led the way,

to the Natural Bridge, we all hollered, “yeah!”

Over and under the bridge we went,

We got to a room, Matt’s Carbide was spent.

Changing Matt’s Carbide, is a process so slow,

We could almost have watched the soda straws grow.

When he was done, we did assume,

the passage ahead went to the “W” Room.

While we were right, we didn’t know,

it contained no formations, as white as snow.

A room full of breakdown, we thought we were lost,

we pulled out the map that we thought should be tossed.

The map is a representation, you see,

not a way to navigate for you or for me.

Onward we went, me and the group,

One of them realized we completed a loop.

We chose another passage and followed it,

I found a rope that went down a pit.

I thought it might go to where we wanted,

So down the pit is where I hunted.

Meanwhile, mutiny was on Gordon’s mind,

for Chris’s Trunk we could not find.

After I climbed down into the crack,

He tried to kill me with his pack.

Very far, his pack did roll.

He had to climb into the hole.

Back at the top, the team intact,

Gordon’s pack survived the impact.

Forward we went to another rest,

Everyone was tired I might attest.

We looked around, thinking we were sunk,

when there, ahead, was Chris’s Trunk.

“Since this is the trunk, I assume,

Over there should be the Upper Church Room.”

The room was pretty, with formations, white,

and walking passage, that wasn’t tight.

We followed Chris’s Trunk without a frown,

as we crossed the piles of big breakdown.

We felt the end of the trip coming on,

as we reach the bottom of Mastodon.

As we climbed over every stone,

It was time to leave the cave alone.

By this time we were getting sore,

At the top of the hill we met Mike Dore.

He talked to us about the cave for a short while,

then continued to survey with a smile.

“On Culvert!”, we climbed one by one,

out of Scott Hollow, our trip was done.

We headed to the Pizza place,

where cavers go to stuff their face.

(Don’t forget to pay your 1999 dues to Gordon Bolt.  The price is $12 for the entire year. (
 ((((((( TROGLODYTE TRAIPSINGS (((((((
OTR WEAKENED AT BERNIE’S

By Nadi “Bernie -ow ow my eye” Findikli 

-----Original Message-----

From:
Ken Walsh 

Sent:
Saturday, August 29, 1998 11:17 AM

Subject:
OTR Weekend at Bernie's

As I'm sure you're all aware, this year's OTR Obstacle Course competition has a Style Category where time is not the judging criteria.  I think I have an idea that will be very hard to top, but I will need the assistance of at least two other people.  I believe the competition will be held on Saturday between 11 am and 1 pm.  If you can help and don't mind getting your feet muddy, give me a call.

People as trusting as Matt Jenkins or Tanya McLaughlin offer special plusses.

Ken Walsh

I guess I brought this on myself.  Being strong of heart and weak of mind, I responded to Ken’s e-mail thusly:

-----Original Message-----

From:
Nadi Findikli 

Sent:
Sunday, August 30, 1998 9:17 PM

To:
Ken Walsh 

Subject:
RE: OTR Weekend at Bernie's

 :

Ken, count me in, I'd get my eyeballs muddy for'ya...

-nadi-

And indeed I did!  But I skip ahead, that comes later.  

I arranged to have Ken pick me up at work on Thursday.  After insisting that he show up no later than four, I managed to make him wait outside work for half an hour in the rain.  He did forgive me, though, since I came out carrying three yellow roses (Helena sent them to me, I decided to take them to OTR).  After missing several exits and restaurants, we dined at “the finest seafood restaurant in Roanoke.”  Ken even let me drive after dinner and I did not run into anything.

We got to OTR around midnight, registered and set up tents. Tanya and Frank had got there earlier, and Dave and Karen were there with their camper.  We were glad to see that we managed to get a larger plot this year (thanks Bill) and avoid last year’s “WILL YOU PEOPLE GET THE HELL OUT OF OUR AREA!” and subsequent “the sardine family goes camping”.  First we heaved the picnic table on top of Dave’s van and brought it to camp, then managed to unload it without killing anybody.  I decided to get into the mood directly, so I grabbed a beer and helped out at registration until three or so.

Friday morning, Ken went on a survey with Dave and Karen, Tanya and Frank went to Bowden’s.  I wasn’t about to give up on my non-caving OTR’s (last year was an aberration, so I am whipped!), so I hung out around camp, helped registration some more, and did my first sauna visit.  This year the sauna area boasts a new tarp screen all the way around (so we won’t be offended by all those clothed people walking around outside) and more carpeting.  The folks that set up that area make OTR happen, if you ask me.  After dinner, we went and listened to the band (the Bouffants or something, all kinds of 50’s music). After midnight, Ken and I sat at registration as most of the rest of the Trogs trickled in in some order or another.  We managed to fit into our area just about right, no wasted space and no room to spare.  Mike Steckly had brought two kegs, so we tapped those and checked them out.  The stout was outstanding.  After Ken pooped out, I held the fort some more, did another run at the sauna, then went to bed.

( All grotto members should submit a map to their residences to Pete Hertl.  We promise he won’t share them with other entomologists.
Saturday was the big day, the “OTR Obstacle Course Style Competition”.  There were only two entries.  First Karen “Bunny” Willmes did the course in a black bunny outfit with white gloves, tail and ears.  She did an excellent job with her dainty prancing around the course, and set the stage perfectly for the mayhem about to follow (I thought they should have declared both of us winners for trail blazing).  Our act was designed, written, directed, and carried out by comedy mastermind, evil genius, agent provocateur, and motivator extraordinaire Ken “trust-me” Walsh.  The theme was, as the title suggests, “OTR Weekend at Bernie’s.” Imagine, if you will, Bernie (played by yours truly in a one-of-a-kind, tour-de-force, only-idiot-in-town performance) being a corpse of the dead and stiff type, being “helped” around the course by five of his closest and dearest friends (played brutally yet exquisitely by Ken, TJ Smith, Gordon Bolt, Matt Jenkins, and John Matthews).  My costume of course included carrying handles for the benefit of my so-called friends.  OK, at this point let me give some advice to would-be comedic objects-d’art.  If you are about to be thrown face first into a ditch filled with stinky, muddy, disgusting, probably unsanitary, yukky, cow-pie runoff, cavers-peeing-in-the-middle-of-the-night, (did I mention stinky?) muck, CLOSE YOUR EYES! Well, I didn’t.  Still, we seemed to be doing well since I could hear the crowd laughing (and even groaning as my “friends” dragged me face down towards the river) even though I could no longer see.  

But I did not complain.  Nor did I complain when they got the bag that I’m supposed to be carrying stuck between my legs and almost castrated me. I did not even complain when they neglected to align me with the drainpipe and tried to pull me through even though various body parts (shoulder, boy do you guys have dirty minds) were hung up on the edge.  But I was seriously thinking about complaining when they forgot me face down in the river.  Anyway, we somehow got up the muddy slope and all that was left was for them to stand me up and “walk” me to the finishing bridge where I was supposed to drop the bag.  I heard a tired voice yell “drag him and throw him at the bridge,” so they did!  So much for a graceful exit.  They were nice enough to stand me up and wave me at the crowd.

Skipping ahead, TJ walks me to the med tent where an angel named Julia tenderly washed, pulled dirt, leaf crumbs and grass clippings out of, and wiped mud off of my eyeballs (ironic, huh?).  She was getting ready to send me to the nearest ER, but a shower was in order.  I guess the gods of comedy were not done humiliating me (Miles Drake should have followed me around with his video camera after the contest).  The guys at the showers refused to let me in (I don’t blame them, I was still wearing my cave clothes and dripping liquid mud).  So I had to strip down to my underwear outside the showers (did I mention the showers are in the middle of vendor row?) and get hosed down. Ah, life is good!  Then I waited patiently in the shower while TJ fetched my clothes from the camp (Gordon was waiting with me, but he didn’t last long next to a naked guy standing in the middle of the showers with his eyes closed).  Back at the med tent, the resident doctor was found and he pulled even more stuff out and saved me the trip to the ER (thanks, doc).  I did end up with an eye patch, on which Barbi Bailey-Smith was kind enough to draw an eye for me so I would have two anyway.

That night I milked my condition to death (Suzanne, could you get me a beer out of my cooler pleeease, my eye hurts…).  I had to skip the registration and the sauna, but I did manage to walk around vendor row and buy things, some of which I may actually need someday.

Sunday was busy.  Hearing that this year there is also an overall grotto participation contest, Ken “organizateaur” Walsh decided to get the collection of “bernie”s we call our grotto into action and enter contests.  He got everybody to do the survey course and almost everybody to climb the ladder.  I did both, and even pitched an extra point by posting a pathetic time in the sleeping bag contest.

I also figured out that I read instruments with my left (patched) eye.  I did the survey course with my right eye, spending so much effort reading the instruments that I forgot to read the instructions.  So I entered some fore and some back shots, resulting in a 135’ error on a 50’ survey course (I was actually much closer after Dasher corrected the readings and posted my “fun” score).  No wonder I have almost 1200’ on only two survey trips to Hancock cave.  See everybody, back sights are a good thing!  

Anyway, deciding that the overall contest was under control, some folks decided to go caving and help Mark Wolinsky on a photo trip.  Apparently Mark had a hard time getting anybody to stand still long enough to take pictures of them, but he managed.

I finally got to try a squeeze box and managed 7¼ ”.  Not bad for a beginner.  I decided this was not the weekend to push my luck any further so I did not try anything smaller.  I did manage to get rid of the eye patch sometime Sunday, it was good to see 3-D again.  

More shopping, walking around, imbibing, yada yada.

After dinner, we headed down to the awards ceremony to see how we did.  “OTR Weekend at Bernie’s” won the obstacle course style contest!  I was grateful that they did not drop me on the stage after they carried me there.  Maybe I could get into this role.  On the other hand, being grabbed by five guys loses its initial thrill eventually.  Triangle Troglodytes also won the overall participation contest. RAH RAH RAH!

We all should thank Ken for both of these, he dreamed up and ran Bernie’s and managed to get us off our butts and into contests.  No small task.  Of course this means he will be the permanent organizer of these things now. This is how we thank people who do things. (Ed: If I’m that good at getting people to do things, why am I editing now?)

Being free of the eye patch, I celebrated by doing three rounds between the sauna and the river.  I listened to the drum circle for a while (I must remember to bring mine next year) then finally went to bed.

Monday morning we all started packing up (actually most of the trogs were packed by the time I got out of my tent, and some had left by the time I became coherent).  We nixed the Seneca Rocks idea as being too far out of the way, especially we were not ready to leave very early.  Instead we decided on Beartown State Park, somewhere between OTR and Lewisburg on 92.  The park contains a few acres of sandstone, eroded and channeled in most places.  In some spots it looked like caves had formed and collapsed.  The park service has built a broadwalk that carries you through and around the boulders.  We took this as a sign that they want people to stay off of the rocks (there was also a sign that said “please stay off the rocks” but we did not take that, it was bolted down).  

After the park we ate lunch in Lewisburg, and headed on home.

((((((((((((((

Scott Hollow Trip Report 

by Matt Jenkins

date: Jan. 30th 1999 

participants: Paul Andrews NSS 32801, Gordon Bolt NSS 42634, Linda Waters NSS 44130, Matt Jenkins NSS 44516 

The party gathered in the Andrews' driveway.  They were planning to leave at 5pm so it came as no surprise when Matt Jenkins and Linda Waters finally arrived at 6pm.  Helmets, lights, packs, and dirty coveralls were packed away in the two vehicles.  Gordon Bolt was driving his trusty Subaru Outback, and Paul Andrews had managed to convince his wife to let him drive the Saturn for the weekend. 

By 6:15 they were on the highway headed towards Lewisburg, WV.  As they traveled Linda repaired her battered coveralls, and Matt tried to remember when he was on this road before.   When they finally arrived in Lewisburg at 11pm Paul led them to the Rat Trap Inn where he had planned to spend the night.  To Paul's dismay, and everyone else's delight, they found that the building was closed, or possibly condemned.  The headed back through Lewisburg and eventually secured a room at the Budget Host. 

As they checked in, the sounds of the band downstairs drifted up to them.  Linda remarked that the music did not live up to her standards, and that she would much prefer to listen to a good quartet of Indonesian yodelers.  So the bar was skipped and everyone was soon asleep in the hotel room. 

The next morning dawned clear and cold (cold outside, toasty warm in the hotel room due to Paul's vigilance).  The group of intrepid explorers made their way to the Budget Host eatery where they found they were the only patrons.  Their orders were quickly taken and they were then left to wait.  The waitress returned to the table after an hour to tell us that our meals were almost ready.  The food arrived and was quickly devoured and the group once more packed into the cars for the ride to the cave. 

They arrived in Sinks Grove and drove down to the "entrance" to Scott Hollow Cave.  As they geared up for the trip Paul spoke with Mike Dore about the route he had planned.  Mike thought the route was a good one but pointed out that Paul was attempting to do it backwards.  By this time the party was ready, Linda was wearing her 4 layers of polypro.  Matt's Petzl welding torch was lit and Gordon had finally managed to turn on his Tag-Lite.  The door in the floor was opened and the party descended through the culvert into the darkness of Mastodon Ave. 

They made their way over breakdown to Criss Cross and finally to the Junction Room where they took their first break.  Once the granola bars and gorp were eaten, and Linda had shed one layer of polypro, the group continued on to Mystic River.  Mystic River was immense.  The passage was normally 50 feet wide and 75 feet high and as they made their way downstream the water depth remained below their knees.  They passed an impressive flowstone concretion on their left (ed: Craig’s Creek) and soon came to the sump.  As the rest of the party stood by the edge of the pool Matt waded across to where the water met the ceiling.  After he returned they headed back upstream passing the rope hanging from the ceiling which supposedly can be used to bypass the sump. 

They made their way further upstream to John's Flowstone.  Gordon quickly scampered to the top to view the impressive rimstone dams.  Linda and Matt followed behind while Paul waited below.  Matt and Linda paused when they came to a short vertical climb that led to the top of the flowstone.  Gordon was at the top urging them forward but neither Matt nor Linda liked the look of the muddy old etrier left rigged to something unseen at the top.  Linda attempted the climb but slipped and began to slide down the slick flowstone towards the stream 30 feet. below.  She was able to arrest her fall by grabbing on to the etrier and miraculously it held.  After watching Linda fall, Matt decided he didn't need to see the rimstone dams and headed back down.  Linda and Gordon soon joined Paul and him at stream level. 

(  TriTrog World Wide Web sites can be found at

http://www.phy.duke.edu/~waters/tritrog.html

http://home.att.net/~ilnadi/trogtrip/index.htm

http://users.boone.net/mjenkins/caving.html

Clicking on one can get you to the other two sites.  The first site has a homepage with directions to meetings, the second has upcoming trips, and the third is building its own character.  Thanks to Linda Waters, Nadi Findikli, and Matt Jenkins. (
They headed further upstream and the water got progressively deeper.  The party found a short bypass through breakdown to the left of the passage and they made their way past the deep water to the Double Waterfall.  Here they rested and Linda removed another layer of polypro.  The explorers attempted to push on past the Double Waterfall and the river got deeper.  Matt led the way walking on unseen rocks under the water.  The rest of the group followed until they watched Matt slip in up to his waist.  Deciding not to jeopardize the trip with the risk of hypothermia the party wisely turned back.  When they reached the Double Waterfall again they paused to photograph them.  Matt climbed down into the waterfall to light it for Paul's camera.  As the water cascaded down around him he watched as the flash fired several times.  The roar of the falls was so loud, however, that he didn't realize they were done taking pictures until he felt a tug on the webbing around his waist.  Matt made it back out of the waterfall and the party headed back downstream to the climb to the Omega Trail.  Paul climbed slowly to the top and Matt followed.  Halfway up Matt asked for a belay and eventually one was provided.  Finally everyone was at the top, and they entered the Chess Room. 

At the Chess Room everyone admired the concretions and then they started up the Omega Trail.  The Omega Trail seemed small and dry in comparison with the mighty Mystic River passage.  In addition, the group was soon breathing hard as the passage wound its way uphill.  Finally, they came to a junction and chose the path with the elephant tracks.  This led to an interesting side passage.  The floor echoed as they walked across it and Matt stopped to peer into the top of a half flowstone half rimstone dam concretion shaped like a volcano.  As he leaned against the sloping flowstone wall he was amazed to see that it was only half an inch thick and below it was a thirty foot drop.  He quickly stepped back from the concretion and suggested that the rest of the party should take a look.  The others were equally impressed by the sight and they soon continued down the passage, the echo from the floor seeming somehow louder now. 

The passage soon came to an end so they made their way back to the junction and tried another passage.  This one was tight and soon proved to be incorrect as well.  When they returned to the junction a third time, Gordon miraculously remembered a small crack in the wall that led on to the rest of the route.  They squeezed through and soon came to the crumbly natural bridge spanning Omega Pit.  The group made their way across the bridge one by one, and continued on towards where they thought the "W" Room was.  They climbed down a short drop and then stopped to eat, in a room with water dripping from the ceiling, while Matt changed carbide.  Maps were consulted, compasses read, and the party headed up a steep slope and veered to the left.  Once again maps were read and passages were explored.  Everyone in the group was anxious to find the "W" Room that Ken had recommended.  They finally came to a large sloping room littered with unimpressive breakdown.  Surely this can't be the "W" Room they thought, filled with the belief that "W" stood for wondrous, wow, or at least wacky.  They pressed onward moving deeper into the unknown with Paul in the lead dutifully consulting compass (or is this the clinometer?) and map.  Paul led the party into a small room with water dripping from the ceiling and Matt remarked that it sure rains often in this part of the cave.  Paul began to push up a steep slope when Linda came to the conclusion that we were in the room where Matt had re-carbided.  Perhaps it was her keen sense of direction that led her to this conclusion, or perhaps it was her nose, as the room still smelled slightly of carbide. 

The rest of the party soon agreed that they had completed a loop and the quest for the "W" Room was put aside in favor of trying to connect with Chris's Trunk rather than backtracking all they way back the way they came.  They headed back up the steep slope and this time followed the path to the right (the one with the elephant tracks).  This led to a hole in the floor with a rope rigged around a large chockstone.  Paul seemed to remember that Ken had climbed down the hole on the last trip so he headed down the hole while the rest of us waited to see if it was the correct way.  Matt commented that he normally didn't like to descend ropes to unknown passage without ascenders.  Gordon added that we should just leave Paul down there.  We all laughed a little and then Gordon accidentally dropped his pack.  It teetered on the edge for a moment and then plummeted down the hole.  Matt, Linda, and Gordon listened to the pack fall, one bounce, two bounces, and finally an ouch from below signaling that Paul was still nearby.  Gordon now had to go down the rope and he soon did, ignoring Matt’s and Linda's requests for him to hand over the car keys just in case.  Luckily the slide down the rope was less than vertical and both Gordon and Paul were able to climb back up after ascertaining that this was the wrong way, but it did lead to an overlook of a large passage. 

The party continued on, finally reaching Chris's Trunk.  Mike Dore had recommended that the party see the Upper Church Room at the end of Chris's Trunk, so once again maps were read and the group headed vaguely east towards the Upper Church Room.  The first part of the Upper Church Room was spectacular.  White stalactites hung from the ceiling and white flowstone decorated the floor.  They pushed on deeper into the Upper Church and Matt, Linda and Paul admired the impressive white concretions while Gordon complained that they were haphazardly strewn about as opposed to organized and neatly displayed.  The rest of the group ignored his comments, as he muttered something about dogs barking in the cave.  The group backtracked through the Upper Church Room and headed SW along Chris's Trunk.  They moved quickly now, hoping this was indeed Chris's Trunk, and hoping that it led eventually to the Pizza Hut in Lewisburg. 

The passage trended slightly downhill and the group eventually came to the Breast of Venus concretion. They passed it on the right and finally arrived back in the Junction Room.  From here they headed up Drag Ass Hill, back towards the entrance.  At the top of the very long breakdown-covered passage, the party came across Mike Dore.  He was doing some sort of very accurate survey using tripods and transits.  The group conversed with Mr. Dore telling him where we had gone and remarking that we couldn't find the "W" Room. Mike Dore laughed and told the group that the large sloping breakdown room we had visited was the "W" Room.  He further explained that when the cave was being surveyed, the room looked like a big passage when they approached it.  The surveyors were excited until they actually entered the "W" Room and saw it for what it was.  One of the surveyors remarked that they got screwed and the room was named the Whore House Room, which was later shortened to the "W" Room for the map. 

The group bid Mike Dore farewell and headed up the culvert back to the outside.  As soon as the first person out opened the hatch, a chilling wind blew down through the culvert.  The temperature outside had evidently dropped into the 20's.  The group made their way to the surface and quickly changed out of cave clothes.  The Pizza Hut in Lewisburg turned out to be much better than the one in Marion, the cheese sticks even arrived before the meal!  With bellies full the group returned to the Budget Host for the night.  The next morning dawned cold and clear, and the group ate at Western Sizzlin’ and headed home.

((((((( TROGLODYTE TRIFLES (((((((
January 18, 1999 Meeting Minutes 

Tanya McLaughlin opened the meeting with a thanks to the performers at the Christmas party.  The performers thanked Tanya when she stopped doing the Macarena with her teddy and started the meeting.

Everyone present introduced themselves, and Gordon Bolt gave the annual Treasurer’s Report.  The grotto finished the year off with $9.71 less than the previous year.

Susanna Clark has volunteered to be the new grotto scrapbook editor, so photos should now be submitted to her.

Tanya introduced a discussion about an electronic list server for the grotto’s members.  However, the discussion got sidetracked talking about pages on the world wide web.  The motion that passed was that Frank Filz would collect comments from interested parties about the list server options and then make a proposal at the February grotto meeting.

Rick Richardson suggested that the grotto consider moving its meetings to the downtown Durham YMCA.  Instead Pete Hertl introduced a motion that we stay at the EPA as long as we are not having access difficulties.  The motion passed.

Trips Reports:

TJ Smith and Brian Bolt reported on a December survey trip they took with Ken Walsh and Tanya to the Icebox in Hancock Cave.  They described it as cold and wet with a continuously dripping ceiling.  (Ed: It was probably cold because it was only thirty feet from the surface.)

Brian also reported on another survey trip to Hancock Cave with Kevin Puckett, Matt Jenkins, and Eric Powell.  They surveyed 193 feet of the Upper Anastamoses Maze.  Meanwhile, Ken Walsh, Nadi Findliki, and Gordon Bolt surveyed a lead in the Vertical Maze.  This survey team shoved Nadi wherever he would fit and tested the elasticity of his bladder.  They also ridgewalked/surface surveyed during the same weekend.

Linda Andrews reported on her trip to Farlow’s Cave with her husband Paul, Frank Filz, and Tanya.  Linda described the 300-foot hand dug cave and how it was designed to look like a cave and not a mine.  Tanya mentioned that there might be potential for a tour of an abandoned gold mine next summer.

Linda Waters invited more experienced vertical cavers to accompany the next trip to Pilot Mountain Vertical Practice.  She also mentioned that she learned new vertical techniques from Ken.

Tanya reported on the Thanksgiving Weekend trip to Lynx and Smokehole Caves with Ken, Gordon Bolt, and Gordon’s coworker Rob.  Despite the attempts to visit a cave Gordon had never seen before, the entrances seemed all too familiar to Gordon.  Tanya, Gordon and Ken all agreed that Jerry’s Restaurant on oute 220 near Boone’s Mill was the worst place they had ever stopped for a meal.

Upcoming Trips:

January 23 - Blue Springs Cave, TN (Kevin Puckett)

January 24 - Talus caves near Wake Forest (Tanya McLaughlin)

February 6 - Hancock Cave Survey (Ken Walsh)

February 13 - WVACS Project Weekend (Susanna Clark)

April 16-18 - Boy Scout Trip (Zoey Shepherd)

April 30-May 2 - Spring VAR at Natural Chimneys

Election Results:

As “the tides of life going flowing by,” Pete Hertl was elected Chair of the grotto for 1999.  Other officers elected were Nadi Findikli to Vice Chair (programs AND trip coordinator), Ken Walsh to Etidor, Gordon Bolt in a second term as Treasurer, and TJ Smith as Secretary.

((((((( TROGLODYTE TRADING (((((((
This section is dedicated to plugging miscellaneous grotto functions, making significant birthday announcements, advertising rooms for rent, or asking if anyone is selling used equipment (not vertical gear).
(  Frank Filz is organizing a computer list server and an official grotto homepage on RTPNET.  Contact him at 460-6579 if you can help.  More info in future issues.

SCANNERS - Four exciting positions currently open for qualified persons:

1)  Motivated individual with the skills and equipment to alter a paper image into a computer file

2)  Ambitious reader willing to scan through newsletters from other grottoes and report back on the competition’s progress

3)  Geek-like shut-in to surf the World Wide Web in search of interesting two-dimensional substitutions for actual caving trips

4)  Loyal friend to employ brain waves for the destruction of my enemies

Please submit resume to PO Box 13141, RTP, NC 27709-3141 or call 833-3395 for more information. The Troglodyte Tribune is an Equal Opportunity Exploiter.
(ASSISTANT CARTOGRAPHER to help speed progress on the Hancock Cave Survey Project.  Applicants should be experienced at entering data, interpreting handwriting, sharpening pencils, making beds, cooking, doing laundry, tending gardens, and vacuuming.  Please contact Gordon Bolt at 468-1333.

(((

((((((( TROGLODYTE TRIPS (((((((
( Contact Nadi at 468-0815 if you’re planning a trip. (
Date
Contact
Description

February 27
Ken Walsh
Trip to Roanoke, possible caving

March 13
Ken Walsh
Hancock Cave Survey Trip

March 13
Susanna Clark
WVACS Project Weekend

March 16
Pete Hertl
Marcch TriTrog Meeting at 7:00 PM

March 20-21
Rick Lambert
Digs to find new caves near Hellhole and Schoolhouse Caves with the goal of creating a new cave preserve

March 23
Ken Walsh
Activity Night

April 3
Andy Reeder
Dixie Caverns Easter Cleanup, sponsored by VAR

April 10
Ken Walsh
Hancock Cave Survey Trip

April 10-11
Rick Lambert
(See Hellhole above)

April 17
Leonard McGann
Island Ford Cave Cleanup sponsored by Blue Ridge Grotto

April 16-18
Zoey Shepherd
Boy Scout Trip

April 16-18

NCRC Basic Cave Rescue Orientation Course near Ronceverte, WV

April 30-May 2

Spring VAR at Natural Chimneys

May 1

Restoration Camp at Grand Caverns, VA

May 22
Ken Walsh
Hancock Cave Survey Trip

June 12-13
Rick Lambert
(See Hellhole above)

Aug 14-15
Rick Lambert
(See Hellhole above)

To submit information for publication in the Troglodyte Tribune, please submit electronic material to the editor at kwalsh@raleigh.saic.com.  Electronic word processing documents are preferred in Rich Text Format (RTF); most software word processors allow users to save files in RTF format.  Microsoft Word and Word Perfect documents may also be acceptable.  Contact the editor about other types of files.  Any written material or notices should be sent to the editor’s attention at Triangle Troglodytes, PO Box 13141, RTP, NC 27709-3141.

Any applications to join the Triangle Troglodytes should send $12 to the Triangle Troglodytes, PO Box 13141, RTP, NC 27709-3141.  Please include your name, address, phone numbers, NSS number, and email address.

NOTICE: NEW TRITROG MEETING TIME AND PLACE

(still the third Tuesday of every month but December)
[image: image4.png]


8:00 PM at the new Durham YMCA Building in the R. Dillard Teer Family Community Meeting Room.

To get there from Raleigh, take I-40 to the Durham Freeway North.  Exit on Roxboro St. and follow the Durham Loop to the corners of Foster and Morgan Streets.

To get there from Hillsborough and Duke Univ., take the Chapel Hill St. exit off of the Durham Freeway into downtown.  Turn left on Foster St.

Parking is located off of Foster St.
Triangle Troglodytes

P.O. Box 13141

RTP, NC 27709-3141
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!!!!!!!!   IMPORTANT NOTICE   !!!!!!!!





Pete Hertl’s need to boogie and devotion to the Village People have caused our meeting location to move.  We will now be meeting (starting on March 16) at the Downtown Durham YMCA.  The meeting times this year will be pushed back to 8:00 PM.  Map on back.
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� Disclaimer:  Although the events listed are in chronological order, some are embellished slightly in order to make them rhyme.  Quotes should not be taken as the actual words used, but the general meaning has not been changed. 
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