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After a year of planning it was 
time to head off, and the whole thing 
worked out a bit like this. Zeb drove 
his humongous truck, a Ford F-350, 
aka the battleship, filled with an 
amount of dive gear which would 
put any dive shop to shame, from 
Virginia to Dallas, where he picked 
me up from the airport; we then 
continued on to Bill Stone’s place in 
Austin, Texas, where we drank beer 
and picked up Ernie and additional 
dive gear that the US Deep Caving 
Team was generous enough to lend 
us. The next day we crossed the 
border, where Ernie explained to the 
officials the purpose of our trip and 
the gear in the truck, and Zeb did the 
paperwork to get permission to drive 
the vehicle in Mexico, which had to 
be done by the vehicle’s owner. Zeb 
then walked back over the border 
to the US, where he had to work 
another fortnight before joining us, 
and Ernie and I drove for two days to 
Santa Ana Cuauhtémoc on the south 
side of the Santo Domingo Canyon.

Thanks to Ernie’s previous visit to 
Santa Ana it only took us about 

twenty minutes to organize accom-
modation with three rooms for gear, 
cooking, and sleeping. Luckily we 
even had a little food store selling 
cold beer a stone’s throw across the 
road and owned by our landlord. 
Within minutes we had a team of 
strong locals help us carry all the 
gear from the back of the truck into 
our accommodation, freeing up 

enough space in the truck 
to be able to pick up the 
others. In the afternoon we 
drove back down the moun-
tain to Tehuacán, where we 
met up with Dave, Sandy, 
Chris, and Alex, who had 
come from Mexico City by 
bus. Tehuacán is located ap-
proximately 3.5 hours from 
Santa Ana and is the closest 
town with big supermarkets. 
There we spent one night in 
the Hotelitto Inn, a nice hotel 
where they are used to dirty 
cavers. The following morn-
ing we did some shopping 
and then drove back up the 
hill to Santa Ana, where we 
set up our home for the next 
month.

Now it was finally time to 
go caving. Our plan was to 
first find our way down the 

reached the riverbed and happily 
left the truck behind. From there it 
was only about forty minutes of easy 
hiking with three shallow river cross-
ings until we found the resurgence, 
which we easily recognized thanks 
to photos from the 2001 expedition 
that Bill Stone had sent us.

After climbing over some boulders 
in the entrance we finally saw what 
we were here for—an amazing-lo-
oking sump pool. On a rock we 
noticed a bolt and some remnants of 
old dive line from one of the previ-
ous expeditions. The cave entrance 
provided enough space sheltered 

canyon, locate the cave, and figure 
out a plan for the next few days 
once we knew a bit better what the 
resurgence and the hike through 
the canyon were like. So we filled 
the battleship with gear and drove 
down the steep slopes into the 
canyon, about 1300 meters verti-
cally, which turned out to be quite 
a challenge, with steep drop-offs 
next to the road and sharp corners 
that were obviously not built for the 
length of vehicle we were driving. 
Nevertheless, after numerous scary 
moments looking down steep drops 
too close to the tires of the truck, we 

David Bardi, Alejandra Mendoza, and Sandy 
Varin on the way to the Huautla Resurgence 

entrance. Chris Jewell.




