
TRIP REPORT FORM 

AGGIE SPELEOLOGICAL SOCIETY 

DATE: 11/11/2022, 11/12/2022, 11/13/2022 

SPECIFIC AREA: Deep & Punkin Caves, Carta Valley, Edwards County TX 

TEAM MEMBERS: Triston Barron, Jenna Crabtree, Izzy Petersen, Jakob Denton, Evan Bowen, 

Austin Vance, Ashlyn Davison, Ben Walker, Daniel Newsom, Duncan Redheendran, John 

Piperato, Kyle Welborn, Luke Anderson, Tyler Jackson, Wolff Morales, YuChen Yang, Bianca 

Mendoza, Caleb Crubaugh, Hannah Walker, Josie Shaw 

PURPOSE OF THE TRIP: To enjoy the beauty of Deep & Punkin Caves and to have fun in the 

process. 

FORM COMPLETED BY: Evan Bowen 

TRIP DESCRIPTION AND OBSERVATIONS: 

Part 1: The Journey 

 

It was a cold and wet afternoon when we met at the Walmart parking lot on November 11th, 

2022. My feet and legs gradually became colder and colder sitting outside of the car waiting for 

my fellow cavers to join me on this glorious mission we held dear to our hearts. It didn’t help that 

the dogs were out given I was wearing flip flops, but it mattered not. We were going to D&P and 

the thrill of the journey ahead was warming the slightest chill in my frost-bitten toes. We hit the 

road around 5:12 PM, and embarked towards the small village known as Fredericksburg for our 

first stop. Unfortunately, we had to stop along the way in another small village named Bastrop to 

tinkle. Finally, after three hours in the wagon, stiff necked and sore, we all met at the fine dining 

establishment known as Whataburger in Fredericksburg. To our uttermost horror, a beast of 

considerable size had taken over this holy sanctuary. A school bus, probably coming back from 

slaughtering its prey in the battle of a High School Basketball Game, had come to devour this 

decadent food. We were forced to retreat, as to not loose time on our arduous journey and to 

save our strength for the caves ahead. We settled on another food establishment just down the 

road, one of royal descent. My fellow cavers and I travelled to Dairy Queen to feast and recover, 

as three more hours of navigation lied before us. Before departing from the small village of 

Fredericksburg, we stopped once more at the Wal-of-Mart to gather last minute supplies and 

rations. We continued on with our journey towards glory and feeling a little bit silly. Dodging deer 

carcasses and the occasional drunk driver, we weaved through the larger metropolis of 

Rocksprings to pick up another car in our caravan. 45 minutes later we see the small but 

indistinguishable sign of Carta Valley in the form of a little tiny bat on a bump gate. 

Unfortunately, our guest caravanner had to leave us, but it was all good cause he thought we 

were smuggling drugs across the border. Our final stretch to the cave was ruthless and rocky. I 

for one had the privilege of taking on the holy title of “Gate B*tch” and was graciously tipped by 

the caravan with mouthfuls of perfume and nicotine gum. After five miles and five gates, we 

soon arrived at paradise. There sat a cabin surrounded by cheap dreams and holes. We 

celebrated our journey but quickly drew to our beds as our path ahead was sure to test our 

strength and nerve. 



 

Part 2: The Caves 

 

On the morning of November 12, 2022 we all woke at the early hour of 8:30 am to a warm 40 

degrees. We all prepared ourselves, our gear and our minds for the coming hours ahead. 

Jemma, our cave mommy, informed us of the risks of the caves, and check our gear and 

equipment before departing for the caves. I had the opportunity to drive a truck to the cave so 

that we might lighten our load. The road was gnarled and stony, and took all my wits to traverse 

the uneven path. Shortly after arriving at the cave site with the truck, the rest of our group 

arrived on foot. We split into groups and split the gear among people to carry to the cave. Jakob 

and myself were the first to arrive at the cave known as Punkin. The pit was captivating and 

bewitching, beckoning us forward. Its entrance was like a gaping mouth, a rupture from the 

earth filled with mystery. We both lied upon the lips of the cave only so we could pier upon what 

lay inside. Moments later, the rest of the cavers came with the rest of our gear to join me and 

Jakob at the brim of this cavern. As the we said goodbye to those cavers going to the cavern 

known as Deep, the rest of our squad suited up for the drop ahead. During that time, Jakob and 

I had the privilege of rigging the rope that would repel us down into that murky deep. As I 

finished rigging and threw that stiff, long rope down into that deep wide hole, I could not help but 

wonder what mysteries we might encounter in the dark. Jemma then gave a wonderful speech 

on how to rig and how to properly drop into the cave. As I was the one who rigged the rope, I 

was the first to descend into the dark below. After attaching my gear onto that stiff rope, I placed 

my legs over the lip of the cave. I could feel the weight of gravity on my legs and feet, as if the 

cave was dragging me to its depths. I finally descended, slow and steady as the rope was very 

firm, until I reached the bottom of the hole. It was like entering another world, with the only thing 

between me and discovery being the walls of this cavern. Gazing up, I could see the faces of 

my fellow cavers peering over the edge, as if to say goodbye. Suddenly out of the dark, 

something brushed against my leg! I look down to see the familiar branch of a small tree that 

had grown up from the dark. Relieved, I touch the ground and remove my micro rack from the 

rope. After calling out “Off Rope!”, I make my way toward the mount in the center of the cave to 

see what mysteries lie on the other side. As if it was a warning, the smell of ammonia resonated 

from the piles of bat guano coating the ground. It was like walking on the moon, every step 

creating a puff of bat guano that would choke the air in dust. For the good part of a few hours, I 

would wonder the cave, seeking out holes and cracks to locate the mythical 100ft drop to the 

“Bone Room.” Soon enough, I found its location, right behind the broken “car” that fell into the 

cave long ago. I explored the entrance of the 100 ft deep hole to find it was steeper than I 

remembered. As a precaution, I would rig another rope right above the pit to act as a hand line 

for those seeking the journey down to the Bone Room. Around half of us would traverse to the 

Bone Room. The decent mostly involved bouldering and a few tight vertical crawls. The room 

itself is relatively small, with a low, flat sealing that extends around 20-30 yards. The crawl out of 

the cave was slightly more difficult, as we had to climb around those descending to the Bone 

Room. After we emerged from the 100 ft pit, we employed the services of our honorary 

photographer Yang to take “professional” photos in the breakout part of the cavern. After putting 

my vertical gear back on, I was the first to accented the rope back up to the surface. Upon 

reaching the ledge of the cave, I felt a cool Texas breeze brush though my dirt covered arm 

hair. The climb tested my physical strength, but I pushed myself over the edge and onto the 

rocky surface above. With the smell of ammonia gone, I now smelled different fragrances of 

cedar and oak. After taking a moment to drink water and grab a bite to eat, I would help those 



over the next hour or so accented the rope to the surface. I personally celebrated my accent out 

of Punkin by eating a Cave Pickle. Shortly before our last caver, Jakob, climbed from the 

depths, Old Ass emerged over the hill to join us and chat. They agreed to take down our rigging, 

so that we could explore Deep Cave to which they had just came. We took off our vertical gear, 

and took up supplies and headed to our final destination. It was approaching dark when we 

found the entrance, but this did not stop most in our party from trying out the small rabbit hole. 

Only a few inches across, it was quite the squeeze even for the slenderest of cavers. I tried the 

squeeze two times, but couldn’t fit as my dump truck was too massive. Shortly before entering 

the cave, our other Deep party emerged, sweaty and covered in filth. Our VP, Tristan, warned 

that he believed part of the cave near the entrance had collapsed. With their warnings, I lead the 

journey into the cavern with the trail of Punkin party behind. As if the cave itself was trying to 

push us out, the entrance was like a wave of humidity. The entrance room was wet and filthy, to 

which we had to slide on our dump trucks to safely traverse the cave. We took our time, and 

expressed effective communication throughout the journey down to the Table Room. Wondering 

through forests and columns, we all made it safely down to the Helictite Room aka the “Table 

Room” in good time. Once there, we marveled at the helictite formations and used a black light 

the examine the splendid colors of green and violet the walls produced under UV light. After 

taking a short nap in the dark, filled with occasional snoring and craved Chud noises, we turned 

on our lights and continued out of the cave. We emerged from dark into darker, as night had 

fallen over the landscape. Being in the humidity of the cave for so long, it felt utterly strange 

crawling out into 40-degree weather outside. After we regrouped, we hiked the mile and a half 

back to our cabin to wash, celebrate, and feast on Tristan’s Gyros which were so tasty. 

 

Part 3: Going Back Home 

 

On the morning of November 13, 2022, at 8:00, I was awake from my alarm. I was surprised to 

find members of Old Ass awake at the time. Upon consulting with their unlimited wisdom, we 

decided to awaken the rest of our large party so that we could leave at a respectable time. 

Banging pots and pans, I awoke my fellow cavers so that they could work on their chores and 

clean the cabin. At that time, I worked on cleaning gear and other miscellaneous chores 

required before we departed. Once our cabin was sparkling clean, we said our goodbyes to Old 

Ass and left paradise behind us in a trail of dust. We would ride in the saddle for 7 hours or so, 

making pit stops along the way. The climax of the journey happened just outside of Bastrop, 

where we were blessed with the most beautiful of sunsets. Though the journey to College 

Station was long and hard, we were all glad to be back home again. 

 

Punkin and Deep 

 

Most people don’t know where paradise lay, 

It sits in a Valley, 5 miles down a driveway. 

Punkin and Deep will be fast asleep, 

With the occasional bat to fly and sweep. 

And a cabin in the woods will sit and wait, 

For cavers to unite and meet at the gate. 

 

Poem by Evan Bowen 













 


