
TRIP REPORT FORM
AGGIE SPELEOLOGICAL SOCIETY

DATE: January 21, 2023 CAVE: Honey Creek Cave
SPECIFIC AREA: SA and SB leads
TEAM LEADER: Chelsea Dau
TEAM MEMBERS: Alex Rush, Jenna Crabtree, Sadott Corona
TIME ENTERED: 10:59 AM EXIT TIME: 5:05 PM

PURPOSE OF THE TRIP

Survey the SA lead that transitions to the SB lead in Honey Creek Cave
subsequently extending the footprint and length of the longest cave in Texas to date.
Additionally, focus on learning valuable sketching skills and cementing my
understanding of sketching concepts. Outside of the surveying goal of the trip, Honey
Creek Cave is a learning opportunity to further comfortability in wet caves and improve
safe caving techniques.

BRIEFLY DESCRIBE YOUR TRIP AND ANY SPECIAL OBSERVATION

On January 20, six determined and excited Aggies gathered at the traditional
meeting place for adventure, the Walmart off of Texas Avenue. After a few pre-planning
snafus, we were on our way to San Antonio, where the real adventure would begin. We
caravanned through the Texas Hill country, sharing stories of the first week of school,
exchanging ideas of what the future weekend would hold, and listening to some sweet
tunes. Before arriving at the campsite, we stopped at a Whataburger in New Braunfels
to eat a hearty Texan meal that would provide sustenance and strength for the coming
day.

We arrived at the campsite around 9 pm and were greeted by a circle of cavers in
the distance discussing the only thing cavers discuss caves. We hustled to set up our
sleeping arrangements so we could join the group conversing on the cool Texas
January night. Familiar faces greeted us under the glow of headlamps we had seen at
digs, Texas Cavers Reunion, and the past Underground Texas Grotto meeting. I quickly
set the Aggies to finding out what leads were being pushed and encouraged them to
attach themself to a group to make the morning less confusing.

I was happy to learn I would be working alongside Chelsea Dau. A Texas caver I
had secretly looked up to since meeting her briefly at TCR. She not only flew up the
rope at an unhuman-like speed but also had the appearance of a level-headed and



experienced woman caver. Which, unfortunately, were a less common breed than their
male counterparts. I was happy to see Old ASS in force, which is becoming more and
more common as the more current ASS steps outside our comfort zone of recreational
caving. We bid our goodnights around 11 pm and headed to our warm sleeping bags,
eager for what the 8 am wake-up would bring.

7:30 am came quickly, and Josie and I let out a few groans of despair, realizing
we would have to leave the warm comfort of her SUV to begin preparations. Waking up
a little earlier than most was a burden that only Cave Mommies of grottos could truly
understand. After a few gulps of Redbull, I staggered out of the trunk into the cool
morning air. As the others began to stir, I double-checked and triple-checked my pack.
Caleb and Josh whipped up some hearty breakfast tacos, and the smell wafted through
the camp. I nibbled on my trusty ramen as activity throughout the camp began to
increase. By 9:30 am, I was dressed and ready and turned my attention to the other
Aggies, making sure they were ready to go.

Around 10:15 am, cavers gathered around the shaft entrance to have a quick
chat about safety, call-out times, and smooth out any rough details. Soon after that, the
roar of the tractor came to life, and cavers three by three were lowered into the watery
under-depths below. I watched with excitement as Jakob, my best friend and fellow
officer, disappeared slowly through the metal hole bearing a grin that almost didn’t fit the
dimensions of his face.

Quickly enough, it was my turn to clip into the rope and begin my descent. I
thought back to June when I was attending my very first National Speleological Society
Convention, and I watched the Honey Creek Cave presentation. I remember the wonder
and awe that filled my heart and head, the desire to find myself in those pools, and how
quickly I scribbled the name into my bucket-list cave list I kept at the back of my
notebook. I remember brainstorming how I would make my way onto the list of cavers
that would explore this great subterranean beauty and the wonders she had in-store. As
we lowered through the shaft and the light of the cloud-covered day began to fade, I
silently thanked the universe for this opportunity and all of the cavers that helped me
reach this very special moment.

At the bottom, I was met with aqua-blue water spilling over a flowstone dam into
a larger water passage that seemed to hold no bottom. We quickly shed our harnesses
and placed our packs on our backs. The first seconds of plunging into the water made
me shutter, but I quickly was warmed by my wet suit, and I praised the kindness of
Devra for this luxury item. Rush led us to a large flowstone waterfall over 6 feet tall with
a small webbing hanging through the center. I watched as Rush clamored up the face
quickly. We threw our bags up to him. Sadott then made his way up in a fashion I can
only describe as akin to a lizard. I had never seen hips flexed in such a way by a grown
man. I made my way up the flowstone in a much more juvenile and awkward way than



my predecessors but arrived at the top nonetheless. We began our journey over a
natural bridge into a chamber decorated with speleothems and the luxury of dry space.

We arrived at a duck-under faster than I would have liked. I anxiously watched as
Rush made his way underneath. Chelsea informed me that the water was lower than
before, which left me more impressed with this group than I already had been. I choked
back my fear of water and listened to Chelsea and Rush explain how to best navigate to
the other side. I took some big breaths, which were more to clear my mind than to fill my
lungs, and plunged under. My hands ran above my face against the sharp ceiling
propelling me feet first into the next chamber. I erupted from the watery depths in an
uncoordinated fashion similar to a kid that had unexpectedly been pushed into a pool. I
was glad it was over and felt a small surge in confidence. My fear of water had been
paralyzing, and just two years ago, a swimming pool was my greatest enemy. I was
proud of my progress and realized that there weren’t too many lengths I wouldn’t go to
to be a better caver.

We slithered along silt-floored passages using a technique called salamandering.
You propel yourself forward with your arms, and your legs slither behind you. I felt like
the snake in Harry Potter as he skittered through the passages at Hogwarts
unbeknownst to everyone, well, except the chosen one. I also tried Rush’s technique of
laying on your back and placing your arms and legs against the ceiling to propel
yourself forward. I enjoyed this method because it lets me get an up-close view of
fossils nestled in the ceiling. I preferred salamandering because I liked to know what
was ahead of me, and it let me appreciate the beauty of the passage in a more
complete way.

We arrived where the SA survey ended, and we would begin the SB survey in
roughly an hour. The SA stopped with a silt shelf on the right and two forked passages
in front of us.  After eating cave snacks and drinking water, we set our packs out of the
water on a silt shelf. Due to the wet nature of our passage and the limited space to stay
dry and sketch, Rush and Sadott set a few survey stations while Chelsea and I hung
behind. She kindly explained the equipment and the process of beginning a sketch.
Such as writing the method of survey you were utilizing, the members, and orienting
your sketch.

The sketch slowly grew and took shape as they began to shout back the LRUDs.
She explained different speleothem representations and how to administer them on
paper to help the cartographer complete the map. After plotting a few stations, I went
into the left fork of the tunnel, as the right had already been surveyed, to check for
places to sketch. After a few stations, I shouted back to Chelsea that there was a small
pebble beach. She made her way up to meet me; the beach was small and had a dome
directly above, perfect for one person to sit. I laid in the water and watched from
adjacent to Chelsea’s lap as more of the cave came into view. Rush and Sadott were
calling out many feet per shot, so soon, it was time to switch to a new paper. Chelsea



explained how to make your sketch continuous on the next page and how to orient your
paper so that you get the most out of each page.

We used this method of beach hopping for a while until the lead became
uncomfortably tight for Rush and Sadott. Rush figured Chelsea and I could go ahead,
but the breathing space would be tight. Due to my uncomfortableness with water and
desire not to be in a position like that, I politely declined. I was glad that Chelsea also
didn’t seem too keen to survey and sketch at the same time. We all needed to pee
badly and were getting a little peckish after the few hours of surveying. Chelsea
estimated we had added over one-hundred feet of passage with our efforts, and the
group seemed pleased with that.

Now that I could focus more on the passage than the details of sketching it, I
finally allowed myself to focus on the unique beauty of the cave. I’ve heard many cavers
discriminate against entire caves or parts of a passage due to them being undecorated
by speleothems. However, as a young caver, I promised myself that I would always
appreciate even the “ugliest” parts of caves. There was always beauty to be found if you
wanted to find it. I noticed how larger silt particles and organic matter swirled in patterns
in the water, almost dancing in the currents created by us moving about. I noted how the
freckled ceiling hid the smallest fossils, only showing themselves to the most curious
onlookers.

We gathered around the silt shelf, squeezing ourselves into the small dome. We
chatted and ate while we decided what to do next. Rush spoke of a lead he
remembered from a while back and explained its roundabout location to our proximity.
Chelsea spoke of a similar lead, and they wondered if they were speaking about the
same lead. We traveled down the right fork of the passage for a few minutes until Rush
realized that this was not the way to the lead. The passage winded like a full snake after
a meal in the desert and was lined with jagged rocks, seemingly angry at the current
rush of water. We turned around and made our way back to our packs. We gathered our
things and made our way back.

Chelsea led, and I followed behind with Sadott and Rush in tow. We
salamandered at an easy-going pace. I was enjoying the sliding of the silt under my
body and periodically pushed my Swaygo ahead of me as it bobbed in the water.
Chelsea suddenly stopped at a crack in the wall, but my pack rushed past her. I
thrashed in the water as my black Swaygo began to melt into the darkness of the
passage ahead. I caught it, and the others were chuckling about 10 meters behind me.
Chelsea and Rush confirmed that the passage was the same lead they had both been
describing and had been surveyed years before, maybe even decades. We continued
our way back, reaching the duck-under once again more quickly than I had hoped for.
Rush went first, and then Sadott leaving Chelsea and me sitting in the murky water. I
choked down my fear once again as I slid my feet under the rock until I felt the free
pocket of air on the other side. I took a few big gulps of air to clear my head and then fill



my lungs, and I plunged under. My hands ran along the ceiling rapidly, and I was in the
next chamber before I knew it. I would like to think I emerged more composed than I did
the first time, but I know I most likely did not.

We arrived in a tall, more decorated chamber than any area I had seen. A
chandelier posed high in the chamber that looked like a jellyfish with cascading
flowstone and draperies below. We stopped to snap a few photos with Chelsea’s
camera and then headed on. We arrived back at the flowstone with the webbing quickly
and began our descent down. Once we arrived back at the shaft entrance, we set our
packs down and discussed our plans. We decided to wash off and explore a bit because
it’s not every day you get to be in a place like Honey Creek.

We headed off to the left in the passage, and the water became deeper. We
passed a pipe that provided water to the surface and continued a little further after that.
We tried to wipe the silt and grime from our bodies and gear. After roughly 15 minutes,
we headed back to the entrance and decided to explore above the small flowstone
waterfall. The water was a beautiful aqua color, and I had never seen anything like it.
0-9 Well was pretty, but in a different way than Honey Creek was. There were large
chambers bordered by flowstone waterfalls that you scrambled over to get to an upper
level. We continued like this, and voices echoed toward us.

We met another group of cavers, and my sweet friend Josie was among their
ranks. We quickly exchanged wellness checks and how our day was. We began to
travel back towards the entrance, hungry and ready for the warmth of the sunlight that
hopefully dared to emerge from behind the grey clouds they were cloaked in at the start
of the day. We arrived at the entrance quickly, and everyone began to wash off once
again and get their harnesses ready for the ascent. I was one of the first ready and
therefore had the honor of being the first group out.

I knew the surface would be cold, so to quickly change from underground to
above-ground dweller, I zipped off my wetsuit halfway. After Sadott gave the cable a
Tarzan equivalent shake, we began to be lifted to the world above. As the flowstone
pools and watery passage disappeared from view and were replaced with rock I
reflected on the day. I thought of how far I had come in such a short year of caving and
how thankful I was to be a member of the Aggie Speleological Society (ASS). Aaron
later remarked that I had the largest smile of them all when he lifted me out of the shaft.

After I was greeted with the warmth of a Texas sunset, I quickly peeled off my
wetsuit and dressed in a towel toga near the shaft entrance. I chatted with Naomi, the
shaft Queen, and waited for my sweet Josie to emerge. I snapped a few photos of my
friend, and we waddled to her SUV to begin the full change.

After Evan joined us on the surface, we embarked on a journey to Papa John’s
and a local supplier of liquid sin. We talked like excited kids on a school bus to the zoo,
sharing details of our day and all of the things we had learned. We secured large pizzas



for our group and a handle of vodka, as any college kid would do. We quickly returned
to the campground and took our spot in the circle around the shaft.

One by one, Aggies began to appear out of the shaft throughout the night, and
we greeted them with pizza and vodka, as any college caver would want. We listened to
the adult cavers as they talked about their adult jobs and expeditions they had been on.
We were just happy to be included even though we were cold. I thanked myself for
bringing my luxurious heated blanket as the move had paid me back four times over.

We snuggled into our sleeping bags at about midnight and mentally prepared for
the next day. I was excited about the rigging workshop in Austin but wasn’t looking
forward to leaving Honey Creek so soon.

Mandatory Cave Poem:

Honey Creek your passages watery and your edges rough
We wondered would our lead be a bust
Passages with mud thick as honey
Made us work like thieves to get away
Dark as night but sweeter than day
The lead went with heavy delay
The work was hard but
Boy howdy was it fun
Six merry aggies wet and cold
But their knowledge expanded ten fold



Jenna Crabtree standing in a chamber looking at speleothems overhead. Photo was
taken by Chelsea Dau.



Jenna Crabtree and others are lowered into the shaft entrance of Honey Creek cave
with Kurt and Naomi assisting. Photo taken by Josie Shaw.



Aggie cavers before entering Honey Creek. Left to Right: Josh Zawislak, Evan Bowen,
Caleb Crubaugh, Jakob Denton, Josie Shaw, and Jenna Crabtree. Photo taken by a
very nice person who I do not remember.


