
 



 



 

A HOLIDAY IN THE CRAVEN HIGHLANDS 

EASTER 1935 

(produced from the original handwritten journal – see Note at end 

All maps, plans, illustrations and ledger follow the text) 

By P. B. BINNS 

THE DESCRIPTION 

There will be a full account of all incidents during the camping time, also of the journey to the camp and from it. 

Each cave that was entered will be described and any points of special interest noted, also its position on the map 

will be referred to. 

There will be a copy of all the cash accounts to show how the money was spent, and the type of food that was 

purchased. 

Certain caves will be described, that we have explored at other times in order to give a fuller idea of the Yorkshire 

caverns. 

THE ILLUSTRATIONS 

There will be illustrations of certain scenes and objects in the district.   Some will be postcards, others 

photographs.   All photographs have been taken by Mr. Simpson. 

Any reference to illustrations will be made in red ink. 

No. of Illustration  (3) 

There will be a removable sheet of semi-transparent paper of each illustration and any point of special interest 

will be marked by a spot and a number.   Reference in the text will be made by a small figure. 

              e.g.   2 

Any complete reference will be bounded by square brackets 

             e.g.   [(3)2] 

THE PLANS 

There will be plans of certain of the simpler caves but they are not absolutely correct, but show something of the 

shape of the caves. 

The plans will be on squared paper and will be so numbered so that any place can be pointed out. 

Any reference to a plan will be in green ink. 

No. of Plan  (4) 

Plans will be drawn on centimetre graph paper and each square centimetre will be numbered and the millimetres 

will be a decimal place. 

       e.g.  2.3 x 7.4 

A full reference will be bounded by square brackets. 



      e.g.   [(4) 2.3 x 7.4] 

THE MAPS 

There will be a number of maps [6” = 1 mile] to show the lie of the land, and position of certain objects. 

They will be on squared paper and the number of the map will be made in purple ink. 

       e.g.   (1) 

The position of special objects will be shown as with the plans, also the complete reference will be bounded by 

square brackets 

       e.g.    [(1) 2.6 x 3.9] 

THE SPECIMENS 

The specimens will be in a separate box and each section will be named and numbered.   If during the description 

of any cave its specimens are referred to it will be done in brown ink. 

       e.g.   (7) 

THE HOLIDAY STARTED 

WEDNESDAY   APRIL 10th 

THE HOLIDAY FINISHED 

TUESDAY  MAY 7th 

 

 

 



WEDNESDAY  APRIL 10th 

I woke up at 5.0 a.m. it was just light enough to see that it was a fine day although the clouds were scudding 

across the sky before a strong south westerly wind.   The wind however did not worry me as I knew that for most 

of the way it would be behind me.   At 5.15 a.m. the alarm clock by my bed started to ring so I got out stopped it 

and got dressed.   As soon as I was dressed I went downstairs to get some breakfast and make some sandwiches 

to take with me.   While I was having breakfast Mother and Dad came down to see me off.   Everything was 

packed on my bike ready for off so I only had to get it out of the shed, there were two pannier bags on the carrier 

together with a kit bag; on the front there was my tent and cape.   I carried a rucksack and small haversack on my 

back.   At 6.0 a.m. prompt I said goodbye and set off, the morning was cold but fresh, I wore gloves to begin with 

so my hands would not get cold.   I passed the Town Hall at 6.10 a.m. and was soon on the Preston new road with 

a strong wind behind me; except for one or two places I kept up a good speed and I felt I could not hold myself in; 

however near Tarleton [(1) 1.2x6.7] I met an elderly gentleman cycling in the same direction so I slowed down 

and continued with him a good two miles.   When I left him I increased my speed again to Preston.   Through 

Preston the road was all cobbles and it was not very pleasant riding   I passed the station at 7.20 a.m. and 

followed the sign posts until I got onto the Whalley road.   There was a steep hill down to the river level outside 

the town and then there was a long slow drag up the other side.   Once on the top I kept up a very good speed to 

Whalley. 8.25 a.m.   Whalley is situated at the mouth of a large tributary to the Ribble; I entered the town down a 

short steep hill, turned a corner at the bottom over the river and then climbed up the long drag out of the town.  

Within a quarter of an hour I was in Clitheroe a town situated on a small hill in the valley, there is a castle at the 

top and the main road passes straight past it and down the other side, on the far side I got off my bike for the first 

time after leaving home and had a little refreshment and  a rest for 15 minutes then I continued to Sawley where 

my first hill began, it was long and steep and I had to walk up.   On reaching the top of the hill I got on my bike 

again and made fairly good progress to Gisburn a long straggling town along the Skipton road, about half way 

through I turned left onto the Settle road.   From Gisburn to Hellifield my progress was very slow owing to the 

uneven nature of the road, I had to get off a number of times and walk up hills that were long and dreary only to 

get a short steep down to pay for it.   At Hellifield it started to rain so I put my cape on and continued.   From 

Hellifield there was a cross wind and many showers; in spite of these conditions I got on fairly well and arrived at 

Settle at 10.30 a.m. where I had a little more refreshment.   I rode the last five miles except for a mile walk up 

Buckhaw Brow, past the ebbing and flowing well which is so famous.   The run down Cave Ho was a slow one as 

the wind was partially in my face, after two miles slow going I arrived at Austwick at 11.0 a.m.    I went straight to 

Mr Simpson’s house and reported my arrival, he was rather surprised to see me as he did not expect me till after 

dinner.   He then told me that Chapel-le-Dale was to be our home for the next fortnight at least.   We then 

discussed food supplies, he brought out a lot of tinned food and then we drew up an order of other supplies and I 

went to get them.   At 12.00 noon we had dinner and soon after Longbottom rode up.   He had come by train to 

Clapham and then rode the last 3 miles to Austwick.   When Mr. Simpson had explained where we were to camp 

we left at 1.30 p.m. and set off against the wind; going was slow but not so slow as I had expected;  we passed 

through Clapham, a small village with a nasty corner on the main road.   After we left Clapham we took to the 

upper road to Ingleton and after walking up the first hill we rode the rest.   When the road joined the Ingleton 

Hawes road we turned up to Hawes and continued up the Dale to White Scar Caverns.   The wind was then behind 

and the ride was easy.   At White Scar Caverns [(4) 2.8x5.2] we stopped while I went with a note to Mr. 

Greenwood.   After that we did not pedal at all until we got to God’s Bridge [(2) 3.0x3.8] when we had to pedal up 

a short steep hill after which we stopped again until we got to the hill up to the Hill Inn [(2) 3.0x.1].   At the top of 

the first stretch just before the School [(2) 2.4x.3] we turned right along the lane past the Post Office [(2) 2.6x.9] 

through two gates to Souther Scales farm [(2) 2.5x2.4].   There we saw Mrs Dowbiggin the farmer’s wife who 

showed us a spot sheltered from the wind.   We soon got our tents pitched and our tackle inside; our bikes were 

stored in a low shed in the opposite corner of the field to us.   We were very sheltered and started to arrange our 

kit inside the tents.   At about 5.30 p.m. Mr. Simpson arrived in Mr. Greenwood’s car with all the tackle.   We soon 

had his tent up and the food arranged.   I was cook so I started with a meal which was ready by 6.30 p.m.   Mr. 

Simpson had a very nice rubber mattress and after dinner we both sat on it and arranged a good long programme 



for the next week.   At 8.30 p.m. we had a small supper and turned in after a long and strenuous day.   Before I 

went to sleep it started to rain again and it rained a lot during the night. 

THURSDAY  APRIL 11th 

I got out of my sleeping bag at 7.30 a.m. and went out of my tent, the wind was still very high and was north 

westerly.   After getting some milk and eggs we had breakfast.   As the water was high in all the caves we set off 

on surface work, we went along the lane calling at the Post Office for letters and then turned up past the school 

and across to Philpin Farm [(3) 2.8x6.4].   From there we dropped down into the dry stream bed and then down to 

Philpin Hole which receives water in time of great flood [(3) 2.6x6.8].   We photographed it and went up the valley 

to Lambert’s Hole, a circular cavity 100 feet across an 30 feet deep, there was a small pool in the bottom owing to 

the high water [(3) 3.7x5.0].    70 yards farther up the stream bed the stream entered Lambert’s Cave [(3) 3.6x4.8] 

a low bedding cave which was nearly full of water.   Another 200 yards up the stream bed we came to Hawes Gill 

Wheel [(3) 3.8x4] where the water came out of a cave.   We photographed it and then went on to Gate Kirk Cave 

[(3) 3.9x2.8].   This cave has two entrances, one where the water comes out and another over the wall.   The 

stream was coming out in a torrent and it would have been almost impossible to enter.   From Gate Kirk we 

walked up the lane to Gunner Fleet Bridge [(3a) .6x1.4] where we turned right and went on to the viaduct, a 24 

arch structure which takes the railway over the valley [(3a) 2.7x1.5].   We then set out to find Gunner Fleet Cave 

[(3a) 2.0x.9] and after poking about in a lot of shake holes we came upon the cave.   It was a small opening at the 

bottom of a deep shake hole, I went down and entered it, downstream the passage was wide and the floor 

dropped away [(11) 4.8x15].   Upstream there was a passage 3 feet high for 30 feet to another entrance, I went 

along and out.   Returning to camp was different than coming for we faced the wind, however after a long 

struggle we got to camp all with heavy heads, but Mr Simpson’s was worst.   We had lunch and after an hour’s 

rest we went to Lead Mines Hole [(2) 2.5x2.6] which was within one hundred yards of camp.   The hole is an old 

level blasted many years ago, at the entrance there is a bank of stones down to the floor then the passage 7 feet 

high and 5 feet wide and it continued straight for 160 feet, the floor was muddy and in places there were pools.   

160 feet in the passage turned at right angles for 10 feet and then back to the original direction and continued for 

40 feet to the end.   There were no traces of lead but there were signs of copper on the walls.   We had dinner at 

5.30 p.m. and then Longbottom and I went up to Great Douk Cave [(2) 4.5x2.4].   However we missed our way and 

landed up at Hardrakin Cave [(2) 4.0x3.9].   From there I knew the way so we soon got there as it was getting 

dusk.   The cave was situated in the opposite corner of a huge pothole to where we stood, the pot was 150 feet 

wide and 250 feet long and 50 feet deep.   We went down the path to the cave mouth.   The water was rushing 

out down a 6 feet fall and then it ran away and disappeared in the boulders at the bottom of the pot.   When we 

got back to the camp it was dark so we lit up and wrote until 9.0 p.m. when we had supper and turned in.   I was 

very tired because of the long walk against the wind which up to then had not blown out.   Before I went to sleep 

it was trying to rain but the wind was keeping most of it off. 

 

 



FRIDAY  APRIL 12th 

When I woke in the morning the first thing I did was listen for the wind.   Everything was calm and quiet so I 

concluded that the wind had blown itself out.   When I went to the farm for the milk I asked the time and I was 

rather surprised when I was told 6.0 a.m., however early as it was we had breakfast almost at once.   After 

breakfast I set off on my bike for Austwick to get some medicine and letters for Mr. Simpson.   There was a light 

breeze from the north east and it did not take me very long to get to Austwick, at Austwick I saw my friend Billy 

Whitfield and found out from him that it was 8.15 a.m.   Then I called on my old aunt to let her know that we had 

got our camp up and were faring well.   Lastly I went to Mr. Simpson’s house and told Mrs. Ellis what I had come 

for.   She soon got the medicine and as there were no letters I set off back at once.   I went on the low road to 

Ingleton leaving our former route on the right and dropped down into Ingleton past Moorgarth Hall.   In Ingleton I 

got food supplies and papers and then I set off back up the valley; by this time the wind had risen so it took rather 

a long time to get back to camp.   Soon after I got back we had an early lunch and we set off for Hawes Gill Wheel 

cave;  the entrance is a few feet to the right of the water exit and higher up.   The entrance itself is small and we 

had to crawl to the head of the 6 feet drop down to the stream level, from there the passage is for 15 feet strewn 

with boulders and we had to pick our way through them.   Then all at once we came out into a large chamber 20 

feet wide and 15 feet high, this also was strewn with boulders, at the far end there was a pool which was knee 

deep, however on the left side there was a narrow fissure, and so I went along, the water got nearly waist deep 

and then got shallow and finally I stood on dry land, there was a choke [(2) 3.7x9.5] straight ahead so I had to 

return.   When we had finished survey we went on to Gate Kirk Cave.   There are 3 entrances two together which 

we saw first and another over the wall.   The lower one is the water exit, there was a lot of water but not as much 

as the day before.   We surveyed the upper entrance on the left first, the passage was 5 feet high and 10 feet 

wide, it terminates in 15 feet at the edge of a 8 feet drop down into the main cave; from here the main passage 

can be seen stretching away into the darkness and there is a loud roar of water from the inmost recesses.    The 

lower entrance is almost completely blocked by a pool but by bending we traversed it on a rock ledge to the right 

and landed on a bank of sand just opposite the entrance to the loft.   The passage then turns to the right and the 

stream can be crossed at the head of a 2 feet waterfall into the pool and the stream then keeps to the right of the 

passage; we surveyed this stretch keeping dry although in places it was difficult.   Another 40 feet further on the 

passage turned to the left and on rounding this we saw the cause of the roar, for the water tumbled down a 3 

feet waterfall and then rushed down a slope to the corner.   We traversed the waterfall and surveyed up to the 

choke [(3) 7.4x9.7].    The passage was waterworn and the going was easy.   We then returned to the shute and so 

to the corner, here we crossed the stream and in front there was a passage leading to day light.   It was steep and 

strewn with many boulders and at last we came out of the third entrance, it was low and a tree marked its 

position.   We then returned to camp and as soon as we had changed Longbottom and myself rode down to 

White Scar Caverns for a box of sawdust for Mr. Simpson wanted some stalactites from Hawes Gill Wheel Cave.   

As soon as we got back we had a welcome dinner and at 6.30 we set off once more to Hawes Gill Wheel where 

we collected a lot of specimens.   The roof was covered with stalactites some within reach some without.   All of 

them had the rough growth on them although one or two showed the glistening crystals (11).   They were not as 

simple as the usual stalactite having bends and swellings [(3)(9)(15)(16)].   Some of them had grown together as in 

(14) and formed a mass of formation.   There were however plain straight stalactites [(1)(12)].   When we came 

out it was dusk so we left the box at the entrance and hurried on to Gate Kirk.   This time we went in the low 

entrance but on turning the corner we climbed into the roof and surveyed a series of low passages on the right of 

the main cave; the whole series ended in a wide low passage which we did not go along.   At 9.30 p.m. we left the 

cave and walked to camp in the moonlight calling for the box at Hawes Gill.   After a supper of chips, the fat for 

which had kindly been given to us by Miss Dodd at White Scar we turned in and I soon dropped off to sleep. 

 

 



SATURDAY  APRIL 13th 

I went for the milk at 7.0 a.m. and soon we were having breakfast.   After breakfast Longbottom and I set off for 

Ingleton calling for letters at the post office on the way.   We were both speeding down the valley when we saw 

someone coming up on a bike, when he got near I recognised him as Edmund Douglas another madman who 

prefers to exist underground.   He was on his way to join us for the weekend.   When we had explained where we 

were camping we went on to Ingleton and got provisions together with a bucket.   When we got back to camp 

Edmund was talking to Mr. Simpson so I joined him.   After we had all had lunch we set off for Holmshaw Cave [(3) 

1.8x1.9].   To get there we went along the lane to Bruntscar Farm and turned off to the left, then we continued 

along the scar top until we came to a conspicuous hollow.   This is the shake hole where Holmshaw is situated.   At 

the bottom a stream comes out at one side, and enters a cave at the other.   The upper passage went for 30 feet 

and then got too small.   The lower passage started in a 6 feet drop and then almost immediately there was 

another shorter one.   Edmund went along in the roof while we surveyed at the bottom.   He reported after the 

second drop that there were 3 shale bands and on looking up we could see them plainly.   After turning a corner 

the passage developed into a cavern and from there the passage twisted and turned for a long way.   Edmund was 

useful, he reported a roof of crushed Breccia and it was dangerously crushed for lumps kept falling down, also he 

found a tree root which had grown through the roof of the cave showing that we were near the surface of the 

ground.   Shortly after the tree had been sighted the roof dropped to 5 feet high so Edmund had to stop throwing 

stones down and join us.   Soon after the cave ended but there was a low crawl which was only 1 foot high; 

Edmund and I went along for 60 feet and landed up in a 6 inch pool of water, where we turned round and came 

out.   Mr. Simpson and Longbottom had gone so we got out as quick as possible and followed them.   We tried to 

pick out the tree whose roots we had seen but in vain.   We had dinner when we got back to camp.   After dinner 

Edmund and I went up past Great Douk and examined some sinks on the fell, however as we brought no lamp we 

could not see how the caves formed after the entrance.   It was dark when we got back to camp, and so after 

reporting to Mr. Simpson those things which we had noticed we had supper and went to bed. 

SUNDAY  APRIL 14th 

When I went to the farm I asked the time and was told 7.20 a.m. but when I got back to camp Mr. Simpson asked 

what I meant by getting up at 6.20, his watch had kept very good time but he had not moved it on.   When we had 

finished breakfast we left Mr. Simpson at camp as he was not well, and went down to White Scar Cave with a 

note for Mr. Greenwood.   Mr. Greenwood told us of a large issue on Scales moor and pointed it out so that we 

would know where to look.   From White Scar we went to Ten Pound Gill.   We left our bikes on the side of the 

road and walked up to the cave.   The entrance looks large but soon gets small, Longbottom went first and I 

followed, Edmund brought up the rear.   The passage was full of boulders and it was difficult to get along soon 

there is a place where we could stand up [(4) 4.3x2.8] then the passage continued in the roof about one and a half 

feet high, at one point [(4) 7.5x5.3] it took me two tries to get past and three to get back.   Another 10 feet farther 

on the passage was only 6 inches high so we had to return to the surface.   Then we set off to the cave on the 

other side of the valley.   There was a shale band between the limestone and the granite 20 feet thick.   In front of 

the cave was a platform of limestone on which we put our clothes.   The cave was quite dry although after rain an 

enormous amount of water comes out.   There were two entrances we tackled the left hand one first.   It was 

large enough to stand for a few feet then the passage continued 2 feet high, to get in we had to drop down a hole 

2 feet deep.   Edmund went first but he was too big so I went.   I had to go on my side as it was so narrow.   About 

10 feet along a boulder blocked the way but beyond that the passage seemed passable, I could move the boulder 

so I tugged it out and then went along.   All my trouble was in vain for there was a big slab of rock blocking the 

way.   The other entrance was narrow and after 6 feet we could stand up, however here again the passage was 

blocked by a boulder which barred further progress.   We then went back to our bikes and then back to camp 

where we had a very welcome lunch.   After lunch I went to sleep and woke up about 4.0 p.m.   Edmund left soon 

after for Giggleswick where he lived.   After dinner Longbottom and I went up to Meregill, the deepest pothole in 

England going down to a depth of 520 feet.   It was first bottomed by Mr. Simpson in July 1934.   It was almost 

dark when we got back to camp so we had supper and turned in.  



MONDAY  APRIL 15th. 

I got up at 8.0 a.m. and started to get breakfast , while I was getting it Longbottom went for the letters as Mr. 

Simpson wanted one.   After breakfast I rode round to Austwick again by the upper road.   It was a lovely morning 

and there was a light South West wind.   I called at White Scar and Mr. Greenwood told me that he would come 

up to see Mr. Simpson who was not at all well.   When I got to Austwick, I told Mrs. Ellis that Mr. Simpson was not 

well, and she told me to tell him to come home.   I got a few things for provisions at Austwick and then I returned 

by Ingleton where I finished getting provisions.   There were a lot of very heavy clouds in the sky and I thought I 

was going to run into a storm but I did not.   When I got back to camp it was lunch time so I started to boil up.   

We were to have gone to Bruntscar cave but it started to rain so we put it off.   I had a bad head ache so I went to 

sleep in the afternoon and woke up about 4.30 p.m.   Mr. Simpson then decided to go home as he was worse.   

We had dinner at 6.0 p.m. and after we had finished I went into Mr. Simpson’s tent and he told me many 

interesting stories about his war experiences.   At 8.0 p.m. Mr. Greenwood came and Mr. Simpson left with him 

for Austwick, soon after we had supper and went to bed.   It started to rain about 10 p.m. and when I woke during 

the night it was still raining. 

TUESDAY  APRIL 16th. 

It was raining when I woke so I lay in my sleeping bag until 9.0 a.m. as we could do nothing.   At 9.0 a.m. I went for 

the milk and we had breakfast.   The ground was very soft and would have been terrible if I had not set down a 

crazy path in front of my tent.   It cleared up after breakfast so we set off for a walk we walked straight down to 

where the road from the chapel joins the main road [(2) 1.5x1.8].   We then walked down to the river bed which 

was still dry, then we followed up the stream bed to Hurtle Pot [(2) 1.2x1.7].   We climbed the fence and went 

down the gulley to see the pool.   It was still at its usual level so we came back to the stream and followed it up to 

Jingle Pot [(2)1.5x.6] (4).   The bottom was dry but there was a stream coming out of the cave in the cliff [(7) 

11.5x1.5] and a small stream was falling down at the other end [(7) 5.5x2.0].   From there we followed up the 

stream bed to Weathercote, the waterfall was in full water and it was a lovely sight.   Then we followed up the 

stream to Lamberts (no. 2) and we saw no water [(3) 3.8x5].   The pot itself was full at the bottom but the stream 

bed between Lamberts 1 and 2 was dry.   There was a lot of water coming out of Hawes Gill, and there was a 

slight trickle down the dry river bed.   There was a flood at Gate Kirk but it was not coming down the dry bed.   We 

went into the upper entrance and down to the shute, there was a terrible row.   When we got out it started to 

rain so we hurried back to camp as quickly as we could and had lunch.   From midday until 6.0 p.m. we sat in our 

tents and read, sometimes it rained and sometimes it snowed.   We had dinner at 6.0 p.m. and afterwards as it 

was fine we set off on the same journey again but we went straight to Lamberts (2).   The pot was half full and the 

dry bed was a rushing torrent, also the bed at Hawes Gill and Gate Kirk was a rushing torrent   By the time we got 

back to Lamberts the stream had gone down at least 6 inches.   We then went down to Weathercote Cave.   There 

was a deep pool of white foam at the bottom [(12) 11.0x14.0] and there was a torrent coming out of the low cave 

in the small Pot [(12) 2.0x4.0].   We then went down the bed to Jingle and Hurtle Pots.   Jingle Pot had a dark pool 

in the bottom [(7) 6.0x13].   Hurtle Pot was half full of water [(6) 6.0x10.0] but the stream was dry.   We followed 

down to God’s Bridge, but before we got there we met the water again and the dry river bed above the bridge 

was a seething torrent   The water was rushing right over the top of God’s Bridge and formed a grand sight.   We 

left God’s Bridge about 8.0 p.m. and went back to camp where we had supper and turned in.   It started to rain 

again soon after and it rained all night.   I hoped it would clear as we were due to see Mr. Simpson at 11.0 a.m. in 

Ingleton next day and I did not fancy a ride down in the rain. 

 

 



WEDNESDAY  APRIL 17th 

I woke up at 7.30 a.m. it was still raining hard so I lay in my sleeping bag until 8.30 a.m.   Then as we were due to 

leave camp at 10.15 I got out and went for the milk.   There was a pool of mud 2 inches deep at the bottom of my 

tent and whenever I went out it made an awful squelching sound and sometimes rose above the top.   There was 

a visible stream running through Longbottom’s tent and it sank in Mr. Simpson’s tent.   We had breakfast and 

afterwards we changed our clothes, I put a mac and a cape on and at 10.15 a.m. we set off.   When we got to the 

post office we called in for letters, there was one from Mr. Simpson to say “meet me at 1.0 p.m.”  so we had to 

return to camp and sit and read until 11.30 a.m. when we had lunch.   After lunch we dressed up again and at 

12.10 p.m. we set off once more for Ingleton.   There was a head wind and by the time we arrived we were 

soaked to the skin and frozen cold.   Then to make matters worse we arrived at Ingleton at the same time as we 

left camp; evidently Mr. Simpson’s watch was fast, but as it was in the inmost pocket I left it where it was.   We 

hung about until 1.0 p.m. when the bus arrived.   He said that I could do what I liked.   Then Mr. Greenwood 

suggested that we should come and sleep in the engine house at White Scar.   We said we would consider it and 

we left him, got food supplies and returned to camp.   On the way up I decided to move the camp to a drier place 

whether it was raining or not.   When we got back we saw the farmer and he showed us a nice dry looking site 

just over the wall from where we were.   We were just going to begin when the rain stopped so we forged ahead 

and took advantage of the break.   All my tackle went in Mr. Simpson’s tent then I moved my tent round to the 

new site, soon Longbottom brought his and we set them up in a better formation leaving room for Mr. Simpson’s 

tent.   By the time we had got our “stalls layed out” we were very hungry so we had a good dinner and after a 

short rest we moved Mr. Simpson’s tent and his goods then we moved the crazy paving and layed it so that we 

could go from tent to tent without getting on the grass.   We had just finished and got into our tents when it 

began to rain again and it continued until we went to bed and after. 

THURSDAY  APRIL 18th 

When I woke up it was still raining so I did not start to get breakfast until 9.0 a.m.   When we had finished 

breakfast the rain had stopped and by 11.00 a.m. it was quite fine so we put all our wet tackle out, there were 

four clothes lines and the walls were covered.   Then we tidied up the old camp site and installed an empty oil 

drum for a dustbin in our new site.   We decided that we would do no caving until all our tackle was dry so we 

hung around until 4.0 p.m. when most of the stuff was dry.   Then we had a small meal and set off on our bikes for 

Austwick; before we left we put a note for Douglas who we expected to say that we had gone off and that the 

tackle he had left was in the large tent.   We had a nice easy ride down to White Scar where we stopped to let Mr. 

Greenwood know that we had moved and were comfortable.   We got round to Austwick at 5.30 p.m. and went 

to Mr. Simpson’s house, he was not in but Mrs. Ellis expected him in about an hour.   We then went down to see 

my aunt who insisted that we had some tea, so we stopped there till it was time to meet Mr. Simpson.   He was 

surprised to see us and then we went to his house and he showed us a collection of Roman and old English 

articles which had been excavated.   There were many complete vases and a lot of broken ones, there were cards 

of flints and spearheads, also needles, necklaces and many other interesting objects.   At 8.30 p.m. we left for 

camp, the evening was cool and there was no wind, we rode back in less than an hour and we did not get off 

once.   By 9.30 we were at camp, and had a good dinner, it was lovely having dinner in the open after having been 

cooped up for so long.   After dinner we turned in and I soon dropped off to sleep. 

 

 



FRIDAY  APRIL 19th 

We were up by 8.30 a.m. but it was raining again so we postponed breakfast for half an hour, after which it 

cleared up so after we had tidied the camp we set off for Kingsdale.   We gave in an order for food at Ingleton and 

they promised to keep them so we continued light.   There was a long hill up to Kingsdale and we had to walk and 

push our bikes, when we got to the top we put our bikes over the wall and set off to walk up Gragareth.   We 

went up half way and when we struck a track which went along the hillside we followed it.   Kail Pot was the first 

port of call, it was situated at the side of the track and is a round shaft 10 feet in diameter and is 40 feet deep.   

From there we continued along the track through two gates, then turned sharp left and walked over the moors 

for 50 yards, we then saw the entrance to Swinsto Cave, a cave shunned by all sensible cavers for there is half a 

mile of passage and nowhere is it more than 3 feet high, often it is only one foot high.   There was a lot of water 

entering the cave so that it would be more unpleasant.   From there we continued along the track nearly to the 

next gate when we saw Rowting Pot on the right, there are two holes, a small one with a sheer drop of nearly 200 

feet and a big one nearer the wall which was 100 feet deep; a cave led from the pot in the corner farthest away 

from the small hole; [Massey and I explored it in Summer 1933.   This cave is 8 feet high and 2 feet wide for many 

feet twisting and turning a great deal, there are many pools, some over knee deep.   We came upon a branch 

passage so we turned up it, after a long narrow passage we came into a little chamber with a waterfall coming in 

on the right hand side, we climbed the twelve feet of fall and continued along a passage 4 feet high until we came 

to day light, the exit was small and it was at the bottom of a deep shake hole.   We then returned to the main 

passage and went on, soon we came to a crawl. I went first and Massey followed soon the passage got higher and 

after a few more yards the passage came out into day light.]      Longbottom and I then went through the gate and 

then left the track on the right, soon we came to a hollow with Gingling Pot in the bottom, the pot is covered with 

trees and is a narrow rift 150 feet deep.   We had lunch on the edge and then went back to the road and went 

along until we crossed a large valley we followed down this to Bullpot.   The pot is covered with boulders and 

there was a ladder going between two of them and down 40 feet to a bank of pebbles on the bottom.   From 

Bullpot we went over to Yordas Cave which is situated in a large wood clearly visible from where we were.   

Yordas has three entrances; one for visitors, this one leads into a large chamber with a waterfall in one corner.   

There is another up the gorge above the cave.   The water enters there and follows down a passage to the head of 

the main waterfall.   The third is reached by following down the stream to where it disappears and then by lying in 

the pool I could wriggle up a steep pebbly slope out into day light.   Massey and I did the exploration in 1933, but 

we did not go in this time.   We then went back to Bullpot and all was still quiet so we went down to the road and 

walked down the valley to where we had left our bikes.   We had a long ride down to Ingleton and then up 

Chapel-le-Dale after collecting our provisions.   After dinner we started to climb trees but soon got tired of it so I 

decided to go to SIII [(2) .0x4.1].    We got changed and set off, the cave is also called Meregill Shit for it is said 

that flood water from Meregill [(2) 2.1x7.2] came out.   The cave was dry when we got there so we went in, the 

passage was 2 feet high for 40 feet when the floor dropped 2 feet down to a pool [(8) 6.0x3.5].   There were 

another two straight after and then there was a dead end so we came out.   From there we started up Spice Gill 

and then as it started to rain we hurried back to camp.   It started to rain hard soon and it was raining when we 

turned in. 

 

 



SATURDAY  APRIL 20th 

It was fine when we woke up so as we expected Mr. Simpson at 9.30 a.m. and as it was already 8.0 a.m. we had 

breakfast, but alas the watch was wrong and Mr. Simpson arrived half way through breakfast.   Also it started to 

rain again so I fooled him about Jonah and he insisted it was me.   He decided to go back to Austwick and told us 

to try Ewlett Gill if it cleared up.   He left by the return bus and we returned to camp.   It soon cleared up so we 

had lunch then cycled down to White Scar.   There we borrowed a 4 pound hammer and a crowbar.   We then left 

our bikes there and walked over to Ewlett Gill.   In spite of the rain the cave was still dry so I started on the 

boulder straight away.   I managed to move the boulder to one side although I only worked from one side we then 

got past and continued, the passage soon got larger and we could kneel.   Then there seemed to be a dead end, 

but I found a small hole to the right and got through [(5)4.4x3.1].   I was then lying flat on a large slab or rock 

which ended at the edge of another chamber where I could almost stand [(5)2].   This again seemed a dead end, 

but again there was a hole [(5)6.1x2.9] through which I could just get.   Then I was in another small chamber [(5)3] 

where all exits were blocked, one however only had a thin slab of rock blocking it, I tried to crack it but the 

hammer was too light so we returned to the entrance, and then we walked back to White Scar and reported.   We 

left the tools and cycled back to camp where we had a good dinner.   There was a thunder storm in the evening 

and it rained hard until we turned in.   However I woke during the night and it was fine. 

SUNDAY  APRIL 21st 

When I got up it looked very much like rain, but we had breakfast and later it cleared.   We then packed lunch and 

rode to White Scar where we met Mr. Simpson in the engine house, we got there at 11.30, then Mr. Simpson 

changed and we set off once more to Ewlett Gill this time with a 7 pound hammer.   We had lunch before we 

went in.   I went first and when I had passed the boulder I turned round and then by Mr. Simpson working at the 

other side we moved it a bit more.   However he was unable to get past.   My light had failed so I borrowed his 

and went forward to the second rock, after a few hard hits it broke off and Longbottom could just get in however 

it soon got impassable so we came back to the surface.   Mr. Simpson then told us that the Shale band had caused 

the roof to shelve off so the going would be bad for some distance.   We then returned to White Scar and Mr. 

Simpson went to Austwick after changing.   We went up to camp and had dinner, after dinner we lazed round and 

wrote letters. 

MONDAY  APRIL 22nd 

We were up early and by 7.30 we had finished breakfast.   At 8.30 a.m. we set off for Ingleton where we met the 

9.0 a.m. bus with Mr. Simpson on.   He told us he was going to White Scar so we got a good  supply of food and 

rode back, we then just waited for him to arrive.   I read the paper for nearly an hour, and at 11.30 a.m. he 

arrived.   We had lunch at once and after a short rest we set off for Bruntscar cave.   As I was going through the 

farm yard I ran into a friend from home who had come up for the day he did not recognise me at first as I was in 

my caving clothes.   Bruntscar [(3) 1.1x2.8] is situated at the back of the farm and we had to pay 6d. to go into it.   

The passage was three feet wide and 5 feet high and after 30 yards came into a vertical fissure, sometimes it was 

narrow at the top and we had to crawl.   After 100 yards we came out into the first chamber 15 feet long, 6 feet 

wide and 12 feet high; there was a 4 feet waterfall at the left hand end which we climbed, then we went up a 

steep water chute for 6 feet to the level passage.   The passage was 6 feet high and just wide enough to go along 

sideways, it continued like this for 50 yards to the second waterfall chamber, slightly smaller than the other there 

was a 4 feet waterfall at one end up which we climbed and continued under 6 stalagmite barriers where we had 

to lie in the water to get under.   By this time I was very cold and was glad to hear that the compass had got 

waterlogged while passing under the 6th barrier, although Mr. Simpson was not.   We soon got back to the 

entrance to find there had been a thunder storm.   However it was fine so we set off for camp, on the way we met 

Mr. and Mrs. Jowett who were on the way to Dent.   They were renowned for going to the bottom of Alum Pot on 

ropes alone.   We had hardly finished dinner when another thunder storm began and it rained hard until after we 

went to sleep. 

 



TUESDAY  APRIL 23rd 

It was fine when I got up so we had breakfast.   The water was high in all the streams due to the thunder storm so 

we decided to go on surface work.   At 11.0 a.m. we set off for Great Douk cave, a cave which Mr. Dakin took us 

through in 1932.   We only went to the entrance, but the cave is long and there are many deep pools.   The 

entrance is situated in the bottom of a huge pothole 100 feet wide and 200 feet long and 60 feet deep, there was 

a lot of water coming out and it sank in the bottom of the pot.   We took a few photographs and then returned to 

camp via the Huttments which we traced out from the scar top, we also found the cemetery consisting of many 

piles of stones.   We had lunch at 1.0 p.m. and soon after set off to the other side of the valley.   We went up the 

lane to Gill Head farm [(3) .3x6.8].   Then we cut across to the sinks where Ella beck disappears until it gets to 

Weathercote where it forms the waterfall.   From there we went to Hodge Hole [(3) .2x3.7], there was not much 

of a hole as a farm yard had been built over it.   We returned to camp and after dinner, Longbottom and I went to 

Sunset Holes [(2) 2.9x6.4].   This cave starts 6 feet high and 3 feet wide and it goes on like this for a long way then 

the roof drops to 3 feet high for a few yards and then it rises for the first waterfall 9 feet high, it was very easy to 

get down and below the passage was 10 feet high, soon we came to a second waterfall also 9 feet high and below 

that there was a good passage 6 feet high and 4 feet wide, there were many stalactites and I brought out 3 

specimens.   The walls had been carved into fantastic shapes by erosion and it made a very pleasing spectacle.   

The third waterfall was 9 feet high and a few feet further on there was a 60 feet drop down which the stream 

tumbled.   When we got out it was dusk so we went to camp for supper and soon after we turned in. 

WEDNESDAY  APRIL 24th 

I was up just before 9.0 a.m. and soon breakfast was in progress; after breakfast I set off to Ingleton for food 

supplies, on the way down I stopped at Skirwith [(4) 1.0x7.5] and walked up to the cave [(4) 1.4x7.5].   Mr. 

Simpson and I had been in it during the Christmas holidays 1934.   The lower entrance is situated at the bottom of 

a small quarry and is very low, the other is in a small shake hole above the quarry and it also is small however we 

were able to slip down about 8 feet into a small cavern not more than 8 feet long, there was a very low crawl for 

10 feet and then the passage regained its normal height of 6 feet, about 20 yards in there are a lot of wonderful 

curtains one of which we cut out.   It was a long slow job where one jolt of bang would have ruined it, however it 

is now lying intact in Mr. Simpson’s house.   After I had got the supplies I cycled back in time for lunch.   Then 

when we had had a short rest after lunch we changed and set off to Gunner Fleet by the same route as before.   

We started on the lower cave, about 10 feet from the entrance the floor dropped away and a small cavern was 

formed [(11) 4.8x15.0].   The passage from there was narrow and in places we had to crawl; 80 feet in we came 

into another small cavern [(11) 4.3x11.5] and from there the passage was only 4 feet high.   The entrance to the 

first chamber [(11) 3.8x9.5] was only 1 foot 6 inches high and we had to lie in a pool of water to get through.   The 

chamber was full of stalactites and it had a roof of crushed breccia.   The stream sank into the floor and was not 

seen again until we had gone a long way further on.   There were a lot of stalagmites in one portion and on the 

whole there was a very fine and varied collection of stalactites.    We then continued along the passage and came 

to a large fall of rock which we could easily get round, then there was a steep incline downwards to a mud pot 6 

feet deep to the stream, there was a rock which we had to pass under lying flat in the stream and soon after there 

was a stalagmite barrier, 10 feet farther on there was a dead end but on climbing into the roof we found an 

entrance to two more chambers;  one was crammed full of straw stalactites and the other had some very fine 

stalagmites in;  one was 4 feet high.   We came back to the first chamber and collected a tin full of specimens and 

then returned to the surface.   We got back to camp about 7.0 p.m. and as soon as I had changed I started on 

dinner.   After dinner we lay in our tents and read until it was time to turn in. 

 

 



THURSDAY  APRIL 25th 

It was fine next morning so after a good breakfast at 9.0 a.m. I set off for Austwick for a large assortment of 

things.   I stopped at White Scar and left a message to say that I was to call for a 4 feet plank and spare hacksaw 

blades.   I got to Austwick at 12.0 just as Mrs. Ellis was starting her dinner, she was not at all pleased at my load 

for I had 4 planks 3 feet long, two tins of sawdust, a large package of sacking, a rucksack full of tools to put on my 

bike; however I got them on and rode back to White Scar where I reloaded the tackle and collected the plank and 

blades.   There was a fairly stiff head wind so I took things slowly and arrived at camp at 3.0 p.m.   We had dinner 

at 3.30 p.m. and set off for Gunner Fleet at 4.15 loaded with the tackle I had brought.   We entered the cave at 5.0 

p.m. and as I was going along I got a terrible headache, by the time I got to the first chamber I was feeling as 

though I could not carry on.   We collected two boxes full of stalactites and tied some larger ones to a plank, then 

Mr. Simpson took a photograph and we worked through to the second chamber, by that time I was feeling quite 

fit.   He then set to work cutting out stalagmites, he broke two off and packed them, then we worked them to the 

entrance, they were very heavy and we were glad when we got them intact to the entrance chamber.   We then 

worked the boxes of stalactites through and we returned to the second chamber.   Mr. Simpson was then working 

at the 4 feet “mite” I went to help him while Longbottom took the camera forward, we used the hacksaw.   The 

“mite” itself was on a loose stone and when we tried to break it the boulder rocked.   When we had nearly cut 

through it broke off and we packed it and worked it forward.   It was not heavy and I carried it most of the way.   

We got to the entrance at 10.0 p.m. and loaded up.   We left the two shorter stalagmites and I took the box of 

stalactites and the camera.   We walked back with our head lamps going to show the way; on arriving at camp we 

had a good supper and got to bed at 11.30 p.m. 

 

FRIDAY  APRIL 26th 

We did not get out of our sleeping bags until 9.0 a.m. and then after breakfast we stayed at camp because we 

expected a visit from our noble friend “Inky” Thornber.   After lunch Mr. Simpson was feeling ill so we had just 

arranged to go off and leave him when Inky arrived.   He talked of the new discovery at Lost John’s Cave in which 

he took part and then he offered to take us to Ivescar in his Austin;  at this Mr. Simpson decided to go, so we 

changed and set off.   I had the job of opening and shutting the gates, there were 6 in all so it was not a terrible 

duty.   There is a cave at Ivescar [(3) 4.0x0.0] called Boggart’s we took photographs but did not go in as it was too 

low to get along.   We left Boggart’s and walked across a small field to the right of the farm, when we came to 

Browside cave, which is a small entrance situated at the bottom of a hollow.   The cave soon gets narrow inside 

and in one place we had to lie flat.   50 feet in there is a crawl for 30 feet into a small chamber 20 feet high then 

there is a second lower crawl for another 15 feet when it comes into the vertical.   Soon we had to go into the 

roof for many yards, in places the stream was 15 feet below us.   Then we came to an inlet passage and I went 

along, it developed into a stalactite passage but was very narrow and muddy, I went 100 feet and then came back 

to find that the other two had already started back so I followed them to the surface.   We then walked over to 

Gunner Fleet and collected the stalagmites, I had the biggest one so I hurried back with it to get dinner ready.   

Mr. Greenwood had called with some biscuits and had left, we waited for him to come back but he did not so we 

had supper and turned in. 

 

 



SATURDAY  APRIL 27th 

We were up late once more and did not have breakfast until 9.0 a.m.   After breakfast I went to Ingleton and 

called at White Scar, there I learned that Mr. Greenwood and Miss Dodd had come up and found us out so they 

did not wait, also Mr. Greenwood invited us to go up White Scar and he told me to tell Mr. Simpson to call in and 

make arrangements.   When I got back to camp we had lunch and then went to Weathercote Cave.   This cave is in 

reality a Pot hole with steps cut out of the side for visitors there are two holes with a bridge of rock to separate 

them.   The smaller hole has steps down to the bottom [(12) 2.0x10.7] and on the right there was the low cave 

where the flood water had been rushing out.   The large hole is entered under the bridge and is full of boulders, at 

the bottom the waterfall crashes onto the rocks and the spray fills the hole, there is on one side a low cave along 

which one can get to the head of the waterfall, as we were in ordinary clothes we did not go along.   Mr. Simpson 

was due to leave us for a meeting in Leeds at 5.30 p.m. so we went back to camp early.   About 4.45 p.m. Edmund 

gave us a surprise visit, he had walked right over Ingleborough, he told us fully about the Lost John’s exploration 

and when he had finished we went to see Mr. Simpson off.   Then he returned with us to camp and had dinner 

with us.   At 7.0 p.m. we set off for Meregill where the Rambling Yorkshiremen were diverting the stream so that 

they would be able to go down Meregill to celebrate the Jubilee.   We went down the first pitch which is an easy 

climb and would have gone farther only the mere was not low enough.   When we got to the surface we left 

Douglas who was going back to his home and struck across for Hardrakin [(2) 4.0x3.9].   The cave starts in a 

pothole 15 feet deep and can be climbed easily, at the lowest end we dropped into the cave it was narrow and 

the walls were covered with cauliflower formation all brilliant white, the stalactites were also covered with it 

[(6)(7)(8)] and they looked very pretty, after a lot of twisting the roof dropped to 1 foot high for a few yards and 

then rose again, after a long passage 6 feet high we came to the head of an 80 feet pitch down which the stream 

tumbled.   It was dusk when we got out so we went back to camp had supper and turned in. 

SUNDAY  APRIL 28th 

We were up a little earlier and we had finished breakfast at 9.0 a.m.   We then took our caving clothes and a rope 

and set off for Calf holes.   We cycled to Ribblehead and then turned down the Ribble valley, 2 miles down we 

turned off at Selside and went down to the river where we left our bikes then we walked to Old Ing on the side of 

Penyghent a large majestic mountain.   Calf holes is less than 200 yards from Old Ing and a large stream bed ends 

at the brink.   The stream was very dry as there had been no rain for days.   When we got there we found some 

other potholers but they were just finishing.   We belayed our rope to a stake and dropped it down the 30 feet to 

the bottom, we then changed and I went down first it was very easy indeed.   At the bottom there were two caves 

[Lower Dry Laithes [(13)2.0x9.5] was explored by a crowd of us in Summer 1934.  The members were Buckley, 

Everett, Appleton, Mr. Simpson and myself.   The cave is large and roomy with a number of long knee deep pools, 

it ends suddenly where the water disappears into Browghyll.   The upper passage is full of stalactites some have 

anemanite growth on them [(2)(7)(9)] others are joined (11) others are just simple stalactites [(8)(16)].   The 

passage gets lower until we had to lie in the water and wriggle, then all at once we came into a waterfall 

chamber, the waterfall was 30 feet high.]   When we got the specimens we wanted we came back.   I went up 

again first and I found the climb very easy although I had to tie a rope round Longbottom and pull him out.   While 

Longbottom was resting I changed and prepared lunch, after that we dammed the stream so that it would go 

down the flood channel [(13) 2.7x4.5].   We then set off back to our bikes and then straight back to camp where 

we arrived at 4.30 p.m.   As we had had an early lunch we had dinner at 5.30 p.m. and afterwards we went up to 

Meregill again.   The club had left and had turned the stream back to its old course.   We went down half way then 

I went to the bottom, the lake had sunk and I got round and in front I saw a 30 feet waterfall and behind it there 

was the cave mouth.   I then went along and had a look at the sink to Hardrakin and followed the underground 

course by means of the shake holes to the cave [(2) 4.0x3.9].   Then I cut down the scars for camp where we had 

supper and went to bed. 

 

 



MONDAY  APRIL 29th 

We were up at 9.0 a.m. and after breakfast we went to post to get an unexpected note from Mr. Simpson.   He 

said that we had to be at White Scar at 6.0 p.m. and gave us a long list of the tackle he would require.   We then 

cycled up to Ribblehead and down through Selside to Horton where we stopped and had a little refreshment.   

We then went on to Helwith bridge the scene of Everett’s accident last summer, and from there to Austwick.   I 

went down to see my Aunt who was due to leave for London on the next Friday.   We then went to see Mr. 

Simpson he had only been in the house 10 minutes when we arrived, he was pleased to see us, and added a few 

more items onto our already overcrowded list.   He also told us to redivert the stream from Meregill as he wanted 

a photograph.   We then cycled to Ingleton for food supplies, and then we went up to camp calling at White Scar 

to tell Mr. Greenwood when to expect Mr. Simpson.   We had a very small meal when we got back and then went 

up to Meregill to divert the stream.   When we had diverted it we went back to camp for dinner at 4.30 p.m.   At 

5.30 p.m. we set off for White Scar with all our togs and Mr. Simpson’s.   We got there at 5.50 p.m. and found Mr. 

Simpson in the cottage.   We discussed plans for a good half hour and then we changed in the guide’s room.   We 

were ready for off at 7.0 p.m. and when all was shut up we entered the cave.   The first 100 yards or so is a tunnel 

blasted through the limestone and the Yoredales, soon we came to the door which we closed and locked behind 

us (18).   We then split up into two parties, Mr. Simpson and Mr. Greenwood went ahead while Miss Dodd acted 

as a guide to Longbottom and myself.   We turned off the main passage to see the first waterfall (19), it is 8 feet 

high and when we were there there was not much water.   We then went along the passage we passed the 

second waterfall and continued past the Crystal Spa at the second waterfall which is an aven inlet where the 

water tumbles from a hole in the roof.   All along the walls there were long stretches of very fine dripstone (24) 

which took very weird shapes at times, as an example we were shown the elephant’s head, which is very realistic 

(26).   Soon we were at the end of the public part and after a few feet of traverse (20) we had to take to the 

stream bed.   The passage remained large and roomy and I was unable to count the twists and turns; at last we 

came to the first lake, a deep pool some 20 yards long.   At least 6 feet above the stream level two boats were 

seemingly packed high and dry on the rocks, however no human had put them there, they had been washed 

there by floods, and the boats were not small, they took 3 of us to turn them over.   We set to work and knocked 

one to pieces when that was done Miss Dodd, Longbottom and myself were sent up a new passage.   All went 

well for 20 feet, then I had to crawl in 6 inches of mud, soon it increased to 2 feet and was cold and horrible.   I 

who was first then had to lie flat in the filth and work forward long a narrow passage until I could stand up, then I 

had to get over a boulder, it was very tight but I just managed to do it, then when I had got over the passage got 

too small so I had to try and get back, but I could not get over one certain bump.   Miss Dodd who was calmly 

sitting in a mud pool knew why and so did I, but knowing did not help.   At last, after half an hour I managed to 

get a grip with my hand, then with one hard tug I got over and nearly fell on Miss Dodd, who quickly got out of 

the way and I flopped down into the pool.   By this time Mr. Simpson was shouting for us so we went back to the 

main passage, we were terrible sights for Miss Dodd and I were covered from head to foot with a light brown 

mud.   We walked in all the water we could coming out, but we decided it was too cold to have a shower under 

the first waterfall.   When we got out it was 10.30 p.m. and was dark and misty.   I changed outside the engine 

house and then went into the guides room to get dressed.  We were then entertained in the cottage until 

midnight when we decided it was time to think of bed.   Mr. Simpson went up in Mr. Greenwood’s Austin in which 

all our wet clothes were bundled; then we followed on our bikes.   I was absolutely blinded by the mist for it 

covered my glasses with a film of water, however I only ran into the bank twice and came off once before I 

arrived at camp and turned straight in after hanging my clothes out.   We got to bed at 1.0 a.m. Tuesday morning.  



TUESDAY  APRIL 30th 

We were up at 9.0 a.m. for breakfast and Mr. Simpson decided on an easy day as he called it which was to be 

Meregill in the morning and that “sewer” Bruntscar in the afternoon.   We went up to Meregill and it was a lovely 

morning, we went down the first pitch this time with a rope to make the descent quicker.   The mere was right 

down [(3a) 6.0x11.2] and so we took our photographs.   Then we went into the cave up a low steeply inclined 

tunnel which is usually a syphon.   Then there was a high roomy passage for a few yards when it was blocked by a 

pool.   We were in ordinary clothes so we made an island of stones in the middle so we could get across easily.   

Soon we came to the first pitch which is 30 feet deep and as we had no tackle we had to return.   However if we 

had gone to the bottom we would have been 540 feet below the surface.   When we had finished we climbed out 

and set the stream on its own course again and went to camp for some lunch.   We then were about to go to 

Bruntscar, this time it was called a drain pipe, evidently Mr. Simpson did not like it.   Then it started to rain and it 

continued past dinner time until we turned in.   We amused ourselves as best we could; personally I mended my 

boots with a gimlet and some copper wire so that the sole would not come right off. 

WEDNESDAY  MAY 1st 

We were up at 8.30 for a quick breakfast after which I set off for Ingleton, but as usual I left a note at White Scar.  

At Ingleton I got food to last till Friday and then I cycled back.   On my way up they were blasting at the quarry [(4) 

5.2x3.0] and I was struck by the way the charge went off and then the echos seemed to roll up the valley for at 

least 30 seconds.   When I got back we had early dinner and soon after we changed and set off for the Greensett 

Caves.   We took the road to Ivescar and then cut off up the mountain side to a small lake.   The view was 

wonderful, Penyghent stood out in all its glory, also Simon Fell could be seen between Park Fell and Souther 

Scales Fell.   The climb was long and tedious but at last we found the lake.   We then followed the stream to 

where it sank and after that we soon found the two Greensett Caves.   We had heard that one E. E. Roberts had 

got right through by going along a low crawl in between.   We left some dry clothes which we had brought at the 

lower entrance and then started on the upper one.   The passage was small and very tight and again the sides 

were fantastically carved by erosion but this time they kept catching my coat and I was very annoyed.   At last 

after wriggling sideways for 10 feet we came into a large chamber 20 feet high with a small eyehole in the top.   

We then met the stream and followed it until the passage got too narrow, then we went up into the roof for 50 

feet or more when we dropped down into a small chamber with a pool leading out, we continued wondering 

when the crawl was going to come.   The pool gradually got as deep as the waist when we resorted to the roof 

until we could go no farther then I who was first lowered myself knee deep in the water and said “here goes” 

expecting to go down to my neck, however the long drop was only two inches and the pool remained about knee 

deep.   Soon it got very narrow for 3 feet and then it opened out into a chamber.   Mr. Simpson had to lie flat in 

the passage two feet above the water while I helped him to wriggle through.   The pool ended in this chamber but 

we were all frozen to the marrow, and there was the crawl yet.   The next was a long stretch of roomy passage 

which certainly looked as if it would continue for quite a long way.   When I got to the corner, about 40 feet ahead 

I saw the faint rays of light penetrating the blackness.   We were soon out and changed.   Mr. E. E. Roberts had not 

told the truth, and so we concluded we were the first to get through.   We came back to camp by nearly the same 

route, had a good supper and turned in. 



THURSDAY  MAY 2nd 

I was awakened at 7.0 a.m. by Mr. Simpson who wanted some “gunfire”, that is very strong tea as he was not 

feeling very well.   When I had made it I retired into my sleeping bag until 9.0 a.m. when we had breakfast.   After 

breakfast until lunch we just mooned around camp and wrote letters.   At noon we had lunch when I made a toast 

machine out of an aluminium plate and some copper wire, the toast was very nice indeed.   We set off for 

Lamberts Hole at 1.0 p.m. [(8) 1].   We surveyed both the Lamberts and then went up to Gate Kirk cave, we 

entered through the upper entrance and [(3) 3], cut straight down to the choke through a little hole [(3) 5.8x9.7] 

so avoiding the chute, I went under the choke;  I crawled under 3 large boulders and then came into a low 

passage which soon got too low [(3) 10.0x9.0].   We then took a photograph of the roof formation (27) and that 

finished we left the camera and went to Gunner Fleet upper cave, this entrance is situated in the shake hole 

nearest the railway [(11) 9.0x1.3] and after a steep slope of 6 feet we met the water.   The passage was very 

narrow and in places Mr. Simpson had to lie in the stream to get along.   There were a lot of pools and pebbles.   

At one place we could feel a train passing down the line so we must have been near.   There was one red 

stalagmite barrier which we got over but soon we got to one that we could not pass so we had to turn back to 

daylight.   On the way home I turned off for the camera but soon caught them up.   We had dinner as soon as we 

had changed and then rested until bedtime   On the whole it was a very easy day. 

FRIDAY  MAY 3rd 

We were up at 8.30 a.m. and while I was preparing breakfast, Longbottom went to the post office for a letter 

from Mr. Thornber to tell us about the week-end arrangements.   After breakfast Mr. Simpson decided to leave by 

the 1.30 p.m. bus for White Scar Caverns to arrange with Mr. Greenwood about moving our tackle.   We had 

lunch at noon and at 1.15 p.m. he set off leaving us to write letters until 2.0 p.m. when we had a good wash.   At 

3.0 p.m. we set off for White Scar where we got some cash for food.   We then talked with Mr. Wood the senior 

guide for a few minutes, he was a quiet fellow, and he is called Diddums by the rest of the management.   When 

we got to Ingleton we saw the Jubilee Decorations going up.   Ingleton had made up a long and jolly programme 

for Jubilee Day, including free pictures at the local cinema for all over 60 years of age.   When we had bought food 

we returned to camp.   Mr. Simpson returned at 4.30 p.m. and at 6.0 p.m. we had dinner after which we all 

changed and set off for Bruntscar taking with us a hammer.   We paid our sixpences and went in.   Mr. Simpson 

was expecting Mr. Greenwood and Miss Dodd to follow us so we “hiked” up to where we had stopped.   The 

passage continued tight for a few yards to another stalagmite barrier, then it got wider but lower until we had to 

crawl; then we came to another barrier with a 6 inch pool underneath in which we had to lie and wriggle under.   

There were two more barriers after that and in between there was a narrow winding passage dotted with 

stalactites, most of them had been kept clean by water [(3)(6)(12)] but one or two showed signs of debris 

imbedded in them [(2)(5)].   After 200 yards there was a branch passage but they both got too small within a few 

feet so we turned and fled for the entrance where we arrived at 9.15.  At 10.0 p.m. we were safely at camp and 

soon we had supper and turned in at 11.15 p.m. 



SATURDAY  MAY 4th 

We were up by 6.0 a.m. and soon we had finished our last meal at Souther Scales.   We then started to pack up 

and by 10.0 a.m. all was ready for packing into the car.   Mr. Simpson left at 10.20 with the last of the stalagmites 

from Gunner Fleet and bussed to Austwick.   We then piled the crazy paving into a corner and took all the rubbish 

to the tip.   Then we waited for Mr. Greenwood who arrived at 11.20.   He said that he would have to make two 

journeys on account of the luggage.   I accompanied him to Clapdale [(5) 1.6x7.5] where we dumped the tackle.   

The road to Clapdale is very rough and he swore that he would not come again.   When we returned to camp 

Longbottom had gone so we packed the Austwick tackle and he left.   I cycled down to White Scar to say goodbye 

to them all and then I continued to Ingleton for a few supplies.   From Ingleton I took the lower road round.   The 

ride was hard because of a stiff headwind.   When I got to Clapham I met Longbottom and then got provisions for 

the weekend.   We got to Clapdale at 3.0 p.m. and sat down to lunch.   Mr. Thornber came in his car with Mr. 

Downham, the leader.   However the tackle had not arrived so they went off to find it.   At 4.30 p.m. we started to 

carry our tackle up to the pot.   My first load was Mr. Simpson’s tent and rucksack, my kitbag and a package of 

caving clothes.   Longbottom’s was his rucksack and a package.   The road lead past a large wood [(5) 2.0x5.5] and 

then I cut straight across to Gaping Gill.   When I got there, there was one other fellow.   I pitched Mr. Simpson’s 

tent and then Longbottom arrived so we pitched his tent and put our tackle into it.   Then we returned to Clapdale 

for the second load which was the last.   I had a rucksack of tinned food, two pannier bags, a box of food, a box of 

sawdust and an aneroid, also a length of rope.   Longbottom had the camera bag, a kitbag and a biscuit tin.   I 

worked my load in shifts up to our camping site and then rested until Longbottom arrived.   As Mr. Simpson had 

not come we started dinner but alas the tin opener bust and we had to open our tins with a screwdriver.   After 

dinner we had a semi bathe in the stream and at 10.30 p.m. turned in. 



SUNDAY  MAY 5th 

We got up at 7.0 a.m. and had breakfast at once.   After we had finished breakfast we washed in the stream and 

then as no tackle had arrived we mooned about.   The rest of the club had by this time had breakfast and most of 

them went off to find the tackle.   At 11.0 a.m. Mr. Simpson and Mrs. Ellis arrived   We talked for a while and Mrs. 

Ellis had some tea, but still no tackle arrived.   At last at noon the first sledge load arrived.   We set to work and 

lowered the gantry to the edge of the pot and then we drove some stakes in on the edge of the shakehole [(28) 1].   

At 1.0 p.m. we started dinner again using the screwdriver as a tin opener, during dinner Mr. and Mrs. Jowett 

arrived and so they joined us in a cup of tea.   After dinner I buried all tinned food and hid the rest as the 

Northern Cavern and Fell Club or the Pint Potholers think nothing of relieving anyone of a few tins of food.   At 2.0 

p.m. the winch arrived and so we got to work, there was one calamity, a certain Jack Dawson had his thumb nail 

taken right off by the winch, he retired for half an hour or so.   The winch was soon in position and the gantry was 

fixed.   M. Simpson and I had the job of lowering the telephone cable.   This was taken into a low cave to the right 

of the pot [(28) 2] it extended for 20 feet or so to the edge of a 360 feet sheer drop running out to the middle 

there was a beam with a pulley on the end.   When the cable had been lowered I walked along this beam, 

steadying myself by holding the sides, on reaching the end I could see right down, but not quite to the bottom on 

account of the spray.   By 4.0 p.m. all was ready.   Downham the leader was the first down with him he took a 

steel cable, his descent was very slow for 200 feet down he came very close to a ledge and had to keep fending 

himself off the wall.   Mr. Procter went down next and they fixed the guide line in the right place.   Then the 

descents began, one old fellow of over 60 went down and up while we were waiting.   At 4.30 p.m. we went to 

change and also we packed some sandwiches, a primus, a billy can, a mug, some milk, tea and sugar.   Mr. 

Simpson went down first at 5.20, and I was next.   The descent was perhaps a little thrilling but it is very easy 

indeed.   All I did was to hand my rucksack to the “gantry man” climb down 10 feet of rope ladder and swing into 

a bosun’s chair, all this is done with a safety belt on so there is absolutely no fear of accidents.   When I was in the 

chair I buckled a safety chain across the front and then took off the belt; my rucksack was handed to me and I said 

right.   The chair began to sink slowly and I started on the 350 feet journey to the bottom, at first I was near the 

wall which was covered with green slime then it opened out to the right and began to close in on the left.   On the 

right the main waterfall tumbled, and soon after there was one on the left.  The right one impressed me because 

for a good 50 feet I could see it tumbling down, but not a sound, perhaps there was a gentle swish but if there 

was it was drowned by the noise below.   The spray fell like rain on the chair and it continues until the Great Hall 

is entered 2/3 of the way down.   On looking down I saw 120 feet away a floor of pebbles, but although I stared I 

could not see Mr. Simpson.   At last when I was 50 feet up I saw a tiny figure at the bottom then the pebbles were 

transformed to boulders and soon I stopped.   I got out and the chair went up again.   The Main Hall is huge, so 

huge that 7 people walking along took up an eighth of the breadth.   I was absolutely awe stricken to see such a 

big chamber, 500 feet long, 100 feet wide, and 120 feet high (29).   There was a pile of sand at one end and a 

huge boulder scree at the other.   When Longbottom arrived we set off, I took the food and he the camera.   We 

went left from the chair and up the huge boulder scree to the top, it was just like going up a mountain track at 

night, at the top we turned right and kept along the wall until we came to the entrance of the south passage [(14) 

9.2x3.8] it was 8 feet wide and 5 feet high, and hardly a tape length was less than 30 feet, there were large cracks 

at intervals going up into the roof, they were formed by water erosion.   Then after 50 or more yards we turned 

right [(14) 8.4 x 4.2] and there was a crawl, a real crawl this time, on hands and knees round another corner until 

the passage seemed to close in.   Then on the right there was a little hole into Pool Chamber [(14)78.5x4.0] a 

cavern 50 feet long, 20 feet wide and 30 feet high, from there we continued along a tunnel 5 feet high and 8 feet 

wide, the roof of which had been absolutely bored by the water, it looked just like a tube tunnel.   100 yards along 

we came to T junction [(14) 5.0x4.7] here the left passage goes to Flood Entrance and S.E. Pot to the right there 

was another crawl along which we went, it was 3 feet high and it continued for 100 feet to Sink D2 [(14) 5.6x2.8].   

Mr. Simpson sent me down but it was choked with boulders so I did not get far.   Then we turned left into Sand 

Cavern 25 feet wide and 30 feet high it was just like going though a cathedral, there was a deathly silence and we 

thudded along on the mud floor to a huge mud bank 30 feet high up which we went.   There was then a low 

passage for 50 feet into Stalactite Chamber.   There were many stalactites but they were lost as the chamber was 

15 feet high and 30 feet across, and 100 or more feet long; from there there was a long twisting passage into The 



Great Fissure [(14) 1.2x3.0].   We picked our way through the boulders to the entrance of Stream Chamber.   On 

the right there was a 30 feet pot but we kept to the left and came down a slope to the stream.   There we had our 

sandwiches and made some tea, it was just like a picnic at night by the side of the stream.   At 10.0 p.m. we set off 

back and walked quickly but yet it took us 20 minutes.   The Pint Potholers had been living up to their name and 

had not arrived back, however by hollowing we got them to the top and ascents began.   I got in the chair and 

whistled, a minute or two later there was a shattering roar as the winch began and I slowly glided up to the 

surface, about 50 feet down a light shone at me from the gantry and soon I was beside it.   The night was clear 

and cool.   Mr. Simpson got out at 11.30 p.m. and we had supper and turned in at 12.30 a.m. 

JUBILEE DAY   MAY 6th 1935 

I was up and starting breakfast at 6.0 a.m. and at 7.30 I set off for Austwick.   I walked to Clapdale and cycled the 

rest, I got a tin opener at Austwick also some bread.   At Clapham I got a parcel containing a pair of trousers.   I 

arrived back at camp at 9.30.   The morning was lovely and Jubilee Day was starting well.   We dropped down at 

10.30, this time I was dropped quickly by request, it was much nicer.   We went straight to Stalactite Chamber 

[(14) 1.8x3.4] and collected a lot of stalactites and anemanites, we were just packing them when we heard voices 

so we hurriedly covered them and on the arrival of the intruders we were about to take a photograph.   After they 

had gone I was sent to stream chamber to prepare lunch, this time coffee.   When it was ready I whistled for 

them.   After lunch we finished survey of Stalactite chamber which was really more than one chamber.   At 3.30 

we were at the bottom.   I was last out and I seemed loathe to leave the 7th largest chamber in the world.   We did 

nothing until dinner at 6.0 p.m.   Mr. Simpson suddenly realised that everyone else had gone so he packed up and 

set off for Austwick.   We went with him as far as Robin Procter’s Scar and then returned past Clapham Cave and 

Trow Gill (30).   When we got back we packed all Mr. Simpson’s tackle into the storage tent and at 10.0 p.m. we 

had a beacon of old caving clothes and paraffin.   At 10.30 the Ingleborough beacon started, it was a grand sight.   

At 11.0 p.m. we had supper and at 11.20 we turned in. 

TUESDAY  MAY 7th 

`We were up at 6.0 a.m. and had our last meal, after we had finished we washed and then packed our tackle, by 

9.0 a.m. I was ready for off, this time I had a rucksack, haversack, two pannier bags and a kit bag.   Longbottom 

was just packing his tent away when I left.   I packed all tackle on to my bike at Clapdale and set off for Austwick, 

up to then I had decided to return by train but as it was such a lovely day I changed my mind.   I repacked at 

Austwick putting a box of stalactites in my rucksack and tying the other on the top.   At 11.30 I bade goodbye to 

Mr. Simpson and Mrs. Ellis and I set off.   I had seen nothing of Longbottom so I went through Clapham looking for 

him on the road, he was not there so I continued to Bentham which was very well decorated, and by the way I 

had a large flag fixed to my bike which added more enthusiasm.   I passed Bentham church at 12.15 and then 

continued through Wennington and Wray to Lancaster (1.20 p.m.) I then slowed down somewhat to Galgate 

where I got a loaf, some butter and a pot of paste.   I continued to just outside Galgate where I had a meal.   Then 

I took things slowly to Preston (4.20 p.m.).   With a wind behind I shifted to Tarleton where I stopped for some 

milk.   I got to Southport at 5.40 and was at home to hear the first news.   I had been away for a month all but 12 

hours. 
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Map 1 Routes to and from camp, also towns passed through. 
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No 1: Chapel-le-Dale looking up from Spice Gill. 

 

 

 

 



 

No 2: Entrance of Gate Kirk Cave. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

No 3: Chapel-le-Dale from the Post Office looking towards Ingleton. 

 



 

 

No 4: Jingle Pot. 



 

No 5: Ingleborough from Weathercote. 



 

No 6: Ingleton and Ingleborough. 

 



 

No 7: Hill Inn, Chapel-le-Dale. 



 

No 8: Hawes Gill Wheel and Lambert’s. 

 



 

No 9: Blea Moor Viaduct, Ribblehead. 

 

 

 

No 10: Ingleborough from Chapel-le-Dale. 



 

No 11: Whernside from Ribblehead. 

 

 

 

No 12: Missing. 

 

 

 

No 13: Ingleborough. 

 

 



No 14: Missing. 

No 15: Missing. 

 

No 16: Weathercote waterfall. 

No 17: Missing. 



 

No 18: The Door, White Scar Caverns. 

 

 

 

No 19: First waterfall, White Scar Caverns. 



 

No 20: Upper Passage, White Scar Caverns.                        No 21: Elephant’s Ear, White Scar Caverns. 

 

 

 

 



 

No 22: Crystal spar, White Scar Caverns.                                 No 23: The River, White Scar Caverns. 



 

No 24: Stalagmite Cascade, White Scar Caverns 



 

No 25: Stalagmite Column, White Scar Caverns.                  No 26: The Elephant’s Head, White Scar Caverns. 

 



 

No 27: Gate Kirk Cave, showing roof formations. 



 

No 28: Surface Hole of Gaping Gill. 



 

No 29a: Curtains in the East Passage, Gaping Gill. 



 

No 29: The Great Hall, Gaping Gill (only a fraction of it).                                                      No 30: Trow Gill. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 



 

 

Note. 

The Journal was written in blue ink, and in places the script had faded and did not copy well. The maps, plans and 

photos copied well. The text had been typed by Peter’s sister, Sheila, some years ago. Consequently the Journal 

has been reproduced using the best material possible. MJB. 


