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Hi Springfield Plateau Grotto,  

As I take the helm from the Bearded One (or as he us known to some, The 
Bearded Beard aka Beard Squared), I realize many grotto members know 
me well, but a lot of you not so much! To acquaint members with your El 
Presidente, here’s a synopsis about me. 

How did I get involved in caving? Well, my interest in caves really started 
when I was a high school student. My science teacher knew Jon Beard – 
back then, a man in his late 30s with chocolate brown curly hair, at the 
time, and directed me toward him. Jon took me to Breakdown Cave and, 
as they say, the rest is history, folks. I've known Jon Beard for 22 years 
this spring. 

A native of Springfield, MO, Greene County is my backyard. For six years, I have been married to Eric Hertzler, 
an awesome husband and a native of Camden County/Lake of the Ozarks. I stole Eric from the clutches of 
Lake Ozark Grotto. I have four children, two who are in high school and two who are in college. 

In my non-caving life, I work as an accounting clerk for a major travel company that has an office at the air-
port where I get to watch planes land and take off all day. I enjoy playing the piano and can play by reading 
music and by ear for you musically inclined folks. Some of my favorite outdoor activities are floating, camping 
and fishing. I also enjoy attending church, and helping others when I can. 

Now for fun facts!!!  

I smile a lot. Like, all the time. I can't help it. It's an involuntary reflex that apparently occurs so often Ben 
McCall nicknamed me "Always Smiling Charity.” 

I am a hugger. If you need a hug, come see me, but don't overstay your welcome. 

 I am an encourager. I am always looking for people’s strengths and talents. So, if you have strength or a tal-
ent and I find out, be ready to use it.  

My favorite food in the entire universe – Tex Mex.  

Favorite riddle: What goes snap, crackle, and pop? Jon Beard’s hair when it gets wet. (This came to my mind 
one day when we were gating Watterson Cave on a rainy day. I totally take credit for it.) 

Personal caving goal for the year:  Visit Garrison Cave #2 past the gate, maybe this summer.  Jon has been 
trying to get me to do this for over 10 years now. We will see if it actually happens this year. 

Life goal before I leave this world: to serve people and make the world a better place than when I came into 
it.  

So, here I am, for a year, to serve SPG as best that I can. I would really like to see our grotto grow during my 
time in office and for everyone to enjoy not only our trips together, but also our meetings. I encourage every-
one to let me know your ideas and thoughts as to how we can make this happen. We already have several 
new members on board this year and I am very excited to see what the year will bring! 

Feel free to contact me via email, or just say hello at one of our meetings. 

Respectfully yours,  

Charity Hertzler 



4 

Wind Cave 
By Brian Sauer 

On February 22, 2014, Wesley Dowler, Michael Morris, and I, went with Jim Cooley, Mark Jones, Steve Pot-
ter, Laurel Dunn and her son, Gabe to Wind Cave in the Ozark National Scenic Riverways in Shannon 
County.  The trip was a Cave Research Foundation project.  Wind Cave is a very major gray bat cave.  The 
grays use it as a maternity site in warmer months. The purpose of this winter visit was to measure fresh 
guano piles with a tape measure and come up with an estimate the size of the colony in 2013, without dis-
turbing the bats.   

After some great 4-wheel driving, we finally reached a remote parking area where Steve Potter noticed he 
had a small leak in one tire of his Jeep.  He tried to change the tire and the 4-way tire tool broke off.  He 
immediately decided to drive back in to town to get the tire fixed, before it became totally flat.  Jim Cooley 
volunteered to go with him and then both of them would return to the cave. Mark Jones took over as des-
ignated CRF trip leader. Jim handed us his GPS device and the rest of the team proceeded down a steep 
350 foot hill to the impressive cave entrance (40 feet tall).  We left extra water at the entrance to drink 
when we came out (before we were going to have to make the difficult ascent back to the car). We all wore 
dust masks in the cave to prevent problems with histoplasmosis from breathing harmful airborne particles 
from all the bat guano. We entered the cave at 10:50 a.m. Because of the tire issue, we were not able to 
use our two teams of four to look at both legs of the cave for bat counts (one team per leg, with guano 
measurements required only in the back, west branch) per the original plan. At first I was in the lead and 
after following a small stream, it quickly looked like the only way forward was to jump in a 3 foot deep by 8 
foot long pool of water, so I reluctantly jumped in and soon discovered that this route was a dead end, so I 
turned around and plopped back in the pool of water to retreat. Mark quickly found an upper route that 
kept us dry the rest of the trip. After taking lots of photos and winding our way back in the cave, Jim and 
Steve finally caught up with us. At that point, Laurel and Gabe were having trouble with their damp dust 
masks fogging up Gabe's glasses and making it difficult for both of them to breathe. They decided to head 
back out of the cave with two team members (as escorts), and we waited for the two members to return. 
When the two men met back up with us, we made a deliberate attempt to get to the back of the cave. At 
one tight choke point, Jim was having too much trouble squeezing through and decided to retreat rather 
than taking a chance on re-breaking his ribs again. While Jim hung back and waited for us, we eventually 
only made it back to the "Tip Top Mountain Room.” At the back of the room, there was a waterfall about 
45 feet tall with very little water flowing out if it. The room contained tons of breakdown (creating a pile of 
rock resembling a mountain)  and was the largest room we had seen besides the grand entrance area.  

On the way out, Jim showed us the "balcony" 
area where we could look over the edge of a 
30-foot drop to see the impressive view of 
the large entrance room below us. Exiting the 
cave at 6 p. m., it was a relief to see daylight 
again after spending so much time under-
ground.  

Although we were very tired, we eventually 
made it back up the hill to our vehicles.  
When Jim asked how I was feeling, I said that 
I felt like I had spent some time being tossed 
around in a washing machine and dryer. 

Left: Wes Dowler, Brian Sauer, Michael Morris, 
Gabe Dunn, Laurel Dunn and Mark Jones. Photo: 
Michael Morris 

All together, we saw at least 100 bats, a couple of salamanders, one neon green and about seven inches 
long. We also photographed a "pseudo-scorpion."  
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Life with a Caver, When You're One, Too 

Profile of the Hertzlers 

By Charity Hertzler 

Several years ago, I wrote an article about caving with your kids. I thought it might be about time to write one 
about living with a caver. So, what is it like? Allow me to let you live vicariously thru the caving lives of the 
Hertzlers. 

To preface this article, the first dream of every caver is to buy a piece of land that has a cave. The second 
caver’s dream is to meet another caver, just like them. The ultimate dream being a life of wedded bliss with 
one who shares the same love of caves that you do! Two people who both love caves, sharing their lives —
what could possibly be better? Allow me to enlighten with our experience. 

First, there is the newness that comes with meeting someone. Here is a very condensed version. Eric and I 
met at Bridal Cave where he was a tour guide. I got lucky enough to be on his first tour of the day and I was 
the only person on the tour. Call it divine intervention, I guess. If you are looking for a caver to share your life 
with, I wouldn't necessarily recommend going about it this way. This is just how it happened for us.  

Since we are from different counties, Eric from Camden County and I from Greene County, in the early days it 
was fun showing off each county’s natural features to one another. I learned all about how “awesome” (as 
Eric kept putting it) the Eminence Dolomite and the Gunter Sandstone layers are, along with exploring several 
just incredible caves that Camden County has to offer – River Cave, Bridal Cave and Ozark Caverns. I even 
went into Carroll Cave, down the 100+-foot shaft and finally saw Thunder River —awesome!  

 

 

 

 

 

Two years later, we were married in front of Giboney Cave on a 
beautiful fall day, with our families and closest caving friends in 
attendance. That was 6 years ago. 

But, this is an article about living with another caver, so I will stick 
to the topic.  

Left: Charity and Eric on their wedding day, October 6, 2007. 
Photo: Benjamin McCall 

Above: Eric and Charity at  Hidden River Cave,  
Kentucky, 2005 

Right: Eric and Charity Hertzler after a bioinven-
tory trip into River Cave, Ha Ha Tonka State 
Park, Camden County. Photo: Jonathan Beard 
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Eric quickly learned how disappointing the Burlington Limestone Greene County caves were, with all the 
nasty, low, wet and short. I do remember that at first he was very enamored with how Springfield has 
caves within the city! Also, I remember that he was pretty awed by the enormous number of crinoid 
fossils that our Burlington has to offer. None of those are in the “awesome” Eminence. For Eric, I think 
the amazement with Greene County caves has worn off, although he has moved onto bigger and better 
caves in neighboring Christian County. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aside from actual caving, as we got to know each other in the early days, I quickly found out that Eric 
had a lot of cave memorabilia and cave books. I also found that he was extremely protective of all this 
stuff. Eventually though, he let me actually touch and then look at his cave books. I had a small collec-
tion of cave books of my own, not so much memorabilia, so I inherited all of Eric's when we eventually  
got married. With each passing year, our collection has grown and now it takes up a full curio cabinet. 
Our cave-related books are spilling out of the bookshelf onto several other bookshelves. Time for an 
expansion. Also, we have lots of cave photos hanging in our house that were mostly taken by one of us. 

Going to flea markets and looking for cave memorabilia together is a lot of fun. It is almost like a compe-
tition or a race to see who can find the cave stuff first. If we find something particularly pricey, a discus-
sion ensues about how much we really need it. If one of us goes alone, coming back with the find of the 
day produces an ear-to-ear grin on the other spouse. 

Managing Two Sets of Cave Gear 

Then, there is all the cave gear. Eric and I usually keep ours in separate tubs. Also, you can pack each 
other's gear. If you're not going on the trip, you can help your spouse pack the gear and then anxiously 
listen to stories about the trip, when they get home. If you really love your caving spouse (which I do), 
you can even wash and clean their gear for them. (Eric did this for me just yesterday, after our particu-
larly nasty, muddy Sequiota trip.) And, I can sew up rips and patch holes in coveralls. I'm not quite as 
enthusiastic about doing all of that as I was in the dating days, but I do still do it. 

Expanded Circle of Friends 

Eric and I came from two different grottos (Lake Ozark Grotto for him and Ozark Highlands Grotto for 
me at the time) so we each made new friends on both grottos. Eric, thru me, met Bob Taylor and Jon 
Beard, two individuals who helped teach him how to survey and helped him onto a path of eventually 
producing over 50 cave maps at present. Many of our friendships like these have blossomed and grown 
stronger over the years and for that, we are especially blessed and thankful. Please hear me when I say 
we truly value all of our friends within the grotto. Our caver friends are like our second family. 

Memorable Cave Trips Together 

Since Eric and I met, we have seen some 
awesome caves together. Our first such 
major trip was to Mammoth Cave National 
Park in late 2005, an incredible and memo-
rable experience for both of us. Finally, 
getting to see the longest cave in the 
world! Being able to share that experience 
with someone who loves and admires 
caves just as much as you do is a very spe-
cial privilege. 
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Quirky Cavy-like Gestures 

I have been known to place a bright pink heart shaped note in Eric’s cave pack or survey book before he 
leaves for a cave trip, knowing he will find it at some point. When he opens his survey book – oops, out 
falls the note! This happened to him one time as he was giving a surface tour to some folks at Valley Wa-
ter Mill. The note fell out in front of everyone, lol! (“Oh, that’s from my wife,” he sheepishly says to the 
tour.) Sometimes, Eric will bring me heart-shaped rocks from the area around a cave and I place them on 
our mantle.  

Are There Challenges? 

Since we both love caving so much, there really aren’t many challenges, but I will mention just a couple 
of them.. For one, Eric can walk right up to a stranger's house when looking for caves, while I sit timidly in 
the car, too terrified to get out. This happened at Crighton Cave and Natural Bridge the first time we 
went, but it happens everywhere. I just can't do it. If he's going out to look for new caves, I stay home to 
save both of us the stress, headache and anxiety that it causes me. I would just rather enjoy hearing 
about Eric’s new finds when he gets home. 

Also, I cannot physically cave like I used to. Even after spending just a couple of hours in a relatively easy 
cave, it takes me an entire day to recover. Eric can cave all the day. So, we end up going together only on 
the easier trips. I leave the harder, all day trips to Eric and our caving buddies. I'm okay with that. 

So, as I sit here at my dining table writing this article, from my chair, within my range of vision, I can see 
the following items: two bookshelves of cave books, photos albums full of cave pictures from our trips, 
and publications; a shelf full of carbide lamps; photos of various caves hanging on the walls; Eric’s wet 
caving boots drying in the mud room; coveralls and freshly decontaminated gloves hanging out on the 
clothesline, drying for the next trip. And, I just smile, reminded of how lucky I really am. 

 

 

More on the Plus Side 

You get to ride to grotto meetings together. 
That is always fun and carpooling saves on 
gas money. 

Evening conversations are usually comprised 
of catching up on the stories surrounding 
the most recent cave trip. It’s great having 
someone in your household who enjoys cav-
ing as much as you do to talk about, well, 
caving and not get bored to tears. 

Left: Charity and Eric. Kiesewetter Cave trip  
2005. Photo: Cory Hiatt 
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The Map of Steins Creek Cave 

A Robert Taylor Legacy 

By Jonathan B. Beard, NSS 21408-RL (FE) 

In June of 2012, Bob Taylor passed away, leaving a legacy of a few hundred cave maps bearing his 
name. However, approximately ten percent of the caves Bob attempted to map were not finished 
projects. Due to the assistance of his widow Kathy, most of the notes from these unfinished works 
were given to me so that we could attempt to finish them. 

One of these unfinished projects was the mapping of Steins Creek Cave in Wright County. Despite the 
cave’s large passage dimensions, it has a very diminutive entrance that can be hard to find if one 
does not already know where it is. 

Several of us assisted Bob with the mapping of Steins Creek Cave’s 1,439 feet of passage, which is 
often very large in cross section. There are two ways to proceed through the majority of the main 
passage—walk along the trickle stream in mud or stay dry by crawling along the flat margin of the 
passage on top of deep clay deposits. If you don’t mind wet and muddy boots, the walking of the 
muddy stream is the easiest way to go. But even then, there are large hills of clay and breakdown to 
climb here and there. 

The cave was formed phreatically under the water table. In the process of forming, the cave was 
nearly filled with deep clay deposits. The vadose stream that flows through it now is responsible in 
the span of its history for carving a deep canyon or trench through the clay deposits. Several hundred 
feet into the cave, one can see two passages that merge to form the main passage. The passage to 
the left is filled with breakdown that eventually prevents one from going any further in that direc-
tion. The right-hand passage is wide and low with occasional breakdown slabs, and it, too, ends in a 
breakdown blockade. Were it not for these blockades, the passages would exit in a north-facing 
slope overlooking the valley to the north. In other words, the cave travels almost completely under 
the narrow ridge. 

Bob had started to draft the map of Steins Creek Cave before he passed away, but had only just be-
gun with tracing the outline of the cave and including some of its detail in some sections. It took me 
several days to draft the map, and I hope that I was able to convey the character of the cave as Bob 
would have wanted it. Please enjoy the detail of the map. Although they are the lines and symbols I 
placed on the final map during the drafting process, they are traced directly from Bob’s original in-
cave pencil sketches. I added the ceiling heights and included three cross sections that Bob didn’t 
have time to include in his sketch work. 

There are many more maps remaining of Bob Taylor’s unfinished projects to complete. With patience 
and diligence, many more will be completed in the months ahead. 
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Caves of Barry County - Part 1 

by Matt Bumgardner 

When I returned to the world of organized caving in August of 2013, I really wasn’t expecting to  spend a 
good bit of the coming winter months in the same county where I’d spent so much time traipsing 
around when I was in high school. The national forest in Barry County is where I first experienced “wild” 
caving as a kid. Ever since I had taken the tour through Marvel Cave as a young child, I had been fasci-
nated with caves. Every time my parents took my brother and I hiking in the Mark Twain Forest, I would 
spend the entire time looking for caves at every rock outcropping we encountered. More often than 
not, we didn’t find anything, but every now and then, I’d find one. Of course, most of the caves I found 
were recorded and well known, but it turns out that some of them remained undocumented until now. 
The following is an account of what will hopefully be a lengthy and rewarding project in Barry County. 

What prompted the Barry County project was a January 2014 trip that Scott House and Don Dunham 
had scheduled. They were making the long journey from the eastern Missouri to do some Cave Re-
search Foundation work near Cassville. I heard about the trip at the January SPG meeting and after the 
“meeting after the meeting,” which I highly recommend by the way, I told Jon Beard that if they wanted 
any more help I’d be glad to volunteer. As luck would have it, there was room for others to join the trip.  

The following Friday night Jon Beard, Colton Zirkle and I drove to Cassville. For those of you who haven’t 
been to Cassville, even though it’s the county seat, it’s not an overly large town. Therefore, it doesn’t 
have a large selection of places to spend the night. We ended up staying at the Budget Inn. It lived up, 
or should I say down, to its name. Jon mentioned afterwards that when he saw the peeling paint on the 
door he knew it couldn’t be a good sign. After entering our room, we turned on the lights. Only half of 
them worked and to conserve electricity the heat was off, so the room was frigid. Once we got settled 
and warmed up, we went next door to talk with Scott and Don about plans for the following day. Their 
room was noticeably brighter. All of their lights worked. But, in my opinion, they had it worse than us. 
They had a heater that was either on or off. The thermostat was broken, so they would turn it on until it 
was hot and then turn it off. When the room got cold again and they would repeat the cycle. This does-
n’t make for a very pleasant night. For future reference, if any of you are going to spend time in Cass-
ville, you might want find somewhere else to stay.   

Our Adventures Begin 

After breakfast the next morning as we were getting ready to climb back in our vehicles, we noticed that 
a tire was flat on Jon’s van. So, we had to switch vehicles and ended up in Colton’s car for the drive to 
Seligman, where we were meeting Kayla Sapkota and a friend, who had driven up from Arkansas to get 
their for the day from Scott. Once they were on their way, we headed to Butler Hollow, following a road 
that was rough at times, which made the going slow, since half of us were now riding in Colton’s car. 
Scott had gone on ahead and had been out of sight for a while. Rounding a turn, we saw his truck 
stopped in the middle of the road. We pulled up behind him and got out to see what was up. It turns 
out the road was washed out ahead. Scott’s truck would have no problem, but we weren’t sure about 
Colton’s car. After talking it over, Colton decided his car could make it. Jon and I watched from the side 
of the road as he slowly crept over the washed out area and made it safely to the other side. While eve-
ryone else was talking, I decided to check the condition of the road ahead. It looked like the road 
crossed a wet weather creek. As I got closer to the creek, I noticed what seemed to be a little pile of 
brush in the road. When I got closer, I realized why it was there. Immediately past the brush, there was 
no road. Instead, there was a sheer drop of about 10 feet. I turned around and yelled that there was no 
road, which probably didn’t sound like that to them because it prompted them to drive down and see 
what I was yelling about. After taking a few photos, we had to come up with an alternate plan to con-
tinue the drive. If everyone had a WAD vehicle, we could have continued down the creek as others had 
obviously been doing, but this was not the case.   
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Goins Cave - First on Our List 

Scott mentioned Goins Cave, one that needed to be surveyed so we decided to do that instead. If the 
road had not been washed out, Goins Cave would have only been a couple of miles from us, but instead 
it ended up being more like 15 miles. We found a place to park near the cave, got in our gear and headed 
down the hill. The entrance to Goins Cave was quite large. There wasn’t any way you could miss it. It was 
located in the Pierson Limestone, which is the same rock in which most the caves in this article are lo-
cated. Other than the entrance, it wasn’t an overly large cave. It did have a nice dome at the back which 
had water trickling down its side. Domes like this are a very common occurrence in caves found in the 
Pierson. If you ever want an explanation why, Jon would be more than happy to enlighten you. I helped a 
tiny bit with the survey and then proceeded to photo document the cave.  The others made short work 
of the survey. As Scott was wrapping up the survey, Don and Colton decided to walk around the ridge to 
see what they could find. They were gone for a short time and came back to say they had found another 
small cave. We all proceeded to check out what they had found. It turned out to be a decent sized shelter 
with a short passage on each end. It was suggested that we call this one Goins Home Cave and that 
ended up as the official name. While this one was being surveyed, Colton went ahead to check out some 
interesting ledges. Unfortunately, he didn’t find anything and once the survey of Goins Home was fin-
ished, we returned to the vehicles.   

Checking the Gates at Onyx Cave  

At this point, we decided to split up. Scott and Don went to monitor some other caves in the area while 
Jon, Colton, and I went to check on the Onyx Cave gates. Onyx Cave was one of my favorite caves from 
my high school years. At that time, it wasn’t gated and had a well-marked trail leading directly to the 
three entrances. As a kid, I only knew about two of them. One thing I remember in particular is that be-
tween the upper and middle entrances the passage gets really tiny. You can see through it, but most peo-
ple wouldn’t be able to fit. In high school, I was six feet tall, but pretty darn skinny. My friends bet that I 
couldn’t fit through the hole. Somehow, I managed to prove them wrong. I’m not sure how I did it. Think-
ing about it now gives me the willies, but somehow I managed to wriggle through that hole. Anyway, 
back to the present. Since we were only checking on the gate, this stop was rather quick. We did the 
short hike to the cave, checked the entrances, noted what we found and returned to the vehicle. At this 
point, we were done for the day and started back to the hotel. When we got to the highway, I suggested 
that we detour through Roaring River since Colton, who is from the St. Joseph area, hadn’t seen it be-
fore. We drove through the park, visited the hatchery and the very impressive spring before making our 
way back to Cassville. We had dinner at a Mexican restaurant across the road from the hotel. Unlike the 
hotel, the restaurant was actually quite good.  

The next morning we split our group into two teams. Scott and Don went to monitor more caves, while 
Jon, Colton and I went to check on the location of a pit and to resurvey a cave I remembered visiting from 
my childhood, Cave of the Winds. We managed to drive most of the way to the area where the caves 
were located, thanks to a Forest Service road that was in surprisingly good condition. After a short time, 
we located the pit. There was a little outcropping of Reeds Spring Limestone over the pit, which was in 
the Pierson. We didn’t have any vertical gear so we didn’t check out what was at the bottom. But, we did 
use a distometer to measure the depth, and came up with 44 feet.  Since I’ve yet to learn how to use any 
vertical gear other than a cable ladder, even if we had the gear with us, it would have done me no good. 

After documenting the pit location and taking photos of the entrance, we headed to Cave of the Winds. 
Instead of going up and over the hill, which would have been the most direct route to the cave, I sug-
gested that we follow the nice wide bench that runs along the ridges just below the Pierson and Comp-
ton. I was hopeful that we’d  find some undocumented caves while walking along the ledges. Unfortu-
nately we found nothing other than some really nice views across the landscape and one cave that was 
already on file, but was about as short and unremarkable as you can get.   
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Cave of the Winds 

Eventually we arrived at Cave of the Winds, which has an impressive entrance on the face of a nice big 
bluff. As Jon and I started the survey, Colton headed into the first big room to count cave biota. After our 
first survey shot was done, I began taking photos, while Jon sketched the large entrance area . As I was 
taking photos I happened to glance up and see a bald eagle flying toward the top of the bluff above the 
cave.  Not used to seeing bald eagles that often, I tried to get Jon’s attention by saying, “Look, look, look, 
look” and pointing, but the eagle was out of sight by the time he glanced where I was pointing. A  mo-
ment later, there was a cracking sound from above. A tree limb crashed to the ground and the eagle re-
appeared, flying off to the north. Evidently, the eagle tried to perch on a dead tree above our heads, but 
the branch it chose didn’t particularly like that idea. The eagle was the second one we had seen that 
weekend. I thought that was pretty neat. Little did I know that seeing bald eagles was to become a com-
mon occurrence in Barry County. A short while later, Colton returned, asking questions about the Ozark 
big-eared bat. It turns out he thought he had found one. For those of you who don’t know, the Ozark big-
eared bat is only found in a handful of counties in Southwest Missouri, Northwest Arkansas and North-
east Oklahoma. Barry County is one of these counties, but the bat species hasn’t been seen there since 
the 1970s. If Colton had in fact found one of these guys, it would be big news. The bat he’d found was up 
in a hole with another bat, and he couldn’t get a good look at, but could tell it had larger than normal 
ears. He also mentioned that strewn all over the breakdown on the floor were moth and butterfly wings. 
Jon was excited because one thing these particular bats like to do is carry their food back to the cave and 
eat it near the entrance, something other bats don’t do. He immediately told us to go back into the room 
and try to get a good photograph of the bat and the insect remains.   

Up to this point, I had remained in the entrance area. Now, It was time to bite the bullet and go further 
in. The reason I say this is because even though it’s not exactly a difficult passage, you will get wet one 
way or another. Immediately past the entrance, it quickly becomes a hands and knees crawl. Right where 
it gets low, there’s an area of flowstone that takes up the entire passage and causes you to have to belly 
crawl for a few feet. The flowstone also happens to have little pools of water all over it. Try as you might, 
it’s nearly impossible to navigate this section without getting something wet. Once over the flowstone, 
the passage opens up into hands and knees for about 40 feet and gradually widens to about 20 feet. If 
you stay to the left, you can remain on your hands and knees, but you also end up crawling through a 
pool of water. If you stay to the right, the floor rises and you are forced to belly crawl for a few feet in 
gravel saturated with water. I chose to belly crawl in the gravel. Thankfully, about the time it gets tight, 
it’s over. I was in a room with and eight foot ceiling, the room where Colton had found the bat. He 
pointed out the moth wings scattered about the room and I started photographing them. After I was sat-
isfied with the results, he then showed me the bat. The little guy was in a hole in the ceiling and not in a 
position that would make photographing it easy. We both took a few photos of the bat and then looked 
around the room to see what else we could find. Not finding anything else too exciting in the room, we 
proceeded to check out the rest of the cave.  

After climbing a pile of breakdown in the southeast corner of the room, Colton found a small passage 
going almost directly east. It varied from two to nine feet high and went on for about 40 feet before 
opening up into a dome. As domes go, this one was a rather impressive in the height department. When 
we returned to finish the survey and measured the distance with a disto, we found that it was 38 feet 
tall. It also looked like there was going passage at the top, but you’d either have to be very talented at 
climbing or very dumb to find out. At the other side of the dome, the passage continued on east. Another 
40 feet of various forms of crawling brought us to yet another dome. This one, even more impressive 
than the last, was about three times as big and measured 48 feet tall. There was also had a nice shallow 
pool of water in the middle of the room with a steady drip coming from the ceiling. On the east side of 
the dome, there was a little section of formations. Nothing spectacular, but nice nonetheless. The joint 
that the passage had been following, continued east, but unfortunately was too small for even the small-
est person to get through, so our exploration of the cave ended there. 
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We returned to the breakdown room and arrived just in time to meet Jon, who had finished with 
sketching the entrance area and was coming to check out the bat Colton had found. We excitedly 
pointed out the moth wings and other insect remains here and there on the breakdown. Then Colton 
showed him where the bat was. Almost immediately Jon recognized that it wasn’t an Ozark big-eared 
bat. Instead, it was a Northern long-eared bat. All the excitement that had built up, instantly disap-
peared. One good thing is that it was a learning experience. It prompted me to find photos of each. 
Now I know that even though the Northern long-eared bat has some big ears, the Ozark big-eared bat 
puts those ears to shame —they’re so big they’re almost comical.   

Back to the Survey 

Now that we knew the bat wasn’t the one we were hoping it would be, it was time to get back to the 
survey. We wanted to try to get the crawlway from the entrance to the breakdown room finished be-
fore we called it a day. Surveying the section went rather quickly, mainly because it wasn’t a large pas-
sage that required much sketching. As we were finishing the last part where the passage joined the 
breakdown room, I noticed something interesting. The wet gravel I mentioned earlier that you had to 
belly crawl through before entering the room wasn’t actually gravel after all. It was little bitty cave 
pearls stained the color of the mud. Lots and lots of cave pearls. Most were less than an eighth of an 
inch across. And, when I say lots, I mean lots. The entire floor in that section of the passage had a 
layer a few inches thick. There is an upper passage that basically runs directly over the entrance pas-
sage almost all the way back to the beginning of the cave. There is a little trickle of water that comes 
out of this passage and drips on the rocks below, forming the cave pearls. It was a cave pearl factory. 
I’d never seen anything quite like it and it was one of my favorite parts of the entire cave. I showed 
Jon what I discovered and we both marveled over it for a few minutes before finishing up for the day. 
Colton had exited earlier after we finished the last survey shot. We had a long day and I think he was 
ready to head for home. Jon and I quickly joined him outside and started hiking back to the car. 

Barry County’s Notable Hills  

For those of you used to ridge walking in Christian County and other areas around Springfield, the hills 
in Barry County make those in Christian County look fun. Barry County has more than twice the in-
crease in elevation from the valleys to the tops of the hills than Christian County. Suffice to say, I was  
worn out when we made it to the top of the hill. I don’t even want to think about how tired I’d have 
been if we would have started from the bottom of the hill. I was beginning to wish I hadn’t spent so 
many years sitting behind a desk at work and in front of the computer at home. Now, I was paying for 
it.  

Finding the Last Pit Location 

We were almost halfway back to the vehicles when I remembered, we were supposed to check one 
more pit location. I REALLY didn’t want to have to repeat that last climb up the hill. I decided not to 
say anything, hoping the others wouldn’t remember. Unfortunately that wasn’t the case. Jon hadn’t 
forgotten. The one plus was that we knew the pit was just a matter of feet from the Roaring River 
State Park boundary. We spread out across the hill just outside of the park and started looking for the 
cave. We searched for a while and didn’t find anything.  Since it was a pit we were staying above the 
Pierson. At one point I heard water running below where I was standing, but didn’t think anything of it 
because it was too low. I continued to search along the boundary until it brought me back up to the 
top of the hill, still not finding anything. Nobody else had found anything either. Jon decided to check 
below the Pierson and I decided to retrace my steps to make sure I hadn’t missed it. About halfway 
back down, Jon shouted that he’d found it and wouldn’t you know, he was down where I’d heard the 
water running earlier. Turns out it wasn’t a pit after all, but a horizontal cave. It had a nice round en-
trance about halfway up the rock outcropping with a little stream pouring out of it. There was a wet 
and muddy ledge one could use to get to the entrance. It wasn’t overly hard to get to, but not really 
easy. It didn’t help matters that the hill was extremely steep here when it wasn’t a sheer rock face. 
The cave went back about 15 feet, turned a corner, and went on for another tight 15 feet and ended it 
a little pool of water.  
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By now, it was starting to get dark, so we hurried back to the van. Or at least we tried to hurry. As I men-
tioned, the hill was extremely steep here and for every two steps you took, you would slide back down at 
least one. Finally ,after a lot of slipping and sliding, we made it to the top. We hiked the short bit back to the 
vehicles and on to Cassville for dinner before driving back to Springfield.   

Return Trip to Complete the Survey 

Jon and I returned to Cave of the Winds the following weekend to complete the survey. The first thing we 
noticed upon entering the cave was that it was much drier. The pool of water that had forced us to stay to 
the right on our last visit had dried up. Instead of a belly crawl, we were able to crawl to the  breakdown 
room on our hands and knees. The rest of the survey went quite smoothly. When Jon was sketching, I took a 
couple hundred photos that I hoped to turn into 3D models of the domes. This ended up being a prime exam-
ple of why you should always read the instructions thoroughly before you spend hours working on a project. I 
had taken roughly 200 photos per dome and when I sat down at home to upload the photos to Autodesk,, I 
was informed that I could only upload 70 photos per model. Oops! Even though I’d already screwed up by not 
reading the instructions thoroughly, It turns out small tall rooms like the domes don’t really work in this type 
of software, when you can take photos only from floor level. 

Once we finished the survey and hiked up the hill, we had one more decision. Did we want to call it a day or 
did we want to survey the short 30 foot cave we located the previous weekend? The survey needed to be 
done and neither of us really wanted to have to come back to this particular section of National Forest again. 
We decided to once again tackle that steep hill. At the time, the cave was the files as QLM Cave, the initials of 
the three people who discovered it. It was requested that we come up with a better name. Earlier Jon had 
mentioned the name Precarious Cave. I agreed that it was a fitting name. It didn’t take long to survey the 30 
foot cave. While I was holding the tape during the first shot I happened to look up at the ceiling over my head 
and was immediately disturbed. I remembered seeing a very small sinkhole above the entrance.  I was sitting 
directly below said sinkhole. Let’s just say the lovely jagged rocks above my head looked like they could come 
crashing down with the slightest touch. Needless to say, I told Jon to hurry up so I could get out from under 
those rocks.  On the map, that area appears as the aptly named Heebie Jeebies.  I was quite relieved when I 
was no longer under them.   

The remainder of the survey was uneventful. By and by the time we wrapped things up, it was dark outside, 
so this time we were stuck climbing up that evil hill in the dark. This is when I came up with a method of mak-
ing my way up the Barry County hills a little more bearable. Instead of slowly trudging up the hill, I would find 
a tree that was about 10 steps ahead and make a beeline for it. Once there, I’d rest for a minute and then 
repeat. Using this tactic, I made it to the top of the hill with what seemed like a lot less effort and was only 
mildly winded. Sure I was tired, but much less miserable and it didn’t take much more time than a slow 
trudge up the hill would have taken. When we got back to the van, we headed back to Cassville for some nice 
greasy McDonald’s hamburgers that totally hit the spot. Thus, ended yet another productive day in Barry 
County. 

After the final trip to Cave of the Winds and Precarious Cave, I decided I wanted to devote a serious chunk of 
my free time doing CRF work in Barry County. There were multiple reasons for this. One of the big ones was 
that it was my old stomping ground. I graduated from Purdy, which is a small town halfway between Monett 
and Cassville. I spent a lot of my high school years wandering around in Mark Twain National Forest. Another 
reason was because I kept hearing how there weren’t many people actively looking for new caves in that area 
and there was bound to be lots to discover. On a side note, I recently read an article that Dwight Weaver 
wrote a few years ago that stated that exact thing. There are lots of caves down there that just need to be 
found and it’s not going to happen if nobody puts forth an effort to do it. There hasn’t been much interest in 
the trips Jon and I have been taking to Barry County, which is a shame because even though we might not 
always find something new, the scenery is quite impressive. Also, the elevation we’re where we’re currently 
focusing our ridge walking has a lovely wide flat bench that makes the hiking much easier. While the hills can 
be a bit brutal at times when you’re hiking back up, if you do it in the right spots, it's really not that bad.  

Look for Caves of Barry County Part 2 in the next issue of Subterranean Journeys! 
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My First Experience With WNS 

By Jonathan B. Beard, NSS 21408-RL (FE) 

March 15, 2014, Matt Bumgardner and I saw our first bat with WNS (see attached photo). It was a 
lone pipistrelle on the ceiling in Goodwin Pit Cave in Laclede County, a county already documented as 
having at least one cave containing one or more bats with WNS. The bat we saw had a whitish muzzle, 
so I was wondering (even without wearing my glasses) if it had WNS. Once I looked at the photo on 
my computer screen at home while wearing my glasses, I could see the symptoms easily. I sent the 
photo to the folks at MDC and Tony Elliott was quick to say it was WNS. The sighting marked the first 
time Matt and I had seen a bat with WNS. Although Matt didn’t climb up onto the mud shelf to get a 
close look at the bat, just knowing the bat had WNS was a solemn occasion. 

Goodwin Pit Cave, acquired in 2012 by the Missouri Caves and Karst Conservancy (MCKC), is a very 
bad place for bats of any kind to hang out as the cave floods completely very quickly and dramatically. 
Envision a football field size bathtub with a clogged drain. That is Goodwin Sink and cave. Any air-
breathing animal should not be in that 80-foot cave when it fills with water. 

To my knowledge, the bat we saw is the first bat documented in the cave, a cave once entirely filled 
with washed-in trash and debris. MCKC has been directing an effort to clean up the cave and sinkhole 
for the past two years, removing over 300 tons of material thus far. Prior to the cleanup, I suspect a 
bat would have been hard-pressed just to get into the cave. The fact that Goodwin’s “first bat” has 
WNS is sad, but knowing the bat selected this cave anyway with its history of rapid flooding almost 
boggled my mind. 

WNS is caused by a previously unknown fungus species with the awkward mouthful scientific name of 
Pseudogymnoascus destructans. Most people just call it the WNS fungus rather than tie their tongues 
into knots. 

WNS is spread from bat to bat by way of intimate contact. Bats mate, many collect in colonies large 
and small; even the solitary bats are somewhat social at least part of the time and the fungal spores 
(conidia) go from one bat to another. Years ago, someone “assumed” WNS came to the U.S. from a 
human visitor from Europe, and from then on, many have assumed humans can spread the fungus 
from one cave to another. Although anything is possible, there has never been any empirical evidence 
to support the concept that humans not handling bats are spreading the fungus. However, to main-
tain a clear conscience, we should disinfect our gear just to make sure we aren’t spreading it. Disinfec-
tion procedures can be found on the U.S. Fish and Wildlife Service website. (More about disinfection 
appears later.) 

Thinking about my first WNS experience, it reminds me of the sad truth that WNS is running whatever 
course it will run, regardless of what people say and do. Southwest Missouri cavers, as with cavers in 
the east coast of the U.S., have now entered a new era of caving, the era of  caving with WNS. Before 
2010, it was someone else’s problem in states east of the Mississippi River. In 2014, WNS is here, and 
we must now live with it. 

The fungus was first documented in New York just seven years ago (2007, with photographic evidence 
it may have existed a year earlier) and from that time, it has spread to 25 additional states and four 
Canadian provinces along previously established flight paths north, south and west. Bat banding dec-
ades ago showed how the bats migrate from place to place seasonally. So, with that information, bat 
biologists were able to show how WNS would most likely spread throughout the eastern half of the 
country. Thus far, they have been correct.  

I, as well as, other cavers held the slim hope that somehow WNS would not make it to Missouri, at 
least so quickly. However, it took only four years for WNS to make it to eastern Missouri with the first 
evidence of WNS in Missouri in 2010.  
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WNS Now Documented in 16 Missouri Counties 

WNS is now documented in 16 Missouri counties (as of March 21, 2014), spread throughout the state 
(Camden, Crawford, Dallas, Dent, Franklin, Jackson, Jefferson, Laclede, Lincoln, Marion, Perry, Pike, Pu-
laski, Shannon, Ste. Genevieve and Washington counties). We can assume confidently that WNS is in 
every county in Missouri even if not yet documented in every county. Being documented in a county 
does not necessarily mean it has been documented in many caves or many bats—yet. It only takes one 
WNS bat in a single place to add a county to the list. I do not know the total number of WNS bats nor the 
total number of WNS caves in Missouri yet. As of this writing, I have not yet read nor heard from my con-
tacts in MDC that any Missouri bat has died from WNS. To think that no Missouri bats will die from WNS 
is futile. 

WNS does not affect every bat species in the same way. Overall, the smaller the bat, the more likely it is 
to die from WNS. Conversely, the larger that bat, the less likely it is to die from WNS. Researchers have 
not yet established why eastern pipistrelle (a.k.a. tri-colored bats), little brown bats and northern bats 
are dying while big brown bats, Townsend’s big-eared bat and gray bats are not. All of them can get the 
fungus, but only some of the species have mortalities. (Townsend’s big-eared bat contains three subspe-
cies, Virginia, Ozark and Western.) 

2014 Winter Bat Count Data 

In recent bat counts this winter in southwest Missouri caves, in which some SPG members have partici-
pated, the number of bats found are way down in most of the surveyed caves. As we don’t see large 
numbers of dead bats, we are wondering why the bat counts are down. Is it a harbinger of WNS (some 
sort of bat behavioral changes), a long, bitter winter (they’ve moved to warmer places) or something 
else. Examples of caves with low bat counts include Sequiota Cave and Pearson Creek Cave. On the other 
hand, Breakdown Cave had a record number of bats this winter (70 more than its previous record). Bat 
counts by cavers and agency personnel will continue until the end of hibernation season sometime in 
April. 

How Will WNS Affect Bat Populations? 

Although there is much to learn about WNS and how it will affect bat populations, at this point we might 
assume that big brown bats and gray bats will somehow survive WNS and that the solitary pips we see in 
nearly all caves might be decimated. Potentially, this will affect people. Fewer bats mean more flying in-
sects. Bats eat moths and mosquitoes by the tons. Moths, in their larval form, destroy row crops; mos-
quitoes spread diseases (west Nile virus, malaria, encephalitis, etc.). It might be that with fewer bats of 
WNS-susceptible species, there will be more bats that are resistant to the fungus to replace them in this 
ecological niche. But this is only a possibility. 

Of course, Matt and I are sad and affected 
by our first sighting of a WNS bat, but it 
comes as no surprise. Every few weeks 
we hear that WNS has advanced closer to 
Springfield, with counties added periodi-
cally to the list of places where WNS has 
been found. As Matt wrote to me, his re-
action was “Well, crud, it really is here.”  
Laura Belarbi, the recording secretary of 
the MCKC wrote to say “That’s sad. I 
don’t know what else to say.” 

Left: Pipistrelle in Goodwin Pit Cave, Laclede 
County, March 15, 2014. Note the fungus on 
the muzzle and right foot. Photo: Jonathan B. 
Beard 
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Decon - A Way of Life Since 2010 

I’ve been disinfecting my cave clothing and gear religiously since 2010, when I promised Dr. Bill Elliott of the 
MDC that I would do so. Disinfecting is required when we conduct projects for the Cave Research Foundation 
(CRF) on public lands, where caving is otherwise prohibited. I have included, in big, bold, red text in many 
past issues of SPG’s monthly newsletter, Passages, a paragraph imploring SPG members to disinfect their 
gear. For years, we have been disinfecting our gear, even when we were confident WNS was not yet in south-
west Missouri. 

Folks, WNS is definitely here. Now more than ever, we know that there is a good chance at least some of the 
caves we see have been exposed to WNS. Let’s make sure that we have a collective clear conscience that 
there is no way we will contribute to the spread of WNS by disinfecting our gear between cave trips.  I have 
been caving more than an average of 100 trips per year for several years. I start each cave trip with thor-
oughly disinfected gear. If I can do it 100 times a year, even before my retirement when I was working full 
time, then anyone can. 

Will seeing WNS for the first time reduce how often I go caving? No. I have been disinfecting my gear for a 
number of years now, and I will continue to do so. I was disinfecting my gear because caves I was visiting 
“might” have WNS fungus in them. The same holds true for this day and even when there is no doubt the 
cave I visit has WNS, I will continue to disinfect my gear before and after. There is much more to caves than 
bats, and with or without cavers, WNS will run its course because we know infected bats give it to other bats. 
We will continue to assist agencies in the monitoring of caves because we are, in many respects, their eyes 
and ears in caves. I will continue to manage or co-manage a number of privately owned caves in southwest 
Missouri and encourage everyone to keep on caving using disinfected gear. 
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The Story Behind Caring for Your Karst 

by Jonathan B. Beard, NSS 21408(RL) (FE) 

Caring for Your Karst is a full color, 20-page booklet about caves and karst, the fascinating land form 
containing sinkholes, springs, caves and losing streams. The booklet defines what karst is and makes 
many recommendations on the best ways manage karst while living and working within karst terrain. 
Caring for Your Karst is designed to be read by landowners, land managers and by anyone else who 
lives and works in Missouri’s karst landscapes. Creating such a publications was my brainchild, but how 
did it happen? 

 

Booklet Concept Rooted 
in Cave Restoration Work  

Some might argue I have 
more than one pet project, 
but in my opinion, “Caring 
for Your Karst” has been my 
pet project.  

I have been restoring caves 
in the Ozarks (mostly Mis-
souri, but also in Arkansas 
and Kansas’ little slice of it) 
since 1983, often among 
several fellow cavers, often 
solo in a cave I manage.  

I think my cave restoration 
involves 73 caves, not to 
mention sinkhole cleanups.  

Cave restoration involves 
lots of graffiti removal, lots 
of trash removal, lots of 
flowstone cleaning and lots 
of reattachment of broken 
speleothems. I’ve also been 
involved with helping to 
clean out trash-filled sink-
holes in Laclede, Lawrence, 
Pulaski and Taney Counties.  

Can Caves and Karst Education Help Prevent Vandalism? 

Thousands of hours of work through the years by those of us who were volunteering their time and 
effort.  It occurred to me if we could educate the public about cave and karst conservation, perhaps I 
and others wouldn’t need to work so much undoing vandalism. What if we could prevent vandalism 
by teaching people why they should not to damage caves and karst?   
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In 1983, I began leading educational field trips into Breakdown Cave, a cave in Christian County we had 
recently gated and we were beginning to restore. In the 30 years since, others and I have led more than 
5,000 students and scouts through the cave. My caving comrades and I arranged for some media cover-
age in the Springfield paper and local TV stations from time to time. I’ve also created a half dozen Power-
point presentations promoting cave conservation that I present in schools and public libraries. However, I 
knew we weren’t reaching very many people in any given year and nearly all were kids. Kids represent 
the future generation, so of course, it is important to instill a conservation ethic before any of them be-
come vandals. How to reach adults? Adults are the ones who operate farms and factories that are poten-
tial pollution sources that could impact groundwater and aquatic cave critters. 

I don’t recall what year it was that I dreamed of a booklet, outlining the basics of karst conservation, that 
cavers could give to the many landowners they meet . There were other booklets out there —the Cave 
Conservancy of the Virginias created something called “Living on Karst” and it was close to what I 
wanted. However, the CCV wasn’t able to send me the thousands of copies and it talked about Virginia 
karst issues, not the Ozarks. The American Geological Institute also had a booklet “Living with Karst,” 

but it was too lengthy, too glossy, too generic, often too technical for what I wanted and it wasn’t 
free. At $9.00 a copy, it was no bargain. No, what I needed was something people in the Ozarks could 
identify with, something for the entire state and lots of copies that didn’t cost an arm and a leg. 

I introduced the concept at Missouri Caves and Karst Conservancy (MCKC) and Missouri Speleological 
Survey (MSS) meetings perhaps in 2006 or earlier, and there were a number of ideas informally, but I 
soon realized nobody but me would actively pursue this, that I would have to take the reins for it to pro-
ceed, and do it aggressively. I introduced the idea at Springfield Plateau Grotto (SPG) meetings and im-
mediately some of its excellent photographers submitted photos. I wrote the first rough draft, and then 
gave it to many others in SPG to add their thoughts and ideas. Geohydrologist Dr. Doug Gouzie of Mis-
souri State University had some suggestions, hydrologist Tom Aley of the Ozark Underground Laboratory, 
both SPG members, had some suggestions. After tossing the manuscript around SPG, I asked Dr. Bill Elli-
ott of the Missouri Department of Conservation (MDC) to write something and he gave me most of the 
text about bats. Blake Stephens, also of the MDC, wrote some things about critters living in the ground-
water. Loring Bullard, of the Watershed Committee of the Ozarks, was a helpful editor. 

The material was edited, re-edited, rewritten, edited again before Bob Harvey and Diane Kelsay, for-
merly of SPG, who are successful professional writers, provided many photographs and some text before 
creating the graphic layout and design. I added some critter photos in the last remaining white space at 
the last minute. That’s how the content came to be. SPG had invented an illustrated manuscript that was 
very promising, but in 2008 SPG was still a fledgling 501(c)3 organization (less than three years old at the 
time Caring for Your Karst was first printed). SPG didn’t have a lot of funds in its bank account yet, espe-
cially to devote a large sum to printing thousands of copies. 

The Search Funding 

I asked many potential donors for funds to print the booklet, most turning me down. However, the L-A-D 
Foundation became interested and eventually granted SPG $5,000. SPG subsequently received $500 from 
the Missouri Conservation Heritage Foundation and $500 from the MCKC to augment the L-A-D grant. 
Armed with $6,000, SPG then began looking for the best price from printing companies. Initially I was 
meagerly hoping for a color cover, the rest of it black and white, on cheap paper. I wanted to print as 
many copies as possible, so I wasn’t looking for color or glossy paper. Most printing companies gave me 
quotes in the range of $1.50 to $3.00 per copy. So, I was thinking we could print 2,000 to 3,000 copies. 
Hmm. That wasn’t a lot, but still better than nothing. Then, a Springfield company, McCann Printing gave 
us the offer we couldn’t refuse. “How about we print the whole thing on glossy paper, full color through-
out, at black and white wholesale price?” Lisa McCann asked me. At the time, Lisa was the treasurer of 
the MSS, and she and her husband own the printing business. I asked, what’s that per copy?” The answer 
was 53.57 cents per copy, which would enable us to print 11,200 copies. That’s more like it! A print run of 
that size was considerably more than I had dreamed. 
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Ready for Distribution 

Agencies, cave organizations and individuals distributed more than 10,000 copies at about 3,000 a year 
beginning in 2009. Copies were left at medical  offices for patients to read in waiting rooms, cases were 
left at ticket booths at state parks featuring guided cave tours to give to appropriate interested land-
owners, copies were given to students and scouts on trips through Breakdown Cave to not only read, 
but also perhaps have their parents read. I was handing them to students in schools and public libraries 
where I was giving Powerpoint presentations. Copies were handed out at events where SPG was man-
ning display booths about caves. Not only were many cave owners learning about the basics of karst 
conservation, just presenting this well-designed booklet opened the door to many caves we may not 
have had access to otherwise. Landowners were impressed! However, the supplies were wearing thin 
by 2012. Knowing how long it takes to submit a request for grants before the money actually rolls in, I 
decided to submit a grant proposal for a second edition in early 2012. We couldn’t distribute the book-
lets at the rate we had been handing them out and still have copies to give away in 2013. 

Seeking Additional Grants for a Second Print Run 

When it came time to search for funding, I asked the L-A-D Foundation for a $5,000  grant in early 
2012. By summer, we learned our proposal was turned down. This was a major setback, and I had to be 
very conservative regarding where and to whom to distribute copies. I searched for other donors, but 
only found a few small amounts of money insufficient for an economical print run. I didn’t want to 
print just a few dozen copies. In 2013, I petitioned the L-A-D Foundation again for $5,000, eyeing a di-
minishing supply and wondering if we’d run out of copies. They granted SPG $2,500. I was happy to 
receive it, but being only half of what they had given us five years earlier, it meant we’d print far fewer 
copies than before, at a greater per copy cost. I searched for additional funding and found $500 each 
from MCKC, MSS and CRF. While petitioning the MSS and MCKC for funds, several people requested 
changes in the text. Many of these changes were made. Most are modest changes, and there is a re-
placement photo of Goodwin Sink on page 9 showing all the tires in front of a nearly buried cave en-
trance. With $4,000 in hand, we could print 6,400 copies at 62.5 cents a copy. McCann said if we could 
come up with an additional $993, there would be a significant price break. We could print 9,600 copies 
for just 52 cents a copy. (This is 1.6 cents less per copy than in 2008!) I asked SPG to spend $993 out of 
its general fund. It wasn’t unanimous, but those in favor were enthusiastic, and SPG agreed. For 
$4,993, McCann Printed 9,800 copies (they printed an extra 200 free), dropping the per copy price to 
50.95 cents a copy. Considering the rising inflation since 2009, this was a gift price. Once again, my ga-
rage has a large quantity of stacked cases of the publication. 

And now it is time for various agencies, caving organizations and individuals to distribute them to those 
who live, work and breathe on karst. Grant money wasn’t meant to sit on and collect dust in a bank 
vault—it was meant to be spent on one or more designated projects SOON. Now that the publication 
has been reprinted, it is time to educate more members of the general public with it, those who should 
read it who haven’t yet received it. Many landowners who received copies of the first edition of Caring 
for Your Karst have moved away, replaced by new landowners who have yet to see the publication. 
More than three million Missourians live and work on karst terrain. Only 11,000 households have seen 
it. We many more to reach. Already I am looking ahead. Twenty years from now, after I have left the 
scene, there will be a new generation of landowners. They, too, ought to be given copies of a future 
edition of Caring for Your Karst by a new generation of cavers and agency personnel. 

Have my efforts to educate the public on karst conservation since 1983 had any effect? I’ll never know 
the impact or the total demographics of my efforts, of course. But, either I’m blind or there  seem to be 
fewer vandalized caves. We restore many, and when we do, we rid the cave of decades of trash and 
graffiti. Although vandalism and using sinkholes as trash  dumps continues, I’d like to think there is a 
greater percentage of the general public who have a conservation ethic. Whether or not I am right, I 
may never really know, but as long as I walk the Earth and crawl in caves, I will never stop trying. 
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The story behind this publication would not be complete without recognizing those who have contrib-
uted to the manuscript, images in the publication and helpful advice. A deep gratitude goes to the fol-
lowing people and organizations: 

SPG Members 

Tom Aley, hydrologist and founder/director of the Ozark Underground Laboratory 

Dr. David Ashley, biology professor at Missouri Western State University 

Jonathan Beard, cave restoration technician, photographer and cave surveyor 

Michael Carter, Mammoth Cave National Park 

Zach Copeland, cave photographer and cave surveyor 

Roy Gold, cave photographer and cave surveyor 

Dr. Doug Gouzie, geology professor at Missouri State University 

Bob Harvey, professional writer and photographer 

Charity Hertzler, cave photographer and public outreach coordinator 

Eric Hertzler, cave surveyor and photographer 

Diane Kelsay, professional writer and photographer 

Jerry Vineyard, assistant state geologist, retired 

Max White, cave photographer and cave surveyor 

Charley Young, cave photographer and cave gate welder 

Others 

Loring Bullard, Watershed Committee of the Ozarks, retired 

Dr. Bill Elliott, cave biologist for the Missouri Dept. of Conservation, retired 

Blake Stephens, fish biologist for the Missouri Dept. of Conservation 

Missouri Dept. of Conservation, the state’s wildlife agency 

Missouri Dept. of Natural Resources, the state’s pollution control and water quality agency 

McCann Printing, for excellent color printing, while charging only B&W wholesale price 

The following provided external funding for the publication in 2008 and/or 2013 

L-A-D Foundation, a philanthropic 501(c)(3) organization founded by Leo A. Drey  

Missouri Caves and Karst Conservancy, a 501(c)(3) organization owning and managing caves 

Missouri Speleological Survey, a statewide 501(c)(3) organization documenting caves 

Cave Research Foundation, a national 501(c)(3) organization documenting caves 

Missouri Conservation Heritage Foundation, a private fund for conservation projects 
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March 8, 2014, Annual Sequiota Cave Annual Bioinventory Trip 

Charity Hertzler gives instructions to the group. 
Photo: Matt Bumgardner 

Paddling into the cave. Photo: Matt Bumgardner 

Jon Beard, Charity Hertzler and Philip Taylor searching 
for critters to count. Photo: Matt Bumgardner 

Jon Beard and Phillip Taylor look over the last rimstone 
dam. Photo: Matt Bumgardner 

 

From left to right, front - Charity Hertzler, Matt Bumgardner, Kat Janes, Kate Moran, Bobbilynne Koepke, Colton Zirkle, Ja-
son (Parks), Chaz (Parks). Back from left to right - Ryan (Guest of Kate Moran), Wes Dowler, Chunling Cao, David Norman, 
Brian Sauer, Kendall Loyd, Lynn Fehrenbach, Greg Fehrenbach, Eric Hertzler, Jon Beard, Phillip Taylor and Charley Young.  
Not in photo: Roy Gold. Photo: Phil Maez, Ozark Mountain Paddlers 
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Springfield, Missouri. 

 

Editor:                  Maria Thompson 

E-mail:                  anchorpr@gmail.com 
 
Assistant Editor: Jonathan Beard 
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     Springfield Plateau Grotto Officers 

President   Charity Hertzler 

Vice President  Matt Bumgardner 

Secretary   Greg Sanders 

Treasurer   Roy Gold 

MSS Director  Max White 

About SPG  

Springfield Plateau Grotto (SPG) is a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization made up primarily of southwest Mis-
sourians who share a common interest in cave conservation, surveying and management. Project-oriented, 
the group works in tandem with public agencies and private landowners to enhance understanding of caves 
and foster awareness of the importance of conserving the cave environment. SPG works in cooperation with 
the Missouri Speleological Survey to document, map and study caves and is a cooperating member of the 
Missouri Caves & Karst Conservancy. 

SPG is very serious about our commitment to the well being of Missouri's caves and the cavers who visit 
them. Our members are active in cave exploration, mapping, restoration, gating and management.  

SPG membership in the organization is not automatic upon payment of the dues. If you are interested in ex-
ploring membership with us, please visit the SPG website and attend our monthly meetings.  

Thank you for your interest in SPG and our endeavors. 

mailto:anchorpr@gmail.com
mailto:mokanman@att.net
http://www.mocavesandkarst.org
http://www.spgcavers.org

