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It was in late July 2010 that I found myself scootering 
alone through the beautiful downstream passage of 
Eagle’s Nest. Conditions were spectacular. Beyond the 
Pit, the water acquired a beautiful blue transparency 
and the muted ochre of the walls arching up to the high 
ceiling vault gave the passage the feel of a large medieval 
cathedral. At the end of the Room of Dreams, the central 
rock pile sloped down to a forbidding restriction where 
the old exploration line was tied off, decorated with 
numerous line arrows, including some historic ones 
made of triangular pieces of tape, the writing on them 
now sadly dissolved with decades of immersion. The low, 
wide gap in front was interrupted by irregular pieces of 
white rock covered with thick brown silt. Beyond, a steep, 
silty bank fell away beneath the sloping ceiling. Peering 
between the white rocks which guarded it like enormous, 
deformed shark’s teeth, I carefully inspected the silt slope 
and ceiling beyond for any fragments of old line or marks 
indicating human intrusion. It would be impossible to go 
through there without some floor or ceiling contact, but 
this looked totally pristine. Clearly, nobody had been 
through in the recent past, if ever. It seemed difficult to 
believe. I tied into the end of the old line and pushed into a 
gap in the rocks that looked like it might just be passable. 
My expectation was that I would get held up and have to 
squirm backwards out of the hole and admit defeat. 

Instead, to my surprise, with one small turn to the left, 
I was free and floating gently down the silt bank. As I 
descended ahead of my own silt cloud, it became obvious 
that there was a gap between the ceiling and silty floor 
at the bottom of the slope which was quite passable. A 
convenient projection on a rock at the base of the slope 
at 300 feet deep provided a perfect tie-off point and 

I looked up into a low room, about 30 feet wide, which 
curved away to the left. On the right, the floor rose up to 
the ceiling. The left wall was steeper, guarded by large 
boulders that looked like they might conceal something, 
but that direction was south, not the way I wanted to go. 
About 120 feet beyond the restriction, the silt floor started 
rising up to a shallow rockpile. The other side of the pile 
sloped down under the roof and there was a hint of some 
dark space beyond. My compass indicated the room to 
be trending due west at this point, placing it to the north 
of and parallel to Andrew’s Tunnel. It was the same 
depth, too, between 290 and 300 feet. If it continued, this 
passage might connect to it, forming a loop. Interesting 
perhaps, but not what I was hoping for. I tied off on top 
of the rockpile and turned around. The thought of having 
to get back out through that restriction was definitely 
curbing my enthusiasm. During my survey I made 
another interesting observation: here at nearly 300 feet 
of depth was a halocline like Larry Green had found in 
the Abyss. For some reason this so excited me that I lost 
my compass. Or perhaps it was the narcosis. Or the zero 
visibility from the silt I had stirred up in the restriction. As I 
ascended with the line in my hand towards the restriction, 
I was glad y be on my own because that made the silty 
conditions easier, but sad that I had no buddy to share my 
discovery with. With surprisingly little effort I negotiated 
the restriction and emerged into the clear water of the 
Room of Dreams.

I was not optimistic about the possibility of finding ongoing 
passage beyond the end of my line. It was going towards 
the west and starting to turn slightly southwards: if anything, 
I expected any significant section of undiscovered cave 
passage to be trending northwest, in the same direction 
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as the Room of Dreams. The other problem was the 
depth: at close to 300 feet it was significantly deeper than 
most of the passage in Eagle’s Nest. On the drive home I 
thought about my next dive. I needed to look at the right-
hand (north) wall, especially near the ceiling, in case I 
had missed anything. I planned to put more helium in my 
diluent; I was suspicious that the insidious perceptual 
narrowing that occurs with nitrogen narcosis was hindering 
my reading of the cave passage. And I wanted to have a 
second pair of eyes as well, despite the additional silting 
potential. On the drive home to Gainesville I had a phone 
call from Brett Hemphill who was excited about pushing a 
lead in a cave up in north Florida, near where I lived, and 
wanted to tell me all about it. I then told him that I’d been 
pushing a lead in a cave down in the Tampa area, near 
where he lived. When he heard where, he got even more 
excited. Plans were drawn up.

A week later I was back, and this time Brett was with 
me. Once again, visibility downstream was exceptional. 
Instead of 10/50 I was breathing 10/65 as the diluent in 
my CCR. Brett was not convinced he would be able to fit 
through the restriction without moving any rocks, so we 
decided that if he couldn’t, he would wait in the Room 
of Dreams for me. I pushed through it, with a little more 
difficulty this time, and dropped down into the Halocline 
Room (as I had now named it in my head) to wait for 
him. There was a cloudy layer of silt from the week before 
sitting on top of the halocline, like I had seen many times in 
Mexico. Two or three long minutes went by and it became 
clear that Brett wasn’t coming through, so I turned and 
swam farther into the hazy room, carefully examining 
the right-hand wall as I went. I noticed that as the room 
curved to the left, the right-hand wall became rockpile, 
and there was possibly an opening in the ceiling above it. 
I was still about 50 feet from the end of my line, but this 
seemed so much more promising than what I had seen 
when I turned my previous dive. I tied into the old line at 
a wrap and swam over to the boulder slope. It ascended 
at a steep angle with just enough clearance between it 
and the ceiling to get through without much contact. On 
the left side the space opened into an alcove; on the 
right was solid rock. A small plateau appeared with more 
breakdown ahead. Again there was just enough space 
between it and the ceiling. Above was nothing. Very black 
nothing. Empty space.

High above was a dark ceiling vault and the left wall faded 
away into blackness. To the right huge boulders crested 
the breakdown pile and concealed the right-hand wall. 
Ahead of me was black void. The floor consisted of sloping 
piles of rock fragments, some surprisingly large. One 
enormous boulder loomed out of the darkness ahead of 
me as I swam forward into the room, and mindful that Brett 
was still waiting for me on the other side of the restriction, 
I reluctantly tied off to it and started my outbound survey. 
The azimuths showed that the new room was trending 

northwest, the same direction as the rest of the downstream 
passage. As I swam towards the T into the old line I could 
see that visibility in the Halocline Room had deteriorated 
considerably and by the time I reached the bottom of the 
slope and started to ascend towards the Room of Dreams 
restriction I was in touch contact with the line. My fingers 
felt a manmade object – my compass was sitting on top 
of the rock flake where I had dropped it on the previous 
dive. This time the restriction seemed much more difficult 
coming out. Visibility was unsurprisingly zero and it took 
some groping above my head to realize that I should have 
been further to the left with the line in my right hand. In 
the clear water at the ceiling of the Room of Dreams Brett 
was waiting patiently. ‘OK?’ he circled his light. I repeated 
it emphatically and we pointed the scooters towards the 
exit of this beautiful cave. 

On our next dive the following week Brett went first through 
the restriction, moving some rocks as he went. As I swam 
out of the silt cloud and caught up with him at close to 300 
feet I heard him chuckling into his mouthpiece, a sound I 
have become very used to hearing underwater. We took 
the right fork at the T and ascended into the new room, 
which I had decided by then to name ‘Revelation Space’ 
after a novel I had just finished reading. Still laughing to 
himself, Brett clipped on a strobe to the end of the line in 
the middle of the room to give us a reference as we swam 
around it looking for potential onward leads, aware that 
this was the first new cave passage to be discovered at 
Eagle’s Nest in decades – who knew where it might lead? 
Both of us noted a breakdown slope leading off to the 
left (northwest) which appeared to be the only obvious 
possibility. Much of the perimeter of the room was lined 
with large boulders that might conceal an opening, but 
neither of us felt optimistic about looking behind them. 
The ceiling arched up high, 40-50 feet above the sloping 
floor of the room, but a quick scan with both of our lights 
showed no obvious openings. We turned and swam back 
towards the strobe pulsating in the darkness. This time 
Brett had a little difficulty with the restriction, so by the 
time he emerged, covered in silt, I had picked up the 
spare scooter and my stage and was doing laps around 
that end of the Room of Dreams. 

Like every cave explorer, I had fantasies that my discovery 
would lead to unending borehole passage, so we decided 
that we would bring scooters through the restriction and 
go for it in the lead we had dimly visualized at the bottom 
of the breakdown slope on the left of Revelation Space. 
Two weeks after our previous dive, with Brett hovering well 
above and behind me, I tied into the end of the line and 
scootered down into the black hole. All too soon the wall 
came down to meet the floor, leaving only a narrow chink 
of clear water passable only in a sidemount configuration; 
not so much of a problem as the precarious boulder slope
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above it which looked so unstable that any disturbance at 
its base could result in the opening there and any diver 
in it being obliterated by an avalanche of rocks. Daunting 
enough in any underwater cave, let alone being nearly 
2000 feet from the entrance at 300 feet deep and on the 
far side of a major restriction already. With an inward 
shrug I decided that was that, and we decided to swim 
a circuit of the room clockwise to see if we had missed 
anything else. When we had skirted the room and were 
heading back towards the entrance I tied off and we 
surveyed the partial loop to get an accurate idea of the 
size of the room. This time our exit, even with scooters, 
was straightforward, and while we were completing 
our long decompression in the basin we met none 
other than Larry Green, there with one of his students. 
He was gracious enough to wait until we surfaced and 
then over dinner entertained us with some wonderful 
stories about previous dives in the Nest and elsewhere.

So what we found in the end was a nice room, which 
unfortunately does not lead on to thousands of feet of 
new downstream passage. Getting to it requires the right 
equipment, skills and experience, but it is well worth the 
effort. A visit to the Abyss room, at the end of Andrew’s 
Tunnel, is technically easier and makes a great workup 
dive for this one. 


