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Berger 2023 : lessons to learn 
 

With 380 participants, the 2023 session of the now ritual international FFS gathering is one of 

the major caving events of the year. In fact, the number of foreign participants (138) is the 

highest it has been in twelve years. Within two and a half months of registration at the start of 

2023, the optimum number of participants had already been reached. 

 

Like last year, the base camp was set up at 

"Les Bisons" in Méaudre. But better than last 

year! Particular attention was paid to 

comfort, with an extra toilet cabins and two 

shower cabins (with hot water!). It has to be 

said that on some days, nearly a hundred 

cavers had declared at the time of registration 

that they would be attending the camp. We'd 

like to extend our warmest thanks to the Petzl 

Foundation for making a substantial financial 

contribution to the camp this year.. 
 

The « Italian camp » at Berger 2023 

 

The chasm was once again rigged by teams from the Vercors, led by David Parrot, almost 

entirely on drilled anchors. Safer equipment (greater distance from friction and waterfalls), 

but also more technical. Perhaps too much so... 

 

1400 metres of rope laid in the Berger, including double rigging of the entry shafts. That's 

already a lot. But this year we also had to add nearly 400 metres for "repairs". And that's a lot 

more than in previous years! More passages, it's true, but still... 
 

The Berger for all... really? 
 

"The easiest -1000"... "an underground trail"... slogans that have been widely shared for years. 

And it's true! The Berger is the "easiest" -1000m cave to visit, and even easier when it's all 

rigged. 

The easiest, yes... but for whom? For those used to alpine caving, trained for 15-20 hour 

explorations every weekend, there's no doubt about it.  

But not all cavers do this. And increasingly, the Berger gathering is attracting groups who 

have neither the technique, experience nor physical condition to face what is, after all, a -

1000. 

 

"There are more than 2,000 cavers who have already come: why not me? 

 

Well, that's precisely the question we should be asking ourselves from now. Because this 

year, there have been too many 'alerts'. What do you think when someone arrives at the 

briefing asking "are the rebelays difficult? What are we to think when a rescue is activated 

just because they feel a bit 'down' at -250m? How many participants have found themselves 

progressing alone through the cave, contrary to the basic safety rules they had previously 

accepted? How many have ended up coming out in a state of extreme tiredness, because they 

couldn't decide to turn back in time? 
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Last words to read before the descent 

One last thing to read before descending 

It's important to realise that the Berger, 

this "myth", remains accessible thanks 

to the tireless efforts of federal leaders 

to persuade the authorities. The last 

major rescue operation, in 2019 to help 

a "lost person", obviously revived the 

threat of strict regulations on access to 

the cave.  

 

The next one may be the right one... and 

there's no question of it coming from the 

Federal gathering! 

 

The intention is not to reserve this event for an 'elite'. The goal is to enable clubs that don't 

have the material and technical resources to make their dreams come true, by taking 

advantage of a now well-established organisation. 

 

But now we have to convince them that even if everything seems to be "well orchestrated", 

intensive training, both technical and physical, is essential before the event. And that safety 

instructions are not an option. 

 

The unbearable lightness of caver… 
 

Milan Kundera has probably never been a caver, and I hope he won't mind me using the title 

of his novel to illustrate an not so new problem, but which this year has taken on alarming 

dimensions. 

It's not specific to caving, of course: when you're bombarded with information, what's 

important becomes secondary. In fact, nothing is important any more and... "that'll be all 

right". 

A typical example this year: the register of descents at the entrance to the cave was partly 

unusable. The procedure consists of writing down in a notebook (two pages per day, in 

French and English) just before the descent your name and surname, and the time you left; 

then on your return, the time you emerged and the depth you had really reached. 

 

Well, between those who got the wrong 

page (and therefore the wrong day), who 

thought that their first name alone was 

sufficient information, who filled in the 

"depth" column before descending, who 

left the "exit time" column blank or 

completely unreadable... the catalogue of 

jokes is complete. 

It may make you smile, but it's not just a 

gag: in a rescue operation after a time 

delay, it would often have been 

impossible to know if the missing people 

were actually in the cave, or just lost in 

the woods!  
Look for Léo ! – Yes, which one? 
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This lightness is also expressed at the time of registration. On the application form, everyone 

declares "to be present at the camp from xx to xx". That's how we size up the base camp 

facilities: tent, dry toilets, shower cabins, etc. 1500 overnight stays are expected over the three 

weeks. And in the result: three times less! 

 

And so why? Well, 20% of those who signed up (which is a huge number) cancelled for 

various reasons, and of the others, a good third moved to other campsites and gîtes. Of course, 

everyone has the right to seek greater comfort elsewhere, but there's a very demotivating 

initial misunderstanding when, at the beginning of August, the volunteers find themselves at 

the camp with just... five campers, while the abyss remains full. And at 180 euros a day for 

sanitary facilities, it's not cheap for a shower... 

 

 
The camp at 8 August : 90 people " registered as present "...!!! 

 

Solutions will also need to be found for 2024... thoughts in progress. 

 
 

Remember the good times to move ahead! 

 
That having been said, the Berger 2023 event was a great success. 
 

 

Thanks to the half-dozen young 

volunteers who agreed to spend all 

or part of their holidays at this 

"buffalo camp", at the service of all 

these cavers, many of them saying 

thank you.  

 

Apart from a few anxieties and 

nerves, there were some intense 

moments of happiness and emotion. 

 
Trash prizes awarded at the end of July 

 

Since 2012, no fewer than 2,300 cavers from 33 countries have discovered this prestigious 

speleological site and contributed to its preservation. 

Let's hope we can find a way to make this event a permanent one... 

Rémy LIMAGNE 

08 November 2023 
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The partners of Berger 2023 
 

  
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

  

https://fermedespreslauzes.net/
https://www.eurospeleo.eu/
https://www.croque-montagne.fr/
https://www.aventureverticale.com/
https://www.petzl.com/FR/fr
https://www.petzl.com/fondation/s/?language=fr
https://www.meandre-technologie.com/
https://www.raumerclimbing.com/fr/
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Chronology of descents 
 
380 different cavers have descended at least once (322 in 2022) 
396 descents between 19 July and 9 August 2023 (341 in 2022) 
138 foreigners (125 in 2022)  
165 people exceeded the -1000 m depth (maximum number: probably less) 
6000 hours (approximately) spent underground (5160 in 2022) 
 
 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Mercredi 19 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Pierre Tabutiaux, Amandine Detourbe, Joseph Charollais (39) -500 10 h 19 h 9 h 

Nicolas Desvignes, Nadja Marchal (30) -500 08 h 17 h 9 h 
 

5 personnes - 0 au fond - TPST total = 45 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Jeudi 20 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Jordi Bosch, Eva Fernandez, Joan Picos, Eduard Lorente (ES) -800 07 h Ven 16 h 33 h 

Guillaume Lepreux, Bastien Rodier, Léna Rocher, Jean-Louis 
Rocher, Dominique Saint-Dizier (07) 

-1100 08 h Ven 04 h 20 h 

Béatrice Racapé, Angeline Roussel (07) -700 08 h 21 h 13 h 

Ghislaine Maccabez, Pierre Uccelli, Anu Halonen (CH) -640 09 h 20 h 11 h 

Réjane Paquier, Antoine Bernolin, Géraldine Oquidam, Olivier 
Fabregoulle, Florence Germain, Claire Cacheux, Zoé Bories (26) 

-740 10 h Ven 13 h 27 h 

 

21 personnes – 5 au fond - TPST total = 480 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Vendredi 21 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Steven Kocwin, Victor Pimentel, Mathéo Robert, Jean-Baptiste 
Dablin (26) 

-1100 09 h Sam 02 h 17 h 

David Vicente, Juan Vinuales, Quim Pesque (ES) -1100 10 h Sam 13 h 27 h 

Jean-François Balacey, Carine Enguerand, Jameel Mohamed, 
Yann Valette, Clément Parisot (92) 

-700 11 h Sam 02 h 15 h 

Edouard Dessaint, Lila Simonin (fusée) -240 12 h 15 h 3 h 
 

14 personnes - 7 au fond - TPST total = 230 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Samedi 22 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Sebastien Rocheil, Sébastien Gros, Laurent Hagnere (07) -750 08 h 22 h 14 h 

Fred Aragon, Franck Aragon, Angelika Nodari (12) -1100 09 h 23 h 14 h 

Oriane Albanèse, Jules Reymond, Bertrand Favre (CH) -700 9 h 20 h 11 h 

Thibault Poinas, Clément Sage, Maxime Trébuchon, Denis Dalvet 
Sylvain Marien (01) 

-500 10 h 21 h 11 h 

Robert Ferrer, Erika Sebastian (ES) -650 10 h 21 h 11 h 

Monica Bordallo, Toni Joffré, Carlos Maraver (ES) -500 10 h 19 h 9 h 

 
19 personnes - 3 au fond - TPST total = 221 heures 
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BERGER 2023 – Dimanche 23 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Derek Bristol, Georgia Schneider, Tristan Stahl, Carl Bern (USA) -1100 07 h Lun 02 h 19 h 

Laura Durand (fusée) -400 07 h 10 h 3 h 

François Camus, Léo Bouvier, Théa Heyler, Eric Schaffer, Martin 
Berland (38) 

-650 08 h 20 h 12 h 

Véronique Chambraud, Laurence Vallée (91) ? 09 h 20h 11 h 

Léo Chambraud, Franck Chauvin (91) -1100 09 h 23 h 14 h 

Arthur Kegels, Mia Eloy (BE) -600 10 h 18 h 8 h 

Grzegors Czopor, Aleksandra Debicka, Dariusz Smoczny, Ewelina 
Jacukowickz, Rafal Nowak, Pawel Jeziorny, Aneta Wloszek , Marcin 
Skazinski, Marlena Szatkowska, Marzien Biernat (PL) 

 
-640 

 
10 h 

 
21 h 

 
11 h 

 

26 personnes – 6 (?) au fond - TPST total = 273 heures  
 

 
 

BERGER 2023 – Lundi 24 juillet 
Cancelled descent: risk of flooding 

 

 

 
 

BERGER 2023 – Mardi 25 juillet 
Cancelled descent: risk of flooding 

 

BERGER 2023 – Mercredi 26 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Quentin Bajard, Nicolas Peyraverney, Emmanuel Rigaud (71) -1100 07 h 20 h 11 h 

Mark Krause, Nicola Wellings, Dan Baddeley, Sophie Bushell, 
Williams Gareth (UK)  

-1100 08 h Jeu 16 h 32 h 

Arthur Kegels, Thomas Gobert (BE) -1000 09 h 20 h 11 h 

Mia Eloy, Arnaud Snoeck, Piet Deschuytter (BE) -1000 09 h Jeu 01 h 16 h 

Aurélie Evens, Alain Evens, Bernard Chaval, Yohan Sansen, Pascal 
Evens, Iris Keymeulen (BE) 

-1000 11 h Jeu 05 h 18 h 

Karol Pastwa (PL) -1000 11 h 23 h 12 h 

Magdalena Zarsicka, Maciej Boszczyk (PL) -750 11 h Jeu 10 h 23 h 

Dariusz Rozmus, Lukasz Piechocki (PL) ? 11 h Jeu 14 h 27 h 

Malgorzata Toczylowska, Karolina Barcisewska, Wojciech Zowada 
(PL) 

-800 11 h Jeu 00 h 13 h 

Catherine Balacey, Jean-François Balacey (92) -80 12 h 14 h 2 h 

Benjamin Frydman, Hélène Burckel (94) -950 12 h Jeu 12 h 24 h 
 

31 personnes – 20 (?) au fond - TPST total = 574 heures 
 

BERGER 2023 – Jeudi 27 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Mátyus Kornel, Nicolett Rehani, Zsolt Szabad, Acs Reca, Zsofia 
Kalotai, Stieber Bence, Abris Toth (HU) 

-1100 08 h Ven 00 h 16 h 

Attila Toth, Peter Konkoli (HU) -1100 08 h Ven 10 h 26 h 

Edouard Dessaint (fusée) -1000 09 h 14 h 5 h 

Stéphanie Brunet, Nicolas Petiteau, Christophe Boulangeat, Céline 
Broggi (05) 

-1000 10 h Ven 04 h 18 h 

François Parrini, Amélie Dauny (05) -600 10 h 20 h 10 h 

José Manuel Ros, Jordi Reverte, Regina Maria (ES) ? 11 h 23 h 12 h 

Artur Anguera, Esther Quiros, Xavier Gracia (ES) ? 11 h 15 h 4 h 

Laurent Geoffroy, Hugo Clément, Laurent Masson (78) -1100 12 h Ven 10 h 22 h 

Vladimir Cviklinski, Johanna Fléchaire (05) -1100 21 h Ven 11 h 14 h 
 

27 personnes – 19 (?) au fond - TPST total = 403 heures 
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BERGER 2023 – Vendredi 28 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Guillaume Constant, François Camus, Léo Bouvier (38) -1100 07 h 23 h 16 h 

Pawel Olzewski, Jerzy Ganszer (PL) -1100 11 h Sam 14 h 27 h 

Sylwia Wojcik, -500 11 h Sam 14 h 27 h 

Jean-françois Bramard, Yann Banas (71) -200 12 h 15 h 3 h 

Solange Genthe, Aline Vidal (71) -600 12 h 23 h 11 h 

Sylvain Marien, Rémy Varinot (fusée) -180 13 h 15 h 2 h 
 

12 personnes – 5 au fond - TPST = 161 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Samedi 29 juillet 
Pluie. Si cascade au Puits Aldo : attendez ! 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Christophe Boulangeat, Garance Passet, Valérie Bosc (05) -700 08 h 18 h 10 h 

Christian Combes, Thomas Chauvet, Louis Sembel (63) -700 08 h 18 h 10 h 

Camille Gauthier, Luc Eyheraguibel, Jérémy Garric (12) -1100 09 h 23 h 14 h 

Eva Loureau, Léo Hohler, Omar Abou Nader, Aline Jaffal, Alexane 
Roth (38) 

-640 10 h 18 h 8 h 

Martin Destouches, Annaelle Abonnenc (83) -640 10 h 17 h 7 h 

Lisa Pereira, Léonie Foncourbe, Tava Geitner (42) -640 11 h 21 h 10 h 

Alexandre Faucheux (+ 4 clients) (38) -640 11 h 23 h 12 h 

Edouard Dessaint, Thibault Navarette, Tanguy Carloz, Léo Perez 
(fusée) 

-750 12 h 18 h 4 h 

 

28 personnes – 3 au fond - TPST = 262 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Dimanche 30 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Rémi Bertrand, Bernard Gauche (33) -1100 09 h Lun 04 h 19 h 

Chriséis Salomez, Mathilde Miquéou, Emilie Perret (33) -800 09 h Lun 00 h 15 h 

Jean Magerie, Nicolas Lantz, Frédéric castel (76) -700 10 h 18 h 8 h 

Paul Magerie, Antoine Belmudes (76) -1100 10 h 23 h 13 h 

Théo Catry, Marcel Duclaux, André Taxil (83), Véronique Colléoni 
(71) 

-640 10 h Lun 00 h 14 h 

 

14 personnes – 2 au fond - TPST = 189 heures 

BERGER 2023 – Lundi 31 juillet 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Antoine Guihal, Clara Chaigne (09) ? 07 h 21 h 14 h 

Gérard Laborde, Bob Ascargota, Loan Do, Yohann Delmas, Alexia 
Schweich, Jonathan Simiane (09), Maryannick Bellmann (06) 

-1100 07 h Mar 05 h 22 h 

Christian Combes (33), Léonie Foncourbe (42) -1100 08 h Mar 01 h 17 h 

François Van Brée, Xavier Giraldo (BE) -1100 08 h Mar 06 h 22 h 

Luca Benedetto, Emanuela Neri, Mirko Piepoli, Gianpaolo Pinto, 
Maria Giacomobello, Angela Schiavo, Igor costa, Paola Laudando 
(IT) 

-1100 09 h Mar 17 h 32 h 

Dominique Poulain, Florent Sturma, Denis Poitout, Félix Nilius 
(11) 

-860 9 h 23 h 14 h 

David Baselga, Albert Tarrago, (ES) -1100 10 h Mar 15 h 29 h 

Luis Kawalirek (ES) -1100 10 h Mar 10 h 24 h 

 
28 personnes – 22 (?) au fond - TPST = 654 heures 
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BERGER 2023 – Mardi 01 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Miguel Andreis, Carolina Garrigues, Fernando Espadas (ES) -1100 08 h Mer 15 h 31 h 

Daniel Saussereau, Sylvie Crépé, Denis Beauvais, Olivier Denyse 
(72) 

-1100 08 h Mer 13 h 29 h 

Dieuwert Groutaerd, Wouter Faelens (BE) -1100 08 h Mer 03 h 19 h 

Valentin Chevalier, Matisse Rousselle, Kévin Jourde (38) -1100 09 h 19 h 10 h 

Nicolas Weisouch, Thierry Bardet, Julien Ceintre, Benoit Butaye 
(38) 

-1100 09 h Mer 00 h 15 h 

Lila Simonin, Grégoire Limagne (39) -700 09 h 18 h 9 h 

Jon Biffin (UK) -1100 09 h Mer 04 h 19 h 

Paul Callister, Sam Hill, Tom Batten (UK) -1100 09 h Mer 01 h 16 h 

Antony Butcher, Matt Doolan, Keith Batten (UK) -1100 09 h Mer 10 h 25 h 

Michel Leclercq, Sylvie Cochet (34) -800 10 h 23 h 13 h 

François Armangeau (34) -900 10 h Mer 04 h 18 h 

Florian Lecêtre, Eric Minnard, Gilles Combes, Alain Vissière (34) -1100 10 h Mer 02 h 16 h 

Rémy Limagne (fusée) -40 10 h 11 h 1 h 

Edouard Dessaint, Léo Perez (fusée) -1000 11 h 18 h 7 h 

Aurélien Beaufils, Alys Beaufils (76) -740 12 h Mer 00 h 12 h 
 

37 personnes – 29 (?) au fond - TPST = 644 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Mercredi 02 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Tom Roux (21), Sarah Dulphy (48), Grégoire Rode (57)  -1100 08 h Jeu 00 h 16 h 

Sylvain Marien, Rémy Varinot (57), Isabelle Rixens (21)  -1100 08 h Jeu 03 h 19 h 

Ewelina Jawcukowicz, Darieus Smoczny (PL) -1100 11 h Jeu 14 h 27 h 

Claudine Lavernhe, Jordi Erra, Alice Erra (83) -700 11 h Jeu 01 h 14 h 

Ulrik Potters, Rick van Dijk, Peter Zaal, Lisa Geets (BE) -550 12 h 22 h 10 h 
 

15 personnes – 8 au fond - TPST = 241 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Jeudi 03 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Jorn Brumme, Georg Fleischmann (DE) -1000 08 h Ven 01 h 17 h 

Martin Destouches, Guillaume Boucher, Camille Mavris (CoJ) -1100 08 h 21 h 11 h 

Guillaume Jeannin, Raphaël Geneau, Yann Le Daré, Mathis Aupy, 
Adam Maréchal, François Buyssonnie, Eloïse Roussin, Lirian 
Cabrera (CoJ) 

-700 09 h 19 h 10 h 

Bruno Guth, Rémi Gaudichet (26) -600 9 h 19 h 10 h 

Vincent Marreguerra, Solène Poulalion (34), Joris Genisset (25) -1100 09 h Ven 11 h 26 h 

Antoine Kuriata, Elliot Ferandin, Sarah Forest, Daniel Demimuid 
(53) 

-640 10 h Ven 00 h 14 h 

Edouard Dessaint, Léo Perez (fusée) -80 11h50 12h10 0,3 h 
 

24 personnes – 6 au fond - TPST = 292 heures 
 
 

BERGER 2023 – Vendredi 04 août 
Risque de crue : -640 m maximum 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Jeanne Picart, Alex Arnold, Sébastien Collet, Fabien Borloz (CH) -640 09 h 18 h 9 h 
 

4 personnes – 0 au fond - TPST = 36 heures 
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BERGER 2023 – Samedi 05 août : Fin de crue : soyez prudents 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Léa Varnerot, Brynhild Massardier (38) -1100 07 h 21 h 14 h 

Pierre Petrosino, Sylvain Lafont (13) -1100 07 h 20 h 13 h 

Gabrielle Alloin, Olivier Aucourt, Yvan Selzner (34) -660 08 h 21 h 13 h 

Nadège Mariot, Stéphanie Mariot, Léa Mariot, Julien Mora, Océane 
Chataignon (11) 

-1100 09 h Dim 14 h 29 h 

Thierry Merle, Florence Masles (38) -500 10 h 21 h 11 h 

Thierry Larribe, Ysa Thomas, Sylvain Amolini, Floriant Piat (38) -640 10 h 22 h 12 h 

Mathieu Sales, Antoine Vidrequin (38) -1100 10 h Dim 04 h 18 h 

Alexandra Vaudatin, Mathieu Tudisco (69) -500 10 h 21 h 11 h 

Félix Renaud (69), Loïs Bailly (73) -640 11 h 20 h 9 h 

Alejandro Costa, José Ballesta (ES) -1100 21 h Lun 15 h 42 h 
 

26 personnes – 11 au fond - TPST = 468 heures 
 

BERGER 2023 – Dimanche 06 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Fabrice Lombard, Gwen Bret, Clément Girardo (73) -850 07 h 23 h 16 h 

Marc Gressard, Théo Rogation (71) -500 09 h 20 h 11 h 

Camille Mavris, Barnabé Fourgous (38) -950 10 h Lun 00 h 14 h 

Marta Arroyo, Joge Del Campo, Guillem Nebot, Joni Fernandez, 
Ramon Maanon (ES) 

-600 11 h Lun 14 h 27 h 

Arend Theunissen, Nicky Kuypers (NL) -640 10 h 17 h 7 h 
 

14 personnes – 0 au fond - TPST = 247 heures 
 

BERGER 2023 – Lundi 07 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Martin Destouches, Isandre Demercastel (83) -680 09 h 16 h 7 h 

Louis Coulombel, Mathieu Tudisco (69) -1100 10 h Mar 14 h 28 h 

Sylvain Marien, Laétitia Boyer (57), Isabelle Rixens (21) -640 11 h 20 h 9 h 
 

7 personnes – 2 au fond - TPST = 97 heures 
 

BERGER 2023 – Mardi 08 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Xavier Duclos, Romain Blanc, Marion Talon, Bertrand Petit, Elodie 
Molinier, Tim Léon, Etienne Chanel (38) 

-1100 07 h 20 h 13 h 

Guillaume Boucher, Nathan Tourres (05) -250 08 h 14 h 6 h 

Sam Hill, Tom Batten (UK) -1100 07 h 15 h 8 h 

Andrew Davey, Kirsty Davey, Dan Sandford, Rhys Williams (UK) -600 08 h 18 h 10 h 

Alex Noot, Ari Cooper-Davis (UK) -1000 09 h Mer 01 h 16 h 

Adam Thorpe, Hazel Thorpe, Amanda Batten, Siriporn Bangngoen 
(UK) 

-600 11 h 22 h 11 h 

Jo Campbell, Steve King, Kevin Barlow (UK) -600 12 h Mer 00 h 12 h 
 

24 personnes – 11 au fond - TPST = 271 heures 
 

BERGER 2023 – Mercredi 09 août 

Prénom, Nom (dept, pays) prof entrée sortie TPST 

Hélène Deliry, Thibault Deliry, Vincent Gaudin, Arnaud Kelling, 
Thomas Chevallier, Marion Peaudecerf (38) 

-1100 07 h Jeu 03 h 20 h 

Guillaume Ballet, Pierre-Jean Barletta, Yann Pittion, Adeline 
Leforestier (39) 

-140 08 h 14 h 6 h 

Mark Easterling, Wayne Starsmore (UK) -500 11 h 20 h 9 h 

Jean-Luc Front, Julie Lejarme, Sylvain Yart (45) -850 13 h Jeu 00 h 11 h 
 

15 personnes – 6 au fond - TPST = 195 heures 
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Juggling with the weather 

 
We've obviously experienced everything in twelve years of camp, as far as the weather is 

concerned: from permanent rain to persistent drought. But 2023 holds another record: the 

most incorrect weather forecasts! And in both ways... 

 

First of all, June was a particularly wet month. And when we set up the rigging in mid-July, 

although the flow rate at the Berger wasn't excessive, the impression we got was "it looks like 

it's going to overflow at the first big rainfall"... 

 

And the threat of heavy rain was not long in coming: 30 mm forecast for Monday 24 July, or 

30 litres per square metre of lapiaz to be collected in the Rivière sans Etoiles. 

 

When you consider that it can usually be 

four or five times as much, the risk is 

enough to cancel the descents at Berger for 

48 hours. However, not much fell on the 

Vercors: the apocalypse was unleashed in 

Chartreuse, less than ten kilometres from 

Base camp... 

 
Chartreuse, Monday 24 July 17 h → 

 
 

A little later, on Friday 28 July, 24 cavers were at the 6pm briefing for the next day. The 

weather forecast was for 3-4 mm of rain the following evening, but nothing to fear. A simple 

recommendation just in case: "If there's a waterfall in the Aldo shaft : wait". 

 

 

But this Saturday morning, the forecast 

was multiplied by ten! and Météo-France 

placed the département under an orange 

alert at... 8.27am! By this time, of course, 

none of the departing cavers were 

answering their phone calls. And in an 

"orange alert", it's impossible to do nothing 

- if something goes wrong, it would be 

considered an unforgivable error. 

 

 

At 10 a.m., four "rockets" were sent into 

action with the mission of reaching and 

warning all these lovely people. The fastest 

of them were not reached until -1000! The 

last to leave just before midnight got a 

good shower in the Cairn shaft... 

 

It was that time again on Friday 4 August, when the previous day's forecast predicted a good 

centimetre of rain, which was deemed sufficient to limit the descent to -640 metres. In fact, 4 
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or 5 cm of rain easily fell... with the temperature below 10 degrees! From heatwave to winter 

in twenty-four hours. 

 

The next day, the teams set off with firm recommendations for caution and found Lake 

Cadoux full of water, with some beautiful cataracts at the bottom. 

 

Was it necessary to limit the number of descents? With hindsight, perhaps, given the 

testimonies (and images) gathered. But the decision was not taken. Too many enthusiastic 

candidates, lassitude after more than two weeks of recurring stress... 

 

In any case, the question is worth asking. 

 

It has to be said that the weather 

forecast had warned us from the start 

that it was going to have some 

surprises in store for us!  

Two days after setting up camp, the 

barnum lifted off the ground in a 

single gust of wind, in a perfect blue 

sky... 

 

The repairs reduced it from 50 to 30 

m2, but in the end, to put it 

positively, it was even better for the 

conviviality! 

 
 

 

 
 

The end of the Berger 2023 camp: it had to be a day like this! 
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Old-timers always present! 

 
Unfortunately, there aren't many of our old Berger explorers from the 1950s left... 

 

Since last summer, we have sadly lost Claude Arnaud and Bernard Schneider. Well, here's an 

opportunity to ask you who knows who Bernard Schneider is... A climber! Little known in the 

world of caving, he made a single journey into the Berger in 1956, to become... the first man 

in the world to have crossed the -1,000 metre depht underground! In total humility. 

 

 

This summer, we had the honour of 

welcoming Louis and Edith Potié, Pierre 

and Odile Breyton, and Marthe Cadoux to 

the camp on Sunday 30 July.  

 

As usual, since our first meeting in 2016, 

Louis was not afraid to relate stories, 

anecdotes and humour, captivating the 

attention of the twenty or so cavers 

present. 

 
 Questions in front of the "bowl" that came out of 

-800... 

 

After the traditional signing session, the meal 

with the young cavers from the FFS camp 

was a wonderful moment of sharing. 

 

Many thanks to Bob Ascargota, who had the 

patience to capture most of the discussions! 

 

His photographer's website: 

https://brrafa.com 

 

 
 

https://youtu.be/kCnSX0oOqgQ 

https://youtu.be/gix4GXhBrks 

https://youtu.be/0mHfMxWnWco 

 

And for the memory: first meeting in 2016: https://youtu.be/6dzRkQEDQhs 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

https://brrafa.com/
https://youtu.be/kCnSX0oOqgQ
https://youtu.be/gix4GXhBrks
https://youtu.be/0mHfMxWnWco
https://youtu.be/6dzRkQEDQhs
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Yves PEETERS never forgets the Berger 

gatherings either. 

 

This summer he organised a "conference 

lunch" in Engins in memory of his 1968 

rescue, the first caving rescue in France at 

such a depth (see opposite Paris-Match 25 

August 1968). 

 

There was also an exhibition on the 

development of caving equipment, the 

major stages in the exploration of the 

Berger, and a talk by Thierry Guérin on the 

latest discoveries for the years 2020-2023. 

 

Around a hundred visitors, including 

twenty cavers from the camp, took part. 

 
 

 
 

Then Yves came to the camp to meet 

around twenty cavers who were interested. 

The translation of his story into 

English was a little laborious, but I'm 

sure everyone was able to appreciate 

the intensity of the event. 

 

The Berger has a history, often 

happy, sometimes tragic.  

 

It is part of the philosophy of the 

gathering to remind everyone of it. 
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Petzl-Day: a great success 

 

 

A day of discovering the latest gear 

and how to use it, as well as perfecting 

basic techniques and tips. 

 

The day, led by Petzl experts Tristan 

Godet, François Kern, Camille Mavris 

and David Parrot, took place at the 

José Mulot Speleotour a few hundred 

metres from the camp on Wednesday 2 

August. 

Initially organised for young cavers 

from the FFS, it ended up attracting 

several dozen other cavers from the 

camp, including Germans, Italians and 

Poles... 

 

All the workshops on offer were well 

attended: unhooking caver on rope, 

using pulses, 5-6 mm ropes, testing 

harnesses, etc. Thanks to the Petzl 

Company for a successful day! 
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Texting at -1000... coming soon? 

 
 

It's a project currently 

being tested by Paul 

Bojarski, called 

"Ground Digital 

Transmission". 

 

A transmitter-receiver 

relay on permanent 

standby, powered by a 

solar panel and 

positioned on the 

surface approximately 

vertically above the 

Salle des Treize, should 

enable the entire Berger 

network to be covered.. 

 
 

 

Stations placed at 

strategic points in the 

abyss (for example -250, -

500, and -1000 m) should 

make it possible to send 

text messages via a simple 

smartphone to pre-

registered addresses... 

 

Tests have been carried 

out successfully since -

500, but contact failed 

between the entrance and 

-1000... 

 

To be perfected. Because this technology could prove very interesting, not only in the event 

of an emergency, but also in terms of prevention, to warn of a delay, for example, and avoid 

setting alarm on the surface. 
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Desagreement about ropes 
 

The new drilled anchor rigging requires around 180 karabiners, over 200 5 mm cords (400 m 

long), and 1,050 m of rope for a line to the bottom.  

 

This does not include the permanent rigging for the Coufinades and Niagara on textile rope, 

which remains in place. To this must be added 300 m of ropes and a few anchors to double 

the shafts down to -250 m. 

 

An extra 200 m of rope 

was provided to repair 

the predictable 

"tonches". But this was 

far from enough. A roll 

had to be bought 

urgently after a two-

week camp.  

 

In total, 350 m of rope 

had to be replaced... the 

"rockets" had to be 

deployed seven times in 

three weeks! 

 
 

In the end, 1,700 m of rope were used in the Berger, and after the rope was removed, less than 

150 m could be recovered. 

 

The quality of the rope was in no way in question. Almost all the ropes were Petzl Push 9 mm 

(white or orange). Would 10mm have held up better? Past experience does not clearly 

demonstrate this. On the other hand, we do know that lightweight people would quickly have 

been unable to descend with the "S" descender. 

 

 

The most heavily used 

section is at -320 m, the Petit 

Général waterfall: it starts 

standing up, is less than ten 

metres long and has not been 

twinned. Around 400 cavers 

have gone up and down this 

rope. 400 ascents means 

1,200 rope jammers whose 

spikes grip the sheath every 

30-40 centimetres... But the 

rope has never had to be 

changed. It's true that the 

sheath has become a real 

teddy bear, but the core is 

nowhere to be seen.. 
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So what is it? 

 

In fact, the dozens of cases of damage we've seen are at the base of the biggest verticals, and 

around the more " technical " rebelays, pendulums or guided rappels. 

 

- Unsheathing at the bottom of long descents, when you fly down at full speed (it's so much 

fun!) and brake suddenly before the ground. 

 

- Damage on friction, when you start up without looking up and without pushing yourself 

away from the wall with your legs (as in the case of the Balcon Pitch), or when you ignore the 

guided rappel (great classic of the Cascade Claudine, where the rope touches the wall 3 m 

from the bottom). 

 

- Damage under the splits, which are the result of rough and inappropriate movements, 

particularly when you're struggling to "unclip". 

 

 
 

 
 

1700 metres of rope used... 140 metres salvageable! 
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Publications on Facebook 
 
The public Facebook group "Berger 2023" has more than 2,000 members, and remains the 
main channel of communication. It became very active throughout the event, with daily 
posts, most of which were viewed several thousand times (up to more than 15,000!). 
 
 

 
 
 
 
For example, between 12 and 15 August, just after the camp: 
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Stories of Berger 

 
Here is a selection of four testimonials, among others, which illustrate the different ways of 

approaching a descent to the Berger, as part of the gathering. "The Berger is the easiest -

1000", "an underground hike"... comments that are often shared, that can be said to be true 

for some, but not necessarily for all. 

Anticipating, adapting, making the right decisions... a real problem! 
 

Le 29 juillet 2023 
Lisa PEREIRA (CESAME-42) 

 

 

Les petits spéléologues : Léonie, Teva, Lisa. TPST: 10h30 

 

Les trois petits spéléologues se rejoignirent le samedi matin directement au parking de la 

Molière, situé à 45 minutes de marche du fameux Gouffre Berger ! Ils mirent entre 45 

minutes et 1h00 de marche afin d’arriver à l’entrée de la grotte car ils profitèrent de la balade 

et du beau paysage ! 

 

Arrivés à l’entrée de la grotte, se tenaient deux équipes. Une faisant partie du camp du Berger 

et une autre équipe menée par un guide spéléologue. 

L’équipe faisant partie du camp rentra dans la grotte et l’équipe de nos trois jeunes 

spéléologues les suivirent à 30 minutes d’intervalle. 

 

Dès l’entrée, ils descendirent de magnifiques puits et traversèrent de beaux méandres ! Ils 

arrivèrent ensuite dans la galerie principale “La rivière sans étoiles”. Ils étaient époustouflés 

par la beauté qui les entourait. La grotte était d’une grandeur à en couper le souffle. De 

nombreuses concrétions étaient présentes au sein de la cavité et l’eau qui coulait au beau 

milieu des galeries renforçait le charme de celle-ci. Le bruit de la rivière qui traversait le 

Berger ainsi que le rythme auquel coulait l’eau donnait l’envie à nos jeunes gens de continuer. 

 

Ils continuèrent donc d’avancer jusque dans une grande salle remplie d’éboulis où ils 

croisèrent les autres équipes. Ils atteignirent environ – 450 avant de malheureusement devoir 

faire demi-tour dû à la météo et à l’heure qui tournait. L’objectif souhaité par les 3 copains 

était la salle du Vestiaire situé à -640 mais cela sera pour l’année suivante ! 

 

 

 

Ils firent donc demi-tour et 

remontèrent les puits. L’eau 

commençait à couler à côté 

d’eux mais assez loin pour que 

cela ne les mette pas en danger. 

 

Lorsqu’ils arrivèrent à la 

surface, la pluie et l’orage 

étaient présent depuis 1h00 

environ. Puis ils repartirent en 

direction du camp, rejoindre 

les copains spéléos ! Très belle 

sortie pour ces jeunes gens. 
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Daylight 
Matt DOOLAN (Shepton Mallet Caving Club-UK) 

 

 

 
 

This is a record of our experience in the Gouffre Berger, once considered the deepest cave in the 

world, now the 37th, and the 4th deepest in France. This is more of a short story than a straight record, 

that reflects the mental and physical challenge that it was. It was an epic undertaking to complete this 

adventure, a test of endurance, skill and mental stamina. 

 

This journey began over 6 months ago, when I was introduced fully to SRT. For any non-cavers, that’s 

single rope technique, basically climbing down & up ropes and moving across them, and in our case, 

doing this to move through caves. I had lots of practice on my tree, in local and national caves and 

from the tremendous and patient teaching of my local caving club, the Shepton Mallet Caving Club. 

There were months of discussing and planning what kit to take, emergency kit planning, and even 

training on how to recover someone who has collapsed for some reason, mid rope. 

 

The day before our agreed entrance, it suddenly hit me. I was heading in tomorrow. Anxiety & 

excitement gently brewing in the background, an increasing awareness that I may have bitten off a 

little more than I should. I lost a good few hours sleep in the night, wired and unable to stop myself 

from thinking about the experience that was ahead of me. Not really a great way to start. 

 

Seven of us left at 7am on the morning of Tuesday 1st August 2023. We headed by car on the broken 

Mountain Road to ‘La Molière’, where we set off for the 3.3km hike to the entrance of the cave. 

Antony, Keith, Sam and Matt (overnight group) and Tom, Cal and Biff (in and out in one session 

group). The high altitude hike took a while with the weight carried on our backs and yet fairly good 

route finding led by Cal and Biff who had been before. It wasn't encouraging to my already increasing 

anxiety, to see the cavers from the previous day, walking like zombies and with no energy to even say 

hello. At the site, we quickly got ourselves ready and made last minute decisions what to take into the 

cave. 

 

Tom, Cal, and Sam enthusiastically led the way. Followed by Antony, Biff, Me (Matt) and Keith, who 

politely supported the rear. You are immediately into a series of pitches that seem to increase in height 

and challenge. We were being passed by cavers ascending and looking very weary. Soon we entered 

the Meanders, and began the traversing challenge. It was here that I realised why many has chosen to 

go in and out in one session, as I lumped my heavy overnight bag with one arm, whilst trying to 

traverse, clipping cow’s tails over every metre or so. Weaving to the left and the right as the channel 

of rock leads you. I already regretted wearing my furry undersuit at this point as I was overheating, but 

didn’t want to stop to strip it off. Before you know it, you are descending on the large 38 meter free 

hanging ‘Garby’ drop, quite the feeling - dropping down a huge empty shaft, knowing there is so 

much further to go, and that the return is only one way out. 

 

Frustratingly, you are straight back into more meandering passage and then a 30m drop and a few 

smaller drops that you must descend on rope. Now you are at the big shaft known as Aldo’s. We 

waited for a team to come up the pitch, Antony having a chat with a girl who spoke English, right at 

the top of the pitch, who seemed to speak enthusiastically about the experience. I could see that Tonic 

(Antony) was eyeing up the awkward and intimidating drop off this pitch, he then bravely pushed 

through the fear and descended into the darkness. I followed and noticed why some people were 

preferring simple descenders, as my hand hurt having to hold the petzl stop safety handle on. 

 

This 44 meter pitch is quite impressive, and I welcomed the stop at the deviation to give my hand a 

rest. Safely at the bottom, I attempted to try out the GoPro, whilst Keith descended, crying out many 

chants of elation as he came down. At this point, we realized that Sam had gone on with the front 

team. We may not see him till he returns. 
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A short clamber down what felt like Mendip caving, but only for a minute, and then you enter into the 

enormous passage of this extraordinary cave. The whole experience dramatically changes here, as you 

adorn your rucksack and start to hike and scramble. There are some incredible formations along this 

route for which you would have to use a lot of light to open up this space. Knowing how far there is to 

go, you don't have time to stop and admire. It starts to get much steeper and soon we were on our 

backsides sliding and scrambling, all along the way searching for the next reflective band that would 

encourage you to know that you were heading in the right direction. This section should not be 

underestimated, it is quite a hike and descends a fair altitude.  

 

The site of camp 1 was very welcomed, with the prospect of taking off the heavy rucksack and having 

a break for lunch. Even though at this point it had well passed lunchtime for us. If I'm honest, I had 

really been doubting myself up to this point, feeling quite under the weather and fearing whether I 

should continue, quite concerned that I might not make it back. When I was unable to eat my 

sandwich, due to a feeling of nausea, I shared with my teammates that if I did not start to feel better 

than this, I was not going to be able to make it. They encouraged me to try a little further and see how 

it went and that we might meet the other team on the return. I stepped up and carried on, knowing at 

least that I didn't have the heavy bag any longer. 

 

You are now immediately into the mind blowing ‘Hall of 13’, a series of gour pools and impressive 

stalagmite statues, followed by a long passage full of ‘out of this world’ formations that you are 

walking through. At this stage, it felt like I was on another planet, or in some kind of sci-fi movie. A 

world that many non-cavers will never see, and possibly one of the main driving factors that drives the 

desire to embrace this sport. 

 

The caving here takes an interesting turn, presenting more challenging and interesting small pitches 

with the aqueous part of the cave beginning. We have been told by the French team at the camp that 

the first section to camp 1 was dry with no drinking water. We definitely needed hydration at this 

point, and found a very interesting shoot of water falling vertically through an opened stalactite that 

landed 3 or 4 feet below into an open stalagmite, like some beautifully designed fountain you might 

find in somewhere like Rome. Me and Keith decided this was a suitable place to fill up our bottles. 

Keith had a fancy filter bottle with a filtering straw. I placed a water purifying tablet into the bottom 

and left it to work its magic. We felt like we had the cave to ourselves at this point, and for some time 

to continue. 

 

Here, things get very different. The canals and cascades you are forced to traverse along with your 

cow’s tails. At points, using formations to hold and climb along, since this is the only route. We had 

been advised to take a pulley from the French organisers, and at sections we tried using them – by 

putting the pulley on a tensioned line and descending on a second line. This cleverly keeps you out of 

the water or away from rubbing the rope on sections of rock. Now onto an interesting climb on a 

wobbly metal bar, hanging over a waterfall drop, and into a descent down the side of the waterfall, 

where a short walk through a pool takes you to the next set of pitches that had similar features and 

down several very impressive waterfalls as you descend. 

 

I was already feeling much better, having consumed a couple of my daughter’s homemade energy 

balls, no flipping rucksack to carry and starting to really feel my second wind kicking in. I still had 

some element of doubt - with the option of returning with the front team, when we meet them, 

knowing the intimidating final ‘hurricane’ pitch was there waiting for me otherwise. 

 

Whilst some of this memory is a blur, somewhere in here was the aptly named Grand Canyon, which 

involves a treacherous slide down an enormous and heavily inclined slope, with only well-seasoned 

slippery mud and very loose gravel and rocks. The only feeling of safety provided by a thick muddy 

rope, that you could attach yourself to as a handrail as you descend. At points it was fun just to slide, 

but you are very aware how deep underground you are at this point, and here is not the place to have 

an easily avoidable accident.  
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Then we reached camp 2. Not really a camp, but a remnant of one. At least a place to stop for quick 

hydration and a little more energy consumed. Onwards and downwards we went onto further pitches. 

The thought of hurricane becoming more apparent in my mind. My internal dialogue justified that if I 

wanted to I could wait at the top of hurricane pitch to avoid having to climb up it. 

 

At some point here we bumped into the ‘in and out’ team at the bottom of one of the pitches. They 

were full of high spirits and Keith was over the moon to see Tom, his son, shining with the excitement 

of experiencing this incredible feat. He looked far too full of energy. Surely he should be much more 

exhausted! 

 

And then me and Keith got held up on a ledge, trying to traverse a climb up, along and then down the 

‘little monkey’. There were many teams heading up at this point and priority is given to those going up 

the rope as it is much harder. Tonic had just made it through enough traverses to pass people enroute. 

Each time I snuck my head around the rock to check, there was another person ascending the rope and 

we had to sit and wait. Finally we got a chance to traverse along to the next pitch, where we met a 

Spanish chap, who was complaining that he has slipped and hurt his side. Lost in translation, we 

offered him paracetamol, which he declined and carried on. Later I think we realised he was just 

letting us know why he had taken so long to get up. 

 

Down this pitch with an easy deviation between two opposing rocks to meet a chilling Antony who 

had waited for us to catch up. He straight away headed out onto a flat out traverse crawl over a ledge 

that fell off into darkness. Struggling with the intimidating hang off at the end, he eventually 

disappeared into the abyss, soon to hear the slightly overused phrase of the day, “Rope free”. “Oh 

great, my turn!” and out I followed. Off the ledge and down a pitch, swinging round to the right to 

connect to a rebelay (bolt in the wall that you transfer yourself across) and then off you go again. 

 

Except this time, no nice reassuring rock to look at in front of you, and as I spin around, for that 

matter, no rock at any point around me! In fact, there seems only to be darkness everywhere. Except 

for me and the small section of rope above and below me that I can see. “Hmmm”, I assume, “I guess I 

must be on Hurricane pitch. How did that happen”. Keith soon followed suit, loving every minute as 

always. I found Antony sitting behind a rock, hiding from the wind created by the giant waterfall that I 

could now see behind the pitch we had descended.  And there we were, down the final pitch, over 

1000m underground. What do we do now? 

 

Fill our bottles is what we do. There must be some safe drinking water here somewhere? Antony knew 

of a 1100m inlet, so down another scramble we go. And there we found it, flowing straight from the 

rock, filtered through mineral filled limestone and ready for us to consume. Down went the first litre 

of naturally chilled fluid and some of the next. Bottles then filled up, ready for the return. 

 

Antony insisted on getting to the sump at the bottom, so off he and Keith went. I’ve seen a sump 

before, and more on my agenda was getting up that hurricane pitch, it was playing on my mind and I 

had to get it done. Secretly I also needed some faff about on my own time: get my gear organised, 

have another energy ball, and most importantly to me - strip off the top half of my undersuit, since I 

knew I would overheat going up. And then I’m on the rope. Prusiking up with no view of the top. Just 

keep going, take a break, and then do some more. There was a fair bit of cursing whilst climbing on 

that rope. I learnt to count my thrusts up, then rest (by hanging on the rope), count my breaths to calm 

my heart rate, then continue. There were definitely moments of prayer, helping to take me out of my 

own head space and hope for a higher being to look after me. There was even a few moments of song 

to help drive me up. Anything to focus away from me hanging and bouncing up only 9mm of rope, in 

mid air with blackness all around, with only the sound of the relentless crashing of the waterfall, 

1000m underground.  

 

Eventually and gratefully the rebelay bolt arrives, I move over and up the next rope, to find the most 

awkward climb back onto the low roofed and narrow ledge, eventually crawling onto a more mentally 

stabling rock that led to the beginning of the little monkey pitches. I waited at the top of these for 

Antony and Keith and then off we marched. Alone we were, at the bottom end of this cave, where all 

other parties had gone on ahead of us. We ploughed on through each challenge as they faced us. “Oh, 
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here’s another pitch, and another, and another...” And so on it went. Then a steep hike, then some 

really awkward traversing to ascend. Up the pully traversing, which we weren’t really sure how to best 

attack. And so it continued, one huge challenge after another, much harder of course on the way up. 

 

After camp 2, we hit the grand canyon, which was undulating. Steep, slippery, loose rock that seemed 

to never end. One foot in front of the other was all you could do, just keep moving. Somehow I ended 

up with Buddy Holly in my head, although I’d changed the words without realising. “Every step, it’s a 

getting closer...” These challenges continued. It was getting late. We’d passed midnight and at one 

point, after Antony had headed up a pitch, I asked Keith if he wanted to go next. “No you go, Matt, I’ll 

just sit here a moment”. I connect to the rope and start the initial steps up, pulling the rope through my 

chest ascender. Off the ground I go and start to swing. “Careful Keith I might hit you as I swing.... 

Keith, Keith!” “Oh dear, I think I just feel asleep for a second!” He exclaimed. We were fully 

exhausted and finding new depths to our endurance along the way. Fully aware that our sleeping gear 

was at camp 1, we would risk hypothermia if we stop anywhere else. And of course, we have no idea 

of the weather up above. You don’t stop below camp 1 ideally: if the weather suddenly changed from 

the forecast and the rain poured down, this cave was where all the water heads and much of the lower 

series was liable to being cut off from flooding. A risk every caver is now aware of, after 6 people died 

in this cave, mostly due to flooding. 

 

We entered the cave at 930am, we finally reached camp 1 on the return at 3am the next morning. 

Barely stopping at all along the way. Much to our disappointment, all the beds in the makeshift tents 

were taken, and there was one camper who was shaking the walls with his snoring. My heart sank, and 

Keith said the first negative words I’d heard from him all day. Antony, determined as always, said 

nothing. He just disappeared, found three roll mats from somewhere, created a space for us to lie on 

and proceeded to gear down and get into his warm sleeping bag to join the snoring chorus. 

 

Keith stared into the abyss for a moment in time, consciously aware of the need to get ready for bed, 

but powerless to find the physical ability to make it happen. I faffed, and organised and dithered about 

some more, eventually retiring to my piece of rock to call my bed for what was left of the night. 

Which wasn’t much, since I needed to get up for the loo after about an hour, at which point I broke out 

an emergency foil blanket for extra warmth. Soon after this I was awaken by the rhino like French 

team who seemed to be fully unaware that anyone else might consider sleeping past 7am. Shining 

torches right at us, discussing what must be world politics at houses of commons volume, and I’m 

convinced one of them had lost something, as they constantly ruffled the foil sheets that made up the 

tent to search for something underneath. “Zut alors” was all that came to my mind! 

 

We all awoke maybe an hour after that, and convinced ourselves to move again into the cold, only 

driven I think by the thought of brewing a coffee on the stoves that we had carried in. Tonic had 

brought some clever ehydrating meals, meant for last night, but never going to be consumed at 3am. 

So for breakfast we had hot chili con carne and Keith had a pasta meal. I had made a hole in my foil 

blanket and placed it over my head, with the caving belt wrapped around, to make an fashionable 

addition to my lack of warm clothes in this cold alpine cave. “You look like someone from the 

sixties”, Keith humorously noted. I never have cared too much for appearance over practicality, and 

here was not a place I was going to start. Inevitably, we knew that we would have to adorn our damp 

caving gear and get up the final 500 or so vertical metres, if we ever wanted to see daylight again, and 

drive us that did.  

 

Now, I just wanted out of this cave. Worst of all that blasted bag would have to return to my back, 

except this time my semi-wet undersuit was added to the already heavy weight, since I refused to 

overheat again. You have to take everything out of the cave including your waste. Unfortunately for 

Keith and Tonic, that meant making use of the doggy bags they bought in. I on the other hand 

managed to escape that burden, thankfully. 

 

Up the heavily inclined slopes we traipsed. Interspersed by the odd little pitch to tackle. This section 

was just a hard and gruelling slog, making me picture the ‘yomping’ training of the armed forces 

across Dartmoor. I thought of my brother with a career in the army, who actively chose to embrace 

this kind of relentless painful endurance as a soldier. A new found respect was upon me, for our troops 
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and the training they endure. At one point I somehow got us lost, a couple of hundred metres up a 

slippery passage. We reconvened, retraced our steps and found the side slope that we had missed. 

 

Eventually Antony called out, “Ah, now we are at Aldo’s pitch”. Some relief came that the hiking slog 

was over, but at the same time fully aware of the climbing up these ropes that we must now endure. 

Just get on with it, I thought, and onto the rope I attached. Up the 44m pitch, aptly challenging of 1m 

for every year that I have been alive. This time dragging up the heavily weighted bag that hung from 

my harness below me. Much slower this time. Partly from the exhaustion of the whole experience, but 

also from the extra weight. Without the bag in the lower sections I was prusiking 10 thrusts up, then 5 

breaths, then on again. With the bag I could only manage 5 thrusts up, then it became more like 7 

breaths to continue. Keith followed me on my rope as I passed by a rebelay point. Antony had his beer 

on his mind so he took the more challenging rope that basically went straight up.  

 

We all reconvened at the top where we met our first set of newcomers on their way down. I got up the 

next rope as soon as I could. I was focused on the goal of getting out, whatever that took. So up and up 

the pitches you must go. Until that is you hit the meandering passage. It was hard to negotiate this 

challenging traverse on the way down. The return felt annoying with a bag but seemed to come to an 

end soon enough. Up the 38m pitch we go. “That’s the end of the Meanders, at least?” I asked Antony, 

who had the survey that acted as our guide. “No, the 38m pitch splits the Meanders, I’m afraid”, 

grunted my trusted friend. Ok, here we go again. 

 

The second section going upwards was longer, more awkward when handling your heavy bag and 

certainly inspired further cursing as I talked to my work. At the end, as Antony crawled his way out of 

the passage, me hanging on the next pitch, he called out, “Oh, I think those meanders might have just 

broken me.”The feeling, I felt, was mutual. Although I had definitely felt broken many times during 

this trip. 

 

There was always a temptation to stop and take a well earned break, but the desire to get back to an 

actual full break, without the necessity to get moving again, was far greater. So onwards we prevailed. 

From here a short walk that felt like welcome relief, which quickly brought you to the bottom of a 

small pitch that looked simple enough. As I climbed, I realised that my will was breaking again, and 

found myself thrusting up once only, before needing to take a break to breathe: my muscles refusing to 

do as I asked; the bag feeling now like I was carrying another person below me. 

 

But if one step was all I could do, one was closer to the top. And then I’d attempt the next one. To be 

fair the pitch didn’t last that long. But as soon as I climbed onto the ledge at the top, I spy the next 

pitch only a few metres away. And up that pitch, the next one begins. I knew the final big pitch was 

27m high and that arrived swiftly. It felt impossible, but nevertheless entirely necessary that I get up it. 

Mentally drained of the desire to keep going, Antony sees that I’m struggling and encourages me to 

continue. Keith starts singing something from below. I don’t know where it came from but the strength 

that this gave me inspired me to dig deep and push out 10 prusiks up in a row. 

 

And then another 5. And then I saw it, I looked up and to my left, breaking through the gap above a 

ledge – daylight. “I can see daylight,” I called. The other two mustered what they could of a cry of joy, 

and followed to the freedom that this sunshine brought. Thirty one hours we had been in the darkness, 

and at times it certainly felt like natural light was something we might never see again. One further 

split pitch and we were on the surface finally. The feeling was mixed. Incredible relief to finally be 

done with the arduous rise to the top of the cave, no more pitches to complete and no further need for 

all this kit attached to my body.  

 

But equally aware that we were not fully there yet. The final 3.3km hike was still awaiting. I’ve seen 

the odd Zombie movie, not really my thing to be honest, but the concept seems interesting enough. I 

assumed some writer long ago, once envisioned the dead if they were to come alive and how they 

might move. Having a single goal to achieve but restricted to an unresponsive set of muscles, a glazed 

look and an inability to communicate to those around them. If you could have seen us on that path, 

you might have been mistaken that you had walked into an apocalyptic scene of this nature. Mentally 

we were both fully spent, but at the same time, so full of excitement, exhilaration and pride at our 
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achievement. Now we could begin to download all of that experience. To reminisce about all of the 

challenges and struggles throughout. If it wasn’t for my two teammates and the strength that this 

provided, I’m certain I would not have completed it to the bottom.  

 

Keith, with his amazing ability to see positivity in every tough circumstance, a truly astounding skill to 

accomplish under such adversity. Antony, with his bold confidence that nothing will stand in the way 

of achieving what needs to be done, seemingly unfazed when another frustrating moment comes our 

way. 

 

There are no fewer than 24 pitches in the Berger, although depending on how you separate them there 

could be considered more, and about 32km of passage. It’s about 1100m deep at the point that we 

reached, any further and you have to go under the water. The trouble with caving, of course, is that it 

is the exact opposite of hiking a mountain. You descend first, and have the harder job of going against 

gravity on the return. 

 

In the warmth of the sun, to appreciate all the tremendous people and comforts that we have in life. 

Crossing the final pasture on this fine alpine mountain, the constant chiming of bells from the cows 

that look blankly at us as we pass them, I look to my left and admire the snow-capped peaks in the 

distance. Whilst the thought of them has driven me through this cave, in this moment I’m reminded of 

my family who come alive as soon as we see the mountains. Fittingly, I feel as though I have emerged 

from deep within the belly of one such mountain, looking like the walking dead, yet now is my 

moment to come alive once again. 

 

Why do I take these things on? The question I posed myself over and again as I trundled through the 

cave. I’m a Father, a husband, a son. I should just be living as easy a life as I can right now. But that 

doesn’t stop the deep rooted desire, the unconscious drive to seek out challenge, to find adventure. 

 

This cave broke me, in so many ways, over and over again. I found my fear, and the anxiety that drags 

with it. But I have found a way to drive through it, to just keep moving. Not to overcome it but to 

understand a way to manage it and control it. To find a way out. To find the daylight. 
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L’équipe Lotaveyronnaise au Berger 

Angelika NODARI (46) 

 

Pour son premier Berger, Angélika (« Angie ») a choisi la préparation intensive dès le mois 

de mars : des dizaines de descentes dans un des rares grands puits près de chez elle. Et quand 

arrive le jour J… 

 

 

VENDREDI 21 JUILLET ARRIVÉE AU CAMP BERGER  

Nous arriverons vers 12h 37 au camp, qu’on cherchera un petit peu quand même. Arrivés sur 

place, on regardera l’endroit le plus plat pour se garer et poser notre campement, parce que 

c’est quand même un peu vallonné ! 

1er repas de la journée des nouilles chinoise et merci au saucisson et au melon d’être là ! 

En fait, on ne s’est pas trop concerté avant de partir sur le matos. Au final, tout le monde avait 

pris ce qu’il fallait. J’avais pas mal de lyophilisé qui s’avéreront affreux, voire c’est vraiment 

ignoble d’oser vendre celà. Heureusement, j’ai rempli toutes mes poches de ma combi tel un 

écureuil de barres d’amande et de figues. 

On ne prendra pas de gros kit, sauf pour la marche d’approche, nous partons avec des petits 

kits qu’on pourra accrocher au baudar et porter sans nous gêner dans les méandres ou autres 

passages.  

Merci, à la commande du collègue à Franck, j’emprunterais un kit tout neuf ! Fred avec son 

expérience me fait enlevais des choses de mon sac de portage et autres. Comme je suis 

frileuse et j’ai peur de manquer, j’en rajoute discrètement. En plus, on a une doudoune en 

plume si jamais on doit attendre en cas de crue, ou autres problèmes. Après discussion, avec des 

spéléos de retour du gouffre, on décide de ne pas prendre les néoprènes, ça allège le kit ! 

Il y a ceux qui te disent, on s’est arrêté vers les couffinades parce que ça mouille. C’est la 

douche ou l’eau ça mouille ? 

 

18 H BRIEFING APÉRO 

L’équipe du soir nous accueille bien gentiment, la météo est au beau fixe et nous ne sommes 

pas trop nombreux. Encore merci à eux, pour que ce gouffre soit accessible pendant 1 mois ! 

Le pic humain est attendu dimanche en raison des pluies annoncées pour les jours suivants. 

Nous partageons l’apéro, j’avais pris une goudale et après avoir mangé du magret, du 

saucisson, mon appétit gargantuesque dit : qu’est qu’on mange après ? 

Apparement tout le monde est calé sauf moi. Fréd sort des raviolis en sachet, et moi comme 

j’ai peur d’avoir encore faim, j’ouvre un lyophilisé de la mort. Les raviolis c’est bof, et le 

lyophilisé très très bof. 

On ne se couche pas trop tard, Franck dort dans le camion, vu qu’il ronfle et nous prenons la 

tente. La tente pour moi c’est plutôt une place que 2 mais bon. On ne dormira pas de la nuit, 

j’aurais pris tous les granules homéopathiques que j’avais, des huiles essentielles, 

bref…quand tu sais que demain tu pars pour 20h c’est nul ! 

 

SAMEDI 22 JUILLET  

 

Levé 6h du mat ! (En même temps on n’a pas besoin de réveil). « Angie t’as pas oublié ta 

fiole ? Non, c’est bon ». Comme je prends 22 gouttes, on se dit qu’on mettra 22 heures. 

Départ, en voiture, on prend une route mais pas sûr que ce soit la bonne… 

Nous arrivons au parking de Molières, Bref, C’est parti ! 

 

6h56. Il y a du zef au départ, on aperçoit la mer de nuage et la cime des Alpes. En route pour 

la marche d’approche. 
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Arrivés peu avant 8h à l’entrée du trou, 

nous échangeons quelques mots avec un 

autre groupe, le groupe B. Ils sont un 

peu étonnés de nous voir déjeuner 

maintenant pour raison médicale. Oui, 

nous sommes partis à jeun. Je leur 

demande s’ils ont bien dormi ? Parce 

qu’ils n’ont pas l’air très réveillés. Si çà 

se trouve nous avons la même tête. Le 

meilleur ptit déj, c’est la ration de l’ar-

mée de Fréd et les chocolatines sous 

emballage plastique. Le mien, c’est bof, 

je trouve l’odeur affreuse.  
 

 

8h39, Franck nous inscrit sur le cahier et yela ! Bizarre, on n’a pas le même horaire que le groupe B. 

Je regarde mon altimètre afin de savoir s’il est bien calibré avant de me descendre. Rémy nous a donné 

une corde à installer dans un puits. C’est ma 1ère sortie spéléo avec Franck, on s’était juste croisés sur 

chantier un jour. Au départ du trou, j’ai les mains qui se sont pas mal refroidies. 

On démarre par le puits Ruiz. Dans ce puits mon appareil photo ne voudra plus fonctionner de toute la 

sortie, les boules. Merci, Franck pour les photos ! 8h49 le puits du Cairn.  

9h19 Le fameux méandre, que je ne trouve pas si horrible à l’aller, et qu’on passe assez vite. 

Il n’y a pas toujours des cordes en place… les parois sont humides et ça me refroidit un peu. 

On rattrape l’équipe B. 

En passant, bravo aux équipeurs, pratiquement tout en amarrage foré et des kilomètres de cordes à 

mettre et à contrôler. La corde orange c’est comme celle du club, elle n’est pas terrible. Comme les 

cordes sont en double, ça permet de limiter les bouchons.  

Je me ferais plaisir à passer d’une corde à l’autre ce qui surprendra l’équipe B qui nous laisse passer 

devant, vient le puits Garby, le puits Aldo et la grande Galerie. 

Fréd reconnait tous les passages, autant dire qu’il bondit comme un isard devant ! 

 

 

Le lac Cadoux est à sec, il y a des passages 

où tu ne sais pas si tu vas glisser, avec 

comme du moulmich. Là on est partis pour 

de la rando, ça réchauffe, on passe de moins 

236 m à moins 500 pour arriver à cette 

fameuse salle des 13 ! 

 

10h48, Salle des 13 ! 

On aurait aimé assister à l’éclairage de la 

salle avec les 10000 lumens mais ils 

n’arriveront que bien plus tard. 

 

On continue à descendre pour arriver à -600 

m aux Coufinades. 

Ça réchauffe, il faut enlever le haut de la 

combi afin de sécher et évacuer l’humidité. 

Le Vagin, un endroit extraordinaire ! Ça 

dépote ! 

 

Au Berger, on peut s’extasier partout. 
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11h23. L’équipe B nous rejoint au départ des Coufinades et ils décident de faire demi-tour. 

C’est aussi cela une équipe : qu’on soit au milieu du Berger, d’une classique ou en montagne, 

c’est avant tout l’humilité et de décider de rentrer tous ensemble. De toute manière, le trou ou 

la montagne resteront encore en place un moment ! 

 

11h34 C’est reparti pour des oppositions, je lâcherai l’affaire en allant dans l’eau. J’ai compris 

au regard de Fréd que c’était pas bien. L’eau y est fraîche et dès que tu t’arrêtes on se refroidit 

vite, c’est pas la température de nos causses !  

On attaque le passage des vires. Ce qui peut être vite épuisant si on tire sur les bras et un peu 

démoralisant de faire clic, clic... Parfois, le bruit des cascades est assourdissant et nous 

démontre encore une fois qu’on est tout petit dans ce gouffre. 

12h59, le Grand Canyon, pause. Burps ! la bouffe c’est vraiment pas bon ! On reperdra Fred 

un moment… Vive le magret séché ! 

 

14h32, arrivée en bas du puits de l’Ouragan , Camps des étrangers. 

Je demande si « ça y est on est à -1000 ? ». Fred et Franck me montrent le 1er affluent, ce 

n’est pas l’affluent qu’on cherche. Ils me disent qu’il faut encore continuer. 

Le voici, l’affluent -1000! C’est beau ! J’admire pendant un moment cet affluent et mes 

coéquipiers en train de prendre les photos ! J’y suis ! On y est ! Les gars décident d’aller voir 

le siphon. Personnellement, j’appréhende un peu la remontée et je suis arrivée au bout de mon 

objectif donc je décide de repartir tranquillement jusqu’à la base du puits. Ils me rejoindront 

assez vite. 

 

15h18, on attaque la remontée du puits 

de l’Ouragan, je regarde souvent mon 

altimètre afin d’évaluer la distance qui 

nous reste à parcourir. 

S’ensuit un enchaînement de puits, de 

remontées de tyroliennes où mon côté 

dyslexique, p... comment on la met 

cette poulie pour remonter ? De 

marche dans des éboulis qui me 

paraissent gigantesques, de vires, à 

plusieurs endroits je m’étais dis au 

retour on prendra une photo ! Et au 

retour que nenni, je ne me mouillerai 

pas ! 

 

19h11, nous retrouvons la salle des 

Treize ! Toujours personne. C’est vrai 

sur un camp tu t’attends à voir plein de 

monde sous terre, nous on est seuls 

dans cet immense gouffre ! Les lumens 

et le drone sont repartis.  

 
 

C’est pas tout mais comme Obélix, j’ai un petit creux, on se ferait pas un truc ? Ils me 

répondent qu’on mangera plus tard. Je continuerai avec ma provision de barres, version lente, 

mais on garde la même vitesse. 
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Arrivés au Lac Cadoux, un ptit couac. On fait demi-tour et on arrive avant la remontée des der-

niers puits (soit l’aven Lacas ou plusieurs Mandela). 

J’insiste pour une gamelle pour être en forme, en plus il reste aussi la marche d’approche 

remontante. 

Franck trouve de l’eau. C’est pas l’endroit idéal pour l’eau mais bon, et on se partage un 

lyophilisé, bof ! J’enlève mes gants et on s’aperçoit que mes mains ont gonflé surtout la gauche. 

Elles dégonfleront au fil des jours suivants. On traîne pas trop car on se refroidit vite dans ce 

quartier. 

 

22h20 Remontée dans les puits. 

Je râlerai dans le méandre, la forme de celui-ci me parait moins évidente qu’à aller, les prises 

aussi, la fatigue n’aidant pas. 

Je demande à Franck et à Fréd s’ils voient des feuilles ou de l’humus, il me tarde d’être dehors, 

les pieds sur terre. Une mini-escalade, dernière remontée, je vois le grand arbre, la fin de la corde, 

la lumière des coéquipiers ! Je m’assois avec eux, peut-être une eau chaude, et un gros bruit 

sonore (rire). Je décide de me changer pour avoir chaud et oui, j’ai pris 2-3 trucs en plus, c’est pas 

vrai ! 

 

Dimanche 23 juillet. On repart en file indienne, avec nos sherpas, Franck suit son téléphone, le 

sentier est bien marqué et balisé, Fréd derrière moi. Je lui demanderai s’il veut passer devant, non, 

là on est tous en mode marche retour, on suit. La remontée est silencieuse, la nuit aussi, pas 

d’animaux alentour. 

 

Arrivés au parking, on s’exclamera fortement devant le ciel étoilé et devant le téléscope installé ! 

Le gars sortira de sa tente et nous dira sèchement d’éteindre nos lampes et de partir en gros… 

 

1h10, la dernière photo de l’équipe lotaveyronnaise, retour au camp de base.  

  
Purée ! ! Le campement a grandi et notre tente est cernée par beaucoup d’autres tentes ! Il faut 

dire que la semaine prochaine est annoncé des orages donc tout le monde est venu. Franck sort un 

énorme paquet de chips, et je dis que c’est pas possible on va pas manger tout ça. Avec 2 Leffe et 

une boisson chaude, on regardera les photos, c’était incroyable ! On dévorera le paquet entier ! On 

s’inscrit de nouveau sur le planning, pour la blague. 

 

2h30 DODO  

7h Réveil par nos camarades de tente, un chant venu des pays de l’Est ...Ils ont une gourde très 

spéciale ! On plie notre camp, douche chaude. A voir tous ces bisons de la ferme, je rêve d’un 

énorme steak de bison avec des frites ! 

On rêvera un moment de ce Berger Très Express !! (BTT), tout le monde sur son nuage… 

Dans cette aventure, les gros orteils auront eu mal, 2 ongles tomberont. 

Départ le lundi, avec un peu d’émotions de Millau et retour dans le Lot émotionné ! 
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Le moins mille vécu par Stéphanie 
 

Stéphanie MARIOT (Société Spéléologique du Plantaurel-11) 

 

Voici un récit très éclairant sur le déroulement d’une explo à -1000 de 29 heures, par 

l’équipe de la Société Spéléo du Plantaurel [https://sspeleo.blogspot.com]. A leur arrivée au 

camp, en direct de Montpellier en sandalettes et débardeur, alors que bourbier était installé 

et que la température culminait à 11 degrés, le ton était donné ! 

 

L’intérêt de ce témoignage est qu’il amène une interrogation : « fallait-il aller jusque-là ? »… 

 

 

 

 Week-end du 5 et 6 août 2023, gouffre du Berger 

 

En novembre dernier, après avoir participé au stage intensif à Opoul pour valider mon SSP2, 

j'ai eu la merveilleuse idée de proposer qu'on fasse le Berger. Je ne me rendais pas compte à 

ce moment-là.... 

 

Donc dès l'ouverture des inscriptions en janvier, nous nous sommes inscrits Léa, Nadège moi 

et Océane et Julien, tous motivés pour cette aventure incroyable ! 

Les mois passèrent et l'angoisse de faire une telle expédition était de plus en plus présente, 

mais je ne me rendais pas compte de ce qui allait m'attendre.... d'ailleurs si je l'avais su je n'y 

serais pas allée lol.  

 

Vendredi 4 août 

 

Océane nous rejoint à la maison en fin de matinée, on charge ses affaires et hop c'est parti, 

direction Avignon, on récupère Julien. 

Notre équipe est au complet, petit arrêt pique-nique puis direction Méaudre, dans le Vercors. 

C'est moi qui conduis, certains en profitent pour se reposer. 

 

 Plus on avance, moins il fait beau. 

Mais on le sait, aujourd'hui là bas il 

pleut toute la journée et 12 degrés 

annoncé en journée, 9 la nuit. 

D'ailleurs au départ on devait camper 

mais au vu de la météo, on est parti 

sur le plan B, location d'un chalet à 

la montagne. C'est qu'au vu de ce qui 

nous attend il vaut mieux bien 

dormir. 

 

 
A une heure du lieu on peut déjà avoir un aperçu de 

la météo.  

 

Avec ce temps pas sûr qu'on puisse faire le -1000. On verra arrivé au camp. 

 

Nous arrivons au camp pour 18h, heure annoncée de la réunion d'information. Mon dieu vu le 

froid qu'il fait je suis bien contente de pas dormir là ! 

https://sspeleo.blogspot.com/2023/08/2023-08-05-et-06-gouffre-du-berger.html
https://sspeleo.blogspot.com/
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEhLy6ItKF7RVTkeHyqWky-ZIg5hxxx29a1M2e1Z2-qV9QCqofE3bRQhYc6HGA7xFRNTIrwjrYxff31O0qsieZDCT49I8Ine1XHn7GwFd1MOZ16BorPSbzqS1Vqu37flw4oNkTY9mrH-INS8A43objrTxpkin0jWYz6bn25P6C5oj-nFZWjVhCQD-MVCtPj9/s4608/20230804_162245.jpg
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Petit briefing et description de la cavité 

par Rémi Limagne. 

 

 Il a plu dix fois plus qu'annoncé, ça va 

envoyer sous terre mais le -1100 est 

possible car c'est maintenant en décru, 

et apparemment ça se vide vite.  

 

Il nous explique les passages qui seront 

mouillés dans la cavité, il nous donne 

des conseils puis on s'inscrit.  

 

Petite soirée au gite mais on traine pas, on mange et on se couche. 

Pendant que Nadège cuisine des pâtes à la carbo, les autres profitent de leurs derniers 

moments de repos. Aller, trinquons à ce qui nous attend ! Si on savait..... 

 

 

Samedi 5 août  

 

Levé 5h30, rapide petit déj et on décolle, notre objectif est de rentrer vers 7h30 sous terre. 

On galère à trouver la fameuse route de la molière, les explications du plan d'accès ne sont pas 

claires. Finalement on appelle Rémi pour réussir à trouver le bon chemin.  

On arrive au parking, on s'équipe et là 1h de marche nous attend. Il fait pas très beau ce matin 

mais avec la marche, on a pas froid.             

 

 

Oh des vaches      

Visiblement notre passage ne les perturbe pas lol 

 

Un long chemin dans la forêt nous attend, c'est super beau et reposant. Finalement moi je vais 

faire une rando hein, je vous attends dehors.  

 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEgN1uUnGmNPCWKTP-uqjzulc4MrXFirJaIpjPCxmev35J9NvZucLvoOo-k4TsSihB9ifK_8ZCWL61d3fU9gNvBeD00xBhBJCzry2dd1cKYjouhsklQWiHW2seU4XGC7RdOr6GbVpoBr_CKdgak5Ku8eARkk_DTvLUYsaj8Mzg8icmwS8Y9rP7pyCTb4gy0w/s4608/20230805_080422.jpg
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          On arrive au pied du trou après 

56 minutes de marche. Bon je crois 

qu'on peut plus reculer là... 

 

 Sous la bâche, une mallette avec un 

cahier à l'intérieur, on doit inscrire nos 

noms et l'heure à laquelle on rentre 

sous terre.  

 

Finalement au lieu de 8h ce sera du 

9h30. Bon pas mal niveau retard pour 

la SSP.  

 
                           

 

Entrée de la cavité 9h30, et c'est parti ! On estime qu'on ressortira vers 10h du matin dans le 

meilleur des cas. Au plus tard vers 12h.  

 

Dans l'ordre de descente, Nadège, moi, Léa, Océane Julien. (Quelques photos seront 

empruntées pour alimenter ce blog et vous montrer tout ce qu'on a pu voir de magnifique.)  

 

 

Au départ, ce sont des puits qui s'enchainent 

équipés en double. C'est pratique à 

plusieurs.  

 

A -80 mètres, nous sommes à la base du 

puits du cairn.  

Les puits sont grands et larges.  Puits garby 

à -138 mètres.  

 

Dès le départ les cordes encore trempées par 

la pluie de la nuit sont gelées et j'ai très vite 

froid aux mains. Ça s'annonce mal... 

 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEhjFAeHrICmNTWlC-8hohzzgJwGoGvtMLIjjDSjoz5zwagIZ8pjOxttSUOIQhlHTRFLXfssvc7yiuljKSmEzeCs_v5MlQ_Mv50tACwogsiYnt-JOWpOVK6q2N2nrQeOHP2a5uJWYXNLo8cSsKEA5yAAsWAv_6_mOCYiDS1SOpG1rUOiK0vS11pgcCmi2iba/s1600/IMG-20230807-WA0048.jpg
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEhlEote5TwY4IUnmFLkp8a3crqZ4-bpSX-IDy5zZevGqTkAgaLSQCHStFN3-VrjtuljtkU3uwy2yiT8gFg1QZs8fRvDY_7sGRl1NwuUBcqjCY20jX1zhb5p3MlBSPjlEBn7C6ljMq4X_luU_mO3YsRoZxNcxJk-Kf3roPEHmjL5JCooEYjR89xhWbhRV2Wp/s4608/20230805_092622.jpg
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEiE3E-uvWgWKrMWbysw9is2wCfSoymB0jzENJFUw4LjecpfLchq3Vnshyx4lJDzdI_bMbA0z2GsoF-46bW6qEQ4bifx1VNVS8nQc6X3YeR2mEwnF72xJJzSrlT2uFl31D-McFkPP9atzOyvdLRQf_Pkqg1nMZPfe-cvdHw9RkRo9kFkh_9NkRuDJTG_eK3D/s2042/puits%20garby%20-138m.jpg
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Mais deux méandres nous attendent et me réchauffent. J'aime pas ça les méandres sans corde… 

d'ailleurs on m'avait pas vraiment prévenue, mais il y a toujours quelqu'un pour me rassurer donc 

ça se passe beaucoup mieux qu'au souffleur.  

Nous arrivons rapidement en bas du puits Aldo, à -250m.  

 

 

On est déjà bien mouillé car tous les puits 

sont arrosés, même si c'est équipé hors 

crue. Ça gicle quand même sur nous.  

 

On arrive au lac cadoux à -300 mètres qui 

normalement peut se faire en marchant, 

mais pour nous ce sera la main courante 

car il y a plein d'eau.  

 

On continue notre progression et enchainons 

les cascades, il y a beaucoup de bruit et ça 

mouille. 

 

Cascade du petit général à -340 mètres, 

cascade de la tyrolienne à -372 mètres, qui 

nécessite l'utilisation d'une poulie pour pas se 

retrouver sous la cascade. 

On a tous froid, mais heureusement on arrive 

à la salle des grands éboulis qui nous 

réchauffe.  
 

 
En bas de cette salle se trouve le camp -492m Léa et moi on avait jamais été aussi profond.  On 

rattrape une équipe qui était rentré 1h45 avant nous, ils ont aussi prévu le -1000 mais ne sont pas 

sur de passer les couffinades si c'est trop mouillé. (on ne les a jamais revu donc on suppose qu'ils 

ont fait demi-tour... dégonflé ou sagesse ? au final vu ce qu'on a dû affronter on ne sait plus trop)  

 

On continue notre descente et là ça commence à être super joli notamment dans la salle des treize. 

On passe pleins de gours, des concrétions, des coulées de calcite blanches. C'est magnifique, mais 

pas le temps de s'arrêter prendre des photos dit Nad, on le fera au retour.  

 

On continue et atteignons un passage très glissant où Nad, Léa et moi faisons tout sur les fesses 

pour pas tomber. Malheureusement Océane a glissé et suite a ça a eu très mal au coccyx. Espérons 

qu'il ne soit pas cassé. En tout cas elle serre les dents et continue. C'est une warrior.  

 

Nous arrivons aux fameuses coufinades, qui peut se passer 

en marchant simplement mais dans nos conditions ça va 

prendre plus de temps. On utilise une main courante très 

confortable et bien équipée mais très longue, on ne voit 

plus ni Julien ni Océane mais entend toujours clic clic clic 

clic, interminablement... (ce n'est pas nous sur la photo 

mais ça vous donne une idée du passage des coufinades) 

 

Nous sommes à -640m. Océane Julien et Nadège viennent 

de dépasser leur profondeur maximum. Moi ça faisait 

longtemps que je l'avais atteinte, mon record étant de -

350).  
 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEih79HrwZsKL9M69429YAZNHROZ-GW4xxAschYNxDudhEhqHLLHcextvFl7Ox7XwGnRx_fbktSzgl8aZYCgA-zCQFCtUKjpnrdz9q8fj-T3i4dmw4lvTogscTzeZUx6l2exl2ba9BNFbv9GbO2Dm_lp1xIvrESJm7wwmELIV_A5I3PNsmilUCkEdrWDyEzo/s4128/20230805_111155.jpg
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEjF-LF4udMbmaAMLJpmqU_yeRwdmsshc_goQCc1sIwSlwgfpEZnA8Bf1DZQda30WgP-hN_UJA4-40rH5qm7YXqdvPEnurvf3sFnuI0COQLodOnotVct1dLbYqgWQdHcaBIP7Yb3Qsu6m7pPlY_612-cSaHMF6lilH4TyDf94248vz0DUwaSBIrzem2su40Z/s912/cascade%20petit%20g%C3%A9n%C3%A9ral%20-340m.jpg
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Je commence à être fatiguée, je pense à la remontée. Mais Nadège sait nous motivés on est en 

train de faire un super chrono à 5 bons spéléos. On n’avance pas super vite mais à un rythme 

efficace comme elle dit. Donc le fond est possible même si on va tous souffrir du froid plus 

longtemps à la remontée. Mais on restera soudé pour s'entraider et se réchauffer.  

 

 

Dans le réseau des cascades, sur une main courante 

aérienne, on croise deux équipes qui remontent. 

 

Pierre un ancien stagiaire initiateur formé par 

Nadège et un copain à lui qui sont entrés à 7h du 

matin, ils nous disent que le fond est magnifique et 

que l'eau sort des murs, on est plus très loin.  

 

Puis quelques mètres plus loin le binôme de filles, 

l'une d'elle est déjà bien fatiguée ...  Elles nous 

disent que la fin n'est pas tout prêt... On a deux 

estimations de temps de ressenti ....  

 

Le réseau des cascades est magnifique, Nad est 

super excitée par l'ambiance, Julien ou Nad on sait 

pas trop poussait des cris régulièrement ? 

l'ambiance et le bruit des cascades est 

assourdissant.  

Je ne profite pas vraiment de ce joli spectacle la pression est assez intense et l'envie de quitter cet 

endroit me tarde. Nad voit à ma tête que ça ne va pas trop. Mais elle continue de nous dirent qu'on 

est trop forte et qu'elle est fière de notre allure, de notre technicité de progression, de regarder 

autour de nous, profiter ça à l'air tellement magnifique à travers elle ... qu'on se fait avoir avec Léa 

et on la suit ...  J'aurais pourtant bien aimé faire demi-tour à ce moment-là.  

 Le canyon est moins bruyant il est très beau enfin en extérieur ; sans le froid j'aurais peut-être 

mieux profité ...  

 

Vers la fin du canyon Océane commençait à avoir très mal....  discussions avec Nad  en tête à tête 

on ne saura pas de quoi elles ont discuté mais on a continué ...  

En fait Océane pensait s'arrêter faire la tortue et nous attendre, elle nous voit Léa et moi , fatiguée 

et  avoir le mental pour aller au fond il reste une centaine de mètres à faire. Elle ne veut pas nous 

démotiver, car c'est sûr que si elle s’arrêtait, Léa et moi on aurait fait la tortue avec elle ....  

Au final c'est une Warrior elle serre les fesses comme elle peut on ira tous au fond ensemble. 

 

On enchaine avec encore des cascades et on arrive au puits de l'ouragan, il est bruyant et très actif 

! on sait pourquoi il porte ce nom. Nad crie encore ... peut-être qu'on aurait dû crier aussi mais 

pour nous, ça aurait pas été de l'excitation mais de l''évacuation de pression.                           

 

Nous sommes enfin au camp des 

étrangers, on l'a fait !!! On est à -

1000 !!!!  

 

On aura mis 9h pour y descendre. 

Les sourires reviennent.  

 

On s'installe dans le point chaud 

pour faire une pause rapide, 

grignotage boisson chaude.  
 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEhCPbYhd4MKgmHuI4wXitG1DAx6ItcEI8SsuXR09hdP--0fVaocrcpcT34kc7YTyRz9Xmlr9Xx5fjqUzXeH59mJwD35_8-bcYIg1DfvUn8XBE3P_VogRxQJzsl7zd5mzDBfagNzEkewTB_iK3JGOHRwlmWp-ix5eSMC-WBE9Gf2upU1rWJR0UIwZPnM3iy8/s2560/20230805_175045.jpg
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On fait le point sur l'équipe, Océane, Léa et moi décidons de commencer la montée pendant 

que Nadège et Julien vont jusqu'à -1100 voir la cascade. Ils nous rejoignent assez vite 

finalement, et on remonte tous, objectif allez à -500 pour faire une vraie pause au chaud.  

 

Pour la remontée Océane nous aide à sortir du puits de l'ouragan, assez sportif. Je n'ai pas 

réussi à faire comme elle, un grand écart et mon l'appréhension du vide est vraiment plus 

intense à force de lutter contre le froid. On est trempé et lourd la remontée va être très dur. 

  

On aurait peut-être dû crier aussi car, on a relâché la pression chacune à notre tour dans la 

remontée et versé une larme Léa et moi. Mais Nad Océane et Julien ont toujours été là pour 

nous motiver dans cette aventure qui était beaucoup plus dure que prévue avec toute cette eau. 

Nad nous avouera que si elle avait pu imaginer que le froid nous suivrait sur toute la sortie 

elle-même ne serait pas aller faire le Berger dans ces conditions...  

 

On est tous fatigué et on a tous très froid. Arriver à -500 semble interminable. Avec Léa on 

est au ralenti. On a froid mais comme on ne fait jamais de pause, c'est gérable. On est en 

mode survie jusqu'à -500. 

La remontée du grand canyon est très jolie la vue du retour est encore plus jolie même si on a 

tous froid et qu'on veut juste être au camp.  

 

Dans les couffinades, Nadège qui reste avec Léa et 

moi avec beaucoup de temps en statique depuis le 

début sans faire une seule fois la tortue. Elle est prise 

d'un coup d’un froid qui l'oblige à me doubler et à 

avancer...  On l'entend souffler le froid ou souffler. 

Elle fera des allers-retours dans les couffinades pour 

rester pas loin de nous en essayant de se réchauffer. 

Léa et moi restons avec Julien.  

Nad nous avoue qu'elle a eu une douleur au ventre 

puis un petit malaise avec les yeux qui partent et des 

nausées ... Sur le coup elle n’a rien dit pour pas faire 

peur à tout le monde et elle s'est gérée toute seule.  

 

Elle est restée devant nous jusqu'au camp ... Nous 

laissant en grande confiance Léa avec Océane et Julien 

avec moi. Nad suppose qu'ils ont fait chifoumi et que 

Julien a perdu ...... ????   

On tombe tellement de fatigue qu'on s'est carrément 

endormi au pied d'un puits en attendant qu'il soit libre 

! Lorsque Léa m'a crié "libre", Julien a dû me taper sur 

l'épaule pour me réveiller.  
 

 

Nous atteignons les -640 et repassons dans les jolies salles. Mais on est tellement épuisé et 

surtout on lutte tellement contre le froid que les photos seront furtives, il ne faut pas s'arrêter 

on va se refroidir encore plus. Mais c'est magnifique quand même.  

 

Nous arrivons enfin au camp de base à -500 à 4h du matin. Youpiiiiiii !!!! 

On se déshabille, on enfile nos affaires sèches de rechange et hop dans le point chaud avec les 

bougies de survie de Julien et la vieille calbombe bidouillée de Nadège.  

 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEj8GDQyI1Mbwe1yckl6fkSoi83IK_-R18bEP5Z5FknGSO1ZxOy7GfhtpAabdRlOYqOKqhQBPWT6L4JwigShtXFxKaX6dgQO9WiihI6yfKXF5zBeI0g6e7pGZaCIMgkeoZsPQALkctOGea66pTyeXh8nUtf-iAzAIOPCNO882o1_8bth19bmjpjFe4p4tjzL/s4128/20230806_091945.jpg
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On mange, mais la fatigue fait que Nadège et Léa s'endorment devant leurs plats, c'était tellement 

drôle cette scène, mais j'étais moi-même trop capoute pour prendre une photo. 

Après s'être nourri on se couche histoire de reprendre des forces.  

C'est le froid qui nous réveille, j'ai l'impression d'avoir dormi que 20 minutes.  

En fait il est 7h du matin. Ça fait 4h qu'on est arrivé alors qu'on avait prévu d'y rester qu'une 

heure, vu qu'on repartira à 8h du matin direction la sortie. 

Bon ben c'est sûr qu’on ne sera pas sorti pour 10h lol. 

 

C'est dur de renfiler ses combis mouillées et de repartir !  

Nadège estime qu'on sera sorti dans 5h. 

 

Le démarrage est difficile et physique, c'est la salle des éboulis, ça monte, ça monte, ça monte 

raide.  

On croise une équipe porteuse de bonne nouvelle, le lac cadoux s'est vidé, on pourra le traverser 

en marchant, au lieu d'emprunter la main courante, un gain de temps et d'énergie. 

 

Léa, depuis les éboulis, a très mal à la tête ; elle n'a pas assez bu. Nadège lui donne un doliprane. 

 

 

Nous enchainons les puits, méandre, puits.  

 

Avec Léa on remonte très lentement mais en 

fluidité. 

Julien qui avait dû ralentir sa cadence pour 

rester avec moi quand Nad m'avait 

abandonnée ... et qui n'avait pas vraiment 

réussi à se réchauffer au camp a dû lui aussi 

partir devant pour se réchauffer à bonne 

cadence. Mais je crois que personne n'a 

vraiment réussi à se réchauffer dans cette 

cavité on a juste réussi à faire en sorte d'avoir 

moins froid ...  

 

A un moment donné j'ai les mains tellement 

gelées que je craque, encore des larmes. 

Nadège, en héroïne, se sacrifie. Elle me met 

mes mains sous ses aisselles pour que je me 

réchauffe, et encore pire, elle prend mes 

gants glacés qu'elle met à l'intérieur de sa 

combi. Ça me fait du bien et m'aide à tenir le 

coup pour sortir de ce trou      . 

 

On rattrape Léa à la base des puits ... Elle est éteinte ... on ne trouve pas le bouton pour la 

rallumer. Elle a toujours mal à la tête malgré le doliprane.  

Nad demande tu as mangé une barre et bu ? ... Léa fait signe non de la tête .... Nad lui donne 

une barre à manger. Elle a tellement de mal à la manger que Nad hésitera à faire maman 

oiseau et prémâcher la barre ...    

 

Et voilà une barre et c'est reparti ; quelques puits plus tard on l'entend chanter et parler sans 

s'arrêter et dans les puits, ça résonne Nad et moi on est loin, on est contente de l'entendre 

chanter après 28h sous terre…. Mais Océane qui est juste a côté n'a pas vécu la remontée des 

puits pareille... elle a oublié sa douleur au fesses grâce à Léa elle a maintenant mal à la tête.... 

mdr (cependant Léa, elle, n'a plus mal à la tête lol) 
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Océane et Nad se partageront mon kit pour faire en sorte que j'avance un peu plus vite et puis 

je pense que ça les réchauffait d'avoir 2 kits dans les puits ou les méandres ... Même Océane a 

lâché quelques noms d'oiseaux à ses kits comme dit Nad .  

Nad les appelait ' putain de kit de merde ' quand ils se coinçaient dans le font du méandre...  

 

Premier méandre Océane me sort les kits et revient m'aider avec Nad derrière pour passer le 

méandre, j'avoue que du coup c'était facile car j'étais en totale confiance .... Océane me disait 

pose ton pied là mets ta main là… mon cerveau était éteint en mode militaire j'obéissais aux 

ordres d'Océane... Et je n’ai même pas eu d'appréhension ou de peur et apparemment je l'ai 

passé assez vite ... enfin Nad dit avec moi on va pas utiliser le mot vitesse. Mais moins 

lentement que prévu ...        

 

Sur le 2ème méandre c'est Nad qui sort les 2 kits et reviens me chercher, moi j'avance 

doucement mais surement mais je suis tellement rassurée quand elles sont avec moi.  

Elles sont trop fortes elles m'ont fait passer les méandres assez facilement.  

 

 

Puis arrive les derniers puits Océane 

crie je vois le jour .... Nad nous fait 

des cris de joie pour nous motiver, on 

est arrivée on l'a fait ... mais  moi je 

pense que je relâche tout et je vais 

mettre plus d'une heure à faire 40 m 

de puits.  

 

Julien sort à 12h30, Océane à 13h30, 

Nad à 14h, Léa à 14h15 et moi à 

14h30. 

 

Temps passé sous terre pour Julien 

27h, nous 29h !  

 

 
 

 

 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEgqFoOKHHmsT_KYlj9buHaeiLfUsh2Gt_v1-guZAuKe5CwSXHB3SnW5tdCzuHAYIG8eROJOdjxBqbv_S9ahhS7CuC3SDOvBE-4Kziy7LGLmXPEy7RDB6grfqxFy1DM7QtgEddXd15mXouy1e9lJAcA5crnxbv-MXctKRdPWxiDdcH7TtIx1CGdvidMmDHMZ/s1600/IMG-20230807-WA0047.jpg
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Il nous reste encore la marche d'approche, Léa n'arrive plus à avancer. A un moment donné 

nous faisons une pause, elle tombe raide avec son kit sur le dos ! 

 

 

 

Pour qu'elle arrive à se relever, il faudra Nad qui soulève son kit 

et Océane qui la soulève elle, ses jambes n'arrivant plus à la 

porter. Après avoir porté toute seule son kit durant toute la 

cavité, Océane prendra finalement le relais pour espérer atteindre 

la voiture avant la nuit. 

 

Après 1h40 de marche, nous arrivons à la voiture, Julien y a fait 

une bonne sieste de 3h.  

                                                            

Nous dans la voiture après cette longue journée de 31h lol.  

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEh05VK1Tec5awnVpQEVVulQN20g88CM4WhdEjSC1UXU7EffpIA2Cl1aCJqtbjuNb6tOm9RWVJZ6pnKU3LM9U5Gzf1ssIeGPlThfSfokzw381ZZ4sVNAb76M7X5jd3AfGDHzbX5jiz5bNbABFwsR741eMfV9xmc-9krlWywZlGFmwbq7ecbP0X566kPzXcw2/s4608/20230806_155857.jpg
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Nad: C'était vraiment une magnifique exploration , ce Gouffre est incroyable . Je ne voyais 

qu'une profondeur à atteindre quand on parle du Berger ... Mais ce n'est pas que ça . C'est un 

gouffre qui rassemble presque tout ce que l'on peut trouver sous terre ... je dirais que c'est un 

Gouffre ludique je me suis vraiment régalée.  

Forcément qu'on aurait tous préféré le faire dans de meilleures conditions pour moins souffrir 

du froid. Mais en même temps on n’aurait pas vu tous ces volumes d’eau. (D’ailleurs à J+2 

certains n'ont pas encore retrouvé leur sensibilité dans les doigts). 

Et pour aller avec ce joli Gouffre du Berger j'avais avec moi une équipe hors du commun.  

Ma famille et 2 personnes uniques .... c'est aussi ça qui rend cette aventure extraordinaire.  

 

Un merci Spécial pour Océane et Julien sans qui on n'aurait pas été au fond. L'équipe était 

soudée et forte. La spéléo c'est plusSSSS qu'une aventure souterraine où on en prend plein les 

yeux, c'est aussi une très belle aventure humaine.      

 

Stef : C'était une exploration difficile, je suis allée au bout de moi-même ; j'ai beaucoup 

pleuré ; mais après coup, maintenant que j'ai récupéré les mains et ma chaleur, je suis 

tellement contente et fière de moi ! Si tout ça a été possible, c'est grâce au soutien de mon 

équipe fabuleuse, ils ne m'ont jamais laissé tomber. Si j'étais sûre de pouvoir le refaire dans 

des meilleures conditions, avec moins d'eau, en ayant moins froid, je le referai pour admirer 

plus longtemps les concrétions, les gours, etc.  !   
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The picture of the year 

 
In Spelunca n°171, september 2023 

 

 

Context of photography, by Rémy Limagne 

 

The initial project was to film the famous Salle des Treize from a drone. The idea came up 

during a discussion at the Berger 2022 camp with Rober Ferrer, who had managed to fly his 

aircraft at the time, but without any special lighting. 

It became clear that we needed lumens, lots of lumens. Philippe Sage, from Méandre 

Technologie, was enthusiastic and ready to provide us with all his lights for this exceptional 

event in 2023. 

 

On Saturday 22 July 2023, seven Spanish and French cavers took up the challenge of 

transporting heavy and voluminous suitcases (not to mention the value of their contents) to a 

depth of 500 m, to light up the most prestigious underground chamber in the Vercors, 

 

After eleven hours underground, the result was a series of breathtaking photos, but 

unfortunately not much video, as Rober's drone hit the ground after just a few minutes. 

But the result is there, in honour of the thirteen explorers who discovered this exceptional 

room in July 1954... without really seeing it! 

 

The photographic session, by Thibault Poinas 
 

The lighting was positioned to ensure that the drone could fly (making sure that there was no 

light shining towards the sensors) and that the light was as homogenous as possible 

with this constraint. I took the opportunity to take a photograph with the same lighting, 

because after the drone flew, we didn't have time to change the composition for photographic 

purposes. 

The 110,000 lumens allowed me to maintain the camera settings, giving me the best dynamic 

range and the least noise possible. In theory, it would be possible to take a similar photo with 

flashes. 

 

Continuous lighting provides a slightly softer, more diffused light than flashes, which gives 

the slightly softer look we're less used to seeing. 

As far as the composition was concerned, I didn't have a focal length short enough for the 

vertical framing I needed. Furthermore, a lens with a shorter focal length would have 

generated too much distortion with a fisheye effect and I would have lost the edges by 

applying a correction. This is where stitching is interesting, as it allows me to produce a photo 

equivalent to 10mm, or even less, without distortion. I decided to take four photos so that I 

could do my stitching from the centre of each image to maximise uniform sharpness across 

the photo. I could have done this panorama with just three photographs, but why deprive 

myself! I framed one of the photos so that it included all the extras, and I repeated it several 

times in case I had motion blur on one of them with the half-second speed that the tripod 

allowed me. Without the tripod, and to be sure of getting sharp photos, I would have shot at f2 

ISO 640 to get a shutter speed of 1/15th. To stitch my four photos, I used PTGUI, which 

allows me to change the projection mode after stitching, unlike the solutions offered by 

Adobe. This gives me a lot of latitude as to how I want to stitch, which means that I can get a 

final shot without any distortion. 
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Messages… Thanks ! 
 

A small selection of the many messages received from participants. The syntax has not been 

altered, which makes it all the more authentic... 

  

 

Espeleosocors ACE Bombers Barcelona  
 

 (23/07) 

Thank you for everything.  Thank you for your patience, for the fine organisation of this 

example of an international camp, for the camp full of services available to us. For the great 

set-up with new ropes in all the shafts, for raising the "natural" abalakov anchors. For having 

a camp1 in such good condition.  In short, thank you for everything.  

I'm leaving a photo with my contribution to the cleaning of the Gouffre Berger, and another 

with a question, what's the name of the knot you use with the dynemas? 

 

Ctunga Ctunga  
 

 (27/07) 

A big THANK YOU to Rémy and the whole team for organising the camp! Once again it was 

perfect (despite the capricious weather)! Thanks to you, several of us set depth and TPST 

records that would not have been possible with our logistics. You put in an incredible amount 

of work to enable hundreds of cavers from the 4 corners of the world to (re)discover this 

mythical chasm. Thanks again, and maybe we'll see you again... 

 

François Méjean - Argilons (30/07) 

A big thank you from the Argilons(ones) to Rémy and all his team A 4 star base camp, top 

organisation, advice, exchanges and the availability of everyone, not forgetting the cave 

equipment to give us safe access to mythical caving, each with his or her own possibilities .... 

that's the "caving spirit"!!! We wish you all the best for the future! 

 

Léo Bouvier (01/08) 

Hi Rémy,  

I wanted to thank you for organising the shepherd camp. It was my first descent into the abyss 

and it was a memorable one. I was also able to see for myself the huge logistics behind it, 

which were marvellously managed by all the staff. 

So a big thank you! 

 

Christian Combes (02/08) 

Thanks to the whole team for a highly efficient organisation.... Hats off to the youngsters for 

their enthusiasm and colourful language. 

 

Michel Leclercq - SCAL (04/08) 

The members of the GSIB (Groupe Spéléo d'Intervention du Berger) are impressive, also 

known as the "Fusées".... 

I met them on the way down when I was descending, then when they were coming back up 

from the "Vire tu oses" trip when I was still descending... 

As well as being efficient, they're really nice and very humble.... 

Respect and gratitude guys. 

 

Alex Arnold (04/08) 

Thanks to all those who equipped Berger again and thanks for the huge organisation. This 

time only at -640, but we got 10kg out of -500. We'll be back 
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Gérard Laborde (04/08) 

A huge thank you to Rémy, Lila, Grégoire and the whole team (the crew, the rockets who came 

down at short notice to ensure everyone's safety) for this BERGER camp, which was as well 

organised and engaging as ever. The people from the Ariege (SSAPO) returned home with some 

beautiful images in their minds and some great encounters between speleos. We'll see you again... 

And good luck !!!! 

 

Dominique Poulain (04/08) 

A big thank you to Remy for this week in Berger and Vercors  

But also to all those who managed the camp to make it as good as possible.      

Those who spent time rigging the chasm. 

Great memories. 

Good luck for the end of the camp  

Speleo club de l'aude 

 

Alain Evens - Astragale (07/08) 

A week after our return, still full of calcite stars in my eyes, I'd like to congratulate Rémy 

Limagne and the whole team once again for their organisation. The equipment in the chasm was 

exemplary in terms of safety and comfort, and the "rockets" changed the equipment at -900 like I 

change a light bulb in my cellar. The Berger would be inaccessible to us without your talent! Well 

done! 

 

Ewelina Jacukowicz (23/08) 

Thank you Rémy Limagne and the rest of Berger 2023 team. Great organization, friendly and 

helpful staff and adorable base camp with snoring bizons . We are grateful for be a part of this 

event and happy with achivement -1100m .  

WKGiJ Poland 

 

Giampaolo Pinto  (09/08)  

Per me è stata una bellissima esperienza, intensa e travolgente consolidata grazie alla pazienza di 

m. Remy Limagne che ci ha supportati (e sopportati) e alle favorevoli condizioni meteo. 

Torneremo? Chissà, ma indelebile resterà il ricordo di questa avventura. 

 

Zsófi Kalotai   (09/08)  

Thank you to the Berger 2023 team for allowing us to descend to less than 1000 metres, and for 

keeping us safe from the rain and also from the running water below. I've never crossed so many 

pasamanos before.  Also thanks for the campsite with the beautiful view of the mountains   

The Hungarian team 

 

Andrew Davey (10/08) 

To Rémy Limagne and the rest of the BERGER 2023 team, heartfelt thanks from all of us at 

SMCC - Shepton Mallet Caving Club for making it possible to visit such an amazing cave. For 20 

of us this was the highlight of our visit to Vercors, and we are very appreciative of all the time and 

effort that you have put in to organising this year's camp. Thank you!  

 

Jean-michel Hautavoine  (10/08) 

Well done to the whole team. You are part of a "monument" of the ffs. It's exemplary sharing. 

Amitiees speleos, from the PSM Amalgame camp. 

 

François Van Brée (12/08) 

A huge thank you to Rémy, Lila, Grégoire and everyone else for organising this BERGER camp 

and the great location for the base camp. We're going home with lots of great memories and great 

encounters between cavers. 

See you again... All the best and another 1075 thanks !!!! 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/100075472001607/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZWFXZ7CaaPDqWTuBCNgy-zTGtPV86wR7dJFFA9TMc2ysfcy5iRzcrw45kXwkUWxJ80GngQFaAZlsfAPTraIEmCq9Fdk1lvAX1e1fMC1jfFoPTjQeSzYCKQNhO4v-u27ufquUWOfUy-HK5GQ0-G3GIX2&__tn__=R%5d-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/100000943168634/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZWri3_2yq2YyYCuzTpzEXgnhgSFF80J1nVeyW5_9jyzbtF_V23y40LrqFZzV2886GK5IADNJw9mkVEqy0Oi7xAo8WvZB8nLl53O4FLh9W1oRmLQDGFfafG3HS-WqBIQo7AsRfJvxBoGsaHwfojwPBSABOQfIOG5wrsO2Mzmwp_I7EFD_1h7JbenamNBsvwm1nc&__tn__=-%5dC%2CP-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/100000509432493/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZWcughmPG33M6RLuNEdAOXA1vJ-xo1hwmLT-khrKYSywwzenLFsG-cfPS8DgqkCJ11hIeTY4Ha6vaGduBfnTjwZkZVZXpVMtkeSNwTWw12WRAuwYkMIOp1StLhvU0LeJeWCCY_Jfl3jetxhQkYV5Rghf1cVUll58NpKqUHfis0aQEodkjkLqduHly9rler0xbo&__tn__=-%5dK-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/1417312948/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZX9EkNwcy6OR7qO7quBvHeW9PwV1R8YNKNTD6_5E2jRtkEg0uGGUAu_Q602RK0BqSjml_hadRMeC8Lc5UD1QOYlufzkk_4zgkT3KUomsjosnCwGXqEjihBIfkeyeaaJy67Oo28kc3lx11hJBfsAOUOm2yNcXUT_XiOwyCRgwZ2yFP_GCA3ANPwpEmsfPQohNDQ&__tn__=%2CP-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/?multi_permalinks=6593787797352470&hoisted_section_header_type=recently_seen&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZX9EkNwcy6OR7qO7quBvHeW9PwV1R8YNKNTD6_5E2jRtkEg0uGGUAu_Q602RK0BqSjml_hadRMeC8Lc5UD1QOYlufzkk_4zgkT3KUomsjosnCwGXqEjihBIfkeyeaaJy67Oo28kc3lx11hJBfsAOUOm2yNcXUT_XiOwyCRgwZ2yFP_GCA3ANPwpEmsfPQohNDQ&__tn__=%2CO%2CP-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/100046861939758/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZXCt5nZPVnOijbOhzXFwPmo9S_L2-aJSApgS_63VziA58QkB9lKZxiW7Vu3ybJtiURGbV4nMrC9r4k21licOelFfMEbmMJix4pgVRviDzCkFmYgrVC0fgY6E45dk-JMyU4D0MNvchpi6HVXwYVI_suDr0OmL0rMpFNj320vYjlW3BlG7MRrIames_X2cLRVKRg&__tn__=%2CP-R
https://www.facebook.com/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/100000509432493/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVpAd7_KWpRmV7lLT44x5U9mbBCIb47NqthL_6J1rrdW3XzrZiUfkgTf1as5rS5noAo3fjRWm4mIgD-CKJik4__xSm0ZoDwCIDFvsSHdKVbTZ5J5to7mm_ktH-pz9pffC1x19ivhMszNiHf24dPsCmd6WygVC_H0a6Hzu89kq3QvKbwJoLW9z8hEP9Xjeqbn2A&__tn__=-%5dK-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVpAd7_KWpRmV7lLT44x5U9mbBCIb47NqthL_6J1rrdW3XzrZiUfkgTf1as5rS5noAo3fjRWm4mIgD-CKJik4__xSm0ZoDwCIDFvsSHdKVbTZ5J5to7mm_ktH-pz9pffC1x19ivhMszNiHf24dPsCmd6WygVC_H0a6Hzu89kq3QvKbwJoLW9z8hEP9Xjeqbn2A&__tn__=-UK-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/SheptonMalletCavingClub/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVpAd7_KWpRmV7lLT44x5U9mbBCIb47NqthL_6J1rrdW3XzrZiUfkgTf1as5rS5noAo3fjRWm4mIgD-CKJik4__xSm0ZoDwCIDFvsSHdKVbTZ5J5to7mm_ktH-pz9pffC1x19ivhMszNiHf24dPsCmd6WygVC_H0a6Hzu89kq3QvKbwJoLW9z8hEP9Xjeqbn2A&__tn__=-UK-R
https://www.facebook.com/jeanmichel.hautavoine.7?comment_id=Y29tbWVudDo3MjkzMzU4MDYwNjkxMTAzXzY0NTIxNzI0NzU4MDI5NA%3D%3D&__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVja8BXrmfpE7G-JpoVJIWJC9x3qNb15OJQMsrVyL37mMkWpbLr53qc8QZYIRTc8WLfJ7an1SJgTkJCasXXozGxLrg5naNoL_FsBO5_lCYOJmUJk_XoIT9kCwdP9S0HNdE&__tn__=R%5d-R
https://www.facebook.com/groups/816551028409538/user/1482594933/?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVbWv6wkl2HTEYPIekJ4KHsGw8wBaqIoj1RfR28pOar0VlRPxc2bmGvTXHsbbEKfeeg9_zE3sa0qOANznEvDoFiKhWQUVuDGTUJafcSggjPe7wewq5szYLQU_JidHYkcGxJ56QstxXlEt3CxvlAMmh-ljtiaKSeFrDFIWoLJW04ymK9g7MIAunnVLNQ4fhGUX0&__tn__=-UC%2CP-R
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