Why Ginnie and I are like
peas and carrots
by Agnes Milowka

Ginnie (Devils Cave System) was low on my list of favorite Floridian caves when I arrived back in
the US from Australia. Sure, the size of the tunnels was impressive as was the visibility but
somehow it failed to really capture my heart. The flow was a nuisance and it all seemed a bit
too much like hard work for relatively little reward… although admittedly spending my dives
fighting flow up the gold line probably didn’t help in this regard.
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and abuse have taken their toll on the first part of
the cave, but it is the small and insidious damage
on the back end that is the most startling. This is
where the scars are the most evident, with every
chip and speck of white wall glaring back at you
viciously. These scars will never heal. Yes it is Ginnie
- the easily accessible tourist cave and all that – but
that doesn’t make it any less spectacular and it is an
appalling reason not to take care. Ginnie is a fragile lass and she needs all the TLC she can get, especially in the back end where it is still reminiscent of
its former glory.
Then there is Ginnie topside, if you spend
enough time diving it people start learning your
name and in no time it starts feeling like a local
watering hole… without the beer. Then again it is
not entirely unusual to see beer at Ginnie, whether
this be in the hands of the tubers or divers quenching a
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post dive thirst… so perhaps it is not entirely that far
removed. Add a host of fascinating characters who
form a part of the regular crowd and keep things
interesting and it is not difficult to understand
why Ginnie and I are like peas and carrots.
I have many favorite areas in Ginnie, sometimes
they are as small as a clay bank or pretty rock feature like say the cracked floor in the Hill 400 line,
other times it’s a whole tunnel that captures my
imagination. The Sweet Surprise tunnel is top of
my list, as indeed there are surprises as sweet as
honey around every corner, but there is still a couple of thousand feet of passage I haven’t seen so
this might change. Yet, when I have finally seen
the whole cave, I won’t stop heading to Ginnie. I
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