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 Notes on the March 
Lecture: Jim Pisani 
on Jade 

Jim Pisani gave an 
interesting talk on Jade.  He 
had a PowerPoint slide 
presentation where he 
explained the geology, history, 
mineralogy of the two types of 
Jade: Nephrite and Jadeite.  
Jim explained the differences 
between the two.    Jim also 
had a number of samples of 
the various types of jade and 
jade imitators.  

 Jim will be giving the talk 
again on Sat., April 16 at a 
show at the Mariposa 
Fairgrounds in Mariposa, 
California. This will be at a gem 

and mineral show hosted by the California State Mining & Mineral Museum & 
the Mariposa Gem & Mineral Club. 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

April Lecture: Mike Woodward on Gem 
Photograph 

By Jim Pisani 
Mike Woodward will be the 

guest speaker the April 12
th
 

general meeting.  Mike is the 
proprietor of Mike Woodward 
Photography (See 
www.mikewoodwardphotography.
com) 

One of Mike’s specialty and 
famous skills is taking awe 
inspiring close-up photographs of 
stones and fossils. His micro-
photographs show the amazing 
details, patterns and colors in 
various gemstones and fossils.  
One of his favorites and most 
popular subject are opals. 

Mike has an eye for the 
unusual and the striking... this is a 
great opportunity to get a hand-
signed piece of art. 

What sets his photography apart is that these stunning 
photographic images are printed directly onto premium quality artist 
canvas. They are made to order in custom sizes up to 4 ft. x 6 ft. 
They become major works of art - 
his work hangs on the walls of 
some of the largest corporations.  

 

Jim Pisani holding  nephrite and 
jadeite 

 

Woodward Photograph of 
Ammonite Fossil 

 

Woodward Photograph 
“Satan’s Jacuzzi” 

 

Jim Pisani’s Jade Collection 

 

Woodward Photograph 
“Opal River” 

http://www.mikewoodwardphotography.com/
http://www.mikewoodwardphotography.com/
http://3.bp.blogspot.com/_dYOW3_y9xoY/SYoKXgwQg8I/AAAAAAAABOw/RLYMgRli9Gs/s1600-h/1Ammonite_05.jpg
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Interesting Blue Stuff at the Stoddard Wells 
Tailgate 

By Jim Pisani 
 

Fellow AOS Member Bob Dixon and I decided to go to the 
Stoddard Wells Tailgate last month.  Bob and I had great time out in 
the Mojave past Victorville.  The Victorville Gem & Mineral Society 
holds this annual show every March.  The weather was beautiful.  
Past years had anything from below freezing weather, torrential 
downpours, or 70 mph winds.  We considered ourselves lucky!  
There seemed to be a good turnout with lots of folks who braved the 
dust and the crazy toddlers on RVs on the 10-mile dirt road to get 
there. 

I always am keeping an eye out for new stuff at the Tailgate.  
For some reason, it seems to attract the local miners in the 
Southwest to sale their newly uncovered treasures; sometimes I find 
stuff have never seen before; I wasn’t disappointed. 

This time, I saw two minerals that surprised me – both blue.  
Now, for some reason, Nature doesn’t see make that many blue 
minerals, so any new ones attract my attention. 

The first was this blue mineral that the seller called “Bermuda 
Blue”.  He didn’t seem to know what is was, even though it was from 
his mine, somewhere in Nevada near Las Vegas.  He said that it 
was a small deposit.  To me, it looked like a light blue opal that 
cemented the brecciated host rock together.  A few small parts of the 
specimen I bought from him actually looked like it had fire.  Cool 
stuff!  It can be scratched with a knife; it could be calcite, but I bet its 
opal.  I can’t find any reference to a “Bermuda Blue” on the internet.  
The miner’s business name is “Rockin’ Rob’s Rocks”.  Interesting 
guy.  Said he found over a dozen unique gem deposits in the hills 
and desert around Las Vegas.  If anyone has information on 
Bermuda Blue, please let me know. 

The second blue mineral was being sold by another dealer who 
had some great slabs of this bright, deep blue stuff I have never 
seen before.  It had the color of top-grade lapis lazuli, but mixed with 
greens.  Beautiful stuff! 

When I asked the dealer what it was, I thought he was messing 
with me when he called it “Shattuckite”; you know the joke with 
“Leaverite”.  I asked him if he just made the name up, but he got 
serious and said that first discovered at the Shattuck Mine (hence 
the name) near Bisbee Arizona in 1915.   My particular slab that 
bought was from an old rock shop collection that was mined in the 
1930’s and 1940’s from the New Cornelia Mine at Ajo, Arizona.  He 
said it was very rare; this was reflected in the price; my 2 ½ inch slab 
cost me $25. 

Shattuckite was easily found on the Internet, not like Bermuda 
Blue.  After a little Googling, I discovered that Shattuckite is copper 
silicate hydroxide, with a chemical formula of Cu5(SiO3)4(OH)2. It is a 
secondary mineral that forms from the alteration of other secondary 
minerals.  That’s probably why it is so rare – it’s a secondary of 
secondary!  Some characteristics – its hardness is 3.5 (not too hard), 
density is 4.1 (heavy). 

Bob Dixon found some great slabs of yellow minerals to help 
finish some intarsia that he was working on.   We both left feeling we 
had another great Stoddard Wels Tailgate experience. 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

AOS Calendar for 2012 
By Jim Pisani 

Below is the tentative AOS Calendar for 2012.  We are still looking 
for interesting speakers, so any suggestion from members would be 
appreciated. 

Date General Meeting Topic / Speaker 

12-Jan-12 Fred & Charlotte Ward on Opals 

09-Feb-12 
Gretchen Krutz on Jewelry Design and 
Wax Carving. 

08-Mar-12 
Jim Pisani on the World of Jade, with an 
emphasis on California Jade 

12-Apr-12 
Mike Woodard Photography – Gem 
micro-photography 

10-May-12 
Pete Goetz on Cooking Andamooka 
Matrix 

14-Jun-12 Live Opal Auction 

12-Jul-12 Opal Cutting Seminar 

09-Aug-12 To Be Announced 

13-Sep-12 To Be Announced 

11-Oct-12 Opal & Gem Show Work Session 

03-Nov-12 45th Annual Opal & Gem Show 

08-Nov-12 Opal & Gem Show Recap 

13-Dec-12 AOS Christmas Party Potluck 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

Members Only Website Password 
To log onto the website’s members only area at: 

http://opalsociety.org/aos_members_only_area.htm type: Name: 
“member“ and Password: “matrixopal”. 
 

 

Shattuckite 

 

Bermuda Blue 

http://opalsociety.org/aos_members_only_area.htm
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Desert Magazine was published from 1936 to 1985 and was 
immensely popular in its time.  Many great stories, some true, 
some maybe not, on lost treasure were published.   Here is one 
of my favorites, written in 1955, but taking place in 1924.  True 
grit from a time when going to the Desert was a bit more than 
just a weekend adventure. 
The Editor 
 

We Lost a Ledge of Gold 
By ASA M. RUSSELL; Map by Norton Allen 

  

High in the Panamints above Death Valley two men 
discovered —and then lost—a fabulous ledge of gold. 
The specimen they took from the vein assayed $15,000 a 
ton! And the ledge is still there on the southwestern 
slope of Manly Peak facing Redland Canyon. And ii you 
wonder how a veteran prospector could lose such a 
bonanza you'll find the answer in this story. 
 

Ernie Huhn, or Siberian Red as he was known by his friends, is 
gone now. He passed away a few years ago and is buried at 
Shoshone, east of Death Valley. He was fairly well off financially 
when he died because of the interest he had in the well run 
Grantham Talc Mine. But Ernie could have been one of the richest 
men on earth and me along with him if—and that's a mighty small if! 

While he lived I dared not tell of our experience high in the 
Panamint Range in 1925, but now I'm sure he wouldn't mind if I do. 
He was very touchy about it saying that if anyone ever found out 
they would class us as fools. I guess he was right, but he should 

have made it "careless fools." Folks wondered why Ernie, who had 
mined gold in Siberia, Alaska and California and loved the yellow 
metal as much as any man, suddenly gave up looking for it and 
satisfied himself instead by opening up drifts of plain baby talcum 
powder, as he called it. I was his partner and the last man to 
grubstake him on a gold venture. I know why. 

I met Siberian Red at the Cresta Escavada (summit diggings), a 
placer property near Randsburg in the early 1920s. The terrain there 
was made up of rolling, spotted bedrock with no pay dirt, just egg 
shaped rocks. Although it mined out to a dollar a yard Ernie soon 
found that it wouldn't float a dredge so he decided to move on. 

There was no way to make it pay. We met again in Trona 
sometime later and during our visit he repeatedly gazed intently at 
the towering Panamint Range visible behind the Slate Range. Finally 
he remarked, "I understand that four formations meet there at the 
south end of the Panamints. It should be a hot spot to prospect." 

Somewhere Ernie found out that a road could be easily cut from 
Death Valley up to Anvil Canyon opening that area for mining if and 
when a discovery was made. At Anvil Springs there was a stone 
house and plenty of water. 

"Carl Mengel, who has only one leg, says he came through 
there with his burros—stayed at the stone house and says the area 
looks like good gold country to him," Ernie went on. I soon became 
enthusiastic about the area's prospects and offered to grubstake him 
on the trip and to accompany him, too. I had a fairly successful tree 
business in Los Angeles at that time and could afford the venture. 
Before long we struck an agreement. 

I bought a truck, loaded it with supplies enough for three months 
and we headed for Butte Valley by way of Death Valley. In those 
days there was an old road through Death Valley with a sign post 
pointed toward the mountains which read: "Butte Valley, 21 Miles." 

 

Map of Lost Ledge Area 
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Instead of going on to Butte, the road ended right there in a soft 
sandy wash where the water drained down to Death Valley through 
the narrow canyon. 

We returned to our original plan and headed up Anvil Canyon 
making our own road. Every thousand feet we had to stop and drag 
off the rocks to clear the next thousand feet ahead. 

To get through the loose gravel we used block and tackle. After 
five days of hard work we had our road into Butte Canyon by way of 
Anvil Canyon. The former takes its name from a strata of solid rock 
projecting 500 feet high in the center of this valley. 

There was no dirt or vegetation on this huge rock and it was 
striped with many different colors. The miners called it the Striped 
Butte. 

We located the spring and the stone house and set up camp. 
We were never able to find out who built the house, but it was built to 
last. It dated back to the early 1880s and was as good as ever. Here 
we relaxed for a couple of days, taking short walks around camp. 

We had a beautiful view down the canyon to the floor of Death 
Valley, 20 miles below. The refreshing breeze picked up the scent of 
sage, ephredra and pinion making our campsite a delightful place. 

The country immediately around us was well mineralized. Small 
veins shot out across the hills in all directions. Some looked like they 
would pan fairly good and had they been wider would have caused 
plenty of excitement. The stone house contained some old 
newspapers and books, pack saddles and odd shaped demijohns, 
reminders of days that had gone before. We had ideal prospecting 
headquarters. We soon found that this was a big area to cover. 
Naturally we concentrated on the valley floor at first, prospecting a 
day and then resting a day. 

 We wanted to toughen up gradually before we tackled the high 
ground. On these low level hikes Ernie would often reach down to 
the ground with his pick and crack open a rock that looked like 
ordinary mud to me. He explained that after a little experience I too 
could distinguish mere mud from stones that had been thinly 
covered with mud following a rain. 

Occasionally I picked up a piece of float. Each time I did Ernie 
knocked it from my hand and warned me that it was a bad habit to 
get into. "Unless you intend to follow the float up and find out where 
it comes from, don't waste your time and mine. You might have a 
piece that dropped out of a saddle bag or a pack mule. Be sure your 
sample comes off a vein of ore in place—and a vein wide enough to 
investigate. Remember, we are 67 miles from the nearest supplies. 
Don't waste time." I listened to his advice. I knew it was experience 
talking and I had much to learn. 

In time we became tanned and toughened. Our legs were 
strong. Ernie was convinced that somewhere along this contact a 
rich vein existed. 

One day we had a visitor—a Shoshone Indian — who was leading a 
string of pack burros. He was on his way to Warm Springs to do a 
little prospecting. He told us that if we needed some packing in the 
near future, he would be glad to do it for us. 

 Another week went by and on the first of October a tall, 
unshaven man named Greenslit walked into our camp. He was a 
tough old fellow of 65 and had been prospecting the hills for six days 
out of Trona.   

He took out a piece of ore and showed it to us. He had found it 
on the ridge near Manly peak in a short tunnel of an abandoned 
mine. He relocated it and was on his way now to Shoshone to try to 
interest some friends in his find. 

After he had gone the next morning Ernie took the piece of ore 
Greenslit had given him and panned it out. He found it to run about 
$200 to the ton. 

 "I wonder just exactly where he got that rock?" I asked. By the 
look on Ernie's face I knew he was wondering the same thing. He 
pointed to the high ridge to the right of Manly Peak. "It must be up 
there," he said. He scanned the area with his field glasses and then 
handed them to me. "Look close up there—there's a little gray patch 
on the mountain side—looks like an old dump—that may be where 
Greenslit found his ore." 

The next day we tried the higher ground. Ernie warned me 
before we left that when we reached the timber line our vision would 
be cut down considerably except in small and infrequent clearings. 
He had me prepare 10 pieces of five different colored rags and told 
me that should I find a vein large enough to locate, I was to mark it 
properly, take one piece of colored cloth and wrap the sample in it 
and number it. The matching piece of rag I was to tie on the top of 
the highest and nearest tree. A small strip of the cloth was to be tied 
at ground level. 

If, after panning the ore, we found it to be worthwhile, the vein 
would be easy to relocate. I was also instructed to make a note of 
the general terrain around my find. "This is the best system I know of 
for tenderfoot prospectors," Ernie said to me as we started out at 
dawn. 

It was a steep climb up the hogback to Manly Peak, but we took 
our time and had no trouble reaching the saddle on the ridge at the 
right of the peak before noon. The view alone was worth the climb. 

 

Lost Mine area. Ernie and Russ hiked across this rough, steep 
terrain. On their way back—somewhere on the mountain's side—
Ernie picked up the $15,000 ore sample 

 

Stone House in Butte Valley where Ernie and Russ made camp. 

There's a discrepancy in the published maps of the 
Panamint Range. The WPA map published in 1939, shows 
Manly Peak to be 20 miles north of Anvil Springs — an 
impossible distance for two prospectors to travel in a day's 
time over such terrain. For the accompanying map of Manly 
Peak, Artist Norton Allen took his data from the USGS 
quadrangle map of the area — confirmed by Superintendent 
Fred Binnewies of the Death Valley National Monument to 

be the correct location. 
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Looking over the Slate Range toward Trona the Panamint Valley lay 
at our feet and at our back was Death Valley. 

We ate lunch on the ridge and then made our way to the gray patch 
below the saddle. As Ernie had predicted we found that it was an old 
ore dump and there, nearby, was Greenslit's new monument. An old 
anvil and a few scattered tools with rotted wooden handles lay near 
the tunnel mouth. We guessed that its former owner was an old 
timer who had found the high altitude detrimental to his mining 
efforts. 

Before we separated Ernie gave me my instructions for the 
prospecting trip back to camp. He was going to cover the lower side, 
close to the contact while I was to stay up along the side hill. If I 
needed him I was to yell as loud as I could—the air was clear and 
my voice would carry. If I found anything sensational I was to let him 
know at once. 

We started off and for a time I could hear him cracking rocks 
with his pick. I made my way around some large boulders, keeping 
my eye out for snakes, outcroppings and quartz veins and all the 
time trying to remember all I had been taught during the past weeks 
by Ernie. 

The little veins made me mad as they peeked out under ledges. 
I followed them down draws, out under ledges and up steep slopes. 
Few were wide enough to get excited about. Still I took some 
samples from the widest ones and marked them as ordered. 

About four in the afternoon T ran across an outcropping of 
yellow broken quartz under a pinion tree. The vein, the widest I had 
ever seen, was about 15 inches across. It was heavy with iron oxide 
and I figured important enough to call Ernie. 

I yelled down the canyon and presently he answered. It took him 
30 minutes to find me. After studying the vein he gave me his 
verdict: "pretty high up, rugged approach, should run about $40 a 
ton. It would have to widen out considerably to be profitable." 

I was disappointed, but he suggested that I put up a monument, 
locate, and mark it well for perhaps someday the price of gold would 
go up and then it would be worth mining this vein. 

I showed him the rest of my samples, all wrapped carefully in 
their colored cloths and numbered. He didn't comment on them, but 
told me that we would pan them out on Sunday. He reached into his 
pockets and pulled out a half dozen pieces of rock. One of them was 
cement gray in color and was very heavy. I showed surprise at the 
weight and asked him about it. 

He had chipped it off a vein about three feet wide. The ledge 
was only exposed for about 20 feet on the surface on the steep side 
of the draw near the contact. Although he had never heard of 
anyone finding platinum in these mountains, he wondered if the 
sample he had might not contain some of that precious metal. 

I asked him if I could use his glass to give the specimen a close 
look, but he had forgotten it. "We'll pan it Sunday along with the 
other stuff," he said and started off toward camp. 
 

"Did you mark it with a colored cloth?" I shouted after him. Ernie 
laughed. "That's only for rookies. An old timer remembers and 
doesn't need flags and sign posts." 

When we got back to our stone house the moon was up. After a 
sound sleep we decided we had better rest for two days before 
tackling any high ground again. I placed all the samples we brought 

back on the high shelf on the outside of the house and we agreed to 
pan them out as soon as possible. 

It's a good pastime when you are laying around camp. But we 
were out of fresh meat and spent a day hunting and then on the next 
day there were shoes to sole, wood to cut and other chores around 
camp. On the third day we tended the small garden we had put in 
earlier near the spring, so we put off panning the specimens again. 

Then we had visitors. A couple of miners took the road we had 
made to camp, They were out looking over the country and we spent 
many hours talking to them around the campfire. When Sunday 
came again we spent it quail hunting and that night the four of us 
enjoyed a delicious dinner. 

Our supplies were running low so after the miners left Ernie and 
I took a week off and went into Shoshone to stock up again. We 
didn't hurry and still another week went by before we picked up the 
specimens to pan them out. By now over three weeks had slipped 
by. 

Ernie breezed through my six colored cloth wrapped samples 
and a few of his own before noon. We found nothing to excite us. 
The whole lot averaged about $25 a ton. The rock from the vein 1 
had called him to see under the pinion tree was the best— it ran 
around $40. 

After lunch I ground up the heavy cement gray stone and Ernie 
started to pan it out. He remarked that he wouldn't at all be surprised 
to find a little platinum in it. 

I had ground it up well as Ernie had asked me to do. Coarse 
pieces of iron may often hold small particles of gold that had to be 
released if a good pan was to be had. 

While Ernie panned the gray stone I sat on a large rock near 
camp and took some pot shots at a hawk that was circling low trying 
to scare a family of quail out in the open. 

An explosive yell from Ernie brought my thoughts back into 
focus and I slid off the boulder and ran toward him. He was jumping 
up and down with glee and shouting, "We hit it! We hit it! We hit it!" 

"Look at the gold," he cried holding out the pan to me. I grabbed 
it from him and still dazed peered into it. The bottom was covered 
with gold. 

Ernie was excited and spoke on in a frenzied voice: "I knew it—I 
knew I would find something good on the contact! We hit it this time, 
Russ! Our troubles are over! We're rich! We're rich! I never saw ore 
like that any place in the world!" 

After he calmed down he told me that the panning indicated an 
ore value of $15,000 a ton! "And just think, it's ready money—free 
milling. The ground is all open for location. How does it feel to be 
rich, Russ? How does it feel to be able to have anything you want—
and plenty of good yellow gold to pay for it?" 

I couldn't answer—it had all been so sudden. I walked into the 
house and in a fog put on the spuds and beans for supper. 

That meal was the longest I have ever eaten. It started at 5:30 
in the afternoon and at 2 the next morning we were still at the table 
dreaming and of things he was going to buy with his new found 
wealth. At the very top was a Lincoln coupe, half way down was a 
small yacht—he was going to sail to the old country and see his 
mother—bring her back to this country with him. He was walking on 
air. Clearing off the table at 2:30 in the morning I could hardly 
believe it had happened to me. Then I felt a little sick in my stomach 
remembering that we had let three weeks slip by following discovery, 
and in those three weeks there had been a heavy rain and a few 
light showers. 

Ernie first spotted the 20 feet of gray ledge from which the 
specimen came while resting on a boulder somewhere on that vast 
mountain. The mountain side was steep and the ledge would be 
hard to find. How much better would I have felt that night had Ernie 
used colored cloth to mark the gray stone's vein. 

Neither Ernie nor I could sleep. He paced the floor eager for 
daybreak to arrive. He was all packed, ready to go. He had powder, 
fuse, steel tape, blanket, location papers — everything he would 
need. While he was hunting for the ledge I was going to go into 

Panamint Russ has the following advice for those who 
would search the slopes of Manly Peak for the lost gold 
ledge: "The mountain is rocky and steep; loose boulders are 
everywhere. I advise two persons or more to attempt it in a 
single party and to stay close together. A misstep could 
mean a broken leg or back. Stay on the Manly Peak side, the 
granite side of the lime and granite contact. Remember 
when looking that when the upheaval came in that district it 
came up under the mountain and Manly Peak was its 

cooling off spot." 
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Warm Springs to buy a pair of pack burros. We would need them to 
carry supplies for a new camp near our new mine. 

Ernie would put up the discovery monument and locate it and 
pack back what ore he could. When I showed up with the burros we 
would return to the mine and put up the corner markers. As soon as 
it was light enough to see he was out the door. "Get those burros up 
here quick as you can," he shouted over his shoulder as he started 
up the hill. 

Twenty hours later—near midnight — he returned to the stone 
house. Something had gone wrong. His clothes were torn and his 
face haggard. He slumped into a chair by the fireplace and muttered 
four words: "I couldn't find it." 

There was nothing for me to say. I turned to the stove and 
started to warm up some food for him. As I did my eyes fell upon the 
colored cloth on the shelf I had used to mark my worthless veins. 

He was gone before I woke up the next morning. That night he 
staggered in again. Nothing. This went on for days and weeks. 

I went along with him several times, but my prospecting partner 
was not the same man. He rushed from bush to boulder—nervous, 
excited, cursing and damning the elements that had taunted him with 
a peek at a treasure and then concealed it again. 

I took him to all the places I had marked with the colored rags 
which were easy to find, thinking that he might, in some way, get 
above the spot he was looking for, recognize a familiar rock or tree 
and somehow find that gray ledge again. But, it was no use. His 
nerves were cracking. He had to quit. 

For about three months he remained at Butte Valley and looked 
for the ledge and then he left it for good. Ernie landed at Warm 
Springs and got back into talc mining. 

We often met in Shoshone in later years and he would always 
bring up the subject of the lost mine. "Is there anything we 
overlooked?" "Have you searched for the ledge since then?" he 
would invariably ask me. 

My guess is that the rains that fell after he picked up the 
specimen caused a boulder to roll off the top of the mountain across 
the ledge, pushing the soft decomposed granite ahead of it over the 
vein. The rain and the wind could have left that small area 
completely changed in three weeks. 

I went back to the city to work at my old job, but every year 
since have returned to the mountains to do assessment work on my 
claims. I often wonder how long it will be before someone stumbles 
across that rich vein on the southwest slope of Manly Peak facing 
Redland Canyon. If it is hidden, I wonder if Nature will expose it 
again for some prospector — more alert than we were — to claim. 
The ground is still open for location. Folks ask me, "How can you 
lose a mine?" How do you lose anything? Through carelessness. 
From Desert Magazine, September, 1955 
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

Continuing with Chapter 21 of the book 

From Rags to Riches & Disasters 
By Peter Greisl 

 
Chapter 21 – Traces in a Rabbit Warren 
 

I was in the hope that this day will bring us some good fortune; I 
got to the claim to join Johnny after the shop unfortunately and I 
shouted down the shaft, and heard  the reply come down, when I 
went down I found a disgruntled friend sitting at his haunches and 
shaking his head,” I cannot belief it, this f…….g place is like a rabbit 
warren,” What do you mean I asked,” Johnny replied  “I dropped the 
level and there were  again some chips and a few little pieces, I filled 
the linen ba, but nothing of a decent size other than some larger 
pieces of potch, and a few small boulders, so I cleaned out and set a 
couple charges and guess what,” It blew right into another tunnel, 
have a look.” He pointed towards the end of the tunnel. I went to the 
end and bloody hell there was another tunnel where some of blast 
went. I said “So what are we going to do?” “We have to go to plan B 

like we discussed and we work halve way down in to the side of this 
tunnel but before we do that lets clean out this shit hole so we can 
see where we landed and how safe the lot is.” I asked “where is all 
the dirt from the blast,” Part is in the other tunnel and what was here 
I cleaned it out.”  There was only a small opening into the other 
tunnel big enough to crawl through like a cockroach. Johnny said, “I 
go in and see what’s going on there, pass me a lamp,” I handed him 
a carbide light which he held in to the opening and then gave it back 
to me and he crawled through the hole and stretched out his hand 
for the lamp. I heard him saying, “This is definitely a rabbit warren 
there tunnels going off to the left and right of this one but it is all filled 
back, obviously they back filled a tunnel when they were finished 
with it instead of pulling the dirt. I can see there is another large pillar 
supporting the roof, with tunnels going off in all 4 directions.” Johnny 
came back handed me the lamp and climbed through the hole. He 
told me there is far too much work there to make it a proposition 
without the knowledge that there are some traces. 

So we made an executive decision to work the sides again and 
see if we can pick up some traces so we can start another tunnel 
and hopefully into a virgin area. 

I got my pick, screwdriver, lamp and a bucket, placed the 
Kerosene Lamps to light up the whole tunnel and went to the end of 
the tunnel and picked the right side to work on. Johnny took the left 
side from the other end and we started picking away under the level 
I dug out about 3 feet along and went in as much as the depth of the 
pick handle and started to work on the actual level which was very 
brittle and broke away quite easily, I inspected every little piece so I 
would not miss anything. 

Then suddenly I heard this familiar crunch of breaking glass, I 
immediately stopped and did shine the light on the spot where the 
pick struck which emanated this sound. I found this fantastic blue ray 
hitting the iris of my eye which immediately started the adrenalin 
pump in my body and filled it with is enormous anticipation. 

I got the screw driver and started gently praying on these pieces 
which made the sound, I finished off with about three four pieces 
which were covered in the brown dirt and the edges emitted this 
beautiful blue colour, I stuck one piece in my mouth and virtually 
sucked the brown dirt of it, which I spat out, I could see this piece 
has no impurities what so ever. I did the same with the rest of them 
and the result was much the same except the last piece I got out 
was turning green towards one end. 

I deliberately did not say I word to Johnny as I wanted to 
surprise him, he was working away diligently and filling his bucket 
with dirt. I continued in the direction where the green piece came 
from and there were more traces, they got more and more colourful 
but got thinner and thinner, I went along for a couple more feet and 
the traces disappeared completely, so I went back and started where 
I first heard the crunch but I worked in the opposite direction towards 
the center of the tunnel. There were the traces; again I heard this 
lovely sound which sounds like the ring of a Cash Register to me. I 
dug out more nice looking chips, worked an area of about three feet 
wide  and I dug in about 18 inches and there were still traces and it 
is getting harder to reach in, so I called Johnny over and showed him 
what I got out before and the traces now. He said “that’s 
considerable better then I managed, we better set a charge and blow 
the bottom out so we can get in further, maybe this is the way to 
virgin ground.” I moved the full bucket to the shaft and hooked it on 
the cable ready to be winched up, Johnny started drilling the holes, I 
asked, “Again halve sticks?” Yes Johnny replied and resumed 
drilling. I started to prepare the charges, when I finished I moved the 
bucket Johnny was using also to the Shaft, and I said to Johnny,” I 
am going up to pull up the buckets and empty them, when I sent the 
empty one down please hook up the full one so I can pull that one up 
also.”  

Up I went and got the winch going, and pulled up the first one 
emptied out and sent it down, I saw the tug on the cable and pulled 
up the next one, emptied and sent it down. I turned off the winch and 
got to the shaft and Johnny shouted up to me,” Stay up there I am 
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just about finish,” after a short while I heard clanking noises from 
Johnny putting the gear into a bucket. And he climbed up. As soon 
as he was out of the shaft, we moved way a bit from it and there 
were these three familiar thudding sounds. We waited for a while it 
started getting dark already as we went down the shaft to see what 
the result was. We grabbed the carbide lamps and ignited them and 
went to see what was going on. Again a lot of shit and dirt but there 
was one thing we did not count on, right under the level there was 
this huge boulder, it must have been at least 30 inches wide and 
about 12 inches high. 

“Holy Shit” I stammered, “This did throw the spanners into the 
works.” We could not see how wide it was but it reached right across 
the blast area. Johnny just said “well we have to dig out the sides 
and hope it is not too wide, as it could have the ceiling drop on us if 
we take out to much support,” It blew the dirt under the rock clean 
way as you would have used a chisel. We noticed that it must have 
been at least 2 foot deep, Johnny asked,” Do you want to take it now 
or tomorrow?” I said tomorrow you are on your own and no help, so 
let’s do it now,” Ok let’s go he replied and started swinging the pick 
in the sides under the boulder, I just grabbed all the junks of dirt and 
put it in the bucket, one good thing was the whole lot was very brittle 
from the blast so every stroke Johnny made brought out great big 
pieces which filled the buckets very quickly but at the same time it 
exposed more and more of the rock, well we are at the end of the 
boulder Johnny commented, there was a slight movement so Johnny 
asked for my pick which I gave him and he knocked it of the handle 
and inserted the flat end in between the rock and the level, he then 
took a smaller piece of rock and hammered the pick further in. The 
rock started drop more and more on the side where it was dug out, 
Johnny took his pick and wedged it between the ceiling and my pick 
and used it as a lever to force the rock down, a couple heavy pulls 
on his pick and the bloody rock came down, it was only about 10 
inches in the other side buried. “Woo, what a monster,” I said, “It 
never fits in to a bucket, “we tie a rope around it and pull it up,” he 
replied. I moved the buckets to the shaft and said, “I better take a 
Hurricane lamp up with me and put it near the shaft so we can see 
when we pull up all this crap.” When you up there throw the rope 
down so I can tie the rock up,” Johnny said, Ok I replied put my full 
linen bag strap over my shoulder, hooked on one bucket on the 
winch cable grabbed a Hurricane Lamp and ascended to the top. 

I started the winch and pulled up the bucket emptied and sent it 
down with the rope inside. Johnny sent up the next bucket and I did 
the same with this one, finally the last bucket came up with all the 
tools in it. I went to the shaft and looked down and I saw Johnny 
putting loops over both ends of the boulder and tied it up. He then 
slipped the center of the rope over the hook of the winch cable and 
shouted up to me, “Take up the slack first and then take it easy in 
lifting it up.” I showed him thumbs up, I went back to the winch and 
slowly lifted the lever till I felt the tension on the winch arm and 
gently pulled the lever further and the winch was taking up the 
weight of the boulder. After a short while I see the monster emerging 
from the shaft and as soon as it cleared the shaft I slowly swung the 
winch to one side and lowered the boulder down. In the meantime 
Johnny scampered up to me and with our Hurricane lamps we untied 
the rock and looked it over and we noticed on one end there was a 
white seam halve way around of the boulder it was about ¼ inch 
wide and tapered down to nothing on both ends of the seam. Johnny 
said, “I think we better grab the Sledge Hammer before we go home 
and do an operation here.” I got the Hammer from the Ute and 
Johnny turned the boulder over where there was no seam and said, 
“Look away when I hit it,” I turned away and Johnny swung the 
Hammer and hit just the perfect distance from the end where the 
seam was on the other side. The end broke nicely of and Johnny 
used the lamp and inspected the end of the large piece boulder and 
there was nothing left on it. He picked up the broken off part and 
looked and just exclaimed,” Look at this f…….g thing another 
painted lady, where is the bastard hiding. It has to be here on that 
claim; you just can’t get all these traces and the bloody painted shit 

without it making a pocket somewhere.” This material is fantastic 
which is on this rock, but not thick enough.” We can break it further 
till we have pieces where we are able to put it on the saw to slice the 
opal of it, the actual coloured part was about 2 to 3 inches in a 
circular pattern on the rock, by the time we slice away all the 
colourless material we will finish off with about 2 inch square of opal 
which I estimate after allowing for the corrugation the we could get 
off it about a few small pieces about 2 mm thick the rest would all be 
chips which had to be ground down. 

We took all the gear to the Ute extinguished the Hurricane 
lamps. Got in the car and drove home. 

Upon our arrival, Chris was waiting for us with dinner, ready to 
serve which was Lamb shank stew with Dill Potatoes. She was not 
concerned after last time when we were late, she kissed me hello 
and told me Beatrix is already in Bed, as the time was 9:30PM. I 
said, “I have a quick shower, while Johnny can fill you in of today’s 
event and show you what we got.” After I finished I told Johnny you 
better go you stink I joked, and he went, when we looked like a pair 
of choir Boys we all three sat down for dinner. I had to fill in Chris 
and Johnny about the bag of stuff I got which Johnny did not know 
anything, He said,” you dirty dog, here I thought we had Jack shit 
and you were hiding this stuff all along,” Yep I replied and smiled, 
but we will not clean it up tonight we leave it for the weekend as 
tomorrow you will bring more.” Johnny said, we have to look at a 
situation in case we keep breaking through everywhere, to pull the 
pin on this claim and go and find somewhere where there is more 
virgin ground to work with, I can spend a day and scout around talk 
to a few people I know and maybe we come up with something.” 
“Well if that is the case I replied “we leave the Pegs and we go and 
see Albert McCormak and ask him if he is prepared to do a share 
cut.” Unfortunately we have not got enough money together to pay 
for one.” Johnny said,” Let’s not paint the wall black, at the moment 
we are getting all this shit and I am sure we will be able to sell it and 
get a good price for it as the actual material is great stuff but it is too 
small for cutting stones.” Ok I replied and we drank our coffee and 
said time to kiss the mattress.  

Johnny said good night and went to his room. I was hiding the 
bag and the painted lady under the bed, and Chris just finished 
cleaning up and we decided to go to bed, She said to me, I am 
worried about you,” Why I replied, you working all these long hours I 
don’t want you to burn yourself out.” Darling I am 26 years old and fit 
as a newly strung Stradivari, Johnny works much harder then I as he 
is at the mine all day long and he is up and down the shaft pulling 
the dirt buckets and picking etc. and he is 23 years old, and I like to 
add with all this suspense with the traces we finding I am so excited 
every day that I like to be able to work at the mine all day long 
instead of the butcher shop. Just don’t worry sweetheart, it is 
actually me who is concerned about you and Beatrix being here 
stuck in this place with no comfort and all that dirt etc.” Chris 
replied,” I know it will not be forever, and I am behind you all the way 
in whatever you decide.” “I know darling,” I said” this is another one 
of so many reasons why I love you.” I love you too she replied and 
kissed me and said let’s go to bed.  
++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

The World’s First All Diamond Ring 
By Ani Palen, Mar. 23, 2012 

 
Shawish Jewelry (http://www.shawish-jewellery.com) has 

unveiled "The World's Fist All Diamond Ring." This 150 carat bad 
boy is carved from one single-faceted diamond and it will set you 
back $68 million. 

At first this ring could come across as some type of publicity 
stunt, but Mohamed Shawesh, President and CEO of Geneva-based 
Shawish Jewelry, seems genuine and passionate about the reasons 
he wanted to create it. 

In 2011 he explained, 

http://www.shawish-jewellery.com/
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"A ring made entirely of a faceted diamond has always seemed 
like a fantasy, It seemed impossible, so we decided to embark on 
the adventure of creating it. To create the perfect diamond ring is the 
epitome of art." 

This ring was 
definitely a labor of 
love for the designer. 
In 2009 they sought to 
get a copyright on the 
design and in 2010 it 
was finally secured, 
but the ring was far 
from fruition. 

Shawish goes on 
to talk about the 
process they went 
through to get the ring 
as perfect as possible, 

"We had to do multiple tests with the design, to get the precision 
of the circle right. Diamonds are made of carbon and molecules that 
can change, even the 
colour can be altered 
when attempting to cut it. 
We had to buy special 
laser equipment, to cut 
directly into the diamond. 
The most important 
aspect is preserving the 
integrity of the diamond 
and of course the most 
difficult phase is precision 
cutting an entire stone 
into a ring." 

So now its 2012, all 
of that hard work has paid 
off, and his fantasy has 
become a reality. At 150 carats this stunner dwarfs Kim Kardashians 
22.2 carat ring and makes an 18 carat ring like Beyonce's look like 
chump change. In Hollywood everyone wants the biggest and the 
best, and when it comes to rings, this is it. That's why we can't wait 
to see which celebrity will be the first to rock it on the red carpet. 
Stay tuned... 

To get a 360 degree look at this mega diamond check out this 
video which features it in 3D animation: 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fhzXuqLeH3w 
From http://guestofaguest.com. 
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 

April 2012 Gem & Mineral Shows 
More shows can be found at http://www.rockngem.com/show-
dates-display/?ShowState=ALL 
7-8—PARADISE, CA: 58th annual “Paradise of Gems” show; Paradise Gem 
& Mineral Society; Elks Lodge; 6309 Clark Rd.; Sat. 9-5, Sun. 9-4; adults $2, 
seniors $1, children (under 16) free with adult; meteorites, the 48-lb. Oroville 
Meteorite, 35 display cases, 20 dealers; contact Manuel Garcia, (530) 877-
7324; e-mail: mmpg@att.net 

 13-15—EUREKA, CA: 11th annual “Lost Coast Jewelry, Gem, Bead & 
Mineral Show”; Crafty Cat Events; Redwood Acres Fairgrounds; 3750 Harris 
St., off US Hwy. 101; Fri. 12-7, Sat. 10-6, Sun. 10-5; adults $3, seniors and 
students $1.50, children free; dealers, minerals, gemstones, crystals, beads, 
pearls, gold nuggets, fine jewelry, gold, quartz, fossils, tools, hourly door 
prizes; contact Johnita Wemken, PO Box 704, Penryn, CA 95663-0704, (916) 
212-1647; e-mail: info@craftycatevents.com; Web site: 
www.craftycatevents.com 
13-15—VISTA, CA: Annual tailgate; San Diego County Council; Antique Gas 
and Steam Engine Museum; 2040 N. Santa Fe Ave.; Fri. 9-5, Sat. 9-5, Sun. 
9-5; free admission; approximately 80 dealers, minerals, fossils, gems, 
books, tools, new and used equipment, rough rocks; contact Ray Pearce, 
753 Abbywood Dr., Oceanside, CA 92057, (760) 726-7570; e-mail: 
raysrocks@cox.net 
14-15—MARIPOSA, CA: Annual show; CA State Mining & Mineral Museum 
& Mariposa Gem & Mineral Club; CA State Mining & Mineral Museum; 
Mariposa Fairgrounds, Hwy. 49; Sat. 10-5, Sun. 10-4; free admission; 
dealers, children's activities, gold panning, mineral specimens, jewelry 
supplies; contact Nikki West, 4166 Sullivan Rd., Mariposa, CA 95338, (209) 
742-4234; e-mail: nwest2006@yahoo.com; Web site: 
www.parks.ca.gov/?page_id=588 & http://mariposagmc.org/ 
20-22—INDIO, CA: Annual show; Shadow Mountain Gem & Mineral Society; 
Coachella Valley Wild Bird Center; 46500 Van Buren St.; Fri. 9-5, Sat. 9-5, 
Sun. 9-5; free admission; contact Darlene Bjork, (760) 328-6916; e-mail: 
daBjork@dc.rr.com; Web site: www.shadowmountaingemmineral.org 
20-22—SAN DIEGO, CA: Wholesale and retail show; Gem Faire Inc.; 
Scottish Rite Center; 1895 Camino del Rio S.; Fri. 12-6, Sat. 10-6, Sun. 10-5; 
adults $7, children (11 and under) free; jewelry, gems, beads, crystals, silver, 
rocks, minerals, exhibitors from all over the world; contact Yooy Nelson, (503) 
252-8300; e-mail: info@gemfaire.com; Web site: www.gemfaire.com 
20-22—SAN JOSE, CA: Annual show; Santa Clara Valley Gem & Mineral 
Society; Santa Clara County Fairgrounds; 344 Tully Rd.; Fri. 9-5, Sat. 10-5, 
Sun. 10-5; adults $6, children (under 12) free; 50 dealers, displays, 
educational kids' area, geode cutting, lapidary demonstrations, gold panning, 
USGS display, $1 off coupon on Web site; contact Frank Mullaney, (408) 
265-1422; e-mail: info@scvgms.org; Web site: www.scvgms.org 
21-22—THOUSAND OAKS, CA: 38th annual show, "Pageant of a Thousand 
Gems"; Conejo Gem & Mineral Club; Borchard Park Community Center; 190 
Reino Rd., at Borchard Rd.; Sat. 10-5, Sun. 10-5; free admission; minerals, 
rocks, fossils, gems, jewelry, exhibits, dealers, youth activities, 
demonstrations, silent auction, door prizes, plant sales; contact Robert 
Sankovich, 1961 Havenwood Dr., Thousand Oaks, CA 91362, (805) 494-
7734; e-mail: rmsorca@adelphia.net; Web site: www.cgamc.org 
 21-22—WALNUT CREEK, CA: Show, "Contra Costa Crystal Fair"; Pacific 
Crystal Guild; Civic Park Community Center; 1375 Civic Dr.; Sat. 10-6, Sun. 
10-4; adults $6, children (12 and under) free; 30 dealers, minerals, gems, 
crystals, beads, metaphysical healing tools; contact Jerry Tomlinson, PO Box 
1371, Sausalito, CA 94966, (415) 383-7837; e-mail: jerry@crystalfair.com; 
Web site: www.crystalfair.com 
27-29—COSTA MESA, CA: Wholesale and retail show; Gem Faire Inc.; OC 
Fair & Event Center; 88 Fair Dr.; Fri. 12-6, Sat. 10-6, Sun. 10-5; adults $7, 
children (11 and under) free; jewelry, gems, beads, crystals, silver, rocks, 
minerals, exhibitors from all over the world; contact Yooy Nelson, (503) 252-
8300; e-mail: info@gemfaire.com; Web site: www.gemfaire.com 
28-29—LANCASTER, CA: Annual show; Antelope Valley Gem & Mineral 
Club; Lancaster High School; 44701 32nd St. W.; Sat. 10-5, Sun. 10-5; free 
admission; tailgaters, gems, minerals, jewelry, Touch Table, fossils, raffle, 
dealers, demonstrations, auction table; contact Rodney Skillings, PO Box 
903044, Palmdale, CA 93590, (661) 400-5198; e-mail: av_gem@yahoo.com; 
Web site: www.avgem.weebly.com 

 

The First All Diamond Ring 

 

The First All Diamond Ring Sketch 

Advertise in this Space! 
Business Card Size: $ 5 per month 
Quarter Page Size: $10 per month 

Half Page Size: $20 per month 
Full Page Size: $40 per month 

Contact: 
The Opal Express C/O 

Jim Pisani 
P.O. Box 4875 

Garden Grove, CA 92842-4875 
E-mail: editor@opalsociety.org 

Custom Creative Gem Cutting 
Stan M. McCall 

Lapidary and Jewelry Artist 
 

Custom Jewelry Designs & Repairs 
Gemstone Cutting & Repolishing 

Diamonds, Opals, Colored Stones 
(714) 220-9282 

6029 Orange Ave. Cypress, CA 90630 
http://home.earthlink.net/~custom-creative/ 

custom-creative@earthlink.net 
Tuesday-Saturday 10am-3pm. Appointments Also Available 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fhzXuqLeH3w
http://guestofaguest.com/
http://www.rockngem.com/show-dates-display/?ShowState=ALL
http://www.rockngem.com/show-dates-display/?ShowState=ALL
mailto:editor@opalsociety.org
http://home.earthlink.net/~custom-creative/
mailto:custom-creative@earthlink.net
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American Opal Society Membership Application 

FILL IN APPLICABLE INFORMATION DUES / FEES) 
AMOUNT 
PAID 

DUES: 
SELECT ONE 

RENEWING MEMBERS $30   

NEW MEMBERS $40   

INTERNATIONAL MEMBERSHIP FEE (All addresses outside of USA) $10   

PRINTED NEWSLETTER FEE (Paper copy postal mailed instead of PDF file by e-mail) $5   

ADDITIONAL BADGES (Your First Badge is free when joining) $10   

TOTAL PAID DUES plus International, Print or Badge Fees if Applicable:  

 

Please make check or money order payable to “American Opal Society”. Mail payment and application to: 

American Opal Society; PO BOX 4875; Garden Grove, CA 92842-4875 
An optional, quicker method of payment is via the Internet. To pay, just visit the membership page on our website at 
http://opalsociety.org/aos_application_by_web.htm and complete the form. You April pay with a Credit Card or via PayPal 
account. The transaction is completely secure and the AOS never sees your credit card number. The AOS PayPal account 
is membership@opalsociety.org.  

 

NAME 
 

BUSINESS NAME 

ADDRESS APT # or PO BOX 

CITY STATE 

ZIP or POSTAL CODE COUNTRY (IF OUTSIDE USA) 

PHONE - Home 
(      ) 

PHONE - Business 
(      ) 

FAX 
(      ) 

E-MAIL 

WEBSITE 

OCCUPATION HOBBIES AND INTERESTS 

 

MEMBERSHIP ROSTER: The AOS publishes a membership directory once per year in its Newsletter, the Opal Express. Your name will be 
included. Please check what additional personal information that you want listed for other members. If it is different from the information 
above, please note that on the application. 

 Address  Phone  E-mail  Website   

Please sign here: ________________________________________ Date _____________ 
 

The Opal Express is published monthly by 
The American Opal Society. 

Copyright 2012. All rights reserved. 
Non-Commercial Reprint Permission Granted Unless Otherwise 

Reserved. 

Editor-Jim Pisani 
Please address all inquiries and exchange newsletters to: 

The Opal Express C/O 
Jim Pisani 

P.O. Box 4875 
Garden Grove, CA 92842-4875 
E-mail: editor@opalsociety.org  

Are Your Dues Due Now? 
PLEASE CHECK YOUR ADDRESS LABEL or NEWSLETTER E-
MAIL. There should be a date that shows the current month/year of 
your membership. If the date is older than the current date, your dues 
are overdue.  A warning will be stated if you are overdue. 
A Renewal Grace Period of two months will be provided. Please note, 
however, that as the system is now set up, if your renewal is not 
received you will be AUTOMATICALLY dropped from membership 
thereafter. It is your responsibility to assure your dues are current. 
Thank you, 
The Editor 

NAME BADGE ORDER FORM: 

PLEASE PRINT NAME AS YOU 
WISH IT TO APPEAR ON YOUR 
BADGE using up to two (2) lines 
of text for your name, nickname, 
or name of your opal related 
business. 

http://opalsociety.org/aos_application_by_web.htm
mailto:membership@opalsociety.org
mailto:editor@opalsociety.org
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The Opal Express 
American Opal Society 
P.O. Box 4875 
Garden Grove, CA 92842-4875 
 

   

Volume #45 Issue #4 
April 2012 

   

 

Some Topics In This Issue: 
 Last Month’s Lecture: Jim Pisani on 

Jade 

 Interesting Blue Stuff the Stoddard 
Wells  

 We Lost a Ledge of Gold - Story 

 From Rags to Riches & Disasters – 
Chapter 21 -  Traces in a Rabbit Warren 

 The World’s First All Diamond Ring 

 

 

Important Dates: 
 

 
April 8 - General Meeting: 
Mike Woodward of Mike Woodward 
Photography will be the guest speaker 
at the April 12

th
 general meeting.  Mike 

specializes in Gem Photography. 
 

 
 

 

— GENERAL MEETINGS — 
 

2nd Thurs. of the Month 
7:00 pm - 9:00 PM 

 
Garden Grove Civic Women’s Club 

9501 Chapman Ave. 
Garden Grove, CA 92841 

(NE corner of Gilbert & Chapman) 
 

MEETING ACTIVITIES 
Opal Cutting, Advice, Guest Speakers, 
Slide Shows, Videos, Other Activities 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
     

     
     

 

The American Opal Society 
http://OpalSociety.org 

Pete Goetz 
Jim Pisani 
Gene LeVan 

President 
Editor & Webmaster 
Show Chairman 

(714) 530-3530 
 (714) 815-4638 
(562) 208-7494 

email: mpg1022@aol.com 
email: editor@opalsociety.org  
email: fineblackopal@sprynet.com  
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