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A

s all rock hounds know, there comes a point in time when it is real hard to stay cooped up in the house. 

The first nice day with no wind, no rain and no snow, several of us headed for the wide open spaces of Nevada below Contact. Dave and Ruth, Sandy and Tyler and myself braved the elements. I had spotted a place that I was sure would have petrified wood. We headed that way at 9 am. We got there and parked in a turn out on the highway and proceeded to cross the barbed wire fence. We climbed and looked but found nothing. Dave decided that it was an old rock crusher site used by the highway department. We left there and drove up another road. 

After we drove for awhile we decided that the road was too bad even for 4-wheel drive as we were sliding down to a point that it was a large drop off. We turned around and headed back home. We stopped at Rabbit Springs to get some geodes, aka thunder eggs. We had to dig, and the ground was frozen so it was slow going. Dave found a deep hole and was digging and finding a few. I was digging a little bit above him and was 

finding a few also. With the sun going down, the nice day turned rather cold, and we decided to go. 

I was climbing out of the hole I was in. Because of the nice day the snow and ground was melting. My foot slipped, and I knew I was going to fall. Dave was still in the deeper hole, and I was going to fall on his back. I didn't want to have 200 lbs. fall like dead weight on Dave's back, so I made a big effort to jump over him. I made it to the other side of the hole but my feet slipped on the edge and I twisted my body and landed on my left hip, causing great pain. Again, I was proud of me as I did not cuss. 

Oh well, such is life in the day of a rockhound. I would have made the jump across the hole if I’d had my superman cape.

(Judge’s note:  Several “no-nos” here. Crawled over a barbed wore fence?  Was the land posted?  Too close for safe collecting.  It’s how rockhounds get hurt. –JW)
