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Editor’s N otes...
Obviously, if you are reading this newsletter, you have accessed the
Golden West Chapter’s website and are at least familiar with some portions of
it. (Of course, if you receive a mailed copy of The Primer, you may not have
computer access and can skip ahead to the the 10-1/2 Foot Pole List or Shakin’
It Up) If you are on your computer but haven’t taken the time to look around
the site, you might be surprised by some of the information that is there.
On the opening page is a list of our Sponsors (advertisers). If you
click on a sponsor’s name, you will be taken to their website if they have one.
If they don’t have a website, your e-mail program will open to their address
and you can contact them in that manner. You can also view their ads by
clicking on the SPONSORS’ ADS button.
To navigate around our site, use the blue buttons on the left side of
the opening page. Most are self-explanatory. Use the BACK button on your
browser to return to our main page. The CONTACT US button starts an e-mail
dialogue to our Secretary, Carey Haughy. She is the main contact point for the
Chapter and you can direct any questions to her that you may have concerning
the Chapter, the newsletter, etc. She will either respond to you directly or will
direct your inquiry to the proper person.
The LINKS & CHAPTERS button takes you to a page where you will
find links to other chapters with active web sites. In addition to the chapter
websites, there is a wealth of reference material on this page. You can visit
the ISEE website and/or their WORLD of EXPLOSIVES section. You can search
the ISEE archive for abstracts of papers that have been published by the ISEE.
You can download a copy of the ATF’s Explosives Regulations or search
through CalOSHA’s Safety Orders. You can also access the websites of the
ATF, CalOSHA, MSHA and NIOSH. All in all, this page a very handy and useful
reference tool.
Did you want to go back and check something that was in one of our
newsletters of a year or two ago? You can do that by clicking on the
NEWSLETTER ARCHIVE button. Issues commencing with 2007 are on that
page and can be downloaded. Earlier issues were published in hard copy by
our printer in Grass Valley and aren’t available on line. If there is sufficient interest, earlier issues could be scanned and placed in the archives. If you
would like to see this, please contact us.

wbender@frontier.com

(continued on the next page)
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Editor’s Notes (continued) ...
How many explosive cartridges of a given size would be needed to build up out of the water
in a wet hole? The formula for calculating that is on our TECH STUFF page. Or have you ever had
the need to calculate how many pounds of explosive per foot that you are going to load in a given
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blast hole? That formula ( Dia x SG x .34 ) is also on the page, but have you ever wondered where
the constant .34 comes from? That too is explained on our TECH STUFF page. There are other similar calculations there, including Cole’s formula for determining underwater pressures from detonating
charges, metric conversions and formulas for deriving vibration data.
On the home page of the website, you can click on any officer or board member’s name to
initiate an e-mail to that person. If you want to contact the webmaster to vent your spleen, offer
suggestions, or otherwise hassle him, go all the way to the bottom of the home page and click on the
old time cowboy you find there. (I don’t guarantee that you’ll get any satisfaction, but it can’t hurt to
try. You’ll probably get farther with your suggestion if we can discuss it over a beer.....)
There is also a page where the history of the Chapter is documented. A few years ago, I
had asked if anyone could fill in some of the names of the Charter members of the Chapter. I got a
couple of responses, but not much useful information. Recently, I got my hands on the old
“President’s Box”. (This had been passed along from president to president, but not always very
promptly, and once or twice we thought it had been lost.) Residing therein were all the documents
relating to the formation of the Golden West Chapter. I was finally able to fill in the missing names.
You can see them on the Chapter History page. The “President’s Box” by the way, is now the
“Secretary’s Box”. It makes a lot more sense for the Secretary, who generally is around for quite a
few more years than the President, to have possession of the box.
The Golden West Chapter website provides you with some valuable resources in addition to
being a connection to the various people who run the Chapter. If you have any suggestions for improvements, please don’t hesitate to contact any of the Chapter officers or Board members.
As I’m writing this, monsoon season has arrived in Arizona and other parts of the west. We
get more than half of our rain during July, August and early September. The moisture works its way
up from the Gulf of Mexico and extends beyond Arizona and New Mexico into Colorado. Monsoon is
somewhat of a misnomer. A monsoon is a wind, and there certainly can be some microbursts associated with some of the thunderstorms, but our main ingredient is rain (for which we are quite thankful). After living in Nevada City and experiencing 45 to 50 inches of rain per year, 12 inches on average is a little bleak. Water conservation is a way of life in the desert southwest. “Whiskey’s for
drinkin’. Water’s for fightin’ over.”
As is the usual case, your faithful editor is badly in need of good articles for this newsletter.
Bruce Redpath was kind enough to provide the great article on flyrock ranges in the previous issue.
(If you missed it, it’s in the newsletter archives on the website.) Ed Criley came through for me on
the Mt. Redoubt story last year. In Shakin’ It Up I’ve about used up all the case histories that I have
from my consulting that aren’t either proprietary or confidential. If you have any case histories or
interesting stories to tell, let me know about them. I can help you flesh them out, clean them up,
etc. Lacking anything further, I’ll going to unload the ‘converting a VW engine to an air compressor”
on you in the next issue. Of course, with the state of the economy in California, maybe that type of
article may have some redeeming value......
‘till next issue,
Wes Bender
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The 10-1/2 Foot Pole List ...
by Wes Bender
Through 34 years of distributing explosives, loading shots, consulting for various companies, renting
and selling seismographs, and generally trying to keep blasters out of trouble, I’ve had the privilege of working with a good many really likeable individuals and companies. I value quite highly the experiences that
I’ve had with these folks. On the other hand, there have been a few companies and more than a few people that I would probably have been better off not knowing in the first place. I refer to these people and
companies as being on my 10-1/2 foot pole list because, after one experience with them, I wouldn’t
touch them again with a 10 foot pole.
Now, before you try to get me to give you a copy of The List, I should caution you that I cannot release it. Any one of the people listed on it would probably sue me for defamation of character for including
them with the rest of the unsavory characters that are on The List.
Some on The List are there because of their bad credit. Now don’t get me wrong, I can understand
how some situations can put a crimp in cash flow, but if you leveled with me and explained the situation, I
was more than willing to work with you in paying off your outstanding balance. It would be easy to make
The List though if you wouldn’t return my phone calls or otherwise kept ducking the issue. You were guaranteed a spot on The List if you tried to pull any shenanigans. One particular engineering firm tried unsuccessfully to avoid paying the final month’s rent on a seismograph. When I finally got hold of the branch
manager to inquire as to why he wouldn’t pay the invoice, he tried to tell me the instrument wasn’t functional during the final month. When I told him it was fine when it got back to me, he responded with the
statement that they hadn’t used it at all during that last month so they shouldn’t have to pay for it. Although I usually try to give a person a way out, his demeanor didn’t warrant such treatment, so I informed
him that when the instrument got back there were four events still in the memory of the instrument from
the period in question. A check was forthcoming, but it didn’t keep him and his group off The List. (One
more comment on credit. 90% of your credit problems come from 10% of your customers. If you can identify who they are, you’re better off letting your competition have them.)
In the explosives distribution business, collecting for unpaid explosives can get a bit dicey. If it happens to be a federal job, you can’t file a lien against it. If they’ve shot up all the powder you can’t take it
back either. We usually filed the California Preliminary Lien Notice anyway. Some contractors didn’t know
we couldn’t actually file a lien and paid promptly. Logging contracts were particularly bad. The contractor
didn’t get paid for the roads he built. The cost was subtracted from what he paid for the timber. When one
nocturnal aviation (as in fly-by-night) logger tried to skip on his powder bill, we put our attorney on his trail.
Said attorney was a tenacious little bulldog of a guy and in his digging around found that the guy had failed
to hold a proper corporate meeting the previous year and that his corporate status was null and void when
he bought the powder. He promptly filed a lien on the guy’s house. We got paid (and he promptly made
The List).
Some blasting contractors never wanted any consulting help until they were already in trouble and
were looking for a scapegoat. Consultants have to be very careful in dealing with these types. No comments can be made verbally and documents need to be very carefully written with language to protect your
dusty butt. One blasting contractor that had a reputation for scattering flyrock into nearby neighborhoods (a
fine example was in blasting for the Nevada County courthouse, but I digress) got himself in trouble in blasting for a shopping center in one of the towns in the Sierra foothills and wanted help.
(continued on page 4)
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The 10-1/2 Pole List (continued) ...
When the first words out of his mouth were how his previous consultant was to blame because he told
him wrong, I suddenly remembered that my calendar was too full to take on any new projects. He had
been on the verge of making The List for a while, so I finally put him on it and moved on.
Numerous mining companies and mining promoters managed to make The List, some being on
there under more than one name. It took a goodly amount of research and digging before you dared to
have your name associated with their particular project. I had one client for whom I did a fair amount
of work, mainly in the blast effects field (i.e. vibration, airblast, etc.). They never solicited my help in
designing blasts, but had the nasty habit of referring to me as their “blasting consultant”. I finally had
to notify them in writing to cease and desist with the blasting consultant bit. If they didn’t want or
didn’t use my advice, I didn’t want to be blamed for their flyrock or other foibles. They’re no longer in
business and they never quite made it to The List, but they came close a couple of times.
There was one rather small blasting contractor who was so tight that he squeaked. He was always calling for free advice. He pumped you for information, but phrased it in such a way that made it
sound as if he were just carrying on a friendly conversation. I soon wised up to what he was doing and
would respond with, “L....., it sounds as if you could use my expertise.” Of course, he seldom wanted to
hire me to solve his problems. I finally agreed to do some actual consulting for him in blasting a fish
channel at a dam for the Bureau of Reclamation and was it ever an experience. As usual, the Bureau
wanted a two-part blasting plan. His was only a page and a half long. I reviewed it and suggested that
it was pretty much inadequate because he failed to address most of what they wanted. Of course, my
cost to develop an acceptable plan for him exceeded what he wanted to pay, so he struggled along
adding a bit here and there as they rejected each one. He couldn’t start drilling or even bring explosives on site until the plan was approved, but he tried anyway. He ordered powder and magazines from
XYZ Powder Company, but then had to reschedule because his plan hadn’t been approved. When it finally was approved, XYZ couldn’t immediately drop everything and deliver that day. He called me and
wanted to know who else could provide powder. He wanted my seismographs to be there early on, but
didn’t want the rent to start until his first blast. He called and wanted to know if I knew of another
blaster he could hire. His had quit in the middle of the turmoil.... and on and on, ad infinitum. I did end
up designing the cautious blasting scheme for blasting the channel itself (but I wish I hadn’t). It involved presplitting both sides ahead of the production holes, a fairly common method. Of course, he
wouldn’t muck out one production shot before shooting the next. He started getting cutoffs in some of
the Nonel tubing and asked me if it could cut itself where one tube crossed over another. I told him no,
but that if the tube was close to, but not touching detonating cord, cutoffs could happen. He also deviated from my scheme by experimenting by adding delays in some of the pre-split lines. When it appeared on the surface that the rock hadn’t been adequately fractured, he refused to pay my invoice for
services rendered. I found out later from a former employee of his that, when they got around to digging it all out, the results were exactly what we had wanted. After I learned that, I tried to contact him
but he wouldn’t return my calls. Needless to say, his name is permanently engraved on The List. He
called me several years later asking for help on another job. Instead of demanding payment for the
previous work or hanging up on him, I politely refused, citing my busy schedule. (On hindsight, I should
have mailed him The List, but then there’s that “defamation of character” thing.)
There are a few governmental agencies and bureaucrats on The List, for various reasons. One
state agency wanted me to file a bushel basket of forms and paperwork so that I would qualify to sell
them the $10 manual they wanted to buy. Sorry guys. Send someone over with a ten spot and I’ll even
pick up the sales tax. Sheesh.
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Shakin’ It Up...
with Wes Bender
Sometimes a blasting consultant gets stuck with a job that he or she would rather not do. That
was the case quite a few years ago when I was contacted by a Mining Consultant From Reno. He
represented the owner of an underground mine near Silver Peak, Nevada. The mine had been closed
for a few years and the caretaker of the property was concerned about some rather old explosives
that were stored underground. Several of the cases of dynamite had cartridges that were exuding a
liquid and he was nervous about how stable they might be. The MCFR wanted to know if I could go
investigate and then remove and destroy the explosives. He wasn’t sure about the quantity, but
guessed it was around a ton. He asked that I put together a proposal to remove the hazard. I developed a three part proposal to, (1) investigate and determine the actual hazard involved, (2) remove
and destroy the explosives if it was safe to do so, or (3) detonate the lot underground if I deemed it
unsafe to move. Because I really don’t care for this type of work, I marked up my figures considerably and mailed the proposal to the MCFR, figuring I wouldn’t hear from him again. To my dismay,
a few days later I got a contract in the mail and a note asking how soon I might be able to do the
work.
Now, before any of you start getting any ideas from this about how you might be able to
generate a few extra bucks in these trying times, bear in mind that there are some serious drawbacks
and hazards to this type of work. First, unless you are properly trained in the evaluation and disposal
of old explosives, it might very well prove to be the last project that you undertake, at least in this
life. Second, you must be able to identify nitroglycerin when you encounter it and have the
necessary training in how to safely neutralize it.
Failing to do so correctly can have the same result as the first hazard, i.e. Eternal Dirt Nap.
Quite a few years ago the Institute of Makers of
Explosives (IME) put out a pamphlet on how to
destroy explosives. For liability reasons they
eventually withdrew it and instead recommended that, if you have explosives that need
disposal, contact the manufacturer.
(continued on page 9)
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Shakin’ It Up (cont.)...
If said manufacturer no longer exists, you should contact law enforcement agencies and/or
bomb disposal (EOD) people. In other words, this is not a do-it-yourself project, even if you
think you might be qualified. The IME doesn’t want you attempting it.
Back to the Silver Peak story. The owner (and the mining people in Nevada) were not
particularly fond of my detonating the entire lot of explosives in the mine. This would render
the mine totally unusable. As you will find out, there was also a second reason of which I
wasn’t aware until the job was complete. The owner asked that I contact him if I felt that the
explosives were too unstable to move. They would then make a decision on what to do.
After rounding up the chemicals that I would need for neutralizing nitroglycerin, I packed my
tools in the trusty Toyota Landcruiser (that Dale Nies still drives) and headed over the Sierra.
After a stop at Sierra Chemical in Sparks to pick up a box of electric blasting caps (I didn’t have
a federal permit, hence I couldn’t transport across a state line), I drove to Silver Peak.
I doubt that many of you have been to Silver Peak, Nevada. It’s roughly half way between
Reno and Las Vegas and midway between Tonopah and Bishop CA. There wasn’t much there
at the time. One operational underground mine. One open surface mine. Several closed underground mines. One bar/cafe/casino. A small Post Office. You get the picture. When I was
working up the proposal, I had asked the MCFR if there were any accommodations in Silver
Peak or if I would have to commute from Tonopah. He said accommodations were not a problem. “Go to the Black Mammoth Bar and ask for Alice.” As I pulled into town, I got a lot of
looks that more or less asked, “Who is he, and why is he here?” I guess they didn’t care for
some stranger snooping around to see what they might be growing in their little garden out
back, but then I’ve never seen a narc driving a Landcruiser either, so I wouldn’t think they
should have been concerned. I found the Black Mammoth Bar and dutifully went in and sat
down and ordered a beer. The gal tending bar struck up a conversation and it was obvious that
she too was trying to find out why I was there. Rather than tell her the real reason, my responses were non-committal. I figured that it wouldn’t hurt to keep her guessing. Besides, I
didn’t know if my client wanted anyone to know either. After finishing my beer, I asked about
Alice and was told she was in the next room. (Said room was about all the casino that they had
to offer, with a few slot machines and one blackjack table). I indicated to Alice that I needed a
room for one or two nights. She looked out the front door toward a single-wide mobile home
across the street with five doors across the front. Each door had the number painted on it, about
12 inches high. “Take number 3” she said. I asked if she had any paperwork to fill out and she
replied, “just settle up before you leave.” To my inquiry about a key, she said, “There’s no
locks on the doors.” Overcoming my fears of possibly finding out what this ‘motel’ was normally used for, I went over to number three, put my suitcase inside and then drove the eight
miles up into the hills to the mine to see what I had gotten myself into.
(continued on page 10)
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Shakin’ It Up (cont.)...
I roused the caretaker and we entered the mine to inspect the explosives. The mine used rails
and a short distance into the mine these disappeared under a pile of rock and slash. After we
climbed over the pile, the rails came into view again. The rails disappeared a couple more times before we got to the location of the underground storage area. It was obvious that this mine was in
fairly unstable ground, but none of the rock falls appeared to be fresh.
The MCFR was right. There were about 20 cases of dynamite from various manufacturers and
20 fifty pound sacks of AN/FO. The cap room also gave you the impression that they probably
bought something from every powder peddler that passed through the area. Frankly, if they’d have
phoned all those manufacturers to come and help dispose of their respective products, you could
have held an IME meeting on site.
All the AN/FO and most of the cases of dynamite looked pretty good considering their age.
(Fiction and Fact from Bender’s Almanac: Store dynamite like fine wine. It’ll keep longer that
way.) Several of the dynamite cases indeed did have liquid oozing out of some of the sticks. I applied the taste test that I was taught many years ago by a powder company tech rep (when it was
still considered safe and politically correct to teach such things). The liquid wasn’t nitroglycerin.
Considering the grade of dynamite that appeared to be leaking, the liquid was likely dissolved ammonium nitrate salts. Some dynamites can pick up moisture when humidity levels go up. When
the humidity drops, the moisture can ‘sweat’ back out of the cartridges. Eventually, if it stays dry
enough, crystals could form, but that hadn’t happened yet. You don’t know what the substance
leaking is, however, so read and heed the following:

Any oozing liquid or crystallization that may be found on cartridges of dynamite,
MUST BE CONSIDERED TO BE NITROGLYCERIN, unless proven otherwise by a
qualified individual. DON’T make any assumptions or take any chances. Leave it
alone. Consider yourself warned; it’s your dusty butt that is at risk.
After determining that it wasn’t NG, I proceeded with the planned destruction of the explosives. As anyone involved with explosives safety knows, there are two parts to the equation. First,
take the necessary steps to prevent an accident from happening. Second, minimize the impact if an
accident were to occur. The first I was already addressing. The second issue on reducing impact
was handled as follows: (1) With one exception, I would be the only one who would carry explosives out of the mine. No one else would be underground at the time. The caretaker was to stand by
in a safe location where he could get help in case of an accident. (2) The safest materials would be
removed first. This meant carrying it out in the following order. All of the AN/FO first, along with
a part roll of detonating cord that I could use. The exception to (1) above was that caretaker was
allowed to assist in carrying the AN/FO out. Stable appearing dynamite was removed next, followed by less stable appearing dynamite, then the worst-appearing dynamite, followed by all the
detonators.
(continued on page 11)
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Shakin’ It Up (cont.)...
In looking about for a suitable place to detonate the explosives in 50 to 150 pound lots, I
found an old “coyote” decline of about 8 x 8 ft that had been driven about 30 ft into the side of a
hill on the property. The decline faced in the direction of town, but the distance of eight miles
was deemed sufficient to prevent any damage or complaints. After all, most of the population
of the town made their living from mining and I didn’t expect any problems. (Those not involved in mining were keeping a low profile, and probably wouldn’t risk complaining anyway.)
We had all the AN/FO and several cases of dynamite out of the mine before we started detonating any charges. I laced a detonating cord pigtail through the first 50 lb case and carried it to
the bottom of the decline. I attached an electric cap to the other end of the cord at the portal.
We strung a firing line around the hillside to a safe location. I suggested that the caretaker
move his small flatbed truck farther away because the concussion was going to be fierce and I
didn’t want to break any of its windows. He felt the truck was safe enough where it was, so I
detonated the charge. We didn’t crack a single window in his truck..... we cracked ALL the
windows in his truck, including the windshield which was now lying on the hood. He wasn’t
dismayed however. He had previously replaced two windows with Plexiglas and said he’d fix
them all now with the same material.
The detonating charge sent an almost perfect smoke ring into the sky. I promptly set up several more charges consisting of a case of dynamite and one or two 50 lb sacks of AN/FO and
detonated them. Following a few of these however, the heat and foul air down in the decline
was getting nearly unbearable, so I modified the process a bit. While the decline cooled and
partially ventilated I would bring another case of dynamite out of the mine. We’d transport it to
the decline. I’d then lace it with cord, hold my breath and take it to the bottom. After adding
the AN/FO and climbing back to safety, it was “Fire in the hole” and another smoke ring
belched out toward Silver Peak. I felt sorry for the guy losing his truck windows so I let him set
off a few too. We had a little competition going to see who blew the best smoke rings.
Due to the late start, we didn’t finish it all on the first day. I headed back down to Silver
Peak for a shower, a cold beer and dinner at the Black Mammoth. I also wanted to hook up
with Dave Chapman, an old friend who was mine foreman at the only operating underground
mine in the area. Knowing Dave, I figured he’d probably pop in for a beer. We discussed old
times for a while and around midnight I retired to number 3 across the street. The one huge
swamp cooler that pumped air into all the rooms was working a little too well and I had to put
my suitcase over the vent so I could sleep.
The next morning when I arrived at the gate to resume work, there were six guys waiting
there rustling jobs. They had heard the previous days’ explosions and thought that maybe the
mine had re-opened. Sorry guys. Temporary thing. No help wanted.
(continued on page 12)
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Shakin’ It Up (cont.)...
We picked up where we left off, making explosives evaporate and blowing smoke rings.
The last shot we set off included all of the detonators and what remained of the detonating cord
spool. I went back into the mine with the caretaker and made sure there were no hidden hazards remaining. No caps or fuse behind any shelves in the cap room. No residue from the explosives on
any of the shelves or floor in the magazine area. I had him sign that he had witnessed the destruction of the explosives and that the magazine area was clean.
Before I left, we stopped at his shack on site and had a soft drink and shot the breeze. I mentioned the fairly unstable conditions in the mine. He said that the bad ground was the main reason
they weren’t able to keep the mine in production. In fact, he said, about 50 feet from a spot that I
passed on each trip in and out, two miners were entombed. Turns out that they were buried in a
slide and, when rescuers tried to dig them out, the mountain just kept coming down. Eventually
they had to give up and just leave them there. Apparently that was the main reason that they would
not have wanted me to destroy the mine by shooting all the explosives in place. I guess I’m glad he
told me AFTER I was done rather than letting me think about those guys every time I walked by.

How Come???
A cowboy, who just moved to Wyoming from Texas, walks into a bar and orders three mugs of
Bud. He sits in the back of the room, drinking a sip out of each one in turn. When he finishes them, he
comes back to the bar and orders three more.
The bartender approaches and tells the cowboy, "You know, a mug goes flat after I draw it. It
would taste better if you bought one at a time."
The cowboy replies, "Well, you see, I have two brothers. One is in Arizona , the other is in
Colorado . When we all left our home in Texas, we promised that we'd drink this way to remember the
days when we drank together. So I'm drinking one beer for each of my brothers and one for myself."
The bartender admits that this is a nice custom, and leaves it there.
The cowboy becomes a regular in the bar, and always drinks the same way. He orders three
mugs and drinks them in turn.
One day, he comes in and only orders two mugs. All the regulars take notice and fall silent.
When he comes back to the bar for the second round, the bartender says, "I don't want to intrude on
your grief, but I wanted to offer my condolences on your loss."
The cowboy looks quite puzzled for a moment, then a light dawns in his eyes and he laughs.
"Oh, no, everybody's just fine," he explains, "It's just that my wife and I joined the Baptist
Church and I had to quit drinking."
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