A Day of Gold Prospecting by Dave Lines
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“What in the world is ‘CVGP’? “, you ask. It is the initials of an organization with great people who like to
find gold. They are called the “Central Virginia Gold Prospectors”, and they are SERIOUS gold seekers.
And they lease several claims to prove it. Some of their claims are large --- the one we were on is 257
acres! And productive --- especially if you have the right equipment, knowledge, and are willing to work
hard. One of their members showed me a cell phone picture of a pan FULL of gold he and several buddies
recovered on one of the claims over a 4-day period. The gold flakes and small nuggets completely covered
the bottom of the pan. Incredible.

We had been invited by the CVGP to join them on their “1* Annual Prospecting 102” near Dillwyn, Virginia
for a day of prospecting and comradery including a picnic lunch, door prizes, and an opportunity to purchase
prospecting equipment like gold pans and snuffer bottles. They even had BIG equipment like a large motor
driven trommel for sale.



Eight (8) of us (Tim and Lorna S., Alton and Teresa J., Kim and her daughter Alex, John W., and Dave)
from the Southern Maryland Rock and Mineral Club met there at 9:45 am — give or take. Since it had rained
the day before, the red dirt road had enough puddles and muddy spots to persuade those without a four-wheel
drive vehicle to hitch a ride with those who did. In fact, the last portion of the trip into the meeting area of
their claim was a bit dicey even for my 4WD truck. So, we encouraged those with regular cars to park in a
safer area and catch a ride with others.




The meeting area was in a small clearing in the woods, and it was packed solid with 4wd trucks, ATVs and
Jeeps. They had several tents set up for registration (visitors paid a $10 fee and signed a waiver), equipment
sales, and lunch preparation. There were a lot of kids, largely due to RGMS (Richmond Gem and Mineral
Society) bringing their junior rockhounds. My guess is that there were about 50 people total. After some




(very) brief instructions for the day, we all departed to go gold panning in the creek. There were 4 in my
truck — John, Kim. Alex and me --- and we headed (not so gently) back the way we came and then took a
right until we reached the sign that said “Car Wash” --— a colorful and accurately descriptive name for a
place where you had to ford the creek in the road. Fortunately, the road in was not that bad and we found a
place to pull over and park by Tongue Quarter Creek --- a picturesque location which was mostly in the




Each of us grabbed our gear (bucket, shovel, gold pan, and a small glass screw cap bottle to put our gold in)
and headed to the creek. It was a very pretty and inviting creek of clear water about 10 feet wide with a good
flow of water averaging about 6 inches deep. I initially tried to show those with me how to gold pan, but my
audience disappeared before I finished my first pan because they were eager to try it themselves. Everyone
scattered along the very rocky creek and started digging and panning. I spent the first 30 minutes making a
dam and set up a small sluice. Then I started digging down looking for bedrock. At a foot deep, I did a test
pan to look for color (gold). Seeing none, I continued to dig down. That proved to be more difficult due to
large rocks that had to be removed, then the sides began to cave in. I finally found some color and then
“classified” half of a 5-gallon bucket of material and ran that through my sluice just before we were
supposed to return to the meeting area for lunch. Just before we left for lunch, I cleaned up my sluice and
put the material from the sluice in my gold pan --— intending to pan it out after lunch.



Back at the rendezvous area, we took a group picture (talk about trying to herd cats!). It was a bit hilarious
because the guy taking the pictures said he had the shakes (God bless him). And, of course, several people
wanted him to take pictures with their own cell phone. When he got to my cell phone, he took 5 pictures in
rapid succession --- most with my back to the camera while trying to run back to be in the picture. It is a
wonder that we have any group picture for this report.

Anyway, their hospitality was great and the hotdogs, fresh tomatoes, pork and beans, and watermelon hit the
spot. After lunch, the CVGP held a door prize drawing (nice touch). Amazingly, 3 of the 5 door prizes went
to the kids from the Richmond club --- that was perfect and as it should have been. Great encouragement to
those kids. The door prizes included several Ziplock bags of sand with gold in them.

Of course, we spent some time talking with each other and the members of the CVGP about what they had
found during the morning. We also got some tips as to where to try our luck next. Tim said someone told
him where there were some kyanite crystals. At about 2 pm, we (the 4 in my truck) followed Tim to a
different location which was a small branch stream that eventually fed into Tongue Quarter Creek. The
narrow road to this new area was also muddy and the turnaround at the end of the road was sketchy at best. I
pulled in beside Tim’s truck and everyone got out and headed down to the stream. I took my gold pan full of
material from my sluice cleanup from the morning and headed to the stream to pan out the contents. At the
stream, which was almost totally shaded, I had trouble finding a place with enough bright sunshine to see the
results in my pan. I followed an ATV trail upstream alongside the stream about 50 yards and picked a spot.

I panned very carefully and eventually I found some gold specks. I had not hit the mother lode this time, but
it fun trying.

I then decided to get my truck turned around before we had to leave. That was an interesting evolution, and
after a couple of tries, the truck was pointed in the correct direction. At 3 pm, our group of 4 climbed back
into my truck and we returned to the picnic area, and thanked our hosts and said our goodbyes. It was
another good adventure.

Afterward, I drove to nearby Dillwyn, found a do-it-yourself carwash, and cleaned about 50 pounds of red
mud off my truck before I headed back to Southern Maryland. []



But that is not the end of this story. When I eventually got around to asking the attendees if they would
please share a few pictures they took during the trip, Tim sent this pic of one old fellow’s find that day with
his metal detector.

What a great find! Makes me want to join the CVGP.



