
Drill, Baby, Drill!
by
Eyes Right
Greenville, ME – For those of you following my well woes, Tuesday began with great promise.  You may recall that we had flown to Maine the preceding Wednesday for the singular purpose of being here when a well was being drilled on our new property on Lower Wilson Pond.  Each day had brought a new disappointment from my driller, Judd.  His favorite phrase, “Trust me,” had long stopped easing my concerns - in fact, it only heightened my anxiety because we had non-refundable airplane tickets back to Virginia for Wednesday, which was now tomorrow.  
Our “great promise” was that around 9 A.M. two large trucks pulled up on the dirt road in front of our camp.  The larger one had equipment with the unmistakable look of well-drilling equipment.  One fellow emerged from each truck.  The thinner of the two was smoking a cigarette and introduced himself as “Adam.”  The other guy was heavier and had on a dirty white tee shirt; his name was Pete.  They were indeed one of Judd’s crews and immediately began scoping out the site which Judd and I had determined for drilling the well.
We had not hired or used a “diving rod” in our site selection for the well.  I had some history with this voodoo stuff;  as a child in Kentucky I watched a local whom my dad had hired use his magic stick which bobbed up and down when water was underground in that location.  If you have not seen a divining rod shaman performance, go to YouTube.  I liken it to using a Ouigi board or visiting your local fortune teller.  I believed then, and still believe, that it is simply an act.  Both times, however, we hit water where the rod predicted.  I am still convinced that the driller could have hit water anywhere on that farm overlooking the Ohio River.
In my Maine situation, Judd and I had chosen the location strictly on a pragmatic basis.  My lot is steep hillside from the road to the lake below, necessitating proximity to the road  Also we had to be a legal distance from the septic tank systems of both my property and my neighbor.  These criteria gave us about a 20 ft wide circle on which to drill.  Judd had arranged for two truckloads of dirt and rock to be dumped the previous week just off the road so that the drill truck could safely back onto the hillside to do the drilling.  There were issues, however, due to some remaining small trees and branches which would prevent the huge rig on the truck from being raised to a vertical drilling position.  I pitched in to assist Adam and Pete, and two hours later the three of us had prepared the site for drilling.  It was at this time that I muttered, “Drill, Baby, Drill!” notwithstanding the fact those words had not worked out so well for Republicans in the 2008 Presidential contest.
Over the next six hours I had the opportunity to closely observe my two experts perform a magical operation with this incredible piece of drilling equipment.  I felt as if I was watching world-class professional athletes in their prime.  Once the rig was settled into a vertical position by jacking up the right side of the truck a few degrees, Adam welded a ring and drill bit to the larger diameter 20-foot drill section, swung it into place, hopped onto the hydraulic control platform on the rear of the truck, and began to drill.  Pete had hooked up a hose from the other truck’s 1100 gallon water tank to provide continuous lubrication as the bit tore into the ground.  After only 8 feet of depth, Adam yelled the good news that he had already hit bedrock, a solid sheet of granite extending downward beneath us.  This most welcome news meant that we would only need one 20 foot section of steel casing (which was costing me $18 per foot) because once in bedrock, the drilled shaft forms a water-tight cylinder as you go further downward.  The carbide drill bit is a true marvel:  it can tear through solid granite at a rate of 50 to 100 feet an hour!
When Adam reached 20 feet, he pulled the larger drill, pounded the steel casing into the hole, and then began further drilling by adding smaller diameter 20 foot sections onto another drill bit welded onto a narrower shaft.  As the bit tore through the bedrock, a slurry of rock-water was continuously ejected out of the top of the casing due to a jet of high pressure air being sent down the hole by a diesel-driven compressor aboard the drill truck.  I was mentally calculating how much I was going to have to pay as each new 20 foot section was added.  At $15 a foot, each section meant $360 out of my pocket!  Adam kept looking for the tell-tale rush of water (other than that which we were inserting), but no joy as we passed 100 feet, 150 feet, 200 feet..... I began to sweat rather profusely.  
At about 210 feet Pete yelled, “Water!”   Adam stopped drilling, then used an empty plastic gallon milk container to capture most of the water coming up.  It was about 2-3 gallons a minute - OK, but not great.  I agreed to keep drilling, but with considerable trepidation.  My gamble paid off, as almost immediately after Adam started drilling with the 220 foot section, we hit what was essentially a gusher of water.  Adam measured somewhere between 30-40 gallons a minute - enough water for a subdivision of homes
The removal of each of the 20 foot drill sections went rather quickly.  Judd appeared almost magically in his truck along with his son;  soon all the equipment was on the two trucks, the well was capped, and I was left by myself with a very expensive hole in the ground, presumably full of water.  Of course, none of this water has been pumped or piped to my camp - that will involve a lot more of Trust Me Judd and my checkbook.
I thought that you might like to know.
E-R

