
      

In Search of 
Eldorado 

 
  By Edgar Allen Poe             

 
Gaily bedight, 

A gallant knight, 
In sunshine and in shadow, 

Had journeyed long, 
Singing a song, 

In search of Eldorado. 
 

But he grew old— 
This knight so bold— 

And o’er his heart a shadow— 
Fell as he found 

No spot of ground 
That looked like Eldorado. 

 
And, as his strength 
Failed him at length, 

He met a pilgrim shadow— 
‘Shadow,’ said he, 
‘Where can it be— 

This land of Eldorado?’ 
 

‘Over the Mountains 
Of the Moon, 

Down the Valley of the Shadow, 
Ride, boldly ride,’ 

The shade replied,— 
‘If you seek for Eldorado!’ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
      
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello to Family & Friends 

Day 11 
Monday, 

January 13th 
 

Death Valley 
National Park and 

beyond 
 

Weather 
40’s to 60’s and sunny 

 

 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

It is said, that if you play this golf course, you are guaranteed your 
lowest score ever. Of course, they are referring to the elevation, 
not the strokes. Ha Ha. 

I am starting to run short of the food I brought with me, so I had to 
resort to a bowl of cereal this morning. 

It was chillier than I expected this morning, considering I was 
camped at about 200 feet below sea level. But it warmed up 
nicely as the day progressed. 

Today is my last day in Death Valley National Park. I will continue 
back down the Badwater Basin Road until it ends. 

My first stop, ironically, is Badwater Basin. 

Link to the Eldorado Song: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VczD1olutQ8 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VczD1olutQ8


 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

The Salton Sea is also on my 
list this trip. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   

 

 

 

I didn’t notice it until I uploaded the 
photos to the laptop, but the photo 
above actually looks like a canyon. 
But it’s only the reflection of the Black 
Mountains in the water 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Okay Morgan, I know you told me to restrict the wearing of these shorts to the golf course, but 
as I looked in the closet all I had left were khaki color shorts, and since I was wearing a gray T-
shirt, and I know from the three of you that gray does not go with khaki, I put them on. Of 
course, I didn’t know at the time that I would be having my picture taken. LOL 

 

Above is just the 
expanse of the salt flats. 
Left is the difference 
between the trodden 
path and the untrodden 
flats. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Why don’t they scrape up some of this 
table salt and dump it on the icy road 
up to Dante’s View. It would make 
people a lot happier. 

At this point you can actually see 
the Amargosa River. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

There are supposed 
to be some nice slot 
canyons here 

 

First slot canyon 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

End of the line 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Slot canyon #2 

 

Slot canyon #3 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

I ran into several of these walls to climb up. I made it over the ones on 
the left, but the one on the right was about 9’ high. Sometimes I really 
do know my limitations. I turned around and walked away. 

This is the first bush I 
have seen growing 
in a smaller wash 



 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 

I found slot canyon #4 
which after a short time 
ended here 

I think this was slot 
#1 on the map. I 
was told to bring 
a headlamp and 
would have to 
scramble through 
a tight opening. If 
it was just 
scramble through 
I would have tried 
it. But it was 
scramble through 
and climb up six 
feet at the same 
time. I was not 
that interested. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Not a bad view as I leave 
Sidewinder Canyon 

Some more colorful mountains 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This was just a wide point in the road that said “Point of Interest” 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This is what’s left 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The last view northwards towards 
Death Valley 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
This is Shoshone, CA. One mile from the southern entrance. This has got to be my 
unluckiest town ever. 1) It was 3:04 when I pulled into the parking lot. 2) The Chevron 
station was getting new pumps installed and had no diesel available 3) She told me 
the closest gas was back in Pahrump, Nevada, 27 miles (54 round trip) but the gas 
would be $1.67 cheaper per gallon. I am still good on gas for now. 56 miles to Baker 
and I still have 3/8th’s of a tank 4) I asked about LP because I know I’m low and there 
was a tank outside. She shook her head and said “All we have is propane.” I shook 
my head and said “It’s the same thing.” “Oh, the guys that do that go home at 
1:30.” Naturally, as I sit here writing this, the heat has stopped running. No LP. Oh 
sorry, I mean propane. 5) Only gallons of whole milk. I will survive. 

 

 
I am a member of a free camping group called Harvest Hosts. They are 
wineries, museums, farms, etc., in other words working businesses that 
will allow you to stay overnight in their parking lot for free. Hopefully you 
will buy something or take a tour. Above is part of the road to get there. 
Incredible drive through some badlands. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This is where my luck changed. I called up 
the China Ranch Date Farm and was told 
the Harvest Host member who had 
originally reserved for tonight had just 
called and canceled. So come on down. 

A date palm orchard 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Not a whole lot to pass on tonight. It was a little sad to leave Death Valley after five days, 
the weather was great, the scenery was great, the hiking was great, the overall 
experience was fantastic. 
 
There was an item I did not mention yesterday because I ran out of room. In the Visitor 
Center, on my first day, there was a sign that mentioned the ‘silence’ of Death Valley. I 
could not get my head around that at the time, but after experiencing the silence at 
Dante’s View, in Desolation Canyon, in Sidewinder Canyon, I can understand. No birds, no 
insects, hopefully no people. No sirens, no blaring horns, no noisy neighbors, no school 
bells, etc, etc, etc. The only sound you hear is the wind, and the beating of your own 
heart. 
 
Although, today in Sidewinder Canyon I heard the sound of a jet engine. It was low and 
loud. Then it became even louder, then disappeared, then you could hear it again, sort of 
muffled, much further away north. I heard this two or three times while I was hiking. I am 
willing to bet it was those jets making a run through Star Wars Canyon where I was on 
Saturday. Darn, I sure would have liked to see that.  
 
To be a good member I bought a couple date muffins and some date nut bread. Then 
went back for a date and chocolate chip shake with my dinner. It was pretty good. 
 
I guess a couple extra blankets tonight will have to do to keep warm. Diesel and LP 
(propane) in Baker tomorrow. 
 
Almost forgot. No internet for visitors at China Ranch, so this one will be sent out once I get 
to Baker. 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 


