
      

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 12 
Tuesday, 

January 14th 
 

China Date Ranch 
To 

Mojave National 
Preserve 
Weather 

30’s to 60’s and sunny 
 

 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

Those gravel roads in Death Valley sure were tough on the RV. LOL 

China Ranch was on my list but as a maybe since it was kind of off 
the beaten path. But it was a safe overnight parked on their gravel 
parking lot. The coyotes didn’t keep me awake. I slept in long 
pants, t-shirt, insulated socks and a hooded sweatshirt under a 
sheet, two blankets and two bedrolls. As my mom would have said 
“snug as a bug in a rug.” Good thing, the inside temp was 38 
degrees when I hopped out of bed. I was not cold at all. 

I did a short hike in the morning and wandered around until they 
opened at 9:00 and I could thank them for their hospitality.  

Even though I ran the RV engine several times before bed and 
after I woke up to warm the house up, I had plenty of gas left. But 
my first stop is still Baker, California. I need food, milk, gas, air and 
maybe to dump the holding tank. 

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

 

 

Just a couple 
warnings: 
today is a day 
of ups and 
downs; and 
there are a lot 
of plaque 
pictures. 

But first, a little 
tour of the 
China Date 
Ranch. 

 

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


 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Speaking of the Old Spanish Trail, I will 
be following it for a few miles before 
turning south. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

  

 

On to Baker, California. What a town. I searched for a 
grocery store and the only one I could find is the Baker 
Market. I quote from a review on Yelp ‘Baker Market is a 
store full of absolute crap. It costs more than at most places. 
The food selection is terrible. Mostly Junk…’ and it continues 
from there. I walked in with my reusable grocery bag, 
walked around looking for produce and/or meat. Never saw 
anyone in the store but myself, and walked out. 

 

 

Most everybody 
knows I am a big 1% 
milk drinker. Since I 
am from Wisconsin, 
the dairy state, that 
seems appropriate. 
Whenever I travel I 
usually have a hard 
time finding milk, 
cheese, etc., or at 
least the selection is 
one tenth of that at 
home. Here in  
California, the new dairy capital of the US, you’d think they 
would have a great selection and no problem finding what 
I want. One grocery store and five gas stations later I finally 
found half gallons of 2% milk. No meat or veggies in town. 

Alien Fresh Jerky. Quite the place. I aksed the girl at the counter 
where they go grocery shopping around here. Her response was 
“Las Vegas.” You have got to be kidding me. Vegas is 94 miles 
away. Can you imagine having to drive 188 miles to the grocery 
store and back? 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Yup, that’s the building 

 

This must be the summer 
stand out back. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Make sure 
you read 
the sign 
below 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Back to food. Since there isn’t much in the pantry, and I was near what could be described 
as civilization, I ate at…..SHOCKER….Arby’s for lunch. I have the date muffins and bread for 
breakfast, peanut butter and crackers for lunch and cheese and crackers for dinner. I also 
have Alien Fresh Jerky (only one bag for $12) and beef sticks for snacking on. That will have 
to sustain me for 2-3 days at least. 

The selection 
top right is 
my favorite. 
This guy 
definitely has 
a weird 
sense of 
humor. 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Pronounced zis-icks. Now known as 
Soda Springs. I don’t have internet so 
I can only go by memory of 
Roadside America, that the person 
who named it wanted to be sure it 
was the last city on any list. 

 

I don’t think this fella was having any 
luck extracting food from that plastic 
bag. I know how he feels. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

The grade for the railroad 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I guess the preacher 
went a little nuts on 
building here in Zzyzx. 
He thought the place 
would become another 
Hot Springs, Arkansas. 
Left and below are 
unpaved and 
unfinished boulevards 



 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Not quite as nice as the same picture above, 
but not bad. It really is an oasis. Below must 
be the diving board. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 The dry lake bed 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

These are some of the buildings 
used for classrooms 

Kind of says it all for California, don’t you 
think? 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Can you believe it? I arrived at 4 p.m. Too bad it’s 
Tuesday. They don’t even have any brochures or maps 
in a box on the porch you can take with you. The only 
map I have is a picture of the map in a display case 
which doesn’t show any of the hiking trails or off road 
campsites. The only way I can find that information is 
online and guess what? No cell phone or internet 
access. I did get a connection while I was leaning 
against the visitor center wall, but there is no description 
of the hiking trails or where they’re located. Even the 
‘download PDF of campsites’ does not tell you where 
they are. Well, they had some nice plaques nearby. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I have a list of 15 things to visit or hike here in Mojave. I can’t believe the visitor center is not open 
every day. The BLM office in Needles is about 2 hours away. Just looking at Google maps I see 
several road closures of roads I was planning to take just south of Mojave. Time to re-route and 
re-think and re-plan. 

 

 

As I drove back northeast looking for a campsite for the night I kept 
seeing the orange glow in my side mirror. I wanted to give my search 
until 5:00, then head back to a railroad gravel pit I passed earlier. At 
the stoke of 5 I found a dirt road leading off of the dirt road that I 
was on. I walked it for about 100 yards and found a campsite. It 
even has a fire ring. No firewood for me though. So I pulled on in 
amongst the Joshua trees and settled down for the night. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

As I said at the start, a day of ups and downs. 
 
I think I will head towards Needles. The route takes me past the Hole-in-the-Wall Visitor 
Center, which I think is only open on weekends, but maybe they have maps available. 
While in Needles I can jump across the Colorado River to Arizona and fill up on cheaper 
gas. Then I will head back here armed with the knowledge, and maps, I need to have a 
good time. Needles will hopefully have a grocery store too. 
 
I see one of my items is already a goner. The Mitchell Caverns State Park, contained 
completely within the Mojave National Preserve, only has tours on Friday, Saturday and 
Sunday. Reservations are required and must be made by phone on Mondays only. Easy 
come, easy go. It is only a state park, so it can’t be that great, right? 
 
Another oddity here is Castle Mountains National Monument. It also is contained 
completely within the Preserve and there appear to be no roads into it. I was hoping to 
get close and hike in. This baffles me. Set aside an area of land for preservation. Make it a 
National Monument. This means it must really be something to see. Then don’t give 
anyone access to the site. Our government at work. 
 
I forgot one of the really bad downs. I was getting ready to leave Zzyzx and wanted to fill 
up my water bottle. I keep gallons of water from the Brita pitcher at home in a storage 
compartment accessible only from the outside. But I can’t find the key ring. It has a bright 
yellow stretchy band with keys for all the exterior storage compartments, the RV house 
door, the bike lock, the bike battery lock, the bike rack hitch and something else. I did not 
want all those keys on the same ring with the ignition key and have to haul them around 
all over the place. The routine is when I need them, I put the stretchy band around my 
wrist. It comes off to open or lock whatever I need then goes back on the wrist. When I get 
back in the RV there is this jangle of keys hanging from my wrist and I take them off and 
put them above the visor next to the binoculars. I searched the RV from stem to stern, 
twice. I stood and worked backwards over the past two days when I last used the keys. 
Now, it’s possible that I hit a bump and they fell down as has happened in the past. But if 
that occurs, they fall in my lap. Last time I used them was to fill water bottles at Sidewinder 
Canyon in Death Valley. Without those keys I can’t access the gallons of water; I can’t 
add water to the tank; I can’t empty the holding tanks; I can’t get the bike off the rack; I 
can’t get to water hoses or sewer pipes; no tools, tables, grill, etc. I am ready to call the 
China Ranch and ask them to check the parking lot. I am ready to beg a ranger in Death 
Valley to check the parking lot of the gravel pit for Sidewinder Canyon. I sit in the driver’s 
seat and grab the phone. Then I spy a bit of yellow through a slot in the area above the 
visor. I remove the binoculars and reach all the way in, and there they are. I think with the 
bumpy roads the binoculars had been tossed up and down and the keys slowly slid under 
them. I was already calculating how much it would cost me to have a locksmith make 
new keys from the locks. 
 
A bullet dodged. 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 


