
      

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 18 
Monday, 

January 20th 
 

Back to 
Joshua Tree 

National Park 
 

Weather 
50’s to 60’s and cloudy 

 

 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

I left the Fantasy Springs Casino in Indio this morning, with the 
need to get some more food, since I might be In Joshua Tree 
for a few days. Then I found gas for $3.57 as compared to 
$3.85 at all the other stations. So even though it was only 7.8 
gallons, I filled up. 
Don’t mind the GPS cord in the photo above. I saw no reason 
to really stop, especially with two other cars already pulled 
over, so I just snapped this one as I drove by. 
Below is an old friend of Morgan’s and mine from Big Bend 
National Park, the Ocotillo Cactus. We saw a lot of them down 
there. 

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

 

 

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


 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

There are a lot of plaques in Joshua 
Tree, but a lot of good scenery also. 
First hike was a The ¼ mile Bajada 
Nature Trail 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

When I drove through here last Thursday, I noticed a lot of pull-offs that 
said ‘EXHIBIT’, and there would be a plaque with info about something 
or other. I bypassed them all, telling myself I would stop at every one on 
my way back through. It was ok for awhile, then, even I got a little tired 
of pulling over. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

In MY conventional way (which is doing things UNconventionally), when I saw the 
parking lot for the Cottonwood Springs Hike was full and there were another 20 cars 
parked on the shoulders of the road, I joined them but started the Mastodon Mine 
Hike clockwise instead of counterclockwise which visited the spring first then 
continued on to Mastodon Mine. I’m glad I did. Everyone was coming from the other 
direction. It also turned out that I hit all the steps on the way down instead of the way 
up. When I passed a young lady and informed her of this fact, she said “Oh, I wish 
you wouldn’t have told me that.” Maybe I’m just a mean old man. 

The first cloudy day since I’ve 
been out here. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Nice view from up here. Believe 
it or not, and it’s hard to see in 
the picture, but that is the Salton 
Sea off in the distance. 30 miles 
away and 3626 feet lower in 
elevation. 

Compare the drawing above with the 
picture below of what’s left. Still very 
similar except for the top left building, 
just the debris remains. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The mineshaft is not open. I stuck my camera through 
the protective grating. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Kinda looks like a burrow 
for some animal, doesn’t it? 

Those palm trees are 50 feet tall. You can’t actually see the 
spring, access is denied. Probably a good thing because, most 
likely, people would start tossing coins into it. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This is Smoke Tree Wash. 
Not sure how all these 
washes get named. Just 
up the road is Fried Liver 
Wash. An internet search 
reveals only questions and 
surmises such as, Look 
where we are, must be 
Fried Liver for dinner 
tonight. OR, someone shot 
a big horn sheep and fried 
its liver for a snack. 



 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I guess there must have been a 
recent flash flood 

 

 

 

 

The extensive mining 
operation where the 
Black Eagle Mine Road 
ends is the Eagle 
Mountain town where 
security kicked me out. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

On the Joshua Tree map is mentioned ‘The Transition Zone 
– In this ecological melting pot, two great deserts, the 
Mojave and Colorado blend together in a vibrant landscape 
featuring plants and animals representative of both.’ As I’m 
driving north I can see the contrasting colors off in the 
distance and take this for the dividing line between deserts. 
There will be more on this later. 

On my itinerary it says 
‘Turkey Flats – Sand 
Dunes’ As the ranger 
was looking at my list 
and marking them on 
the map, he said “Sand 
dunes? I didn’t know we 
had any sand dunes.” It 
must be the rock, gravel 
and sand mentioned to 
the left. I skipped the 
hike once I found out it 
was 14 miles round trip. 

 
Hmmmm…seems I forgot to take a picture of the 
rest of the story. Either that or something 
gobbled it up. Heh Heh. Sorry. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This is the biggest Ocotillo I have 
ever seen. It must be 20 feet tall. 

 

Ok, I was truly amazed here. The pic above is a 
180 degree panoramic from east to west looking 
north. Teddy Bear Cholla as far as the eye can 
see. 
 
It’s a ¼ mile path through the garden and the 
Cacti are everywhere. I could find no explanation 
as to why this area is so special for the Cholla. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

A look at the internal structure 
of a cacti. Below is looking 
south. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The plaque says ‘on the 
slopes to the south’. I 
could not see any tipples 
on any of the slopes 
around me, but I could see 
the ore bins on the next 
page. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Read on to see how I was 
earlier mistaken about the 
transition line between 
deserts 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I can certainly tell the 
difference, can you? Much 
greener, more prolific and 
larger plants. The temperature 
has dropped also. It was chilly 
today with the thick cloud 
cover. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This is another great place to hike. 
You can climb in and out and up and 
down amongst these boulders and 
never really get lost. I spent 10 
minutes trying to find an alternate 
route away from the arch without any 
success. I finally had to go back the 
same way I got there. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Nice view. 
I’m not sure, am I frugal? Or just cheap? As I drove north through the park I kept an eye 
on mileage so I could judge if it would be cost effective to drive back out of the park and 
camp free on the BLM land there instead of paying for a campground in the park. I have 
been on the road 18 nights and have only paid for camping twice, in Death Valley. So my 
average cost of lodging per night right now is two bucks. It will go up in San Diego and 
Los Angeles. But it turned out I was closer to the north exit, only ten miles from the 
Tortoise Rock Casino in Twentynine Palms. Fifteen dollars for a campsite or $5 in gas to 
drive back and forth? I think the decision was easy. Plus, I am lower in elevation with 
warmer temps which means using less LP to run the furnace. Last time I filled that up, in 
Baker, it cost me almost thirty for 5.4 gallons, more expensive than diesel. 
So here I sit at the casino. 
I am looking forward to the next couple days. I will be heading back into Joshua Tree, but 
instead of going south I will turn and head west then north again. There are twelve hikes 
along the stretch of road through that side of the park. I have eight of them on my list and 
have not driven that direction yet. I will most likely stay in a campground tomorrow, darn, 
fifteen bucks. 
Since I finished off the Christmas cookies, I think I’ll wander into the casino and see what 
they have for dessert. 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 

 


