
      

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 20 
Wednesday, 
January 22nd 

 
Back to 

Joshua Tree 
National Park 

 
Weather 

40’s to 60’s and Sunny 
 

 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

On to my third day in Joshua Tree National Park. I spent the 
night at WalMart again, let it warm up a little, then headed into 
the park to do some more hiking. Along the way I pulled over 
at the Hemingway Buttress (I could find no reason for that 
moniker), ‘also known as Poodle Wall, offers the best of face 
and crack climbs that Joshua Tree is famous for.’ Quoted from 
some climber website. Since there was really no specific trail 
to hike I continued on. But I am keeping this spot in mind for 
on the way back. 

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

 

 

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


 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I finally arrived at my next 
hike. After gearing up I 
followed the trail marker, 
only to find that I could 
have driven another ¼ 
mile on a dirt road and 
saved myself a ½ mile 
hike. But there was a 
group there getting ready 
to take off. Since I never 
saw them again I assume 
they took the Desert 
Queen Well trail. That’s 
good, I only saw about 
seven other people on 
the trail. 

Names are funny things 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Someone call up 
Jed Clampett and 
let him know we 
found his truck. 

After saying hello to the first couple I met, I asked if this was 
the Mill Trail, since the trailhead from the gravel parking lot 
was not marked (I will admit there was a guy there with a 
post, so he might have been replacing it), she said “Yes, it’s 
right there.” And pointed to the windmill. I proffered my 
thanks and said to myself as I walked over to the windmill 
“This can’t be right, there is no way I have walked a mile 
already, I am only 10 minutes down the trail.” I took one look 
and thought “If she thinks this is a stamping mill she’s had a 
very short hike.” This is a water windmill. The tiles below are 
from the roof of the structure. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Here is what’s 
left of the 
structure. There 
was also a water 
tank. I continued 
on down the trail. 

 

I thought this was pretty interesting. I 
mean, you hear about gunfights in the 
desert west of the 1800’s, not 
normally in 1943. In 1870 he would 
have just buried the body and no one 
would have known. In 1943 he served 
time at San Quentin. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Another old jalopy 

I hope you can blow up 
the page enough to 
read the diagram below 
of how a stamping mill 
works. It will help 
explain the following 
pictures. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The incline tramway 

 

Dumping the ore car into the ore chute 

 

The roof of the 
amalgamation table 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I’m not sure what this 
is. It was sitting down 
the hill a little ways. 

The best picture I could get of 
the interior of the 
amalgamation table. The 
whole site is fenced off with 
barbed wire. 

This one is a dump truck 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This was difficult to get to. At first I thought 
they were tombstones, surrounded by a 
thicket of thorns. Another couple and I 
pondered over these for a little while. I 
thought maybe a foundation support of 
some kind? There were more similar stones 
lying nearby, and I found another larger 
stone that had marks from being split the old 
fashioned way – digging a hole with a  
hammer and chisel, then inserting wooden 
pegs and wetting them down so they expand 
and split the granite. I remember that from 
an earlier trip of mine.  

 

Just look at all those opportunities for 
scrambling 

Enough milling around, time to 
do a little bouldering. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The other day I 
mentioned how 
difficult it is to 
get a good shot 
of a Joshua tree 
‘forest’. As you 
can tell, I have 
climbed fairly 
high. This is a 
pretty good one. 

 

I spent quite awhile scrambling around 
out there, and having a lot of fun I 
might add, but now it’s time for the 
Barker Dam Loop Trail, from the same 
parking lot. And guess what I did? The 
ten people in front of me all headed 
straight ahead, just as the sign tells 
you to. I took a left and worked it 
backwards. It just seems like a lot less 
people when they’re passing by than 
when you can see all their rear ends 
in front of you. Best of all you get to 
set your own pace, not wanting to be 
rude by passing people up. 



 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The water below the dam…. 

 

Originally named the Barker 
Dam, good ol’ William F Keys 
renamed it ‘Big Horn Dam’ after 
raising it in 1949. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
….the water behind the dam. Note the waterline marks on the rocks. They 
actually get higher than the top of the dam 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 After lunch I once again stopped at 
Hemingway Buttress. As I left the RV I 
noticed these rocks across the road. I geared 
up and headed towards them, only to see ‘No 
Tresspassing’ and ‘Private Property’ signs. 
What the hey? Hemingway Buttress here I 
come. 

Driving along I 
noticed these two 
figures atop the 
boulders. As I 
stopped to get the 
photo, I noticed one 
of them toss a coil of 
rope down 

I decided to hang around 
awhile and watch. Sure 
enough, he started 
rappelling down the side. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 I couldn’t get up any higher. No trail to follow, just searching out the easiest way to jump 
from one boulder to the next. It is really neat to just stand there and plan out a route until it 
disappears behind a boulder. You may find another stepping stone from there, or you may 
have to backtrack and find another route. Loads of fun. The arrow is pointing to the RV in 
the parking lot. 

 

Joshua trees everywhere 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Here is where things go awry. I have the Maze Loop 
Trail on my list, but its 4.7 miles and I don’t think there’s 
enough daylight to finish it. So I still parked at the Maze 
parking lot (dirt, 4 cars wide) because there are a half 
dozen trails accessible from this point. The North Side 
Trail is only 2.5 miles. That should be no problem, 
right? Yeah, right. 

I think I mentioned yesterday in Part I that the rocks here are different from 
further into the park. Not as bouldery (pretty sure I just invented that word). 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

It’s a nice trail and when I get to the next marker, nine-tenths of a mile in, everything looks 
good. Only a thousand feet or so to the next marker. Got it. Next is just a connector from 
the North Side Trail to the North Canyon Trail. The hike has been a little mundane up to this 
point, so when I run across the photo below, my interest in piqued. This is more like it. 

 I have my fifteen dollar, National Geographic, Joshua Tree National Park map with me. 
The first time I have taken it along on any hike. Must have been a premonition. According 
to my map it’s three-tenths to the North Canyon Trail. I start counting my steps. I have 
compared actual mileage to my figures based on my stride. I don’t use a pedometer and I 
am pretty accurate. Three-tenths of a mile, 1,584 feet. Just before I reach my goal I am 
acutely aware of looking for the trail marker. I even say to myself “It should be right about 
here” as my three-tenths of a mile step lands in the dirt. No marker. I keep going. This is 
not right. I am up to half a mile with my step counting. Not only that, I am still heading 
northeast when I should be heading southeast and then south. I know where I am. I know 
the trail marker was missing. I cannot believe that I would miss a trail marker that I am
counting steps to get there, that I am actively looking for before I get to that point and after.
Back to the map. It looks like I am probably on the connector from The North Canyon Trail 
to the Burro Loop Trail. Add up the mileage: two miles back to the RV; 1.5 miles to 
continue on to the Entrance Station and ask for a ride. Ask for a ride? Yup. It’s another 1.5 
miles, all uphill, walking against traffic, to get to the RV. Another factor, after 6 miles 
yesterday and just about 8 miles today, not counting the bouldering, I am beginning to 
develop a shin splint in my left leg, so I am just slightly limping, it’s getting dark and I’m 
getting tired.  
 
I make it to the Entrance Station and confront Ms. Ranger. “You guys close up at 5:00 
right?” “Sometimes, it depends. Sometimes we stay here later.” “I think you’re missing a 
trail marker. The one for the North Canyon Trail is missing. I’m parked at the Maze parking 
lot, can you give me ride?” She went into an entrance fee, she knows they’ve been doing 
maintenance work on the Maze Trail and that signs get stolen, people have gotten lost on 
the Burro Loop, etc., etc. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Needless to say I was a little peeved at either the park, or the idiot who stole the sign. 
As I drove back through the entrance station, I stopped and told her I made it. She then 
tells me “I was going to give you a ride or call someone to give you a ride.” Now you tell 
me this? I could have been picked up by some bum from Washington and murdered for 
my RV. 
Already mentioned that I put on about eight miles today. Challenging. 
I don’t recall ever having a shin splint before. 
Back to WalMart for the night. 
A shower, some Flexall 454 on the shin and ankle, dinner, sweep the floor, and finish 
Part II. I was too beat to write this one yesterday. There should be fewer pics tomorrow 
so I should be able to catch up. 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 

Entrance fee? I’m already parked in the Park. The pass is in the RV. Basically, I walked 
over to the entrance side of the kiosk, I had been speaking to her on the exit side, and when 
the next vehicle came through, I stuck my thumb out. I hope I looked more like a hiker and 
not a bum. The first three passed me by, then Ms. Ranger stuck her head out of the kiosk 
and asked “Are you hitchhiking?” “I sure am.” 
 
The fourth car through parked and spent some time, probably looking at the map since he 
was meeting a buddy to do some climbing. Then I heard a car door and he approached me 
from behind and asked how far I was going. “A mile and a half up the road to the Maze 
parking lot.” “Is that all? Come on.” 
 
Ok, picture this. It’s a small car to begin with and he has the passenger seat moved all the 
way up. I don’t want to move the seat because there might be a reason he has it in this 
position. So I’m sitting there with my knees against the dashboard and about eight inches 
from my face, holding my waistpack and hiking pole between my knees and telling him how 
I came to need a ride. He’s from Washington and just here to do some climbing. He says he 
is a dirty bum. Fine with me if it’s fine with you. 
 
As I said, it was only a mile and a half up the road so my cramped position only lasted a 
couple minutes. 


