
      

 

  

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!’ 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

What a day! 

I checked out of my campground around 11:15 a.m. after I helped 
the RV take a dump, filled the water and washed the floor. My plan 
is to take as many of the dirt & gravel roads into the Kofa Wildlife 
Refuge as possible and do some hiking along each one. Then find 
a good spot in the Refuge for overnight.  

Since my GPS was set for Palm Canyon I missed Cattail Rd. Palm 
Canyon was then 7 miles of dirt & gravel to the trailhead parking 
area. This is the first real hiking I have done on this trip and I was 
looking forward to it. 

About 4 miles prior to the trailhead is a little shelter with the info 
plaques below. 
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Weather 

Great today. 70’s and sunny 

 
 

In Search of Eldorado 

 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Hmmm….I was under the impression 
the Yuma Proving Ground was a test 
area for vehicles. Maps said Chrysler 
and GM both have proving grounds 
near Yuma. I hope I don’t step on 
any mines, military or gold. Although 
a gold mine might not be too bad. 

 

 

Nice view 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

Follow the arrow to my 
destination 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
You can just see the road in the 
center of the photo, curving its 
way into the valley. 
 

This one is kind of funny. It’s a panoramic shot from the 
trailhead. Notice how long the pickup truck is? He was 
moving in to park as I took the photo. 

I would like to see a bighorn sheep again 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The two plaques above and the one below were at the trailhead. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Palm Canyon 

I consider myself to be somewhat of a decent follower of trails. If you think logically you can 
determine the next turn in the path; following cairns I mastered pretty well in Canyonlands and 
Arches National Parks. But this trail? The first ½ mile was not too bad, simple rocks outlining the 
trail. As I moved further up the canyon the trail seemed to split and go every which way. I 
climbed up pretty far before I saw a cairn. I would stop every once in the while and look up at 
the cliffs for Bighorn Sheep. I ended up following the wash up the mountain. I had read that 
this was easier than the path. As I scrambled over boulders I could imagine that any Bighorn 
Sheep that were watching were having a good laugh. There were some parts where I looked 
back down the way I had just climbed up and said to myself “just how the heck am I going to 
get back down that way?” 
 
Soon, Paul Simon’s song SLIP SLIDIN’ AWAY began running through my head. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I was near the end of the canyon when 
I stopped to take the photo above. The 
end of the road is the parking lot. You 
cannot even tell there are vehicles 
there. 
 
 
 
In the photo to the left I was trying to 
show the path I followed to get here. 
Path? What path. I created my own 
path. Unfortunately, I was not the only 
idiot because I passed other footprints 
along the way.  
 
I finally stopped and looked up at the 
sheer walls of the end of the canyon. 
No place left to go. Maybe I missed the 
path as it turned into another side 
valley? So I made my way across to the 
next wash. Nothing there either. Forget 
this. It might be dark by the time I make 
my way back down to the RV so I better 
get started. 
 
A short time later I misjudged the 
distance from my foot to the rock 
below as I was backing down a 
boulder. I was stretching with my right 
foot and that darn rock was just a little 
further away than I thought it was.  
 
Oops, down I went. 
 
I landed hard, mostly on my left side. I 
could almost hear the Bighorn Sheep 
laughing at this stupid human. Lucky 
one of them didn’t fall off the cliffs in a 
fit. Mostly scrapes and scratches. No 
broken bones, and I must have landed 
on a rock with my left thigh. Ouch. 
 
Well, no one was going to come and 
get me. I took another look down that 
boulder filled wash and started down. 
 
 
 
If you’re squeamish at all over blood 
and cuts and scrapes, skip the next 
page and go to the end. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Left hand 

Left arm 

Left leg 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I fell two more times on the way down, but nothing like the first time. The second time I fell into 
a bush and, of course, this is the desert and every bush has thorns. I have not removed my t-
shirt yet and taken a look at the back and shoulders, probably full of tiny holes and tears. The 
third time I just sat backwards onto a boulder. I would have been in dire straits without my 
hiking poles. 
 
As I neared the end of the trail I could see a couple below me. Once I caught up we stopped 
and chatted for a bit. Seems the trail is a loop and I missed a sign pointing the other direction 
to the actual palms in the canyon. Ok, so I’m not Daniel Boone. She actually showed me 
pictures of the palms. Talk about rubbing salt in my wounds. 
 
I drove to a more level spot and washed the damaged areas as well as I could and took 
some aspirin. I was wondering if I had busted my little finger or the side of my hand as there 
was quite a bit of pain. 
 
I decided to drive straight to Yuma. Maybe there was a walk-in clinic I could visit and at least 
get it professionally cleaned up. But on the drive the pain started waning. I actually felt pretty 
good. Then I stopped at a gas station to buy some triple anti-biotic and I realized how sore my 
thigh really is. But since I was feeling ok I found the free BLM Land campsite below and set up 
camp. 
 

 

Looks like I am all alone, right? So wrong. I was lucky to find an empty spot. There must have 
been 75-100 campers here. The website states a 25’ maximum. There are some 40’ers here; 
big 5th wheels; tents. It’s crazy. 



 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Thus ends another day. Like I said in the beginning, ‘what a day!’ About the last 30 minutes 
or so as I write this my left wrist has started to hurt. I think it is just because of the way I have 
to hold it to type, but hope it is nothing worse. I already broke this wrist once before. A 
couple more pain pills and a good nights sleep will help considerably. 
 
I know what you’re thinking, I should have stuck to the bike and left the hiking to the other 
idiots. I planned to do both on this adventure, and today really was an adventure.  
 
If I can ride the bike tomorrow without too much pain, I will take the RV into Yuma and bike 
around to the sights I want to see. 
 
Wow, I hear rain coming down on the roof. Good, the RV could use a wash. 
 
Until tomorrow….. 
 
 
 


