
      

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!’ 
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Hello to Family & Friends 

Day 69 
 

Wednesday 
March 11th 

 
National 

Monuments 
 

Weather 
50’s to 60’s and rainy 

 

 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

I was worried this morning that I might be on an island. It 
rained for the better part of twelve hours overnight. When I 
looked out the window I could see some large puddles but I 
could also see the road. Whew! 
It took awhile to get up and eat breakfast (I’m reading a good 
book I can’t put down) and as I was deciding whether to take 
the possibly muddy hike or not, another truck pulled up and 
parked. A man headed towards the trail with his dog so I 
sauntered over and asked him if he knew the trail and if it 
would be muddy. He had hiked it before, but a long time ago, 
so he wasn’t sure. Then he saw the Brewers logo on my 
hoodie and started talking baseball. He and his dad, who 
arrived at the trailhead as we were talking, are beer vendors at 
the Brewers ballpark here in Phoenix along the first base side. 
They are also from Wisconsin, Hartford, and have been out 
here about seven years. 
I went back to the RV and read awhile to give them a chance 
to get ahead of me. 
 

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

 

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


 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
As it turns out, the trail is mostly IN the creek, not alongside it, and with non-
waterproof hiking boots and all the rain, it was a challenge to hop from one 
sandy mound to the next. This would be a great hike with warmer temps, a 
swimming suit and a pair of water shoes. Just walk right down the middle of the 
stream. For the most part the trail was sandy, not muddy. My feet got a little 
wet but not bad. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The ‘trail’, according to AllTrails, ended here at the falls, but if a person wanted to 
they could boulder along this waterway until they reach the steep valley where it 
originates. If it had not been raining, which makes the boulders slippery and shoes 
wet, I would have given it a go. But I didn’t feel comfortable on the rocks. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I ran into Brian, Adam and Holly (the dog) again down here and they pointed out the 
petroglyphs which were interesting to see. We talked some more about Wisconsin, snow, 
the desert, and my travels, then went our separate ways. 
 

Next stop was thirty miles up the 
road in Camp Verde. I didn’t 
realize this whole valley is just 
filled with cliff dwellings, pueblos 
and evidence of civilizations that 
no longer exist. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I didn’t realize until 
now that I took the 
picture above from 
almost the same spot 
as the diagram. Good 
eye. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This diorama was made in 1951 when the park personnel realized that all the foot 
traffic through the ruins was, ironically, ruining them. So they decided that if visitors 
could not see inside of the structure they would have to make something that showed 
how the natives lived. Note that you can see the roof beams pointed to earlier. 

 

About seven 
miles away is 
Montezuma 
Well, a more 
remote section 
of the same 
National 
Monument. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The panoramic shot here 
is a gross injustice to the 
well, makes it look like a 
pond, but the well is 470 
feet across. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The rock pile to the left split off 
from the wall on the right. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 This dwelling is down near the water, set 
back into a cave. This would have been a 
very shaded and cool spot in the heat of 
the summer. Today it’s called home by a 
colony of large eared bats. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As you can see by the water droplets on the plaques, it rained off and on all day. 
 
When I first arrived at Montezuma Castle I was turned away due to the RV. RV’s are not 
allowed in the parking lot until after 2 p.m. 
 
I’d read that on the website but forgot. Since it was 1:00 already I just pulled across the 
street and ate lunch and looked for a spot to park tonight. I considered staying right there 
at the casino because tomorrow I want to visit the Tuzigoot National Monument, about 
17 miles west. But when I searched Harvest Hosts I found a golf course in Cornville 
which is only seven miles from Tuzigoot and directly on my way there. 
 
I gave them a call, received an OK and drove a couple miles farther to a grocery store for 
some milk. 
 
Back to the golf course, which was already closed for the day, and probably will be 
tomorrow also due to the weather, and found a spot at the end of the parking lot.  
 
 
 
 
Until next time…… 



 
 

 

 


