Earlʼs Diary - Friday - March 2, 2012
Dear Readers, One and All;
WOW! This park is ONE FABULOUS place! Every where you look thereʼs another pile of
interesting rocks! There is interesting weather to report also.
Yesterday was a beautiful shirt sleeve temperature day. However, after the sun went
down, the desert did its usual thing. The wind started blowing - and blowing - and blowing. For
the next five hours a very strong wind blew against The Peanut and tried to blow it over.
However, The Peanut stood up to the challenge and persevered. Long after I went to bed, the
wind rattled, shaked and made howling noises trying to keep me awake. Alas, to no avail
however. I went fast asleep after a short time. Sometime later, the wind finally calmed down to a
dull roar. This morning a slight wind was blowing AND the temperature was mighty chilly!
I set off on my sightseeing adventure wearing long sleeves and a jacket, camera in hand.
This picture shows the color difference between
distance mountains and Valley of Fire. Driving
along there is another interesting pile of rocks
around every bend.
A person could take
thousands of photos here.

Up hills and down hills and through the many colored rocks.

I went for my walk today. The distance was 1.2 miles. It
was so interesting walking among all the rocks that I hardly
realized the distance. At one point the trail traversed a
narrow slot in the rocks. I could reach out and touch both
walls.

Several good examples of petrified wood are
displayed in the park. They are surrounded by
chain link fence to protect them from you know
whom.

Weathered sandstone. This one looks like an igloo.

In 1935 the CCCʼs constructed these rock cabins
for use of passing travelers. The park was
established in 1936.
The park has its own rock called
“Elephantʼs Head” (like the one pictured
above.) While on my 1.2 mile walk I found
my own (unofficial) elephantʼs head
(below).

A family of 5 bighorn sheep wandered by offering a
photo op and momentarily stopping traffic on the road.
This afternoon I went into a small town called
Overton. I think it must be part of the Moapa Native
American reservation. The town is big enough to offer
an Ace Hardware, a super market, Bank of America and
McDonaldʼs. On my drive into town I could look down
the hillside and see the upper reaches of Lake Mead.
So far this evening, there hasnʼt been any wind.
Weʼll see what happens later tonight. Tomorrow will be
my last day here and I will be taking in a few more
sights. This has been a most thrilling experience.
Thanks for coming along with me - - Earl

