
  

 

BLOG POST:  2022.10.04 
Hot Springs National Park, AR 

  
 Hey, let’s add another National 
Park to the list, shall we?  This one is a 
bit odd, though, since Hot Springs is a 
city, and the park exists in and around 
the city center.   
 

Not all of the city is NPS territory, 
though.  On a map, the NP looks like it 
has a big hole in it. 

 
HSNP covers 5500 acres, with 

miles and miles of hiking trails, but it’s  



the famous Bathhouse 
Row that is its true 
claim to fame.   
 
 The first thing I did 
when I got here, 
though, was to drive 
the steep, switchback 
road called Hot 
Springs Mountain 
Scenic Drive.   
 
    It was built as a 
carriage road in the 
1880’s, and it leads to 

a picnic area, an overlook with a pagoda, and an observation tower. 
 
 I parked at the tower and 
walked down to the white pagoda.  
Very nice view indeed, looking over 
the city of Hot Springs, with the 
Ouachita Mountains out in the 
distance. 

  The observation deck of Hot Springs 
Mountain Tower stands at 216 feet above the 
mountain top.  It has an elevator, fortunately.   
Not so fortunately, they charge $14 to ride it.   
 

As a Senior Citizen, obviously in 
deference to my accrued wisdom, I would’ve 
been accorded a $3 discount.   

 
That’s a nice gesture, I guess, but after 

seeing the views from Grand Canyon’s South 
Rim, or Olympic’s Hurricane Ridge, or Chicago’s 

Skydeck, or any Crater Lake overlook, I just did not believe that I’d get as much joy out 
of my admission fee as I would out of the three gallons of gas I could buy with that same 
$11.  The free view from the pagoda had been pleasing enough. 

 
So, I wound my way back down to street level, found a parking spot, and set 

about exploring on foot. 



A thermal spring at a public park downtown. 



 
   



 
       About a century ago, 
Bathhouse Row was very 
popular with underworld 
figures (like Al Capone) 
and prominent athletes 
(like Babe Ruth).   
 
       Law enforcement was 
“friendly” towards the 
money that the mob was 
bringing to town, and they 
looked the other way when 
it came to prostitution and 
the shady, not-so-legal 
underpinnings that came 
with the legal casinos.   
 
      The casinos were shut 
down in the 1960’s, and the 
bathhouse city cleaned 
itself up. 



 
   



    



    



        



    



    



       



   



    



   



 All of those indoor photos were taken in 
in the Fordyce Bathhouse (exterior view, left), 
which also serves as the HSNP Visitor Center 
and Historic Museum.  In 1915, it was hailed 
as “the best in Hot Springs.”   
 
 Even though some of the bathing 
facilities look almost like an old and strange 
hospital, there’s no denying the luxury of the 
stained glass, elaborate tile floors, ornate 
statuary, and cherry wood furnishings.   
 
 I did not take a thermal spring bath.  
There are no outdoor options anywhere in 
town, and only two bathhouses – Quapaw 
and The Buckstaff, the latter of which has 
been open continuously since 1912, offer 
baths to the public. 
 
 So, no bath for me, but I did crave food. 



  I did a little 
wander around town 
and – hello! – I saw a 
place that looked right 
up my alley:  Grateful 
Head Pizza Oven & 
Beer Garden.  No need 
to seek further.  Up the 
stone stairs I went. 
 
 There was a 
great outdoor deck, and 
I chose a table at the far 
end so I could see the 
whole thing.   
 
 The pizza was 
good and so was the 
IPA.  Better be for $30 (including tip).  I strolled back to Blue Maxx, then headed to my 
Site For The Nite:  the Gulpha Gulch Campground (50% off = $17, with hookups). 



 


