
      

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 15 
Thursday, 

January 17th 
 

Chirico Summit 
To the 

Salton Sea 
 

Weather 
40’s to 60’s and sunny 

 

 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

Today was a day of surprises.  

I will warn you now. After being a good Harvest Host member and 
thanking the museum employee for allowing me to spend the 
night, I spent two hours in the museum above. There are a lot of 
plaques and reading. Just stuff I found interesting. 

Surprisingly, this was a very well organized and informative 
museum. Clean, great photos, several military vehicles out in the 
yard. I enjoyed it. 

There are also more photos today than any other day, so far. 
 

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

 

 

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


 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Patton was, of course, famous for his 
ivory handled pistol. 

 

 
 

I never had any idea that Patton 
was in the Olympics. That was a 
shocker. 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Quite the cadre of military history here. 

 

As a kid I remember my brother had a car model 
with this helmet as the cover. You also see it a lot 
in humorous WWII movies. It’s what I always 
associated with the Red Baron (all hail Snoopy). 

Sounds like a 
business partner I 
used to have took 
this advice to 
heart. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Old Blood and Guts 
and The Desert Fox 

 

I would not have wanted to be in 
that tank. But seeing that picture 
reminds me of the Humphrey 
Bogart movie SAHARA. I good flick, 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I assume we all recognize this photo. It took up 
an entire wall at the museum. 

 

 

The photo below shows all 
the equipment each man 
carried on his person. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

From here I moved 
to the vehicle 
pavilion. This display 
was awesome. The 
turret is removed for 
display. 

It was very difficult to get a 
picture of the BAR below 
due to the glass case it was 
in. BAR stands for Browning 
Automatic Rifle. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

No A/C; desert heat 
of the Sahara; how 
would you like to 
drive that all day. 
My back gets sore 
just looking at it. Left 
is where the turret 
sits and rotates. 

The turret and gun 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Looking through a 
hole cut is the turret. 

All those years watching LAW & ORDER and now my 
girls can see what is meant by a ballistics check. Every 
gun has rifling on the inside of the barrel to provide 
stability to the bullet (or shell in this case). Here you can 
see the rifling. The rifling of every gun is unique. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

As I started through the museum, reading about Patton’s childhood, I looked back at the 
wall with the bottom photo on page 1, to see what year Patton was born. What I also took 
in, rather than just taking a picture, was the fact that he died in 1945. I thought, Oh, he 
must have died in battle. But I didn’t remember that in the movie with George C. Scott. So 
when I arrived at the information board below and read how Patton died, I was 
completely taken by surprise. I think it warrants a full page. 



 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I think I’ll have to get a 
book on Patton from 
the library. My interest 
has been peaked. Also 
more about WWII. 
 
Where are those stories 
Gpops? 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The museum where I 
spent the night are 
the brown signs. 
 
My next stop is here. 
 
This is right about 
where I am spending 
tonight. 

 

This was a huge, 
HUGE map in the 
lobby. Must have 
covered 400 sq ft. 
All the way from 
the pacific to 
Phoenix. Los 
Angeles is just 
about under this 
caption. 

I was surprised again that gas 
here was only $4.09. I would 
have guessed they would be 
stealing from those who need 
gas as other stations do that 
are in the middle of nowhere. 
Now I know why the place is so 
busy. That’s funny now that I 
think of it. Two days ago in 
Fenner, gas was $5.99 and 
there was one vehicle at the 
pump. Just think how much 
more money that guy would 
make if he LOWERED his price. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

My next stop is Desert Center, where I was pointing to on the map. According to 
DesertUSA.com, “There are only about 150 residents living in Desert Center. Downtown 
there is a post office, an abandoned café, a lot of old buildings and a few memorial 
plaques, giving the city a historical ambiance.” Below is the Café. The pic on the website 
still shows the gas pumps, which are now gone. In the 30’s the Colorado River Aqueduct 
was being built and some geologists on the payroll happened to find the world’s largest 
deposit of iron ore. In 1983 the open pit mine shutdown, but after the aqueduct was 
completed in 1940, the population of Desert Center stood at 19. The opening of the Desert 
Training Center in 1942 helped, but that only lasted two years. 
 

 

 

 

I would assume this truck driver is trying 
to get a little shade for a nap 

According to my GPS, this building is 
the center of town. 
 
There are a couple trailer parks and a 
couple operating towing companies. 
 
Read on to see if life will return to Desert 
Center 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Just down the road a company 
has opened the Chuckwalla 
Valley Raceway – CVR. It is an 
Elkhart Lake type road race track. 
So far there is one complete 
circuit with two more planned for 
the future. Sounds like a hoppin’ 
scene on the weekends with all 
types of racing vehicles. Maybe 
this will help Desert Center revive. 

 

I noticed this linear irrigation system, 
quite ancient, and noticed the dead 
rows of whatever plants those are. I 
don’t think it works anymore. 

 I guess when a town dies, everything dies right along with it. Note the two drooping palm 
trees just left of center. Their posture says it all. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Yup, that’s exactly what you 
think it is, a golf course. 
Supposedly they are 
relatively cheap. Probably a 
lot of sand traps since the 
sand is free. 

 
On the way up to Eagle Mountain, 
another supposed ghost town, I 
came across this view. Now, this 
was not mentioned anywhere. That 
is a solar farm down the road with 
row upon row of solar panels. 

 

 

This from 
desertusa.com 
again. Eagle 
Mountain was 
created for the 
workers in the 
open pit iron 
mine, which is 
somewhere in 
those hills 
below. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

It is fenced off, but when security came out to ask if they could help me, I was told this is 
not a ghost town, people still live here, the school is open and, IT’S PRIVATE PROPERTY. 
Yes sir, I’ll head right back where I came from sir. 

 

I made the decision to make my way around the Salton Sea over the weekend and head 
back to Joshua Tree next week when the crowds are gone. GPS took me down Box 
Canyon Rd. Imagine my surprise when I started driving through this badlands type 
environment. I was stunned. My research never showed anything like this. I bet a person 
could spend a year here, hiking every day, and not explore all the washes and canyons. 
Beautiful. I will be stopping here on my way back to Joshua Tree. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

My first view of The Salton Sea. 

All of a sudden it was green. 
Groves of lemon, orange and 
grapefruit trees; Fields of tomatoes 
and some kind of leafy green; 
hundreds of rows of whatever that 
is to the left; forests of palm trees; 
and many more. My surprise was a, 
wow, this is great. 

 

I found the State Park VC and grabbed a 
couple brochures. I only had 15 minutes, 
according to the ranger at the gate, then 
it would be a courtesy of me to pay a $7 
parking fee. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

By now is was 3:30, and I 
decided to try a nearby 
hiking trail that might lead 
to a free overnight 
camping spot. The 
brochure took me down 
a gravel road, a very nice 
gravel road, to the 
trailhead. I was surprised 
to find out there are two 
trails from this spot: the 
Dos Palmas Oasis, which 
was in the brochure, and 
The San Andreas Oasis, 
which was not. I picked 
this one because the 
other had a long downhill 
and back up on the 
gravel road. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

This is a new kind of palm tree on me. Don’t let the 
picture deceive you, the palm is about 30’ tall and 8’ 
across the middle. 
 
Below – The salt is right up to the trees, and the path. It’s 
a wonder they can grow in this soil at all. 

 

I feel like Bilbo Baggins about to enter 
Mirkwood. Where’s Gandalf when you 
need him? 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

It was much darker and cooler 
under the fronds of the forest. 

I guess palm trees are resilient. I don’t 
think this is the same type as most of 
them in here, but even after being 
knocked down it continues to grow 
towards the sun. 

 

There were a couple spots like the one 
below. Now that’s what I call a low 
hanging bridge. This was a very short 
hike, maybe 20 minutes, but it was just 
another surprise on the day. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 I sat at the trailhead for awhile, hoping no one would come along and chase me out. It 
was much more pleasant with the hill blocking the wind. But alas, it was not to be. The 
resident host arrived and told me I could not park there overnight, but that I could stay at 
the graded area at the top of the hill. So that’s where the picture above brings me, to the 
top of the hill and a view of the Salton Sea for company. I really like the reflection on the 
side of the RV. 
 
So many things to see and do and I think I’m even ahead of schedule. Of course I did gain 
an entire day because I thought it was Friday when it was only Thursday. 
 
I must be right on top of a cell tower, the internet here is faster than it is at home (which is 
not really saying much, Spectrum sucks). 
 
Hey girls, I finished the Christmas cookies for dessert tonight. 
 
I know this was a long one with a lot of reading. If you read it all, fine, if you didn’t, that’s 
fine also. You are all here with me, rehashing the events of the day, without you I would be 
truly bored in the evenings. (what do you do for 5 hours when the sun is down and you’re 
camped out in the wilderness by yourself. As Harry Chapin once said “Thank God you’re 
here.” 
 
There were lots of good surprises today, and that made it a very good day indeed. 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 

 


