
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Hello to Family & Friends 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

A daily journal of my travels and adventures in my…..Search for Eldorado 

Today is a second attempt to visit Galveston Island. Morgan, I actually drove past that same 
tree today, but I did NOT take any photos, too bad of a memory. My free campsite last night 
was in a small industrial area about here      My first stop today is Seawolf Park, over here. 
Take note of the ferry route. I could keep marking every spot I visited, but it would look like the 
1944 Disney Goofy cartoon “How to play Football” when Goofy designs a play on the 
chalkboard. 

My first impression was 
good, the view to the right, 
before even entering the 
park. Then I was a little 
peeved. $10 for RV parking 
(there were 8 other cars in 
the 600 car lot) and $13 for 
admission to the museum. I 
thought it was just a park 
with a submarine and a 
battleship, on the ground, 
to walk around and look at. 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

A small sculpture to start with. Sea turtles are 
big here. They have an 800 number to call if 
you’re lucky enough to spot one. 

 

 
 

I started with a walk along the boardwalk that 
encircles the park. 
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Above is the ferry I mentioned on page 1. 
Continuous FREE crossings to Bolivar 
Peninsula. There is free camping on the 
beach there. 
 
Below is a Coast Guard Cutter 
 

 

I think I’ve heard this one before, but 
I’m not sure….ships made of 
concrete? 

 

 

Below is a line of cargo ships, I 
think. Not sure if they are in line 
waiting to dock or setting sail 
for some foreign, exotic land. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

 

Now we get to the nitty gritty. I have been on a few 
submarines before, most recently you joined me in San 
Diego to take a tour of one. I think Morgan and I visited a 
WWI German sub near Charleston, SC about 10 years 
ago, but it might have been a WWII vintage. 

 

  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
Alright already, let’s get to the good stuff. 
 
The conning tower (I was surprised that deck was just 
slats of wood); and the aft torpedo room. 

 
These metal frames are bunks for the crew. I always dreamed of 
sleeping on top of 1000 pounds of explosives, haven’t you? 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The officer’s galley. Just an 
FYI, if you’re not aware what 
aft means, the tour is starting 
from the back of the sub. 
 
Below are the Chief Petty 
Officer’s quarters. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The photo below is a panoramic, so there’s a little 
distortion, but I think it turned out well. 
 
Since I have room here I would like to say that this 
is the best preserved WWII submarine I have 
been in. Everything is very spic and span, well 
documented, and easy to photograph for such a 
confined space. I was not overwhelmed with 
plaques, which means neither are you. Possibly 
because it’s no longer in the water but preserved 
on dry land. 

 

The Officer’s Mess, or dining room 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The control room, above and below 

The dials, pipes, valves, gauges and whatnot are just amazing in a sub. The 
planning and configuration of what goes into building one of these boats is 
mind-boggling. And this was in 1943. Just imagine what technology has done 
for a sub built in 2020. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The crew’s mess 
 

 

 

 

The engine room 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The forward torpedo room. Once again, 
note the bunks over the torpedoes. 

You can’t see it in this photo, 
but there is a bench in the 
lower right corner where 
they control the engines 
from. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

105 depth charges in 3 hours! The crew must have been shaken to bits. It’s amazing 
any of them were still sane. Sinking that carrier was a major turning point of the war 
against Japan. 

 

When I first saw this I thought, no, 
this is too much to include in the 
newsletter. But after I read it I knew 
you had to read this true story. It’s 
broken down into three sections 
below for ease of reading. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

It took me three tries to get this 
shot, no pun intended. I was the 
only person on the ship and I’d 
left the tripod in the RV. I had to 
balance the phone on the top of a 
pipe, get the angle right, hit the 
shutter release, then I had 10 
seconds to run over and climb 
into position. I think it turned out 
rather well, if I do say so myself. I 
have been on other battleship 
type ships before also, this is the 
first time I was allowed to sit in 
the hot seat. It was kinda cool. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Oh boy, if you had a shy bladder when you joined the navy, it 
could not have lasted very long. One more urinal to the right, 
and two more toilets to the left. Under the toilet is just a trough. 
Guess what the fish had to swim through. 

 

Of course these guns pale in 
comparison to the ones on the 
USS Iowa or the Midway, but 
they still amaze. 

Each of these shells is about 3’ 
long. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

If you ask me, and nobody did, it 
seems a battleship captain has a 
little more room to move around than 
a submarine captain, about 15 times 
more. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A nice panoramic 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The forward guns 

 

 

The crew’s mess 

Crew quarters. 
Description 
below. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Galley 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I had never heard of 
these before today 

 

  

I did not spend much time 
in this memorial plaza 
since I visited the WWII 
National Submarine 
Memorial – West in Seal 
Beach, CA last year. That 
one was much better. But 
there is a story below you 
should read, and I did 
include the “Still on Patrol” 
plaque. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Oh, look. The Galveston Railroad Museum. That 
building must be 10 stories high. Think of all the train 
memorabilia in there. Ha ha ha ha ha! 

 

This was a step back in time. As an 
original train station this was great; the 
divided chairs, a bank of telephone 
booths, information desk, ticket windows, 
high ceilings, art deco design, then they 
added the statues all in white. It was 
fantastic. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I realize not everyone is a train fan, and you have all suffered through my visits to plenty of 
model layouts and museums (the model layout here is closed due to covid), so I’ll just hit the 
highlights here. Not to mention I am already over 100 photos today. 

I saw this statue, turned to the ticket lady and 
asked, “is that supposed to be WC Fields?” She 
answered, “I don’t know who it’s supposed to 
be.” Seriously? Who do you think it is? 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

This kitchen takes up about one 
third of the car 

 

Bunk closed for daytime travel……………………Bunk open for nighttime sleeping 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

A little different 
configuration in this 
sleeping car, but 
those bunks fold up 
during the day 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Denver & Rio Grande Western Flatcar – Built 
in 1909. In January of 1931, this car 
transported the large block of marble used to 
create the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier to the 
Vermont Marble Co. 
 

 

I thought this was fairly interesting. You can’t read the 
sign, but it says that the small piston and connecting 
rod hanging from the chain is from a 350 cubic inch 
Chevy V8. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The Galveston Historic Seaport, with the Tall 
Ship ELISSA is closed until tomorrow. The 
Ocean Star Museum, the oil rig to the right, is 
closed until Thursday. Oh well, Covid strikes 
again. Maybe a little walking tour of Historic 
Downtown Galveston. Not sure if it’s Covid, or 
just that time of year, but I only saw maybe, a 
half dozen shops open for business. I did see 
many architectural gems on my walk, a couple 
of them are pictured below. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

One of the 
Galveston items on 
my itinerary was a 
bike ride along 
Seawall Blvd, so I 
found a parking 
place, oiled up the 
bike, connected the 
battery, and away I 
went. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Just a view of the 
beach and Gulf. I have 
no idea what the statue 
is about. A plaque told 
of Clara Barton and the 
Red Cross providing 
relief after the 1900 
hurricane, so I 
assumed it had 
something to do with 
that. 

 

Here’s a good look at the 
seawall. 

 

Sorry Morgan, I couldn’t 
help myself. I rode past 
it once, then passed 
again on my way back, 
decided I needed a 
break, and had an 
afternoon ice cream. 
Cherry Garcia and Mint 
Chocolate Chunk. MMM 
I was so absorbed in my 
ice cream I missed the 
Oscar Mayer Weiner 
Mobile as it drove by. 

I put on about 10 miles on the 
bike then waved goodbye to 
Galveston and headed south. 
And what to my weary eyes 
should appear? The Oscar 
Mayer Weiner Mobile. I was 
able to grab a photo this time. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Oddly enough, a pirate 
fought a battle here with 
Indians, but it felt very 
peaceful and serene. 

 

Next stop is “The Kettle House”. I put the 
address, 14106 Miramar Dr in the GPS and it 
took me to this house. Doesn’t exactly look like a 
‘kettle’ does it? I drove past and double checked 
the address. I had it right. Then I spotted the 
‘real’ Kettle House next door. 

 

This house is made from the bottom 
section and the top cover from an old 
water tower. The water tower stood near 
where the house is now. By the late 1980s 
the water tower was cut down and the 
tank was lying on its side. In the early 
1990s the straight cylindrical section was 
cut up for scrap and all that was left was 
the bottom and the top cover. It sat upright 
with just the bottom of the tank. Later the 
top cover was installed. Thanks Roadside 
America. It is also worth noting that The 
Kettle House is an Air BnB member. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I know, difficult to read. You should have 
tried it looking into the sun. This was the 
best angle I could get. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Here I am again, 1:00 a.m. and still typing. I guess I’ll have to stop filling my days with so much fun 
stuff to see, NOT! 
 
I really did pack it in today, 128 photos. That’s got to be a record for me. I could have spent 
another day in Galveston and visited the Oil Rig at least, but I didn’t feel like driving back to where I 
was last night, I’d rather keep going forward. 
 
I want to say how much I enjoyed the Naval Museum, especially the submarine, I guess it was 
worth the $13 bucks. 
 
Another oddity, which I don’t mind at all, is that I had the submarine to myself, I saw a couple on 
the battleship for about 2 minutes, then I had it to myself, I saw another couple at the railroad 
museum, otherwise I had it to myself. Take my time, don’t worry about a mask or social distancing, 
don’t have to wait for other people to finish before I can see or read about it. Call me a loner, but I 
like it. 
 
I find it, not strange, but somehow, ironic, that yesterday Morgan and I spent hours looking into the 
future prospect of a first trip to Mars, and then today I immerse myself in the history of World War 
II. It kind of plays with your mind. 
 
Anyways, I am camping free just north of Surfside Beach. That’s my spot pictured above. Not bad 
for free, right? 
 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 

 


