
      

 

 

  

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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I left the WalMart in Parker and headed south to Boston. 
Wait…What? Good Grief Charlie Brown, some juvenile delinquent 
changed the “P” to a “B”. I mean Poston. A little levity since my 
next stop is a little somber and remains a blemish on our American 
history. 

In 1942, as war with Japan escalated, President Roosevelt became 
worried that Japanese Americans living in the USA could be a 
threat to the security of this country. He created the WRA, War 
Relocation Authority. The WRA was in charge of rounding up 
Japanese living here in the US, whether they were US citizens or not, 
and placing them in internment camps on Indian reservations 
throughout the west. 

The CRIT, Colorado River Indian Tribes, agreed to host one of these 
internment camps. The facility was named after Charles Poston, an 
engineer who designed much of the irrigation in the area. 

In April of 1942, 120,000 people of Japanese descent were rounded 
up, being allowed to take only what they could carry in their arms, 
and shipped to 11 different internment camps throughout the 
western United States. 17,867 landed here in Poston. 

There were schools, athletics, internees were paid for their labor, 
but it is still a miscarriage of major proportions.  

That is the gist of the story. It is outlined in much more detail in the 
plaques below if your interest is piqued. The memorial contains 12 
plaques relating the history of Japanese internment here in the US. 

 

Hello to Family & Friends 

Day 26 
Wednesday 
January 30th 

Parker 
to 

Quartzite 
 

Weather 
Great today. 60’s and sunny 
 

 
 

In Search of Eldorado 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The 
complete 
memorial 

 

This is the hardest one to read. 27 
years of weathering did its job on this 
one 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The lip on the top of the memorial 
prevents water from staining the sides. 
 

Below is, I think, the only remains 
of the Internment camp Poston 
Camp I – the outside…. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

…the inside 

As is often the case, out of adversity 
comes opportunity. During the 
internment, Charles Poston and the 
Japanese built many irrigation 
ditches in order to grow crops for 
eating. Those irrigation canals have 
been expanded on and today, this 
is the greenest part of the desert I 
have ever seen. Field after field of 
green and growing agriculture just 
like those below. 

 

I did not just ‘run across’ this 
memorial, I went out of my 
way to get there. I had read 
about the Japanese 
internment years ago and 
when I saw there was a 
memorial near my route, I 
knew I had to pay it a visit.. 
I’m glad I did and that I 
could share it with you. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Back onto a happier note – The scenery is pretty nice. 

 

 

After stopping for gas, 14.2 MPG, I 
caught a glimpse of my first real 
Saguaro Cactus. I had seen them in 
photos and on TV, but this was a first. 

I actually stopped at a campground 
for the night. Unbelievably, only $30 a 
night and right on Main St. in Quartzite. 
I plugged in the laptop, Super power 
pack, smaller power pack, the bike 
battery, the kindle, and two portable 
cell phone chargers. Good thing I have 
6 USB ports and 6 regular outlets. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I think I related the story of the camel experiment, here in the desert southwest, 
during my last trip in October. This is the guy that all the fuss is about. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Yup, that doorway is a little 
low, barely 5’. Reminds you of 
how short the population was 
back in the 1860’s.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Mr. Barrett retired here to 
Quartzite and filled his days 
building these stone miniatures 
of local buildings, ones from his 
home in Washington State and 
from where he was born in 
North Carolina 

Dirt floor 
in this 
room 
which 
was 
once the 
Post 
Office 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                       

 

 

Once I plugged everything 
in I hopped on the bike and 
took off to sight see. First stop 
was the Chamber of 
Commerce for a map. 
Naturally they close at 2:00, 
about 30 minutes ago. So I 
winged it. But I did get some 
help from the docent at this 
museum. She was very 
knowledgeable regarding 
Quartzite. All in all about 9 
miles on the bike today. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 This is what it looked like when 
it was alive. I had no idea a Saguaro 

Cactus had this kind of a 
structure beneath its skin. I was 
informed that it was mostly 
cellulose. Who’d a thunk? 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 Next stop was a very old tree 

Across the street is the City Park. 
Very large with lots of facilities like a 
baseball diamond, disc golf course, 
dog park, skate park, RC dirt track 
(that was cool), community center, 
playground, horseshoe pits, dance 
area, hiking, sport courts, and the 
area to the right. Celia’s Rainbow 
Garden. Celia died when she was 
about 8 years old, not sure of the 
cause, but her parents created this 
memorial to her memory. It has 
grown over the years to several 
acres and there are hundreds of 
memorials in it. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

This is the pavilion her 
parents dedicated to 
her. The handprints are 
from her classmates. 

 

On the way back to the 
campground I saw this beauty. It 
will be fun when I get to Saguaro 
National Park. Probably be bored 
of them by then. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

It was a pretty busy day all-in-all. Lots of information, many things I had a desire to see, 
history, scenery, greenery (certainly a shortage of that down here), and electricity. 
 
I was surprised to find an empty campsite after the tale I told you yesterday. My neighbor 
told me I had perfect timing (must be a first), the big crowds just left with the end of the 
sports and RV show over the past 10 days. Just lucky I guess. 
 
Since I could use the microwave I cooked up the leftover Outback ribs from last Thursday’s 
goodbye dinner at Al & Deb’s. They were on the top shelf of the fridge for 6 days, right 
under the freezer, so they were half frozen. A little dry but still good. Since I will be 
boondocking again starting tomorrow, I just had to eat them all, ¾ of a rack of ribs. I’m 
stuffed. 
 
I think I have seen most of my list for Quartzite, maybe try a couple things tomorrow 
morning before I hit the road. The next couple of days should be scenic as I hike into the 
mountains and camp off the grid in the Kofa National Wildlife Refuge. Looking forward to 
some peace and quiet. 
 
Until the next one……. 


