
      

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!’ 
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Hello to Family & Friends 

Day 44 
Saturday, 

February 15th 
 

Oceanside 
 

Weather 
50’s to 60’s Sunny 

 

 
 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

The rest area was noisy, yet each sound drowned out the rest, 
and other than the occasional loud semi, there were no 
distractions. 
First stop is the San Luis Rey Mission. This is the 18th mission 
built by the Spanish in Atla California and is the largest of all 
twenty. Alta means “upper” California in New Spain, basically 
California, Nevada, Utah and Arizona north of the Gila River. 
I guess my buddy Father Kino must be included in this 
missionary endeavor. (guess not he died before it began) 

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

 

 

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


 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Does something about this seem familiar? 
Keep reading. 

I didn’t want to disturb any of the people who were 
praying, so I only took the one photo and did not 
venture down the aisle. The docent told me the paint 
on the walls is original from 1896, and that the 
quarterly hour bell is a recording and not the real bells. 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I keep bumping into him. He was born two 
years after Father Kino passed away 

 

 

As hauntingly 
beautiful as 
these bronzes 
are, I could 
only find three 
of them on the 
grounds. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

The Mormon Battalion as well as Spanish 
soldiers were garrisoned here. These 
ruins were discovered when the mission 
was restored. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The original entry arch to the 
garden. 

 

In the 1820’s Mexico won its 
independence from Spain and took 
over all of Alta California. They kicked 
the padre’s out, sold the land as 
rancheros and the missions became 
abandoned. In the 1840’s we kicked 
Mexico out but did nothing with the 
missions until 1865 when Abraham 
Lincoln, three weeks before he was 
assassinated, ceded the missions back 
to the Catholic Church. Even then this 
mission was ravaged by locals for 
building materials until 1891 when Irish 
born, Spanish speaking Father 
O’Keefe took over and rebuilt the 
mission into what it is today.  

My cell phone shows how thick the walls are 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I asked you earlier if the Mission looked 
familiar? This may be why. 

 

There was a scene where 
Zorro scaled the bell tower. 

 

I know what you’re 
thinking, ‘Oh great, another 
model train layout’. Tough, 
I love trains. And I think 
you will be amazed by the 
detail of this layout. Keep 
in mind that this layout is 
HO scale, that’s 1/87th the 
size of real life. It means 
the single story buildings 
you see are just slightly 
over one inch high. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Did you get the play on 
words? 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 It’s not a train layout without a scrap yard 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

There’s that Western 
Metal Supply building 
again 

Here’s a good example of how the scenery is created. First you lay the track, which 
could be on a flat surface or up on risers. Then they used strips of cardboard to create 
the shape they want, then cover it with various material options, here they used gauze 
and plaster, kind of like the old plaster casts for broken limbs. Add paint, buildings, 
landscaping and Voila! A train layout like the one below. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Oh yeah, they had trains here too. There must’ve been about 
seven or eight engineers, each running their own train. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
First I followed the entire layout just looking at the 
detail. Then I followed this train a good portion of the 
way because he had the most cars attached and 
seemed to know what he was doing more than some 
of the others. His name is Alex and he was maybe 
mid-twenties. I really enjoyed this one. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The mission and the train were on the outskirts of town, so I ate lunch in the VC 
parking lot then went in to get a map or addresses of the numerous murals they 
have here in Oceanside. I had spent some time last night making a route I could 
follow on my bike to the sights on my itinerary, and I wanted to intersperse the 
murals along the way. They don’t have a map, they don’t have the addresses, but 
they make a big deal of the murals and the ‘artiness’ of the town. However, if I go 
to their website using my phone, the site will download all the murals to Google 
maps and all I have to do is tap an icon to get directions. Ok, but this doesn’t 
include my other sights, still no addresses and no route. Another hour in the RV 
checking the phone for the business where the mural is, looking up the address of 
that business, creating some kind of order, then writing it all down. I parked near 
the first mural, geared up, and headed out. 

First stop was the Harbor Village, a supposedly quaint New England style harbor. It 
was ok but nothing special. The shops had nothing worth looking at and my one 
scoop of ice cream, really only one small scoop, cost four dollars. From there I 
walked up to the beach and took the photo above. That’s the Oceanside Pier. I 
walked still further to what is called the ‘Clapping Circle’. You don’t get a photo of 
that one since it was just a brick roundabout. No plaque, no signs. 

 

Then I found my first mural in an 
alley (not the one to the left). It 
was about 6x6 and fading away 
and I was like, ‘this is a mural?’ 
On to Artist Alley. Another 
disappointing venue. I was not 
impressed with any of the murals 
in this alley, so I said, ‘The heck 
with it, I’ll just go to the surfing 
museum and forget the murals.‘ 
And that’s what I did. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I bypassed this museum on 
my itinerary because…eh, 
what do I care about 
surfing? My surfing 
knowledge lies with The 
Beach Boys and Jan & 
Dean and the movie RIDE 
THE WILD SURF. But it 
kept popping up on Google 
and in conversations, so 
here I am. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This has got to be a 55-60 foot 
wave, that guy is nuts. 

 

 
Ok, sorry, but I was pretty sure I took a photo of the story of 
Bethany losing her arm, but I can’t find it. At the age of 13 
she had already won most competitions for girls under 18. 
She was ready to go pro. She was paddling on her 
surfboard when a shark bit her and the board. The board is 
to the right. She was rushed to the hospital and into 
emergency surgery, bumping her father, who was scheduled 
for knee surgery, down the list. Three weeks after surgery 
she was back on a board and five weeks after she was 
competing.  
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Truly an inspiration. (the dial on my 
camera rotated by accident to a 
different setting, that’s why the last few 
photos are faded) 

 

Remember in San Diego 
we had the TOP GUN 
bar? This is the TOP 
GUN house. Kelly 
McGillis lives here while 
lecturing at the Top Gun 
training facility. A hotel 
bought the land it was 
on so it’s been moved 
here temporarily. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There is actually a lot 
of info on this place. 
It was built in 1887 
for Dr. Henry Graves, 
a rare Victorian 
cottage that is one of 
the oldest homes in 
Oceanside. It will 
make a comeback as 
an ice cream parlor 
so that everyone can 
enjoy it. It’s only 
going to cost Two 
million to move and 
renovate. 

A view south from the end of the Oceanside pier. You can even 
see the NRG smokestack, far right, five miles away. 

 

Looking shoreward 
along the pier 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 North to some 
mountains 

 

 

 

Making sure junior doesn’t get pulled in by a big one 

‘I know I buried that bone here 
somewhere, I just know it.’ 

Oceanside is home to the Ocean’s Eleven 
Casino, supposedly a Rat Pack theme 
throughout. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The artist did a pretty nice job on this mural. That’s right, this is a mural. It wasn’t on the 
list from the VC and it’s probably the most artistic one of them all. You can tell the size by 
the chairs lower left. It was the only ‘themed’ item inside other than the sign above. 
 
Overall I think Oceanside was a little disappointing. I had a list of thirteen sights and nine 
or so of them were a bust. The mission was ok; the train layout was fantastic; I enjoyed 
the surfer museum; and I like the mural above.  
 
I left a voice mail for Camp Pendleton and scheduling a tour, but I doubt they’re open on 
Sunday, and I saw a flyer at the VC that Monday is President’s day, so I doubt I’ll be in 
the area if/when they call me back. 
 
I just pulled into the rest area again since I am heading that direction anyways. I-5 is the 
only road through Camp Pendleton so I have no choice but to use it. 
 
I should have stuck around the ocean front for a sunset photo. It looked like a nice one 
from the casino parking lot. 
 
 
Until next time…. 
 


