
      

 

  

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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Much less sore today. Swelling is gone from my hand, I can walk 
pretty much normal, and except for the budding scabs, very little 
pain. 

I covered a lot of territory today, 19.7 miles on the bike. First stop 
was the Colorado River State Historic park which is home of the  
Yuma Quartermaster Depot. A Quartermaster is the army officer 
responsible for providing quarters, rations, clothing and other 
supplies. (thanks Google dictionary) The photo above is the visitors 
center. Out west A.T. stands for Arizona Territory not Appalachian 
Trail. 
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Weather 
Great today. 70’s and sunny 
 

 

 
 

In Search of Eldorado 

 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

It seems to be a doggie 
day today. Then I 
noticed a bunch of 
stations set up around 
the park. 

It just so happens that today is testing and certification for guide dogs for the blind. 
There were hundreds of them here. Good thing none of my girls were with me or we 
would never have seen anything else in the park. You would all be oohing and aahing 
and cooing over every dog here. JK. I only stopped to pet 2 or 3, or was 4 or 5. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

Fort Yuma was established on March 17th, 
1851 on the California side of the 
Colorado River. Since California could not 
settle the conflicts between the 49er’s 
and the Quechan Indian Tribe over ferry 
rights, the U.S. Army had to step in. 
 
 
Below is a photo of the Storehouse  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Imagine yourself as a 
steamship captain. That 
wheel is 7’ high. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

And here I am complaining 
about the graded dirt and 
gravel roads in Arizona. 

The Quartermaster Depot was established by the Army in 1864 to distribute supplies to forts and 
posts throughout the Southwest. The supplies were shipped by schooner from San Francisco 
around Baja California and almost to the mouth of the Colorado River at Port Isabel, Sonora. 
The supplies were transferred to steamships and ended up here in Yuma. The Quartermaster 
Office is pictured below. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Storehouse   Cistern   Office   Living Quarters   Kitchen   Corral 
 
A model of the Quartermaster Depot prior to 1880 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The Colorado River, as it flows through Yuma today, is just a shadow of the 
mighty Colorado River of the 1800’s, before it was tamed by seven dams, 
each manipulating the turbulent waters for their specific uses; electricity; 
recreation, flood control; wildlife habitats; and irrigation. I was surprised to find 
that 90% of America’s leafy greens are supplied by the Yuma Valley. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                       

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I was completely 
unaware of this 
project. Even after 
reading it a couple 
times I am still not 
sure exactly why 
they had to go 
under the river. It is 
not explained very 
well. But I was 
amazed at what 
they were able to 
do back in 1912 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

ALL ABOARD!! Next train is 
the 3:10 to Yuma and the 
Yuma Territorial Prison. 
Think I might run into 
Russell Crowe? Or maybe 
Glenn Ford? 

I always thought high 
school was like a prison 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

The cistern 

View from the guard tower 
of the Sallyport 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Most of you know I 
participated in the 10th 
Annual Great 
American Adventures 
Wyatt Earp Vendetta 
Ride last October, so 
this display has some 
significant meaning for 
me as well as some of 
my readers. You may 
recognize a name or 
two from my October 
Newsletters during the 
ride. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Ellsworth, is there something you haven’t told us? 

 

A real Gatlin Gun 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
There were several cells that still looked as they did when the prison was occupied. There 
were three cells that had motion activated recordings of an inmate telling his story.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I thought this would be a great selfie. Then while I 
was editing I realized the back door is open and 
another person can be seen. Oops. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 The Dark Cell – Sounds like something out of Star Wars 

 
Not so dark with the 
camera flash turned on 

 

This is the scariest photo of the day. Is that a barber 
chair or a dentist chair? 

 

The women’s cells were hewn right into the 
rock of the hill. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
New Yard     Women’s cells     Cell block     Hospital      Sallyport     Guard tower  Warden   
 
A model of the prison as it was when occupied. The warden and that entire area, almost 
1/3 of the prison, was demolished to build a train bridge 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  Back on my bike, I rode past Riverside Park, where they have a 1/8 scale railroad 
with 4000’ of track, Similar to the train at the Milwaukee County Zoo. Naturally, they 
are only open on the 2nd and 4th Saturdays of the month. 

 They have quite an extensive riverfront 
park system here. Six different parks 
connected by walkways and bike paths, 
pavilions, beach, the train. I parked at 
the Quartermaster Depot and biked to 
the prison, Riverside Park, West Wetlands 
where the kids were playing on the 
castle pictured above. They also have 
bike paths along many of the canals, so I 
took one south to find this guy….Do you 
remember these oddities from my Route 
66 trip? They were called muffler men 
because they appeared out front of 
muffler shops, but some were spacemen, 
or holding a hotdog, or a lumberjack? 
Well, this one is a sheriff. He keeps the 
peace at the Westward Village RV Park. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

My last stop for the day 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Inside the cab. This is interesting 
because the engine in Kingman 
was pretty much striped of all the 
stuff you can see here. Well, I could 
see it through the grate, you can’t 
really see much. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I know what you’re thinking….way too many plaques, right? Just remember, you get to 
see the ones that I thought are interesting. I read ALL of them. And believe me, there were 
a lot of them. 
 
But other than that, I hope you can actually read what is on the plaques. I am never sure if 
I make them large enough to be read, and I don’t want to make them so large they take 
up a whole page.  
 
But it was a good day; Just shy of 20 miles on the bike with no pain what-so-ever in my 
thigh. I only fell once. Ha ha. I did sort of trip, but it was because I was trying to put my right 
foot on the ground and found out my shoelace was tangled around the pedal. The bike 
kind of went ¾ of the way down. Nothing hit the ground fortunately and I was virtually at a 
standstill anyways. 
 
With the wind no longer at my back, 20 MPH from the southwest tonight, I decided to 
spend another night in Yuma. A different gas station this time. Beforehand I decided to 
treat myself to a sit down dinner. Penny’s Diner. I would not recommend a repeat 
performance. My chopped steak was small and overdone; the waitress forgot about my 
shake until half way through my meal so I told her a glass of milk instead; and I did not get 
my bill until I left my seat and went to the cash register. The rolls were good though. 
 
Should have stayed home and made some New England Clam Chowder as I intended 
earlier in the day. 
 
Tomorrow the wind will be at my back as I head east to Gila Bend. I will leave the Mighty 
Colorado, of which I have been near for the past 26 days, behind me and head to the 
real desert. 
 
 
 
 
Until the next time……. 


