
         
    

 

 

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 51 
 

Sunday 
 

February 24th 
 

Willcox  
To 

Bowie 
 

Weather 
50’s and Sunny 

 

 
 

In Search of Eldorado 

I think this is going to be fun, something I never tried before. 
You’ll see it when it comes along. 
 
Willcox to Bowie, about 25 miles by Interstate, but some very 
interesting things in-between. My first task is to explore 
Willcox; a couple museums, Railroad Park, 1880 train depot, 
sounds good. The lady at the RV Park assured me the 
museums were open today. 
 

 

 
I guess Historic Downtown Willcox is just about as busy 
on a Sunday as historic downtown Kingman was. 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

I forgot this one yesterday. It’s a panoramic from the turn-around point of my hike. 

 

 

 

At least the 
Park was 
open. The 
local War 
Memorial to 
the far right. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

They put the statue the wrong way again 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I knew I recognized 
that name from more 
than western movies. 
As kids we probably 
watched every 
Disney Nature Film 
Rex Allen narrated. 

Well that certainly 
doesn’t look like a 
historic 1880 train 
depot. 

I find it hard to believe 
that Ko Ko was a bigger 
star than Trigger. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

That’s more like it. Below is the full view, but it didn’t have the town name, so I included 
this end view. It’s the City Hall now and was not open on a Sunday. 

 

As I was searching the web for things to see in 
Willcox, I came across a site that named this 
building as the one where Warren Earp was shot 
and killed. Warren was one of Wyatt’s brothers. 
Warren is also the only Earp that is buried in 
Arizona. However, I also ran across the Willcox 
Walking Tour brochure which named another 
building as the one where the dirty deed took place. 
So the choice is yours. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Above – That has got to be about the most classic shot of a 
western Cemetery that you could wish for. 
 
Right – The grave marker of Warren Earp. He is not actually 
buried here. Nobody was sure where his actual grave is, so 
they just erected this monument near the back of the 
cemetery. 

This one cracked me up 
as I headed towards the 
Interstate. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This one was on Roadside America – ‘A big, 
shuttered stucco teepee stands quietly in a 
downtown that's seen busier days. Business 
closed, architectural folly remains. Bowie's apex 
of fine dining is a teepee shaped building 
covered with gray checkerboard tarpaper. It sits 
on the main street, not far from the Wee Blew 
Inn (no longer there)’ 
 
If it wasn’t for the acres and acres of orchards 
surrounding Bowie, it would be a good candidate 
for a modern ghost town. Bowie (boo-e) has 
more boarded up buildings than un-boarded up 
buildings. What are those trees anyways? It 
turns out Bowie is home to almost 4000 acres of 
Pistachio trees. The quality of their nuts (he he) 
is so sought after in Europe and brings a 
premium price, that none of the nuts are sold 
here in the US. 



Return to Fort Bowie 
 

Chapter 1 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

After finally escaping the marauding 
Apaches, but losing my horse in the 
melee, I made my way across the 
scorching Arizona desert.  
 
Three days without water. My tongue 
felt as though it filled my entire mouth. 
There was no more sweat to wipe from 
my brow. 
 
I needed to make my way to Apache 
Spring and then on to Fort Bowie. I still 
carried the dispatch pouch for General 
Crook slung across my shoulder. 
 

 

I could see the see the beginnings of Apache Pass, between the Chircahua Mountains on 
my left and the Dos Cabezas Mountains on my right.  
 
It’s not called the Pass of Death for no reason. That life giving liquid called water, found 
nowhere within 20 miles of Apache Spring, brings friend and foe alike to drink from its cool 
waters. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 

There, just ahead, is that a lookout post? Just the ruins of the Apache Pass Stage Station. 
I remember when this place was first built, back in 1858 I think it was. What a meal you 
could get here then – bread, coffee, meat, and beans – for fifty cents. 
 
It can’t be too far to the Spring now. On quiet days, meaning no Apaches in sight, they 
used to bring two ten gallon wooden kegs of water, by burro, from the Spring. 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I have to keep going. I’m 
almost on my hands and 
knees now. There’s the 
Butterfield Mail Trail. 
Twenty-five days to travel 
2,800 miles from St. Louis to 
San Francisco. John 
Butterfield must have been 
crazy with sunstroke when 
he took that contract back in
’57. Good thing he invented 
the Celerity wagon. Cochise
learned a lesson when he 
tried to attack the first time. 
The second attack was not 
until 11 years later. 

 

There’s a fence up 
ahead. It must be 
the Post Cemetery. 
I knew most of 
those soldiers in 
there that were 
killed by Apaches.  

  

I was just a tyke when Bascum met 
with Cochise, right over there in that 
field. Bascum should have never 
accused Cochise of kidnapping that 
boy, He had no evidence at all, only 
hatred for all Apache, and Cochise 
especially. His racism started this 
Indian War 
 
That boy is a man now. After living with 
the White Mountain Apache he became 
a scout and interpreter. I can’t 
remember why he changed his name, 
but I saw Mickey Free over at Fort 
Huachuca just last year. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I’m getting closer. Why are there no guards out here 
today? A man could die in this heat. 
 
What’s that? Uh, the old Indian Agency building. I 
always had a lot of respect for Tom Jeffords. To 
make friends with Cochise was no easy feat. 
Governing some 900 Chiricahua Apaches here in 
’76 was an unequaled undertaking. Too bad 
Cochise died in 1874. That left the Apache in 
disarray and Jeffords no longer had much sway with 
them. The government tried moving them to a 
reservation, but Geronimo would have none of it. 
 
 
I would continue on, but it’s getting late. I will just 
have to finish the old fashioned way. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The real Apache Spring. Not 
flowing like it used to, but still 
flowing nonetheless. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 First signs of the fort 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Then…. 

Now… 

 
The sign says kitchen and mess hall. Not a bad view for fixing breakfast every morning. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An overview of Fort Bowie from the ridge trail. Rode horses on this one last 
October. 

 I guess you can see why it’s called the ridge trail 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Last view of Fort Bowie 

I called it Return to Fort Bowie, because this was one of the day trips during the 
Vendetta Ride back in October. Since I was on horseback at the time, I couldn’t 
thoroughly explore the site. I put down a reminder to come back some day and do it 
on foot, so that’s what today is about. I’m glad I did, there are several things I saw 
today that there was no chance to see from the saddle of a horse, especially when 
you’re holding on for dear life with one hand, and holding the camera in the other. Not 
to mention a good 4 mile hike to stretch the legs out and keep them limber. 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A pretty nice sunset tonight. Those last two are pretty nice, except for the telephone 
poles and wires. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
Well, an interesting day. Not quite as scenic as yesterday, lots of plaques if you want to 
read them. That’s why I tried the story line, an attempt to make it more interesting by 
relating the facts on the plaques in story form rather than making you read them. I know, 
don’t give up my day job, right! 
 
I found out today that my original trip ending triple play (pun intended), four days of golf in 
the morning, Brewers spring training in the afternoon and NCAA basketball in the evenings, 
has not come to fruition. Unforeseen circumstances have caused a delay in spring fun time 
until next year. 
 
What this does is give me an additional 10-12 days here in Arizona before I head to 
Houston. I will try and make the remaining days the most scenic of the trip. 
 
Temperatures are warming up. Mid-sixties all week, even up to the Grand Canyon. 
 
 
Until tomorrow….. 
 
 
 
 
 


