
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello to Family & Friends               Saturday, March 13th  2021    Day 55 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

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

 
 

I’m not sure what’s with 
the wind this past week, 
but it woke me up a couple 
times again last night. I 
was supposed to hike and 
or bike in Seminole 
Canyon State Park today, 
but what fun is it to hike 
along a canyon in the fog if 
you can’t see anything? 
Photos especially would 
be worthless. Battling the 
30 mph wind on a bike did 
not sound like fun either, 
so I ‘headed west old man’ 
to Fort Stockton.  

 

Actually it was 
northwest and the 
wind, for now, was 
partially pushing me 
along. I arrived and 
ate lunch before 
visiting the museum 
and walking the 
grounds. The VC 
used to be a barracks 
building. 

 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Does anyone 
know the smoke 
signal for AAA? 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The inside of an 
officer’s tent 
from the 1870’s. 
 
Below – This is 
what a barracks 
looked like in 
the 1870’s. 

 

I expected the kitchen 
to be well stocked with 
the trappings of an 
1870’s kitchen, but it 
was empty. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

The one above looked the best, but 
it has been a private residence for 
quite some time and not dependent 
on government funds for upkeep. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

This one was in 
the midst of being 
remodeled. 

The arm and leg irons 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Right is the solitary confinement cell. The plaque above 
states the lumber was hauled from Indianola by oxcart. You 
remember Indianola, right? A port on the Gulf coast that was 
a rival to Galveston until a couple hurricanes made it a ghost 
town? That’s 464 miles, if you take I-10. It was probably 600 
miles by oxcart. That trip probably took two months. It just 
goes to show you that there are no trees in Texas worthy of 
being used to build a house. I guess there are some things 
that are not bigger in Texas.  

 

 

I don’t know if it’s true or not, 
but, well, there it is.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

‘Paisano Pete’ stands 
11 feet tall and 22 feet 
long and has been the 
official mascot of Fort 
Stockton since 1980. 
Purchased from a 
Wisconsin (yea) 
company, at that time 
Pete was the largest 
roadrunner in the 
world. Roadrunners 
are also very prevalent 
around Fort Stockton. 
Unfortunately, Pete 
only held the record 
until 1993 when Las 
Cruces, NM unveiled 
their version at almost 
twice the height and 
length. Paraphrased 
from Atlasobscura  

 
The VC is in a refurbished train depot, closed, but they did have 
these cabooses sitting outside. There were several metal, not sure 
what to call them, I guess they might be sculptures, but it was a 
cowboy on a horse, a wagon, a family, etc., etc., basically the history 
of Texas. They also had the oil rig and plaque below. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

I am getting frustrated with the wind and finding places to go in west Texas. There are no scenic 
backroads because there are no backroads at all, unless you own a ranch. So it’s highways at 80 mph (I 
have the cruise set at 64) fighting the wind. The ESP, or ‘electronic stability programme’ (yes that’s how 
they spell it in Europe), puts a message on the display that I need to visit a workshop. The EPS detects 
loss of traction in a wheel. In other words, as I mentioned the other day, the RV is being lifted enough by 
the wind to cause a loss of traction and trigger the sensor. After being turned off for awhile it went away, 
probably reset itself, but it is a battle to keep it between the lines. I can’t just sit someplace until the 
winds die. There is a warning out for Sunday and Sunday night of 50-60 mph gusts. I don’t need a 
crosswind to hit me from the side when I’m taking a curve at 64 mph. That would cause me to send up 
smoke signals to AAA. It was only about 2 p.m. and after checking out RoadsideAmerica, Atlasobscura 
and Allstays I decided to head southwest, right into the wind, to see some scary lights. 
 

You will have to pardon the windshield reflection. I know, I know, I’m 
steering with my knee while taking pictures at 64 mph with 40 mph 
winds blowing me every which way (but loose). There is very little 
traffic on the road. This is just the winds whipping up the dust so high 
and thick that you can barely see the mountains. Yes, I am finally 
traveling through some decent scenery and it can’t be seen. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Just east of Marfa, Texas is a rest area known as the viewing spot for the Marfa Mystery Lights. I was 
hoping to find a somewhat sheltered parking spot here, but no luck. I used the bathroom and ran into 
two couples who were on their first RV trip after being retired. The RV broke down and had to be towed 
a couple hundred miles and it will be three weeks before they can even take a look at what’s wrong. I 
guess he did know the smoke signal for AAA. So he called up Hertz and Enterprise to rent a car and 
they just laughed at him. He was able to find the only rental car in west Texas at Budget, and it’s a piece 
of junk. They asked if I was going to stick around to see the lights and I said “no, I’m going to try and find 
someplace out of the wind in Marfa for the night.” The guy whose RV is still running told me that he lives 
next to a Hispanic rancher here in West Texas, who also has a big house on Padre Island, if he ever 
saw the Marfa Lights. The rancher told him that his wife wanted to take a trip here and see the lights. 
“Did you see them?” he asked. “Sure did, I used my binoculars and saw two Mexicans walking around 
with flashlights.” 
 
I made a search of Marfa, in which all the buildings are only one story tall, and found a spot on the grass 
in front of an auto repair shop with the storage units next door supposedly blocking the wind. But she 
was still rocking, and I was right on the main drag, HWY 90, and easily seen by anyone in town. Back to 
Allstays and about 70 miles away is Van Horn. I don’t think there’s any relationship to the car dealer in 
Wisconsin, but you never know. I’m not even sure if it’s a Flying J or a Pilot, but a truck stop it is. I 
snuggled between a couple semis blocking the wind from the west and the wind turned to the north and 
now I’m parked in a semi trailer wind tunnel. As long as the wind is blowing straight at the front of the RV 
and there is now equal pressure on both sides, I’m not rocking at all. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 

But I don’t know if I’ll be able to open the slide. The driver on my left may not appreciate it. At least I 
have a cell signal. 
 
Speaking of signals, even though I was passing by cell towers, I had no signal for that 88 miles of no 
services I mentioned yesterday. 
 
Also, after I left Marfa I also left the protection of the mountains. It was back to open plains and high 
winds as I drove west and north to Van Horn. 
 
Tomorrow, Sunday, I have no idea. I’m not sure I want to hit the road in these winds. Maybe I’ll see what 
Van Horn has to offer and spend another night between the semis before venturing forth on Monday 
towards El Paso. Steve gave me a couple ideas, but after these dusty winds I need to find a truck wash, 
go shopping, clean the RV inside, maybe do some laundry and, here’s an idea, I can research all the 
hiking around Guadalupe and Carlsbad. Hopefully the winds will diminish and the view from the highest 
point in Texas will not be a sea of dust clouds. 
 
My final thought for today is that I think Texas may be entering an Oklahoma dust bowl of the 30’s. With 
all the dead vegetation there will be nothing left to hold the soil together; animals will have nothing to 
eat, dead grass only lasts so long. I texted the girls that I was sitting at a gas station in Del Rio, looking 
at the motel across the street and the 20 or so dead palm trees along the road. I looked it up and found 
that if the crown is brown, the tree will not make a comeback. These are 30-40 year old palm trees up to 
25 feet tall. You saw the picture yesterday of all the dead Ocotillo Cacti. My parking spot on the scenic 
overlook was adjacent to a sea of dead grass a foot high. Just think how that blowing dust of today may 
look in the heat of July and August. 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 


