
 

BLOG POST:  2025.08.26-29 
 Eureka!  I Have Found It! 

 
 California is the Golden State, so nicknamed with a nod towards the famous Gold 
Rush of the mid-19th century.  To me, the name evokes images of the interior of the 
state, where “golden” describes the countless rolling hills covered in grass that has had 
the green sun-bleached out of it. 
 



 The state motto – Eureka! -- also recalls those golden days.  The word "Eureka" 
comes from the Ancient Greek εὕρηκα, meaning "I have found it!" It is famously 
attributed to the mathematician Archimedes, who reportedly exclaimed it after 
discovering a method to determine the purity of gold while in a bath.  [Wikipedia]  But, of 
course, the motto refers to all the gold miners who, as was common in the day, shouted 
out their joy in ancient Greek.   
 

Right?  Didn’t they?   
 
Well, somebody must have used it because the term became the freaking motto. 
 
Anyway, today Maxx and I left Oregon in the rearview mirror and crossed the 

state line into California.  Gas prices immediately went up a dollar.  (That’s not a joke.)  
The already-high $4.30’s and $4.40’s on the gas station signs north of us, were now 
$5.30’s, $5.40’s and higher.  Ugh.   

 
The goal for tonight was the city of Eureka, whose population of 25,412 people 

(2024 census) ranks it somewhere around the 250th-300th largest city in the state.  But it 
is the largest coastal city 
between San Francisco and 
Oregon, a stretch of close to 
500 miles. 
 
 I was hoping that the fog 
would magically vanish – 
perhaps with an audible “poof!” 
– at the border, but, alas, it got 
thicker (and without the “poof”). 
 
 US-101 took me right 
through Redwood National 
Forest, but it was so fogged in 
that I did not stop, or even snap 
any pictures.   
 
 Fog shrouded Maxx and I all the way to the Eureka hotel lot that I had scouted 
out for tonight’s stealth parking spot.   
 
 I use Google Maps or Google Earth to, first, find the right caliber of hotels (2-
star/3-star), and second, evaluate their parking lots.  That way, when I arrive, I can go 
directly to the best area and park, as a knowledgable guest would do, rather than rolling 
around the whole property before finally making up my mind.   
 
 For instance, in the screen shot on the next page, it’s easy to see where the lot 
entrance is, where the main door is (and the registration desk, with its people, who have 



eyes), and where the other doors are.  This lot has more than 90 spots -- so it probably 
will not be full. 

 
 In my experience, you don’t want to park at the closest available spot to the front 
door (though I have done it).  But you never want to park way off in a remote and empty 
corner; no real guest would do that.  It just looks suspicious.   
 
 I like doing what the savvy guests do – or maybe the ones who got a room at the 
farthest end of a wing – park near the other doors, the ones that require a key card to 
get in.  In this case, though, the upper-left corner, just beside that row of little trees, 
worked perfectly.  There were a few other cars there, and I fit in perfectly. 
 
 It was good to be on the grid again.  Once parked, I shut all my blackout curtains, 
got on the laptop and quietly worked on the ever-growing backlog of photos.  By 11:00 
PDT, I was ready for sleep.   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



BLOG POST:  2025.08.27 
 Seeking Sunny California 

 I also believe that skedaddling out of the hotel lot reasonably early is important.  
Yeah, you already got your night’s sleep, but there is still no need to call attention to 
yourself by being the only vehicle left. 
 
 So, I was up and out at 8:00.  There was a Planet Fitness less than a mile away, 
so I drove straight there, parked, and went back to bed. 
 
 On a hot, sunny day, I would not have done that; Maxx’s metal skin would have 
begun radiated heat inward already.  But on a foggy and cool morning like this, a few 
more zzzzz’s hit the spot. 
 
 At 10:30, I went in, did a quick workout, and took my morning shower.  But by 
noon, I was sick of this fog.  It casts a bit of gloom in the forests, yes, but in a dull and 
ordinary city like Eureka, it was downright depressing.  I craved sunshine. 
 
 So, I found a Harvest Host well inland -- Strawhouse Resorts & Cafe, near 
Junction City on CA-299 -- and headed thataway. 
 
 



  GooGirl had said about 2 hours (less, actually), but a half-dozen flagmen (or 
their equivalent in traffic lights) held us up time after time, and for long times each 
time.  It was not a good time, and we did not make good time.   

 
Time issues apart, though, it was a really nice ride through the northwestern CA 

mountains.   Sun was out shortly after joining 299, and it just got hotter as we went 
east.  We started out with windows closed against the chill, morphed into all-windows-
open mode, then 
ended up shut tight 
with AC blowing.  
Had to be close to 
90° when we got 
here. 

 
So, why 

drive 100 miles for 
a Host when it was 
so easy to stay at 
the hotel?  It was 
all about electricity, 
baby.  Though 
some solar rays 
were getting through the marine layer, too many foggy days in a row had gradually 
depleted the entire EcoFlow team.   Even the two back-ups had been exhausted.  I 
needed shore power and saw nowhere in Eureka where I could get it (believe me, I 
looked for outdoor outlets all over that city).   

 
Strawhouse was a nice place, right on the bank of the Trinity River, with a good-

sized campground right across the road.  Nice café, nice patio, nice hummingbirds. 
 
  I let LB do some flying over the property and the river a mile away.  You can’t 

see Blue Maxx in that photo (left) but he’s snuggled into the top corner near the road.  
And Little Bird snapped my pic on the pic-nic table. 



Everything got charged up to 100%, and the hot daytime temperatures dropped 
way down into the upper 50’s by early morning.  In my shady niche, I slept late. 
 

 The ride back to 
Eureka went a lot 
faster.  For some 
reason, I got the go 
signal on just about 
every work area, and 
we sailed back to the 
coast almost without 
stopping. 
 
 The sun was out in 
Eureka, so when I saw 
a sign for the “Historic 
Area”, I went to check 
it out.   
 
 Most of the “history” 
was simply “old”, but 
one place stood out. 

 



The Carson Mansion, Eureka 



 Eureka had 
once had very 
lucrative shipping 
and lumbering 
industries.  Those 
were the days, 
though, and this 
mansion is way 
beyond anything 
built in the 20th 
century here.   
 
    Nothing else 
caught my interest, 
and there was still 
lots of sunshine left 
in the day, so it was 
time to go find 
some redwoods. 

 
Humboldt Redwoods State Park was about 35 miles south of downtown.  It was 

The Plan for tomorrow, but with brilliant sunshine now and who-knows-what in the 
morning, I headed for the trees. 
 

-  - - - - - - - - - -  
 
 Annnnnd, I’ll tell you all about that in the next post.  I’ll finish off Eureka first so 
we won’t have to come back. 

 
-  - - - - - - - - - -  
 
So, wowed by the majesty of those enormous trees, I began my return ride to my 

hotel.  I had kind of misjudged the time.  The groves and road were getting pretty dark, 
so I thought it was later than it was.  Once we were on 101N, the terrain opened up and 
sunshine still abounded, albeit at a low angle.   

 
There was still a good hour-plus till … sunset!  Hell, yes, a Pacific beach sunset!  

I gotta find a beach!  GooGirl showed me a few, but reviews were shaky on the two 
closest ones.   

 
Oyster Beach looked great.  I had to get to the north side of the city, though, so I 

took Maxx out of C (Casual) and shifted him into M (Move) to make better time. 
 
 
 
 



We followed 101 
through Bayview to Eureka, 
then hung a left over the 
Samoa Bridge, across 
Tulawat Island, to the large 
offshore island of Samoa.  
Then CA-255 took us all the 
way down to the North Jetty 
on the southern point.  
There was a Navy facilty 
about halfway down that 
had a speed limit reduction 
around it, but I don’t think 
Maxx saw the signs. 

 
The jetty (right) 

turned out to be good-but-not-great, and and I wanted great.  On the drive down here, I 
had seen a few small roadside turnouts that led to footpaths up and through the dunes.  
We went back to one that looked promising. 

 
The sun had about 30 miuntes left before splashdown, so I grabbed my folding 

chair, my 40-ounce cup of Captain-and-Coke, and Little Bird, and walked up the path. 



 
 The beach opened up, wide and empty, as a far as I could see to both north and   
south.  Oh, my God, my own private beach!   

 



 I walked about halfway down towards the ocean and planted my chair in the 
sand.  Little Bird was in the air just moments later, before I even took a swig from my 
cup.  The wind was light, the surf was gentle, and there were just enough clouds to 
cloak the sun in a warm glow and set up a brilliant afterglow.  And not a wisp of fog 
anywhere to be seen.  Niiiiiiiiice! 
 

 I sent LB up to his max legal height (400’) right away.  The waves lapping against 
the beach looked amazing from up there (see page 1).  There’s a diagonal shadow on 
the sand in that pic.  That’s mine.  I’m planted in my chair, swigging my C&C on ice, and 
digging it all.  I took a cool video, too, mixing the aerials with some ground-based close-
ups.  [As with all the others, it’s on my YouTube channel.] 
 
 At one point, I brought LB down to about 30 feet over the water, focused him on 
the sun as it teased the horizon, and flew the drone slowly backwards.  The view came 
to the dark sand just as a wave was retreating back out.  The effect was amazing.  The 
speed of the reverse flight appeared to double the speed of the outflow and made it look 
like the ocean was running away.  Maybe that’s what it looks like if a tsunami is coming. 
 
 



 
 I sent LB back up high.  He was having too good a time up there to cut it short.  
But then I had an idea.  As the sun was lowering into the ocean, I slowly lowered him 
too.  It was barely noticable at first, but soon the rippling water was clearly closer.  What 
you couldn’t tell was that I had flown him backwards until he was about 50 feet behind 
me, so when he had descended far enough, the beach, with me silhouetted in my chair, 



took over the foreground.  As he hovered just a foot or two over the sand behind me, I 
raised my arm in triumph, celebrating this amazing evening on this amazing beach.   

 I stayed for quite a while, enjoying the mellow until the afterglow faded. 

 
    



 



 Eventually, the clouds drifted northward and revealed the waxing gibbous moon.  
I decided it was time to move on.  I could have easily stayed and watched the stars 
come out, but my cup was empty.  I also still had not had supper.   
 
 I always try to keep a list of surprises:  places that were not on the Must See List, 
but that ended up far exceeding expectations.  Oyster Beach was definitely going to 
make that list.   
 
 
 
 


