
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello to Family & Friends 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

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

 

The Museum of the Coastal Bend is my objective for today. 

 

 
 But my fist stop of the day is the weekly Victoria Farmer’s Market. I am hoping to find some 

sort of meat to have with my salads. This time of year there are not a large number of 
vendors. I saw jams & jellies, pickles, baked goods, veggies, iron work and a few other items. 
But I found some homemade polish sausage, which incidentally, is cooking right now as I type 
this paragraph, and putting an enticing aroma into the RV. 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

I will warn you right here, there is a lot of reading in this newsletter. This is by far the best museum, 
information wise, so far. Of course Victoria is the largest city so far. But here we get the complete story 
of La Salle’s voyage, a more complete account of the La Belle, and what happens with the Spanish 
afterwards. Look at it this way, I shouldn’t have to take any more photos of La Salle’s voyage at the 
remaining museums. It is very interesting though. Oops, smoke alarm, gotta go. I’m back. Nothing to 
worry about. I think it was just the humidity from the polish. Not bad. Not as good as back home. 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

That so called ‘dart’ is about 5 feet long. In the box lower 
left are fossilized mammoth and mastodon teeth. 

 

On a windy February day in 1686, yet another disaster befell the struggling French colony. A windstorm 
swept across Matagorda Bay and dragged their only remaining ship, La Belle, across the bay. The ship 
had been low on water, and the captain had sent the five best sailors ashore to look for more. The wind 
increased and the sailors were unable to return to the ship. As the water situation became more 
desperate, sailors started to die from dehydration. Captain Tessier decided to move the ship closer to 
Fort St Louis for more supplies. The remaining sailors were unskilled, and were unable to control the 
ship. Soon, La Belle had run aground and was filling with water. The survivors built a raft and went 
ashore. They returned to salvage cargo from the sinking ship, but were not able to save much. Only 
seven people were left from the La Belle. Worse, the ship had been packed with most of the colony’s 
supplies, as La Salle had decided to move the colony if he found the Mississippi. Now the colony had 
no ship, which meant they had no supplies, no lifeline, no transportation. 
 
Stranded, with Karankawa settlements between them and their home, La Belle’s survivors lived on the 
beach for three months, subsisting on their meager supplies. When all their food and drink was gone, 
they paddled to Fort St Louis in a canoe that had washed ashore, and told the story of the ship’s loss.  
 
La Salle decided the only chance at this point was to make a final trip – this time to walk to the French 
settlement at the Illinois River. He set out with 17 people, another small group chose to stay behind at 
the settlement. Along the way, a dispute over bison meat led to a group of men killing one of La Salle’s 
lieutenants. The murderers were upset about the situation of the colony and, unable to explain their 
actions, decided to kill La Salle also. 
 
One of the men, l’Archeveque, distracted La Salle while his co-conspirator, Duhaut, snuck up and shot 
him in the back of the head. His body was left in the wilds of Texas. With only a small contingent left 
back at Fort St Louis, the French effort in Texas was drawing to a close. 
 
Henri Joutel, who kept a detailed journal of the expedition, eventually made it back to France.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
La Salle was dead, and the settlers who walked to either Illinois or Quebec had either reached their 
destination, or had been dispersed into the frontier. What happened to the colonists who stayed at 
Fort St Louis? Sometime in late 1688 or early 1689, the Karankawas killed the remaining colonists 
and took the children. We don’t know what caused this final tragedy. The children lived as 
Karankawas for two years, until they were bartered for by the Spanish and interrogated. Their 
testimony paints a picture of their mother, Isabelle Talon, being killed by a blow to the head, and the 
other members of the colony being killed as well.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Presidio La Bahia itself, was a star shaped fort, with wooden walls. Buildings inside were made out of 
clay daub over wooden poles. These huts, called jacales, housed the soldiers. They were clustered 
around the perimeter of the fort, leaving a large open area in the middle. Outside the walls, archeologists 
found non-European artifacts, suggesting that the Karankawa were living outside the fort. 
 
Life at Presidio La Bahia was almost as hard as life at Fort St Louis had been. The environment was just 
as harsh as it had been three decades earlier. When the Presidio had been established, the Spanish 
thought that the Karankawas would be easy to convert to Christianity and to a lifestyle of farming. 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

This proved to be easier said than done. The Karankawa were not as docile as the Spanish had 
hoped, and Domingo Ramon, who was in charge of the Presidio, did little to help the situation. A 
fight between a native resident of the mission and a soldier angered the native population. In 
response, Ramon imprisoned some of the Karankawas, planning to hang them. As they tried to 
escape, one of them stabbed Ramon in the chest with a pair of scissors. Ramon ordered a cannon 
fired at the hut containing the Karankawa prisoners. Predictably, this demolished the hut and 
allowed the prisoners to escape. The following week, Ramon died of his injuries.  

 

The La Belle 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Look – I built a ship!  

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

  

During the excavation of the Fort St Louis site in the early 2000’s, archeologists found a small 
communal grave. Bones were mingled together in it, but forensic analysis showed that there were three 
people buried there – a man, a woman and a child. The woman had a blow to her head, and was 
consistent in age with Isabelle Talon, the woman who gave birth aboard ship on the voyage from 
France. 
 
Only a few bones from the child were present, but we know he was male and between 7-10 years old. 
Other than that, little is known about him. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

I’ll bet you thought the word “Texas” came from Spanish roots  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

According to Vicki, from the Port Lavaca 
Museum, when the Spanish entered the 
area to be known as Texas and saw 
bison for the first time, they called them 
vaca, the Spanish word for cow. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

You have to admit, I chose the best direction to visit the museums, each one has been better than 
the one before it. 
 
Not to toot my own horn or anything, but a lot of work went into today’s newsletter. As you can tell 
by the backgrounds of the informational photos, many of them on the same page are different, only 
to see a similar one two or three pages farther down. It would have been nice for the museum to 
have done it the same way. I was taking pictures here, then over there, then back here, then to the 
left, then to the right – you get the picture (no pun intended). Then breaking down three or four 
paragraphs from on the same placard and moving them to be with other info of the same vein. 
 
Usually I can just insert the next photo in line. This time I had to use Picasa to view the pics and 
decide where to put them. It was exhausting work! 
 
After leaving the museum I sat in the RV for awhile trying to find something to keep me here in 
Victoria. The BBQ joints are either closed on Sunday, or close by 4 p.m. No BBQ to enjoy during 
the Packers game. I had seen everything else, so I decided to drive over to Cuero (kweh·row). It’s 
my next destination. The museums here are not open on Sunday, but they are supposed to have 
several murals on buildings. I also noticed a couple really nice old mansions right on the main drag 
with historical plaques out front. So if the weather cooperates, I just might go for a ride in the 
morning. 
 
The photo above is across the street from my parking spot at a closed gas station next to WalMart. 
Wally itself does not allow overnights. I might get kicked out of here too, but hey, that’s part of the 
adventure. 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 

 


