
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello to Family & Friends               Friday, January 29th 2021    Day 14 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

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

 

 

I took my time getting going this morning. I had some business to take care of and then plan my 
route. Since the museum in Port Aransas does not open until 1:00 I had time to kill. I passed an 
H-E-B grocery store and stopped to restock the larder and headed east to take the ferry over to 
Mustang Island and the small town of Port Aransas. I passed (above) some oil rigs, I think, under 
construction. What’s odd is that those white things lined up along the bottom look like giant 
windmill blades. 
Below – My view from the ferry of another ferry coming in to dock. 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

My ferry is the Michael W Behrens. They are 
named after retired ferry engineers. 

 

I stopped in this parking lot 
for lunch. A nice selection 
of yachts. 

The museum 
building is a Sears 
Kit House built in 
1917. It has been 
moved to several 
locations on the 
island before 
settling here and 
showcasing the 
history of Port 
Aransas. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

My back gets sore just looking at this picture. All this 
info was on the front porch. I haven’t even entered the 
building yet. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

Port Aransas was known as the Tarpon fishing capital of 
the world. In fact, until 1910 the name of the town was 
Tarpon. As you will see as you read on, the information 
is provided in much wider paragraphs than normal or 
oddly broken up from side to side. I will try and fit them 
in, but I might have to retype the info. 

 

 Tarpon, virtually inedible, 
are strictly a game fish. 
People would come to Port 
Aransas from all over the 
world to try for a tarpon.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

In 1937, President Franklin 
Roosevelt docked his yacht, the 
Potomac in Lydia Ann channel and 
called over to Port Aransas to have 
someone come and take him 
fishing. He was answered by Don 
Farley, Teddy Mathews and 
Barney Farley, and he caught a 
Tarpon. 
 
The docent stated that the 
President’s yacht was 
accompanied by two battleships. 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 Above is the actual stern/transom of the Farley boat that 
President Roosevelt caught his fish from and is in the photos 
above. The bow was damaged beyond repair in Hurricane 
Harvey, but they were able to salvage this much. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
I took a gander at Google and found that there is a road along the beach, named Beach 
Rd (how unique) and I thought that would be more fun than the highway. Little did I know, 
the road is literally, The Beach. 

This museum covers only the first floor of the house, and 
as you can see they pack quite a bit of history into that 
small space. It’s a relief not to see display case after 
display case with little antiquey things. They just need to 
compress, condense, reconfigure, their way of providing 
the information. I spent a little over an hour and enjoyed it. 
The docent was talkative and knowledgeable. She used 
to live in Wisconsin and still has a son in Waukesha and a 
daughter in Manitowoc. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

There were about three or four spots 
where, I assume, they were selling 
kites since they each had several in 
the air. Some of them are huge. 
 
After several miles I was asking 
myself, “self, how do I get off this 
beach?” It was rather boring, other 
than the fact of making sure the RV 
did not bog down in the sand. 
 
I finally found an access road and 
started to make time to my next 
destination. 

 
I could say, another National Park/Monument/Seashore to add to the list, but I’ve already 
been here. On a family trip back in August of 1968, yes we made the mistake of traveling 
to Texas for the month of August, I remember getting sick from the heat. We made it into 
Mexico and were duped by a Mexican who we thought was putting money in our parking 
meter. Dad likes his steaks well done and had to send it back three times until it was, that 
was in Laredo I think. I’m not sure if it was Padre Island or Corpus Christie, but the beach 
sand was so hot it was an all out sprint to the water. We also watched a Houston Astros 
game at the Astrodome since it was part of the stadium tour. Morgan and I went to the 
Rodeo is Houston two years ago when I visited and I was able to walk around the outside 
of the now defunct Astrodome. I could go on and on, but I’m sure we all could. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Do you notice the difference I 
mentioned earlier? The National 
Seashore plaques have short 
paragraphs, wider spaced, with not 
usually more than ten words per line. It 
is so much easier to read and 
photograph.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Using this map, you 
can see why this 
area of Texas is 
called the Coastal 
Bend 

 

 

I may have to visit Texas a couple more 
times. I would truly enjoy seeing the 
turtles come to shore and lay their eggs. 
And then come back to see the hatchlings 
making their way back to the Gulf. That 
would be a sight.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Above – Looking south from the visitor center 
 
Below – Looking north. Not a hotel or condo high rise in sight. 

The visitor center is closed due to Covid. I was 
surprised since the website said it was open 
until five. The gift shop is open, but had closed 
by the time I arrived. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Here I am on the beach again for the night, about 40 feet from the water. I cropped the photo, so 
you can’t see the line of campers up and down the beach. This is the south beach. I believe my 
dad said we camped on the beach here. That I don’t remember. I do remember camping on the 
beach in Florida, a couple times. He didn’t say if it was the north or south beach we camped on 
back in ’68 so I don’t know if I’m in the same spot or not. But here I am, 53 years later, on the same 
shoreline. 
 
If you get this on the 29th or 30th I will consider it lucky. I am having a hard time raising the internet 
down here. It is 60 more miles to the end of Padre Island. The only road is this beach road, and 
about 25 miles from here it becomes four-wheel drive only and ends just eleven miles from the 
Mexican border. It’s a good 10 miles north before you hit any kind of civilization. I will try the cell 
phone booster, not sure if it will help or not. 
 
So a little more nature tomorrow before hitting Corpus Christie. I was hoping to arrive there during 
the week and avoid the weekend, but that’s the way the cookie crumbles. 
 
Speaking of crumbles reminds me of a restaurant I saw in Port Aransas, Grumbles Seafood. I may 
have to try some seafood down here, it should be pretty good. 
 
 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 

 


