
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Hello to Family & Friends               Monday, February 8th  2021    Day 23 

 

In Search of Eldorado 

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

 
 

 

The birds were all gone this 
morning, having flown off to who 
knows where. 
I did a little more research and 
added several items to my list for 
Brownsville. Since it was only a mile 
or so away, I decided to try the 
visitor center. They are open, but the 
sign out front says to text them and 
they will deliver your info curbside, 
just like a fast food restaurant or a 
retail store. So I typed in my list of 
sights, asked if they were open, then 
requested brochures. This was at 
11:05 a.m. 
 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

Remember the bag of brochures I picked up on the 
sidewalk in front of the Harlingen VC? Among those 
was a local newspaper with an article about the 
Giant Montezuma Cypress trees on the old Jagou 
Plantation. 

No reply to my text. I decided to have a look 
around since I saw the granite marker 
above and some historical markers. Then I 
called the number and received a recorded 
message telling me to send a text. 

A little more research and I found out that most 
of the museums, the fort, the battlefield, the 
zoo, etc., are closed on Mondays. Ah well, I 
found a couple places that might be open, so 
let’s go check them out. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

It was very difficult to find an address for the plantation, but I parked on the grass of La Posada Park 
and walked towards the trees and some brick ruins. 

There are no signs for either the plantation or the cypress grove, but a grass-roots effort is underway 
to preserve these giant beauties. Eugene Fernandez, director of the South Texas Center for 
Historical and Genealogical Research (that’s a mouthful), has devoted years to trying to save these 
dying trees. 

In the early years of the Rio Grande Valley (RGV) they were used as fuel for the steamboats, 
building before the Civil War, and rebuilding after it. Right now there are only about thirty left. The 
trees stand along the now empty Resaca de la Palma, the city’s infrastructure and water issues have 
left this bank dry for too long. The Resaca is pictured above as I crossed over an old brick bridge. 



 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

 

 

Unfortunately, the ditch to my right, 
was not. 
 
It was difficult to find any of the 
cypress discussed and pictured in 
the article. They are supposed to 
be 100 feet tall and draped with 
Spanish Moss, but I could only get 
these lower portions. 

I started down the trail above with the 
Resaca on my left, which looks to be 
in pretty good condition. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

Reversing my footsteps and taking 
the opposite trail from the bridge, I 
did find this Montezuma Cypress. 
That root structure is quite 
impressive.  
 
Around 1872, a Frenchman by the 
name of Celestine Jagou bought 
the plantation and started planting. 
Not yet knowing what would grow, 
he tried a little bit of everything. 
Mangos, Cork Trees, wine grapes 
and, of course, Montezuma 
Cypress. This earned Jagou the 
title of ‘The Father of South Texas 
Agriculture’. 

When it says ‘through the fence’ it 
means the border wall like the one 
below. The Sanctuary is on the other 
side of the wall. If you look at a map of 
south Texas, you will see that the U.S. / 
Mexican border, the Rio Grande River, 
makes big looping turns and has left its 
share of oxbow lakes as the main river 
channel moved on a regular basis. This 
wall is heading north but curves to the 
left and along the river. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I ate lunch in the parking lot before 
heading in. I was hoping that the rain 
clouds would pass by and leave me dry. 

Needless to say, there was a Border Patrol vehicle sitting at 
the open fence, no gate, and at the top of the levee. 
 
Huh, funny story I just realized. Next to the Jagou Plantation 
was an urban garden with several people working in and 
around the plants. The song playing as I walked by on my 
way out was American Pie, you know, ‘drove my Chevy to 
the levee but the levee was dry’. How ironic. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Nice place. Inside was nicely furnished with period 
antiques. I should have taken some photos at the time, 
but it was just antique furniture. 

I broke up the sign this 
time, hoping that would 
make it easier to fit on the 
page. 
 

Five dollar admission, so not too bad. It’s a good thing there was the plantation house to see, I have a 
thing about paying to hike a trail. They had about three miles of trails, of which I did about half, with 
very little to see. It was worth my time however as you will find out below. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

There was no trail map included, but each trail intersection had a copy 
posted with a number showing where you were. Very well done. Each trail 
was named and there were a couple boardwalks over the wetlands 
(drylands in reality), and some blinds/observation buildings overlooking a 
pond. 
 
As you know from past experience, I like to go counter to the normal flow. 
So I started at number twelve and worked my way down. Just imagine 
standing on the deck below and watching steamboats ply their way up the 
Rio Grande. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

That’s a lot of 
Spanish Moss for 
one tree. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

I have to tell you that this is one of the most serene, tranquil, spots I have ever 
been. You can just see the white heron in the tree almost dead center. There is 
another wading bird, black, in the bushes to the right which you cannot see 
here. A nice breeze, very quiet, ducks in the water, no people. I must have 
stood here for almost ten minutes. It was mesmerizing. The last time I was 
someplace that was this calming was about 2015 on the boardwalk of Congaree 
National Park in South Carolina. Beautiful. 

The forest trail. It looked a lot just 
like the other trails. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ok everyone, welcome to the Rio 
Grande River, give a wave to Mexico. 

Remember that text I sent to the VC at 
11:05? My response came in at 11:43. “We 
apologize for the inconvenience, we were out 
to lunch. There is someone at the office until 
5 pm.” By this time I was finishing my hike by 
the cypress trees. Since I was heading past 
the VC on my way back to WalMart I knew I 
would stop by, so I didn’t reply. 
 

I pulled into the VC lot and texted 
my request for info again. She sort 
of answered my questions, but 
made no effort to bring me any 
brochures or a map. 

Deciding that the VC parking lot was better 
than WalMart to cook the steaks I bought 
yesterday, I pulled to a better spot, set up the 
grill and my chair, and had a cookout. As I 
was waiting for the grill to cool the VC lady 
walked up and asked “You don’t plan on 
parking here overnight do you? You’re 
blocking the handicapped spot (only one of 
them) and the curbside pickup spots”. “But 
you’re closed now anyways, right? I’m just 
waiting for the grill to cool” I told her. 
Unbelievable. What is the issue, I might 
disrupt the afterhours activities of the ‘oh so 
helpful’ visitor center? Give me a break.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

The birds are back, thousands of them. Great tailed Grackles. Every wire you see has birds on it 
as well as the sign and in the trees. 
 
I drove through the WalMart lot looking for a garbage can to put my garbage in. Not a one in sight. 
Then I realized the most likely reason, the birds. They probably make quite a mess digging through 
the garbage if there is any. 
 
While I was waiting for the grill to cool I made my plan for tomorrow.  
 
My reason for visiting the zoo is that they have a Komodo Dragon. I’m not sure I have ever seen 
one in person so I’m looking forward to it. 
 
The War with Mexico will continue tomorrow also. 
 
 
 
Until next time….. 
 
 
 
 
 

 


