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  My fascination with ghosts began when I was a child. My grandfather would tell me if I didn’t behave, he would have the ghost of Rube’s old bull come and get me. I always wanted to see that ghost bull.




  My family moved to the country in 1972. My father worked at night, and my mother, brother, and sister and I would sit around the fireplace at night with the lights off, telling ghost stories until bedtime. Some nights we drove down the lane from the house, where trees overlapped above us, and told our ghost stories.




  On our property I found a cave, and I explored that hole in the wall of the mountain several times. I found relics such as pottery shards and an old spoon. Carved into the wall was Belle Starr’s name. I imagined the lady outlaw’s ghost lived in the cave and she would someday speak to me.




  Once on Halloween night, my friends and I visited an old Indian cemetery. We witnessed a blue light floating behind us, and we left in a hurry. I wanted to return to see what it was that didn’t want us there, but my friends were afraid.




  Legends of Texas that make up our heritage are sometimes fact and sometimes fiction. For as long as I can remember, I have craved the knowledge to speak to the ghosts and legends of the past. Through my study of history, I feel I have, to an extent. These cravings for information have helped me on my quest to separate fact from fiction. It is my hope that the stories within these pages are an equal mixture of both.




  PART I
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  FORTS ESTABLISHED BEFORE 1800




  FORT ST. LOUIS/PRESIDIO DE LA BAHÍA (FORT DEFIANCE)




  Fort St. Louis has a long history dating from 1685, when the first explorers from France came to the wilderness that would someday be known as Texas and built the first known settlement on the west side of Garcitas Creek.




  In 1687, at the original site of Fort St. Louis, the French explorer La Salle glanced back as he and his men marched into the untamed Texas wilderness. He tried to still the nagging fear in his mind that all would not be well with the settlement he left behind. The Karankawa Indians had attacked the settlement some twenty times in the previous two years, and he felt they would do so again, as soon as he and his army were out of sight.




  Two years after La Salle left the settlement, the Karankawas once more attacked and destroyed Fort St. Louis. All but five of the twenty men, women, and children were killed.




  The Indian women tried to save the wife and three-month-old child of Lt. Gabriel Barbier, the fort’s commander, but the warriors bound the woman and made her watch while they tortured and killed her baby. The violence did not end with the murder of the child. Barbier’s wife was tortured and killed by the same warriors.




  The children who survived the vicious massacre at Fort St. Louis in 1689 were enslaved in the Karankawa Indian village. After being rescued by the Alonso De Leon expedition, nine-year-old John Baptiste Talon, one of the children enslaved by the Indians, gave the only eyewitness account of the massacre at Fort St. Louis. He told of the brutality that Barbier’s wife and child suffered.




  It is said that her ghost still roams the area surrounding the original site of Fort St. Louis. During quiet nights, she can be heard weeping, mournfully calling out her husband’s name, begging him to save her and their child.




  Presidio Nuestro Señora de Loreto de la Bahía was established at the site of the abandoned Fort St. Louis in April 1721. Later, the fort was relocated and reestablished several times between 1726 and 1749, until its final move to its present location.




  When Texans under the command of Col. James Walker Fannin took over the fort in 1836, they renamed it Fort Defiance. The men suffered a devastating defeat at the hands of General Santa Anna’s troops. Santa Anna promptly ordered the execution of Fannin and his troops. The executions of the 342 men were carried out a short distance from the fort’s walls, and the men’s bodies were stacked and burned. Eventually the proud Texans were buried in a mass grave. The fort now stands as a monument to the Texas soldiers who were killed in the bloodiest massacre of the Texas Revolution.




  Recently, while visiting the Presidio de la Bahía during a Cinco de Mayo celebration, my friend Sam and I were stunned to see the handsome blond figure of Fannin walking among the participants of the parade. When we approached him, he smiled sadly at us and disappeared into the crowd.




  During that same visit, the chapel bells rang loud and clear through the morning air while several other visitors at the fort compound hurried to reach the small building. All was quiet and serene as we sat solemnly, deep in prayer.




  [image: This memorial was erected on the site of a mass grave where Texas heroes lie at Presidio de la Bahía/Goliad.]




  As I sat in the small church I noticed a tall woman dressed in black entering the chapel. A blast of cold air swept over my shoulders. Slowly, the woman glided to the altar of the chapel and lit a candle for lost souls. Kneeling, she began to cry. As her sobs of grief increased in volume, I got to my feet and tiptoed to her, hoping to give her comfort. The air surrounding the woman was extremely cold. Paying little attention to that, I gently reached out to the woman and asked if there was anything I could do for her. When my hand touched her shoulder, the mysterious woman in black disappeared into a cloud of mist. Stunned by what happened, I stood motionless for a moment, and then I went in search of more information about this woman and who she was.




  I learned that every few years this same scene is replayed in the chapel and other areas of the fort grounds. Apparently, no one knows who the woman in black might be or for whom she grieves, but one thing is certain: The candles she lights continue to burn long after she disappears.
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  According to some people I talked with, she is seen on the grounds early in the mornings when only the caretaker is out making his rounds, but she is not the only early morning visitor to the fort. An ex-caretaker has also witnessed two men dueling on the grounds of the Presidio de la Bahía. He reports that every so often around the time of the new moon, dawn’s light filters through the leaves of the oak trees. He can see the lady in black standing at the edge of the trees just in the shadows, watching across the dew-covered grass, her eyes piercing the filtered light.




  The caretaker said he stood mesmerized while he watched two other shadowy figures dance to the ringing of swords. Parry and thrust. Parry and thrust. Each Spanish soldier took the slightest advantage left by the other. Sweat dripped from the soldiers’ faces in the cool morning air. Neither gave any evidence of knowledge that they were being watched, intent on only one outcome: death.




  A movement in the trees and the crack of a fallen limb distracted one of the soldiers, leaving him vulnerable to his opponent’s sword. He fell to the ground, and the sound of loud weeping echoed through the fog. The lady in black vanished into the background, and the soldiers faded into nothingness.




  Upon searching the clearing, the caretaker found no sign of the recent bloody battle. There was no trampled grass and there were no bloodstains on the earth. Nothing was visible to suggest that what he saw was real or merely a trick of his imagination. Many people I talked to have told of seeing the ghost of a headless Texas soldier riding through the compound atop a majestic white stallion, as well.




  The tall, misty figure wears high leather boots, cream-colored pants, and a full-sleeved white linen shirt. A long red scarf, where his head had once been, flaps in the wind. As the rider’s ghostly horse reaches the wall, the lady in black appears holding her hands to her face, and her weeping grows louder, filling the air. Mysteriously, the rider and the white stallion gallop through her and blend into the shadows, not to be seen again until the night of the next full moon.




  Several other people tell of the soldiers buried near the mission’s old stone church. Many of them believe that one or more of these soldiers compel another ghostly woman to search the camp compound. She’s been seen dressed in a flowing white shroud. She floats across the compound late on cold misty nights, searching for her husband and child buried nearby.




  The groundskeeper told me of becoming acquainted with a visitor to the park who told him that he’d heard men’s frantic voices and sorrowful moans of pain and suffering coming from the area of the 1836 massacre. He reported the smell of human decay as well as voices and the sound of footsteps on the wooden planks of a nearby bridge. Step for step, he was followed. He turned to see who was walking behind him, but no one was there. However, when he continued walking, the footsteps started again. The man had camped on the park grounds the night before but refused to stay another night.
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  Others reported witnessing a young woman with black hair flowing down her back. She carries a baby wrapped in a blanket. They call her La Llorna, the Weeping Woman. She roams the darkness crying over her dead baby.




  Presidio de la Bahía is located two miles south of Goliad, Texas, on US Highway 183 (77A). Presidio de la Bahía was established at this location in 1749, with Mission Espíritu Santo. It has been owned by the Catholic Church since 1853 and is currently operated by the Catholic Diocese of Victoria, Texas.




  Mrs. Thomas O’Connor, owner and custodian, began restoration of the Presidio de la Bahía on April 24, 1963. She did this for the Corpus Christi Diocese of the Catholic Church. The work was done under the direction of architect Raiford L. Stripling and a staff of restoration technicians headed by engineer L. A. Pettus, archaeologist R. E. Beard, and superintendent O. G. Compton. They all had experience in the investigation, restoration, and preservation of the nearby contemporary historic sites of Mission Espíritu Santo and Mission Rosario. Reverend Edward Kircher was a representative of Bishop M. S. Garriga and Monsignor Wm. J. Oberste on the work. He also supervised the labor and was the fiscal agent for the Kathryn O’Connor Foundation.




  Presidio de la Bahía is located in the heart of South Texas, two miles south of Goliad off US Highway 183/77A.




  THE ALAMO




  The Alamo has long been the symbol of Texas pride. The ghosts of many of the heroes who died at the old mission still roam the plaza. From as far back as at least 1836, apparitions have been seen at the Alamo.




  Father Antonio Olivares established the Mission San Antonio de Valero in 1718. The mission served the settlers and Indians alike until 1803, when the Spanish cavalry took over the mission and named it Alamo de Parras. At the battle of San Jacinto in 1836, Santa Anna knew capture was imminent. He called one of his most trusted servants to his side. Instructing the man to fade into the surroundings, Santa Anna dispatched a message to General Andrade.




  General Andrade had been sent to replace Santa Anna, to clean up after the battle of the Alamo, and to make sure no other uprisings from the Texans would occur. Santa Anna’s servant arrived with his master’s orders in hand just as Andrade was about to leave the area.




  In the message, Santa Anna told Andrade to destroy the Mission San Antonio de Valero, the Alamo. Destroy and leave not a stone standing. Organizing his troops for their march to the Rio Grande, Andrade commanded Colonel Sanchez and his men to carry out Santa Anna’s demands.




  According to reports, as Sanchez and his troops approached the old chapel, all that remained of the mission, they were confronted with six diablos or ghostly monks. These apparitions emerged from the walls of the mission waving flaming swords over their heads, advancing toward the soldiers, and shouting, “Do not touch the walls of the Alamo!”




  Quickly, Colonel Sanchez, eyes bugged and sweat dripping from his face, crossed his chest and stumbled backwards into his second in command.




  “Help me on my horse, we must leave here immediately.” The frightened colonel and his men spurred their animals and rushed back to the camp, reporting the events to General Andrade in stuttering broken sentences. Upset with the cowardly Colonel Sanchez, General Andrade took several men and one cannon with him to the old mission. He cantered his horse up to the chapel and shouted orders for his troops to aim the cannon at the front of the chapel. He was about to give the order to fire when the ghostly monks appeared with their fiery swords. The apparitions shouted their warnings. Their moaning voices were enough to startle the general’s horse, causing it to rear and unseat him.




  General Andrade caught the reins of his horse and turned to his men, who were already in retreat. Looking back at the chapel, then to the long barracks, he watched wide-eyed as smoke and flames erupted from the barracks and the ground. The smoke took form into a large image of a man standing heads above him. The massive form held balls of fire in both hands and, like an avenging angel, cast them at the general. Andrade fled the mission with his men. No one has ever harmed the mission again.




  Folks believe that the ghosts of the soldiers killed at the Alamo manifested into the large spirit to protect their resting place.




  When I visited the Alamo as a teenager with a friend of mine, being typical teenagers, we looked for the strange and unusual everywhere we went. Sherry’s parents bought us tour tickets, and we toured the various missions in the area, including the Alamo.
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  Walking along behind the crowd from the bus, we got left outside. Sherry glanced up toward the top of the chapel and drew in a quick breath. Pointing toward the upper windows, she grabbed my arm and hoarsely whispered, “Look up there and tell me what you see. Is it a fire? It looks like smoke.”




  I figured she was pulling one of her dramatic tricks on me, and I slowly gazed upward and asked, “What is it, the building on fire or something?” Shaking my head, unable to tear my gaze away from the image in the window, I whispered back to her, “There’s no smoke or fire, Sherry. There’s a little boy standing on that window frame. He says he’s looking for his family.”




  “What? Are you nuts?”




  “No, look. See, he’s reaching out to us. He needs help. He’s looking for his parents.”




  Sherry, seemingly disgusted with me, pulled me toward the doorway, where we went inside.




  “Wait!” I cried out. “Didn’t you see that little blond-haired boy in the window? You saw something, didn’t you?” It worried me that I had seen the boy but Sherry hadn’t.




  “I thought I saw smoke coming out of that top window, that’s all. I sure didn’t see any little boy up there.”




  Sherry pulled on my arm, and we rejoined the tour group. The whole time I was inside the Alamo, I felt I was being watched and I could hear voices, low whispers, from the walls and darkened corners of the old mission. I was jumpy, and Sherry was getting on my nerves.




  As we completed the tour and started back toward the bus, I turned for one more look, and there, high above the plaza, the little boy floated on the edge of the window ledge.




  Years later, when I returned to the Alamo on a late February afternoon, I again saw the little blond-haired boy, and I knew then I had not been a crazy teenager. Upon my most recent visit to the Alamo, I talked with several employees who confirmed the image of the child in the window as well as other incidents taking place in and around the plaza.




  For instance, midday in late spring, one of the Alamo rangers made his rounds, checking to make sure all was well in the plaza. It was one of those really hot spring days in South Texas, and he had taken his hat off to wipe the sweat from his brow. Putting his hat back on, he saw a suspicious-looking man walking across the grounds toward the library.




  The ranger took note of the man’s strange attire: He wore black boots, a black plantation-style hat, and a long black overcoat. Keeping his distance, he followed the man until he reached the shadows of the chapel building, where he saw the figure fade away.




  The ranger hurried after the stranger, but he found no one hiding in the shadows and discovered no footprints in the flower beds. Checking with other employees at the Alamo, he came up empty-handed as no one else had seen the peculiar man. The ranger realized the apparel was not something of present-day wear. He described what he’d seen to another ranger, who thought the attire was from the 1830s.




  Since that time others have seen the same apparition strolling through the plaza in broad daylight as well as at night. One school teacher told of her unusual experience at the Alamo on a rainy day in February.




  The bellies of the darkening clouds appeared as if they would burst at any time. Jagged lightning flashed closer to the plaza with each strike, and thunder rolled across the threatening skies of South Texas. A downpour was imminent. A few courageous citizens roamed the sidewalks in front of the Alamo, touring the town with friends or family. A school bus rolled to a stop in front of the old mission, and a group of children with several teachers stepped off as the rain began to pepper the plaza. The teachers hurried the children inside the main Alamo building so they wouldn’t get wet.




  As the last teacher stepped inside, she looked back and saw two ladies in ankle-length dresses like women wore in the 1700s. One’s fabric-covered bonnet, trimmed with ribbons and flowers, hid her face. The other woman was attired in a full-length cloak, covering her dress completely, gathered onto a lace-edged hood. The ladies didn’t seem to be in a hurry; they simply walked at a steady pace, their heads down and faces hidden from the rain.




  Lightning flashed, striking the ground and then burning across the sky. The smaller woman dropped to the ground. Her companion fell to her knees and began screaming for help, but the thunderous racket in the sky kept anyone else from hearing the cries. Bending over her friend on the ground, the woman wept. The teacher, who witnessed the bizarre scene, started out into the rain to help as a streak of lightning split the skies followed by a clash of thunder. At that moment, the women disappeared. The teacher found a gold ring lying on the plaza stones that was charred ever so slightly.




  On my most recent visit to the Alamo, I noticed a shadowy figure near an old tree in the middle of the plaza just outside the gift shop. I asked my daughter and granddaughters if they saw the figure, but none of them saw what I did. They think I am warped because I seem to see these things and no one else can, but this was real.




  More tales of ghostly sightings can be heard when talking to the staff and people who have visited the old mission.




  Everyone remembers The Alamo. It is the story that is bigger than even Texas itself. The Daughters of the Republic of Texas have worked tirelessly to keep the historic monument of Texas’s independence intact. The Alamo is located in the heart of San Antonio, along the River Walk, one of San Antonio’s most beautiful attractions. Drive to San Antonio, Texas, and then follow the overhead signs to find the Alamo.




  REAL PRESIDIO DE SAN SABÁ




  Soldiers were sent to protect the original Real Presidio de San Sabá, built of stone in April 1757, and the nearby mission stockade, erected on the east bank of the San Sabá River, sporting buildings constructed of wood and logs. The mission, also known as San Luis de las Amarillas, served nearly four hundred settlers as well as a few Apache Indians working as servants to the priests and settlers.




  In March 1758, a Comanche raiding party swooped down on the settlement and took a large herd of horses. This is when Colonel Parrilla called his troops to general quarters and sent orders to evacuate the mission. The priests were to gather the residents to the Real Presidio de San Sabá until such time as it was safe to go back to the mission, after the full moon, known by the native Indians as the Comanche Moon.




  Father Alonso Giraldo de Terreros, president of the mission, refused to leave the mission unprotected. His goal was to civilize all the savage Indians on the prairie, including the Apache and the Comanche. After a heated argument between Colonel Parrilla and the father-president, Terreros agreed to evacuate the mission on the following day.




  The morning dawned bright and clear, but the missionaries and settlers were awakened to the bloodcurdling war cries of some two thousand Comanche Indians. The Comanches gave no quarter, killing and wounding as many settlers as possible. They killed two of the three priests who guided the settlers.




  Fray Miguel de Molina lay quietly hidden under fodder straw near the stock pens where the horses and donkeys milled about. Clutching his rosary, he prayed to the Blessed Virgin Mary, hoping he would not be heard over the screams of agony and the bloodthirsty war cries of the savage Comanche Indians.




  He prayed that the soldiers in the presidio across the river could hear the screams and would come to the rescue of those in the mission. He knew if the soldiers at the presidio heard, they would want to help, but they were so few he didn’t look for them to rescue the settlers.




  The battle calmed and Fray Molina peeked out through the straw of his hiding place and watched in horror as the Comanches surrounded the kneeling priest, Fray Jose de Santiesteban. Molina could hardly suppress his screams of terror when the Indians beheaded his friend. Burrowing deeper into the straw, Fray Molina held his rosary close to his lips and whispered another prayer for the soul of Fray Santiesteban. Frightened to the depth of his soul, he glanced through the straw again and saw the resident Apaches and one soldier slipping away from the destroyed mission and the savage Comanches. Surely they would send help from the presidio. Time passed slowly and the sound of Fray Santiesteban’s gurgling death replayed in Molina’s mind.




  As quickly as the Comanches came, they left the mission, leaving in their wake destruction and death. All was quiet once more, and Fray Molina peered out from his cover to make certain the savages no longer occupied the mission walls. Heartbroken by the carnage and destruction of his beloved mission, he set out to find survivors.




  After searching a short time, he found a few residents of the mission huddled together under a pile of charred debris. Urging the terrified people to leave their hiding place, he whispered, “Come along, my children. We must leave at once for the Real Presidio de San Sabá, lest the savage Comanches return.”




  One woman’s leg had been broken when the wall of a hut had fallen on her. Fray Molina carried her. The others, most of them wounded, followed quietly, still in shock from the carnage and the horrible deaths they had witnessed.




  Stealing away from the destroyed mission under the cover of darkness, the priest and his ragtag group stayed close to the underbrush before attempting to cross the river. Molina whispered to the residents he had come to love as his family and showed them what to do in order to get across the river without being detected by the Comanches. He cut limbs from a nearby bush and stuck them behind a parishioner’s head and then down into the back of his blouse.




  “Now, that is better. You look just like a bush from the back now. The Comanches will have a hard time distinguishing you from the foliage along the riverbanks.




  “Fording the San Sabá will be the easiest part of our midnight journey to safety. The Comanches could be waiting on the other side of the river to attack us again and if so we must run and hide wherever we can.”




  Fray Molina spoke quietly. “The only chance we have is to reach the Real Presidio de San Sabá and the protection of Colonel Parrilla and his soldiers. Say a silent prayer and let’s get going.” Fray Molina directed his small band of survivors across the San Sabá River. Once on dry ground, he led them to the cover of the brush lining the west bank, talking in low soothing tones the whole time.




  “Remember now, there is the possibility that the Comanches are still about, so we must make a run for the presidio,” Molina announced. He knelt beside the woman with the broken leg and gave her a strip of cloth.
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  “If the pain becomes too severe, put this in your mouth and bite down on it. You must not cry out, whatever you do.”




  Nodding, the woman did as she was told and placed the cloth between her teeth.




  The distance from the river to the presidio was not so great, but it was all open ground. The full moon shone down on the shortened grasses of early spring, doing little to offer him and his flock any protection. Molina could see the silhouettes of the soldiers on top of the presidio standing with rifles ready. Once they got close enough to the walls of the fort, Fray Molina cried out for the soldiers not to fire their weapons.




  After reaching the safety of the high walls of the presidio, Fray Molina reported the atrocities he had witnessed to Colonel Parrilla. Later, he asked for a room where he could seek solace and pray for the souls of the lost parishioners and the two priests who had died in the massacre.




  He never overcame the heartbreak of the savagery dealt to his fellow priests and the others in the mission. The horrible image of his friends, one being beheaded and the other slashed into dozens of pieces, was more than his tortured mind could bear.




  Day and night, his whispered words of prayer and the rosary beads, clicking together, could be heard throughout the encampment. Day after day, he refused food, citing self-inflicted punishment as the reason for his refusal to eat.




  After a three-day wait to make sure the Comanches weren’t returning to the mission, the time came to bury the dead. Colonel Parrilla begged Fray Molina to stay at the presidio. Weakened from the ordeal of the massacre, coupled with exhaustion and lack of food, and barely able to walk, Fray Molina insisted on going back to the mission.




  “Since I did not prevent the massacre, I can at least attend to the dead.”




  “You are a stubborn man, Fray Molina,” Colonel Parrilla said. “What happened at the mission was not your fault. Father Terreros refused to abandon the mission when I reported impending disaster. The blame must lie with the father-president of the mission.”




  “But I hid myself away, like a coward. I watched the Comanches ride into the mission and massacre my friends and fellow man. Instead of trying to help the poor souls who died, I hid away in terror and cried like a baby.”




  In his mind, Fray Molina still envisioned Fray Jose’s head rolling across the blood-soaked ground. He remembered the blood-lust in the eyes of savages who had killed so easily. Those images stood out in the nightmares he lived through night after night.




  Because of the attack on the mission, all Spanish settlements were thrown into a panic. No one, especially the underpaid soldiers, was willing to leave the safety of the Real Presidio de San Sabá garrison to help protect the surrounding settlements. Some soldiers stated that if the settlers were foolish enough to come to this barren land, then they should defend themselves.




  Captain Rabago, the new commander of the presidio, took command in 1766 and requested permission to destroy a French fortress on the Red River several hundred miles away. The Comanches sought help from the French there, but Captain Rabago’s superiors thought they knew best, and the request was denied.




  By 1767, the Spanish government ordered that all horses were to be removed from Real Presidio de San Sabá and later, due to another Comanche raid in June 1768, it was abandoned. The relinquishment of the Real Presidio de San Sabá heralded the end of Spain’s political and military strength in Texas.




  The land between the Rio Grande and San Antonio was pretty much left to the roving bands of hostile Comanches, Lipan Apaches, Kiowas, Karankawas, and the other nomadic tribes of Texas upon the abandonment of the fort.




  Real Presidio de San Sabá holds many secrets and spirits. Upon visiting the presidio on the evening of the Comanche Moon, the ghostly sound of clicking beads and whispers could be heard from across the river. Darkness rolled in from the brush, and my friend and I listened to quiet prayers being uttered under a frightened breath. As we crossed the entrance of the fort, a calm came over me, the calm of a place of protection. I felt compelled to go inside the round turret at the corner of the fort, but rubble from walls that have collapsed over time blocked the entryway.




  My friend’s reaction was quite the opposite. She said her scalp crawled, and although the temperature was quite warm, goose bumps covered her arms. This reaction continued the entire time we were at the Real Presidio de San Sabá. Even after we left, the sensations she experienced remained with her for the next ten to twelve miles.




  We made several other stops and passed the Real Presidio de San Sabá on our return route. Her bad feelings, along with the goose bumps, returned until we were well away from Real Presidio de San Sabá. She only has to speak about the presidio and the same goose bumps and other ill feelings return to her.
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  I believe that the urgency for me to go inside the tower came from Fray Molina and his desperate prayers that remain, trapped forever, inside the fallen presidio. I believe that in the midst of those ruins, all who venture into the Real Presidio de San Sabá will fall under the protection of Fray Molina’s prayers.




  We were told that on nights when the Comanche Moon rides high in the sky, Fray Molina’s whispered prayers and the clicking of his rosary are heard throughout the encampment.




  For your own look at the Real Presidio de San Sabá, where a replica of the frontier fort stands, drive one mile west of Menard, Texas, on US Highway 190. The original fort was founded in 1757 and was operated by the Colonial Spanish Army until abandoned in 1772 by order of the Viceroy of New Spain.




  There is no admission charge and visitors are welcome to take self-guided tours 365 days a year. Group tours are available with advance notice. The county golf course is located next door to the presidio.




  Several archaeological digs have been conducted at this historic site, and it has undergone significant restoration work. Real Presidio de San Sabá was chosen as the site of the 2003 Texas Archeological Society Field School. Volunteer excavators from across the state convened in June of that year to work alongside Texas Tech students. The site includes a covered pavilion with restroom facilities. Enjoy a picnic lunch or dinner on-site and take in the beautiful surroundings while pondering what life would have been like as a Spanish soldier on the frontier!




  PART II
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  FORTS ESTABLISHED BETWEEN 1800 AND 1845




  FORT ANAHUAC




  Col. Juan Davis Bradburn, a Kentuckian serving in the Mexican army, sat back in his chair and closed his eyes. Holding his riding crop in both hands, he gently rubbed his brow with the leather-bound whip and listened to the outrageous lies of the colonists’ leader.




  “Sir, are you listening to me?” Col. William B. Travis slammed his fist on Colonel Bradburn’s desk.




  Sleepily opening his eyes, Bradburn stared at the Texan.




  “These things you are saying are lies, my friend. It is against the Mexican laws for you and your companions to come in here making these false accusations without proof.”




  “A young woman’s virtue was taken against her will and you want more proof!” Travis shouted.




  “Her word against the word of my men? I am not going to believe an Anglo woman over my men. They were only doing their duty.” Bradburn stood and walked to the window. He looked out at the compound and then turned back to the men in the room.




  “My troops say the young wench begged them to take her, so her father and brother wouldn’t have to pay the collections I sent my men to get from them. I do not call that against her will. If she offered her, shall we say, treasures, she deserves what she received.”




  Colonel Bradburn frowned and pointed to the door. “Now get out of here, I have work to do.”




  Travis knew he wasn’t getting anywhere and, trying to be businesslike, stood for a few moments thinking. Frustrated by Colonel Bradburn’s obvious disregard for his protests, Travis held his ground.




  “I will not leave until I’ve had satisfaction in this matter.”




  “Don’t try my patience, Mr. Travis. I am a busy man and I don’t have time for your complaints.” Bradburn turned to leave the room. Travis grabbed the colonel’s arm and spun the smaller man around.




  “How dare you touch me? Guard! Guard!”




  Quickly, Travis and the men with him were surrounded with rifles pointed at them.




  “Let this pack of rabble-rousers cool their tempers in our stockade for a while, at least until I decide what to do with them. They will work like the rest of the convicts. Perhaps building a Mexican garrison will change their attitudes for the better.”




  Bradburn smiled as his guards led William Travis, Munroe Edwards, Patrick C. Jack, and several others to the old wooden barracks.




  Shortly after the men were incarcerated, Col. Francis White Johnson received a message telling him of Travis’s wrongful capture. Johnson dispatched a letter to Bradburn demanding the release of the Texans. Bradburn scoffed at the demands, and subsequently troops were assembled and the fighting began.




  The Fort Anahuac stockade was first established militarily in November 1830. It was to be a garrison to protect against Anglo-American colonization, to collect customs duties in Texas, and to enforce a Mexican law passed on April 6, 1830.




  Fort Anahuac was a short-lived outpost. The capture and subsequent release of William B. Travis and his volunteers in 1832 saw most of the fort dismantled by Texas troops. Four months after Colonel Travis’s release, in November, a fire gutted the wooden sections of the fort. Ultimately, in December, the stockade where Travis and his men were unjustly held burned to the ground. Settlers of the area did not allow the good stone fireplaces and chimneys to go to waste. They carried them away one stone at a time for use in their own homes, leaving nothing but ruins behind.




  When Mexican troops tried to reopen the fort in 1835, they ordered lumber to be shipped in for the rebuilding of Fort Anahuac. Outraged Texans, including William Barret Travis, burned the lumber before it ever reached Anahuac, forcing the Mexican troops, who had no artillery, to hide in the woods and leave the area forever. Fort Anahuac was never reopened.




  The story of Col. William Barret Travis and his unjust imprisonment began in 1832. On June 10, 1832, William B. Travis and his volunteers’ rebel yells were heard amidst the gunfire and confusion in the Spanish fort where much blood was shed. Two days later, the battle ended, but a war was just beginning. The war for Texas’s independence from Mexican reign had begun and sparked the fighting at Fort Velasco and the adoption of the Turtle Bayou Resolutions. The confrontation with Travis and the Texans resulted in Bradburn’s and the Mexican troops’ removal from the post.
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The solid rock walls of Real Presidio de San Sabé offered protection to
survivors of the horrific massacre at the San Luis de las Amarillas mission.
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The cannon at Presidio de la Bahia stands as a reminder of the men who
fought and perished for freedom
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This memorial was erected on the site of a mass grave where Texas
heroes lie at Presidio de la Bahia/Goliad.
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The turret at the Real Presidio de San Sabé stands as a reminder of
the Spanish explorers who brought life to this part of Texas.
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