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The Story Of Enrique Esparza

San Antonio Express
Saturday, Nov. 22, 1902

Says That He Was In The Siege Of The Alamo
Is Seventy-Four Years Old And Tells An Interesting Tale Of That

Memorable Massacre And Scenes Leading Up To It

Since the death of Señora [Andrea Castañón] Candelaria
Villanueva, several years ago at the age of 113 [95] there is but
one person alive who claims to have been in the siege of the
Alamo. That person is Enrique Esparza, now 74 years old, who,
firm-stepped, clear-minded and clear-eyed, bids fair to live to
the age of the woman who for so long shared honors with him.

Enrique Esparza, who tells one of the most interesting
stories ever narrated, works a truck garden on Nogalitos street
between the southern Pacific Railroad track and the San Pedro
creek. Here he lives with the family of his son, Victor Esparza.
Every morning he is up before daybreak and helps load the wagons
with garden stuff that is to be taken up town to market.

He is a farmer of experience and contributes very
materially to the success of the beautiful five acres garden, of
which he is the joint proprietor.

While claims of Enrique Esparza have been known among those
familiar with the historical work done by the Daughters of the
Republic, an organization which has taken great interest in
getting first-hand information of the period of Texas
Independence, the old man was not available up to about five
years ago, for the reason that he resided on his farm in Atascosa
county. This accounts for the fact that he is not well enough
known to be included in the itinerary when San Antonians are
proudly doing the town with their friends.

Esparza tells a straight story. Although he is a Mexican,
his gentleness and unassuming frankness are like the typical old
Texan. Every syllable he speaks to, uttered with confidence and
in his tale, he frequently makes digressions, going into details
of relationship of early families of San Antonio and showing a
tenacious memory. At the time of the fight of the Alamo he was 8
years old. His father was a defender, and his father's own
brother, an assailant of the Alamo. He was a witness of his
mother's grief, and had his own grief, at the slaughter in which
his father was included. As he narrated to a reporter the events
in which he was so deeply concerned, his voice several times
choked and he could not proceed for emotion. While he has a fair
idea of English, he preferred to talk in Spanish.
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Esparza’s Story

My father, Gregorio Esparza, belonged to Benavides'
company, in the American army," said Esparza, "and I think it was
in February, 1836, that the company was ordered to Goliad when my
father was ordered back alone to San Antonio, for what I don't
know. When he got here there were rumors that Santa Ana was on
the way here, and many residents sent their families away. One
of my father's friends told him that he could have a wagon and
team and all necessary provisions for a trip, if he wanted to
take his family away. There were six of us besides my father, my
mother, whose name was Anita, my eldest sister, myself and three
younger brothers, one a baby in arms. I was 8 years old.

My father decided to take the offer and move the family to
San Felipe. Everything was ready, when one morning, Mr. W.
Smith, who was godfather to my youngest brother, came to our
house on North Flores Street, just above where the Presbyterian
Church now is, and told my mother to tell my father when he came
in that Santa Ana had come. (Northeast corner of Houston and N.
Flores Streets.)

When my father came my mother asked him what he would do.
You know the Americans had the Alamo, which had been fortified a
few months before by General [Martin] Cos.

“Well, I'm going to the fort" my father said.

“Well, if pop goes, I am going along, and the whole family
too.”

It took the whole day to move and an hour before sundown we
were inside the fort. There was a bridge over the river about
where Commerce street crosses it, and just as we got to it we
could her Santa Anna's drums beating on Milam Square, and just as
we were crossing the ditch going into the fort Santa Anna fired
his salute on Milam Square.

There were a few other families who had gone in. A Mrs.
Alsbury [Juana Navarro] and her sister, a Mrs. Victoriana, and a
family of several girls, two of whom I knew afterwards, Mrs.
[Susanna]Dickson, Mrs. Juana Melton [Juana Francisca Losoya], a
Mexican woman who had married an American, also a woman named
Concepción Losoya and her son, Juan, who was a little older than
I.

The first thing I remember after getting inside the fort
was seeing Mrs. Melton making circles on the ground with an
umbrella. I had seen very few umbrellas. While I was walking
around about dark I went near a man named [Antonio] Fuentes who
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was talking at a distance with a soldier. When the latter got
near me he said to Fuentes:

"Did you know they had cut the water off?"

The fort was built around a square. The present Hugo-
Schmeltzer building is part of it. I remember the main entrance
was on the south side of the large enclosure. The quarters were
not in the church, but on the south side of the fort, on either
side of the entrance, and were part of the convent. There was a
ditch of running water back of the church and another along the
west side of Alamo Plaza. We couldn't get to the latter ditch as
it was under fire and it was the other one that Santa Anna cut
off. The next morning after we had gotten in the fort I saw the
men drawing water from a well that was in the convent yard. The
well was located a little south of the center of the square. I
don't know whether it is there now or not.

On the first night a company of which my father was one
went out and captured some prisoners. One of them was a Mexican
soldier, and all through the siege, he interpreted the bugle
calls on the Mexican side, and in this way the Americans know
about the movements of the enemy.

After the first day there was fighting. The Mexicans had a
cannon somewhere near where Dwyer Avenue now is, and every
fifteen minutes they dropped a shot into the fort.

The roof of the Alamo had been taken off and the south side
filled up with dirt almost to the roof on that side so that there
was a slanting embankment up which the Americans could run and
take positions. During the fight I saw numbers who were shot in
the head as soon as they exposed themselves from the roof. There
were holes made in the walls of the fort and the Americans
continually shot from these also. We also had two cannon, one at
the main entrance and one at the northwest corner of the fort
near the post office. The cannon were seldom fired.

Remembers Crockett

I remember Crockett. He was a tall, slim man, with black
whiskers. He was always at the head. The Mexicans called him
Don Benito. The Americans said he was Crockett. He would often
come to the fire and warm his hands and say a few words to us in
the Spanish language. I also remember hearing the names of
Travis and Bowie mentioned, but I never saw either of them that I
know of.

After the first few days I remember that a messenger came
from somewhere with word that help was coming. The Americans
celebrated it by beating the drums and playing on the flute. But
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after about seven days fighting there was an armistice of three
days and during this time Don Benito had conferences every day
with Santa Anna. Badio, the interpreter, was a close fired of my
father, and I heard him tell my father in the quarters that Santa
Anna had offered to let the Americans go with their lives if they
would surrender, but the Mexicans would be treated as rebels.

During the armistice my father told my mother she had
better take the children and go, while she could do so safely.
But my mother said: “No! If you're going to stay, so am I. If
they kill one they can kill us all.”

Only one person went out during the armistice, a woman
named Trinidad Saucedo.

Don Benito, or Crockett, as the Americans called him,
assembled the men on the last day and told them Santa Anna's
terms, but none of them believed that any one who surrendered
would get out alive, so they all said as they would have to die
any how they would fight it out.

The fighting began again and continued every day and nearly
every night. One night there was music in the Mexican camp and
the Mexican prisoner said it meant that reinforcements had
arrived.

We then had another messenger who got through the lines,
saying that communication had been cut off and the promised
reinforcements could not be sent.

The Last Night

On the last night my father was not out, but he and my
mother were sleeping together in headquarters. About 2 o'clock
in the morning there was a great shooting and firing at the
northwest corner of the fort, and I heard my mother say:
“Gregorio, the soldiers have jumped the wall. The fight's
begun.”

He got up and picked up his arms and went into the fight.
I never saw him again. My uncle told me afterwards that Santa
Anna gave him permission to get my father's body, and that he
found it where the thick of the fight had been.

We could hear the Mexican officers shouting to the men to
jump over, and the men were fighting so close that we could hear
them strike each other. It was so dark that we couldn't see
anything, and the families that were in the quarters just huddled
up in the corners. My mother's children were near her. Finally
they began shooting through the dark into the room where we were.
A boy who was wrapped in a blanket in one corer was hit and
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killed. The Mexicans fired into the room for at least fifteen
minutes. It was a miracle, but none of us children were touched.

By daybreak the firing had almost stopped, and through the
window we could see shadows of men moving around inside the fort.
The Mexicans went from room to room looking for an American to
kill. While it was still dark a man stepped into the room and
pointed his bayonet at my mother's breast, demanding: “Where's
the money the Americans had?”

“If they had any,” said my mother, “you may look for it.”

Then an officer stepped in and said: “What are you doing?
The women and children are not to be hurt.”

The officer then told my mother to pick out her own family
and get her belongings and the other women were given the same
instructions. When it was broad day the Mexicans began to remove
the dead. There were so many killed that it took several days to
carry them away.

The families, with their baggage, were then sent under
guard to the house of Don Ramon Musquiz, which was located where
Frank Brother’s store now is, on Main Plaza (southeast corner of
Soledad and Commerce Streets, now a parking lot, 1991). Here we
were given coffee and some food, and were told that we would go
before the president at 2 o'clock. On our way to the Musquiz
house we passed up Commerce Street, and it was crowded as far as
Presa Street with soldiers who did not fire a shot during the
battle. Santa Anna had many times more troops than he could use.

At 3 o'clock we went before Santa Anna. His quarters were
in a house which stood where L. Wolfson's store now is (middle of
Commerce Street, north side, between Main Avenue and Soledad
Street). He had a great stack of silver money on a table before
him, and a pile of blankets. One by one the women were sent into
a side room to make their declaration, and on coming out were
given $2 and a blanket. While my mother was waiting her turn
Mrs. Melton, who had never recognized my mother as an
acquaintance, and who was considered an aristocrat, sent her
brother, Juan Losoya, across the room to my mother to ask the
favor that nothing be said to the president about her marriage
with an American.

My mother told Juan to tell her not to be afraid.

Mrs. Dickson was there, also several other woman. After
the president had given my mother her $2 and blanket, he told her
she was free to go where she liked. We gathered what belongings
we could together and went to our cousin's place on North Flores
Street, where we remained several months.


