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As I gathered together bits and pieces of 

poetry and prose 

it occurred to me that there are a few 

special people 

without whom this magazine would not be possible. 

Mike Lafleur, who supports this program, 

financially and emotionally, 

Sally Griffin Byrd, the friend, helper, judge, and 

co-conspirator who constantly boosts me 

to the highest, 

Tim Knight, my best friend and helper, 

who fills my days with joy, 

Janet Polk, one of the most energetically creative persons 

I've ever had the pleasure to work with and who 

is responsible for the entire layout which 

makes the magazine what it is, 

and 

Finally, our students who put their lives under a spotlight 
and reveal their thoughts and feelings. They are the 

. very best part of it all. 

Peggy Knight 
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When A Lie Becomes A Lesson 
by 

Julie Huddleston 

r the wilder years of my adolescence I learned a very valuable lesson. In 

1 my quest for popularity, I compromised my values as a young woman, 

the confidence of a friend, and the trust of a loving father. 

It was the last Friday night of the school year. Summer vacation had finally 

arrived. It had been a long and tedious school year. Like any other Friday night I 

·was off to my best friend Mylinda's house. I think that it was the difference in our 

personalities that made us so close. I was the wild one, and she was a little more on 

the tame side. Maybe it was because of our home lives. She had her storybook 

family and their hometown values, and I had the typical parents fighting all of the 

time. I suppose that is why I enjoyed Mylinda' s company as much as I did. She 

was the little girl that I always imagined I could be if I only had the chance. 

However, what did I care? I was the wild one. I did not need all of that powder and 

fluff. All I needed was to be the life of the party. 

That night the phone started ringing off of the hook. The word on the wire 

was that a big party was going on, and anyone who was anyone would be there. 

This was it. This was my chance to show the world what I was made of. This was a 

chance to show them just how grown up I really was. The only problem was that 

my father would kill me if he knew that I was at some wild party. The answer rang 

out loud and clear in my mind. The choice was simple. Those magical four little 

words that have been tried and true throughout history. The universal language of 

juvenile-justification was to, "Just lie about it." 
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the last thing I wanted was to lose the trust of my father. I explained to her the 

importance of this party and that it would be social suicide not to show up to the 

first major party of the summer. Besides, this was not just any party. This was a 

party at Tammy's house. 

Tammy was not your average teenager. She was special. The reason that she 

was special was because her mother did not just experiment with drugs, she was in 

full-blown research with the mind-altering substances. This meant that she would 

provide the party with all the drugs and alcohol our little under-aged hearts could 

desire. 

For some reason Mylinda decided to stay home. She promised not to tell her 

mother and father that I was sneaking out, although I must admit it took some 

persuading on my part. I simply stated that if she were to blow my cover I would 

have to remove her head from her body. I did not mean it literally of course; but she 

seemed to take me seriously, and the threat got me out of the house. 

I arrived at the party just as it was getting wild. Even1one was there, and 

everyone who was anyone was drinking. Tammy's mother greeted me with a beer 

in one hand and a Lucky Strike hanging from her lips. She invited me in and 

handed me a cold one. I was finally here. I was with the in crowd. Hell, I was the in 

crowd. 

The average age group of this party was thirteen to sixteen years of age for 

the girls and around seventeen to nineteen years of age for the boys. I am not sure 

why there was such an age gap between the genders, but I can tell you that 

everyone still standing was either intoxicated or very close to becoming that way. I 

knew that in order for me to be accepted, I needed to get to their level as soon as 

possible. 
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I started with the beer, but it soon became the "un-cool" thing to do. All of 

the older kids had switched to the harder stuff. In order for me to show these people 

that I could hang with the best of them, I had to switch gears. 

You always hear stories about what narcotics can do to you. Even1one has a 

wild tale to tell about how wonderful and mind altering the experience is. I wanted 

to be one ofthose people. I followed the cloud of noxious fumes, which led me to the 

wilder side of the party. These were the people I was striving so hard to fit in with. 

These were the ones that I was destined to impress. I met a boy named Roger. 

Roger was a nineteen-year-old bad boy of sorts. He was not a student at our 

school. He had been Jar too cool to be a part of something like school. He was too 

busy doing drugs and living off his parents. In retrospect, he was most likely the 

biggest loser that I ever had the displeasure of sharing the same air with. However, 

at the time I thought that he was just the coolest guy ever. He introduced me to the 

in crowd, took me under his wing, so to speak. Little did I know, he had a separate 

plan all along, and it did not involve the in crowd at all. 

I was very much feeling the effects of the evening and started getting a little 

loose, laughing and carrying on without a care in the world. Roger suggested we 

walk to his house to pick up his truck and return to the party later after he picked 

up a Jew things. I saw nothing wrong with the plan. I had always heard Roger had 

a killer stereo system in his truck and thought it would be really cool to be seen 

driving back to the party with one of the most popular boys in the neighborhood. 

I don't remember much about the stroll to Roger's house, but after we got to 

his truck and started back to the party, what happened next was very memorable 

indeed. Our journey back to the party was abruptly halted by a human road block 

in front of Roger's truck. It was Mylinda, and she was waving her hands like a 

mad woman motioning for Roger to stop. She beat on the driver's side window and 
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I told her that we were going back to the party. She then brought it to my attention 

that he was driving off in the opposite direction. Roger and Mylinda argued for a 

while until finally she invited herself into his truck. She told him to take her and 

her friend back to the parhJ and that she knew exactly what his intentions were 

towards me. This upset Roger. He pressed on the accelerator so hard that I 

expected it to be pushed right through the floor. About half way through his manly 

display of hormone-driven stupidity, I was slammed against the windshield. A 

horrible laceration appeared where smooth skin once was. 

The once cool Roger now turned into the spineless, shell of man he was 

pretending he was not. He knew my father's reputation and quickly began to 

quiver with fear. He told Mylinda and me to get out of his truck. Mylinda begged 

him to take me to the hospital, but the jerk was too scared of the consequences and 

fled like the coward he always had been. Mylinda walked me back to the party and 

told everyone what happened. Tammy's mother loaded me up in the Pinto, and we 

were off to the emergency room. 

I realized just how far my lying and deception had brought me. Not only did 

I jeopardize my virtue with that creep, not only did I hurt by best friend by being 

selfish, I was about to have to face my father. It was like ice water running through 

my veins. I would have preferred decapitation instead of the laceration if it meant 

not having to look into my father's tear-stained eyes and tell him that I had lied, 

anything but that. I never wanted to hurt anyone. I just wanted to be popular. At 

that moment I was probably one of the most popular girls in three counties. 

The plastic surgeon zipped me up with twenty-one stitches. It was the first 

time in my life when I was not ready for a doctor to hurry up and get through. The 

longer he took, the longer it would be until I had to face my father. 
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flowed down my face. I am not sure if the tears were from the pain of the stitches, 

the fear of what was to come, or just the effects of the alcohol and drugs wearing 

off. I could not believe what all had happened. Right when I was feeling the worst, 

right when I felt the lowest, I felt two strong hands on my shoulders. It was the 

comforting hands only a worried father could have. I raised my head and stared 

into those grief stricken eyes of his, blue like the sea after a storm. He did not speak 

at first. He just caressed my head and shoulders as if to make sure that I was real. I 

tried to open my mouth to explain, but before I could utter the first word he placed 

his thick finger on my lips halting my speech. He simply shook his head and 

smiled. He wiped the tears from my eyes and gave me a big hug. I squeezed him so 

tight that I thought that I would snap him in two. We stayed in that embrace for 

what seemed like hours until he finally spoke to me and said, 11Don't worry, Baby. 

Daddy is here." No words of scorn, no punishment set forth, just love and affection 

from the most loving man that I have ever known, my daddy. 

I learned a lot that summer. I was no longer interested in being the most 

popular girl. I simply decided that people could like me for who I was, or they did 

not have to like me at all. My mother and father soon realized that their marriage 

would never last, and that it was best for everyone that it ended. Mylinda and I 

were closer than ever. No one ever saw Roger again. As far as my father and I . 

were concerned, the incident never happened. To this day, I am still his special 

little angel, just a little wiser because of the lie that became a lesson. 
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ElFlechero 
by 

Juan Ceja 

Frightened, scared, and angry was I. In the year of 1993, I was still a 

. . kid. I can remember as if I was there, where a crucial war broke out. 

Both of my parents were born and raised in a little ranch called 11El Flechero." 

• This ranch was known as the ranch of the death. The reason was due to the fact 

that the five families that lived there hated each other including my family. El 

Flechero didn't have stores, doctors, phones, and or churches. It was just a six­

house ranch with a pretty good bit of land. 

The land was one of the causes of the hatred. Land in El Flechero was like 

life. The land led to a war against two families, and one of them was my family. 

It was around mid-December when one of my uncle's best friends came 

running in our house as my family was having lunch. His face was upset, and 

he also looked frightened as my uncle asked him to calm down. His heart was 

beating so fast that it caused him to speak in a fast tone. He said that the 

Figueroas were surrounding our house, and they had guns. This man was a 

man who was friends with both the Figueroas and us, the Cejas. This man was 

seen by the Figueroas as he passed to warn us, but on the way back, they shot 

him and killed him. At the moment we heard the gunshot, my mom grabbed 

me and all the other kids. As the women started to cry, my uncles, my grandpa, . 

and my dad grabbed their guns and headed up the road to go protect their land. 

My mom, aunts, and grandma were praying and crying. Yet in an eye-close and 

eye-open, I was gone. I had gone to hear the gunshots. Since I was small, my 

brothers and I were taught how to shoot a gun. As I went up the road, I 
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shooting and the others shooting back One of my cousins was injured in the 

arm. I raised my head up to look, and a bullet hit a rock about two inches away 

from where I was. I started to cry, and my uncle Juan saw; and as he was 

coming for me he got shot right in the forehead. His whole head flew 

everywhere. The sound of the women grew louder and louder as they heard 

that one was down. Yet the war ended in a very sad moment. Everyo~e around 

was coming to see what happened. After that, the other family disappeared and 

was never seen again. I will always have Uncle Juan in my memory and heart, 

f bti.t I will never forget that crucial moment. 

l 
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ltentltu~~mtk~~I !}t{)<U~, !} 

~ ffllf ~ blfe,, and, we kUi da,ded, OWi, ~- die 

w.enl, io-~, and, !J w.enl, io- ddwo/,_ Iii 8:00 a.m., !J W-<U m 
ffllf ~ claM. !J1Jlten claM w-<d <H.Jell,, !} w.enl, lwme to,~ l'JU/' .~ 

~-~ !J ~ a /uwdi, rm ffllf Jorn. !Jt, w-ru ffllf ~ wk,, 
/,cJJ, me ffllf ~ kid bee#~ io- 1leack me, and, lte /kn k,/d me io­
iwu,, cm tk 1. V. !J ~ tk 1. V. cm, and, tlten d ~-Mf li{e W-<U 

~ ~ ~ /;efne ffllf ~- -IIU !J ~ at tlicd ~ wad, to, dee 
ffllf ~-~ !J ~ m ioudi wdk lwn, cm Ute plume, awl,/te, /,cJJ, me 

tlicd lte ~to-~ to- 37_rl U.$. II~ R&Wwe B~ m ~-
die akJ,o, /,cJJ, me lte ~to-dee me. !J ~to,~ ma~ r4 
~-Mlfle<f1-feitulie~~~~eacli.Mflteadfelt 
like a PJai# kid jud, laken <H.Je11, ffllf ~ 1/ten !J ~ io- CIUj, wdlt fun and 
hu/d. !} ~to,~ to, {J<,d tltat lte ~ /Jeu ffllf ~I l1U/' ~I 

and,/rdp,Mcxmte~cua ~nai«m. !J atu,, felt~~~ 
~cm~ did tltu <» kid tltu dnne,; IJ1Jltat ~ le/t l1U/' drJul, 
ma~. 

Wiren !J cpl, to, Ute und wlteJJe ffllf ~ ~, Ute~~ lte did 
~ kw;, me. 1/iu w-ru WJi: jud, ~ kw;,. 1/tu kw;, look, ffllf wk-le~,·!} 

coald fee/, all 265 ~ of, /tu wei<pd rm ffllf ~ ~- !Jt, UL<U a~ 

like kw;,, like tk (}fW ffllf arm ~ me wkn, lte w.enl, io-~- die W-<U 

dcalted, and, lte didn't lumu- wltat to, eaped wkn, lte cpl, tlte4e,· ~ #tlf 
~~ tltat 1mne-~ (#1, ffllf ~ - 1/ten!J MU{), Ute fe<a, ~!) ~ 
felt tk fe<a. !J d®J- d (#1, /tu face, and, !J felt d m ffllf /read. !J kJd /tm,, !J kwed 
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lw,;,,,u&uf-~, rmd-~UL<U~l,o,~, we~do-d®a 
wkJe and not bl/~- lk)lten,J 1aid, tltai, lte ~rmd, dad, 
''11tat d- W-h/f J ~ ipUI 11 1/ten lte told me, "(!}~, J'ue (j(>f, l,o, cpd ba&2- k,, 

W-04h,, II • 

Wizen J ~l /Jadi, lmne, J ~ a little, ln(JIJe. 1a- dee 0# 1 V Ute~ 
~mh Ute ~rmd, ~ ~ftr»n, ~ made me dich 
·i,o, HU/- do+nacli, rmd- alM- made me ~ w.<U d iltal bad~ iltal 
~ tltai Uuu, feli, ~ UL<U Ute~ Waif out? Mf lte<Vd UL<U ~ 
rmd- wdl, be~ fYl, a oelUf, ~ time l,o, come. So- JfYUUI, and fYUUI,• J loue 
HU/-~, andJ ~«J.ilkui,a do-ul,t, we atd/,CXHne, ~ ®one,. We 
atd/, ~, 1Wi, fn<pd, kd~. 
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.Darky 
by 

Adria11 La11dry 

!'ff ragedy struck our little rural commU11ity in the form of one 

J, little old lady 11amed Darky. Slie was kJJoWJJ for lier ki11d11ess 

to a11iJJJ.als. Slie would take i11. all of the strays, feed, water, a11.d take care 

of tliem. All the 11eighbors kJJ.ew that she got attached to eaclI a11.iJJJ.al 

O11.e day Darky was greeted by a little black pup, that rolled iJJ.stead 

of walked. Tliis pup was special to Darky, wliiclI slie 11.ames Pugsly. You 

could tell that she cared deeply because of the lavish atte11.tio11.; that slie 

placed 011. tlie dog. 

111. tlie weeks that followed, you could see the bo11.d betwee11. the two. 

Tlie pup was mischievous a11.d would ofte11. be foU11d iJJ. a 11.eiglibor's 

garbage ca11. or draggi11.g some petrified object to Darky as a gi~. Darky 

liad to leave for a doctor's appoiJJ.tme11.t 011.e day. Slie was U11able to take 

Pugsly with lier. Whe11. slie retur11.ed liome she fol111d tliat Pugsly had 

made liis way 011.to the road. Someo11.e liad liit the pup. 

Darky was devastated. The 11.eighborhood, seeiJJ.g liow upset Darky 
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wa~ decided to liold a frmeral for Pugsly. Tlie date was set, aJJ.d everyoJJ.e 

iJJ. tlie commUJJ.itycame. Darkyarrived iJJ. widow's spleJJ.dor. To everyoJJ.e's 

surprise, slie wore widow's weeds witlI a loJJ.g black veil. Slie wept as 

tliouglI slie were layiJJ.g to rest a member of the family. We laid Pugsly to 

rest iJJ. a small grave by Darky's back door. To tliis day you caJJ. see Darky 

atteJJ.diJJ.g to Pugsly's grav-e aJJ.d talkhlg to liim as tliouglI lie was still 

liere. 
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.JI_ (J{un .JI_ way (J{ai{car 
6y 

:Mef6a 7nomas 

twas Septem6er 30, 1999, a aay I wiff never forget. I haa an 

J.ncounterwitli a run away raikar. It was at work, very earfy in 

the morning. I aon't lnow if everyone wasjuf{y reacfyforworlornot. 

We were workjng on our secona car for the aay. I was underneath the car 

cfeaning the 6reat weffs when aff of a suaaen, tne raifcar startea to move. 

Not a wnistfe 6fown, no one even check§a the fine. I screamea as foua{y as 

I couuf, ''stop': 6ut my scream was unheard". I screamea again witn aff of 

my mignt, "<Please, stop it", yet another scream went unheard". I coufdn't 

I 6efieve tnis was nappening to me, as in a 6aa aream where I coufdn 't 

l wak§ up, as if time stooa stif[ <JJien I heart! a voice. It was fi~ a whisper, 

6ut I li.eara it cfear[y. It saia, "<RJ)ff'. I lnow I was afone, so where was 

the whisper coming from? 7nere I {au[ as the wheefs 6egan to come cfoser 

ana cfoser, my 6ocfy {ying across the tracf.§. I screamea again. Stiff I was 

unheard". "Cfoser, cfoser," the wheefs were coming. "on my qotf! I'm going 

to aie", I tnougnt. I naa to turn my 6ocfy ana get my heaa off the tracf.§ if 
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I was going to nave a cnance, or I wouU 6e trappea 6etw~en a pile of grit 

ana tfie wfieefs. ''Lora, pfease fie{p me': my mina criecf out. !My 6ocfy 6egan 

to tum. ":My qocf tfie wfieefs were passing over me." }ls tfie raifcarpassea, 

I noticecf I was sti[[ afive. 7hank, (Joa, I was sti[{ afive. I was free. <J1ien I 

fe{t tfie pain. }ls everyone came running, I ask§a, "Is my Ceg gone?" I k,new 

tnat it was. :However, tfie norror of tfie run away raifcar was not over. 

¾ot on{y was my Ceg gone, 6ut nalf of my pa{m, ana four fingers were 

missing. ¾ow I nacf to Ceam to five in a way I never imaginea couul 
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Being Possessed 
by 

Alex Tho Tran 

a ne late night in the middle of the summer, my mother and 
I were walking home from my aunt's house. There was a 
'ttle town right outside of Port Arthur called nA Little 

Town Right Outside of Port Arthur," where my aunt and I used to live. 
After some hot tea and cookies, I gave my aunt a great big hug and my 
mom and I were on our way home. On this night it seem colder than all 
the other nights. It was around thirty degrees, but we didn't mind too 
much because our house was just around the corner. · My aunt is a hyper, 
strange, but funny woman. You might think after being married for 
fifteen years with twenty children, she would eventually mature a little, 
but she still thinks she's in high school. She likes to play jokes on 
people, so she thought it would be funny to beat us to our house and 
scare us. That's when all the trouble started. 

She was hiding behind bushes andtrees. All of a sudden, she was 
possessed by a friendly ghost. Instead of her scaring us, we were 
shocked at how pretty it made her look It was scary looking, but 
nothing can compare to how she really looked. She began to float 

. towards us. Mentally, we wanted to run, but our legs were stiff and 
could not be moved. We started to run when her head began to spin in 
an unusual direction. 

We ran inside the house and slammed the door in her face. The 
rest of my family members ran up to us and asked what was going on. I 
told them that something weird had happened to Aunt Ann. My mom ran 
to get the phone to call her family and relatives. For fifteen minutes, I 
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could not hear anything outside the house, but the wind blowing. 
Suddenly, there was a knocking on the front door. I looked through the 
peek hole and saw my aunt's ugly face. She knocked again and I said, 
"What do you want?" She replied in a soft friendly voice that she was 
all right now, and she wanted to come in and apologize for scaring us. I 
felt sorry for her because outside was cold, and I believed her, so I 
opened the door. She stepped inside my house fully naked My mom 
yelled out, "What are you doing,Ann!" I did not know what to say 
because I was too busy staring. Meanwhile my aunt just stood there in 
the middle of the room laughing loudly and crazily. My mom then sent all 
the kids to their rooms, and she sent me to get some clothes for Ann. I 
went to my Mom's closet to try to pick out something sexy. 

When I walked back into the living room, I saw a family reunion. I 
guess my mom called everybody to come and help. There was little 
nephew, Billy Cao and lost little cousin Eagle. Everybody jumped in, held 
my aunt down, and we managed to put some sort of clothing onto "her 
meatless body. She was talking all sorts of trash to us. After awhile she 
calmed down when her husband arrived We started to bargain with the 
ghost. We wanted her to leave the body, and in return we would pray 
for her. She rejected and started to flip tables, chairs, and throwing 
objects at us. Considering how close my great-grandfather was to the 
church and with great wisdom he came up with a unique plan. He got 
Ann's husband to strip to his underwear to distract Ann. By then we 
were able to tie her up. My great-grandfather had learned two ways to 
make evil spirits that possess the human body to go away. The first way 
is to make her look at herself in a mirror. We jerked both of her 
eyelids up and put a big mirror in front of her face. Nothing happened; 
instead, she seemed to like it, and she licked the mirror. My great­
grandfather told everybody the only way left is take underwear that 
had been worn by her soul mate and put it over her head Strangely it 
worked When Ann's husband put the underwear that he was wearing on 
top of her face, she screamed wildly and fainted 
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after that. She became a lovely woman, but her appearance got worse. 
Her hair fully turned gray, and there were thousands of wrinkles that 
covered her unattractive face. I guess mentally the ghost went away, 
but the special effects on her body did not. 
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by 
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The River 
by 

Ben Broussard 

The Guadalupe River is the most beautiful river I have ever 

_l seen. It has huge canyon walls that reach the sky above. The 

banks have an abundance of wildlife. I can see two massive bucks 

f fighting over a doe or greenheads and wood ducks swimming in the 

water. There are also some beautiful houses on the banks. Some are 

sitting on top of cliffs overlooking the river. 

The sound of the white water rapids rushing down the river, the 

{ peaceful sky, the birds singing, hearing not another sound for miles is 

the most relaxing feeling one will ever experience. 

l 

The sweet smell of the cedar trees is like honey in the air. The scent 

of the river's mist in the morning is an awakening smell. 

The melting hot sun bakes the skin. If a person wants to cool off, 

he can hop in the river for a swim or just let the current take him down 

nver. 

The best fish one will ever put in his mouth comes from the 

Guadalupe River. When camping outdoors on the river, everything 

tastes better and life seems so peaceful. 
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She'sSofFine 
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(Jiff err <Jfowartf 

nee a9ain q remem6er the sitfht of tfte war tftis 

'011lan [ooked; Sfte had nice f011fJ hair that came past 

her shoufders, strai[Jftt hair that rou coufd run rour fin9ers tftrou9h, 

so soji and sftint that it 9fowed in tfte sunll9ht. <Her eres were as 

prettr as diamonds. cJFter sparkled Dice 6llnfc-6llnk never a du[[ 

moment, a/wars fu[[ of Oft. <Her 6otfr was so fine that no mode[ 

coufd even come c[ose to fter. (J/er curves were Dice cut from a 

9oddess, head to toe. <Her strfe was un6elleva6[e. Compari11[/ her to 

other 9irfs was Dice comparin9 a three course mea[ to a fj'J:((J. 

dinner. (Jfer voice sounded Dice music to mt ears. q coufd" Osten to 

her 90 on and on a6out notFti11f! and stiff 6e pfeased; ~en q kissed 

her f ips, q coukf taste the cher17 fip 9foss; it made me hunfl'T Dice 

eatin9fresh fruit tftat wasjust picked; 6Jfte touch of her skin was so 

soji that q coufd not stap touchin9 her, Dice a soji cushion everr 

where. 6Jfte smeff of her perfume attracted everr llttfe thin9 . in sitfht. 

qj is so outstandi11f! that q coufd not resist it. fjJFie smeff coukf 6e 

tracked from up the comer and 6ack. She's So ~ne. 
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I l My Grandmother 
by 

Shannon Ellerbee 

S he is only a memory that lies in the back of my 

everyday thoughts. My grandmother of French 

heritage, so caring, so loved, sat in her old rugged recliner, 

[ wrinkled and serene. I remember so clearly her smell of fresh 

wildflowers she would bring in from the outside on a warm 

spring day to make her room smell sweet. She would call me to 

[ 

l_ 

l 

her and speak the language of her land. As I held her frail, 

gentle hand, I listened as though I understood. There were times 

we would just peacefully sit for what seemed like meaningless 

hours. Oh, how simply amazing she had been in my eyes and to 

all that knew her, teaching the skills that she had come to 

master over the years, to my eldest brother and myself Cooking 

was one of these great achievements in her family; I still 

remember the sweet smell that filled the kitchen in her cozy 

apartment, making my mouth drip like a faucet for the taste of 

rich fudge. Those were the times that I remember of my 

grandmother, so long ago, yet still close in my heart. 
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Abuelita 
by 

Sebastian Mendoza 

One of those rare people who could capture an audience 
with a simple word from her mouth, my grandmother was 
a teacher during the first part of her life as a single 

woman. She first began teaching at "racherias, " small villages located 
on the shores of big cities. Maybe that's why her humbleness was 
always a remarkable aptitude of her personality. She also was a hard 
worker and very intelligent, something that was very unusual for 
women at that time, a time in which women were put aside from labors 
designated only for men. 

I'll always remember the peculiar way she would tell a story. She 
used to tell a story with such vivid and wise words almost making me 
feel as if I was part of the story. The images would pass through my 
mind as I closed my eyes and listened to her. A single conversation with 
her seemed endless. She could capture the attention of everyone around 
her, and we were unable to go until she finished her speech. 

As for writing she was very skillful. She could make a poem or 
verse by only taking a pen between her fingers and transporting us into 
an environment full of magic and enchantment. 

It seemed to me like she knew everything that a person could 
possibly know, knowledge that only a lifetime and wisdom can give to 
special people. In fact my grandmother was a special woman. How 
could I forget the long walks around her big old house surrounded by 
extending hickory trees? The mysterious objects contained in her 
pockets fascinated us as if we were looking/ or an adventure, and there 
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was some kind of treasures in them. Of course I now realize that they 
were only mere objects and nuts that she had picked while on her long 
walks. Her smell will always prevail vividly in my memory. It was a 
mixture of her favorite perfume Musk, I believe, and her own maternal 
smell, including sometimes what she had for breakfast. 

I remember her sitting in her favorite rocking chair on the front 
porch of her house. She would sit quietly with her sight lost, maybe 
removed to a time 'when she was happy with my grandfather. 

I have never been able to recall the months leading to her death, 
because I wanted to remember her as a strong woman, and as my 
"Abuelita." 
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Dream Again · 
by 

Wendi Pawell 

T lie here awake thinking of opportunities and challenges 

_J__ There are too many to speak or think of, but analyzing is my 

greatest strength. Dreams and aspira'tions seem distant 

unfamiliar to the touch_, but always familiar in memory. As goals long to 

be accomplished_, and I long to lounge around_, all hope fades away until 

next time when I will dream again. 

Knowing all is naw achievable_, I believe I am a failure_, prohibiting 

L all which would be embraced_, sent away by despair and disbelief. An 

[ opportuni-ty arises. A soul awakens. Dreams·and aspira'tions try to prevail_, 

only to remember soon it will fail. Change? Depends on the one changing. 

Life? Depends on the one living. Success? Depends on the worthy successor. 

All of it is in the midst and making. Terrifying_, yes. The outlook_, the goal_, 

the dream; maybe. Until then dream again. 
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''Time in Time'' 
by 

Gregory Tillman 

rr ime? Time is the essence of life, as we know it. Every part of 

J_ our world revolves around time. From the infant who knows that 

feeding time is here, to the grandparent who never gets lo spend enough time 

with the grandchildren. Time is versatile. You can set aside time (which realfy 

isn't going a11.Jwhere a'!JWt!J), or you can spend time. A time-out is nice, at 

a11.Jtime. You can have a time to come around or a time to St!J good-bye. 

You can take time, give time, or just wait until next time. Time always 

seems to be there, yet you can never seem to find the time. From the young 

child, who thinks that time will never end to the elderfy who know all too well 

that time surefy must. 

· Time? Time to think? 

Think about your time and how you use it! 

Because the one thingyou can't do with time: 

Is add time! 
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,L 0 ld Port Arthur 

by 

Charles Linton 

f o Id Port Arthur, it seems like just yesterday I wanted to come back 

home. I tried to make myself comfortable with different places, but 

they were never the some as old Port Arthur. Although other places are more 

interestingly bigger, more populated and some are state capitals with historical 

landmarks, there is still no place like home. My hometown is a historical landmark 

[ to me. It's also a great place for education. Sometimes it snows once a score of 

years. My family kind of moved here one at a time until some of them decided to 

move elsewhere. 

Born here in Port Arthur at St. Mary Hospital, histonJ began to unfold. As I 

began my quest I learned of all the places that were once up for business and are 

l now closed. The old buildings down on Procter Street are all decayed looking. 

However, I've heard many stories about them when they were looking good. An old 

man named Joe told me that "in the fifti.es and sixties, Procter street was the street 

to be on. 11 He also told me, "People from all over had come to Port Arthur for one 

reason or another. They would party all night long until the cows came home. Do 

you see all of those buildings? There were clubs, hotels, businesses, restaurants, 

and stores, but now people just prefer to take their business elsewhere. 11 I always 

like talking to old Joe about Old Port Arthur's past. Joe seemed to know everything 
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about everything as if he were in three places at once. 

Our educational programs are good. One after school program allows the 

elementary students to stay after school to work on a weak subject or to just do 

better. There is a kid I know very well, he never comes home with any homework, 

but I excuse him because he is in that after school program. The program allows 

him to do his homework ifhe so chooses. One day he came home and requested that 

he dress up for school the next day. Never did he say why, so no one paid him any 

mind. The next day he came home with a trophy and a certificate saying, 

HCongratulations! You have successfully made the A honor roll for the entire 

school year." High school programs also help kids with anything they could ask 

for. They tutor, stay late for special attention, and some teachers will come in early 

if students needed their help. Kids grow up to have a great respect for someone that 

takes time out to do something of that nature for them. 

My mother was born in Louisiana along with her twelve brothers and • 

sisters. She is the oldest of thirteen. When her mother and father were not getting 

along, they separated which started everyone moving to Texas in Old Port 

Arthur's direction. My mother was the first to move to Old Port Arthur. She 

found her an apartment on the west end of town called Joe Louis apartments. · 

Within a year, she had two sisters and two brothers come and stay with her until 

they got on their feet. They were soon exploring Old Port Arthur on their own, 

and three more were on their way to my mother's house to take their places. Two 

years later most of them were here working, going to school, and living life. Others 

moved to Houston, Austin, and Kansas City. The rest joined the military to travel 

the world. 

After twenty years of living in Old Port Arthur, I've made it home in my 

heart. I used to dream of building Old Port Arthur back up. However, I have 
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realized it was much too much work for one man to handle. So I'll just keep the 

sweet memories in mind, the memories that I painted in mind from the stories that 

I've heard. Old Port Arthur is my home without a doubt. I'll always love Old Port 

Arthur. Being representatives we need to make Old Port Arthur a town that one 

can smile at, not for its memories, but for its presence. 
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About Port Arthur 
by 

Joseph Decuire 

A ll I've heard since I've been here is how boring Port Arthur is. All I 

know is that I love the city I live in. And I have some reasons why I 

feel the way I do. The first reason is because of the many cultures here. Everyone 

from Europeans to African-Americans to Asian-Americans live here. In other 

words, it's a melting pot of different cultures, something that most cities or small 

towns just don't have. 

The second reason is because of my family in Port Arthur. Ever since I was 

a baby, I've been around family. Both my mother and my father's family grew up 

in Port Arthur. Though some relatives eventually moved to other cities, some 

relatives have decided to remain here. And I will remain here in Port Arthur until 

L I'm ready to mave on. 

[ The last and final reason is because most of my best friends are here. I'm 

very close to most people in Port Arthur. Some people I've known since elementary 

school and others I've known since high school. I have a good relationship with 

most people here in Port Arthur. 

And these are the reasons why I love Port Arthur. It really hurts when 

people talk down about this great city. But there are many people who feel the way 

I do. In my view, if you really love your city or town, defend it. That is how you 

show how much you care about your city. And that is how I show my love for the 

city of Port Arthur. 
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by 

I ames Malet III 
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My Hometown 
by 

James Malet III 

A ffY hometown is Port Arthur, ~exas. My homet~wn is like most 

1 V 1 hometowns. We have a shopping mall, refinenes, and Pleasure 

Island. I hcrve lived in this area all of my life and hcrve memories of all of these 

places. 

The shopping mall we have is Central Mall. Central Mall has many stores 

with different varieties of merchandise. These are stores with tools, electronics, 

clothing, vitamins, and jewelry. There is a movie theater with several screens and a 

snack bar. We have a Mexican restaurant and a restaurant that has a large 

selection of southern food. There is a bowling alley across from the mall for family 

entertainment. 

Port Arthur is known for the many different refineries in the area, like 

Texaco, Gulf, Chevron, Mobil, Huntsman, Dupont, and many others. They 

produce fuel for our automobiles, oil, lubricants, plastics, and many other products 

we need to make life a little easier. My father and mother both worked for Texaco. 

My father worked as a machinist for Texaco when it was actually Jefferson 

Chemical Company in Port Neches, Texas. My mother worked as a chemist at 

Texaco research lab on Scrvannah Avenue in Port Arthur, Texas. They both retired 

several years ago, and now I hcrve other family members working in refineries. I 

hope to work in a refinery in the near future. 

My fcrvorite place to spend spare time is Pleasure Island in Port Arthur. 
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Pleasure Island has some interesting history to it. The island was man made in 

1896 and stretches nineteen miles along the shore of Lake Sabine. In the early 

1900' s, the island had a dance hall, an Olympic-sized swimming pool, and a 

wooden roller coaster. The island has survived fire and storms. Today people enjoy 

boating, fishing, picnicking, hiking and biking. There is a park, restaurant, store, 

hotel and a residential area with big beautiful homes with million dollar yachts. 

The island will soon have a golf course. The island holds an annual fireworks show 

on the 4th of July, a music festival and the shrimp festival. People come from all 

around to enjoy the attractions. I personally like the island because I like to be by 

the water. I enjoy watching the bright orange sunsets on the water and looking at 

the moon and stars. It is very relaxing !o sit by the water and feel the cool breeze. 

Pleasure Island has something for everyone to enjoy, and it's a beautiful place to 

spend time. 

Port Arthur has many other attractions, but these are the main landmarks 

that people recognize first when they visit Port Arthur. I have many memories 

growing up in Port Arthur, and I will continue to enjoy these memories now and 

forever. 
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''Port Arthur: My Home'' 
by 

Sharonda Harris . 

W hen I graduated from high school, I mooed away from Port 

Arthur, went to Houston and worked two jobs before going to 

Texas Southern University. As the spring classes were scheduled to begin, I found 

out that I was pregnant. I then decided to return to the town where I was raised. 

Port Arthur has prooen to be the best choice I have ever made to raise my 

family. It is a small place where everybody knows everyone, and as a young single 

mother, it helps to know that I have people who are willing to help me when I need 

it. 

My son started school, and he went to the same school I went to. He's even 

had some of the same teachers as I. I know he is getting the best education that I 

got at his age. The teachers know me. They do not have a problem with me when I 

ask questions, even when it is not parent-teacher conference. I go to church with 

some of these people. We are friends with some of the same people. 

If I had stayed in Houston, I cannot say that I would have had the same 

relationship with the teachers. I did not know anyone who taught there. 

I am happy that I made the decision to mooe back to Port Arthur. It was the 

best thing that I could have done. 
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A Beautiful Day 
by 

Leticia Louviere 

A s I am rising out of bed and seeing the sun beam down from my 

window, I think to myself that today is going to be a beautiful day. 

When walking to my car, I can smell the wonderful fresh air and can feel the breeze 

just blowing through my hair. It feels like spring is just around the comer, and 

such beautiful weather makes me want to take the day off As I am standing there 

noticing everything around me before getting into my car, I can hear the birds 

singing, dogs barking, and people talking. I hcrve excellent neighbors who are 

wonderful people. They take care of their homes and are always there if you need 

anything. I think to myself, "Why would anyone want to live anywhere else?" I 

am just thankful for the home that I hcrve and knowing that I am safe at night when 

I go to bed. Nederland is a wonderful place to live. Since I was born in Port 

l Neches, I hcrve a hard time admitting that because we are just great rivalries. I 

thought I would never move to Nederland. It was not my choice to move here. I 

always thought Port Neches was a better place to live, but I am finding out t~at I • 

am enjoying my Nederland home much better. I grew up living in Port Neches all 

my life until my parents got a divorce, and then things changed. I realize I am 

happier where I am and that things happen for a reason. 
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My Memories of Port Arthur 
by 

Theron Pierre 

M neighborhood, it's like a big empty black hole. Nothing exciting 

ever happens around here anymore. When I was younger, I could 

remember all of the kids getting together and playing in the hot scorching sun all 

day. Sometimes we would form teams and block the street off so that we could have 

relay races. I could remember so clearly .. Our parents would stand in the grass at 

one of the neighbor's houses and cheer for their children as we ran our little hearts 

out. Now, everyone is slowly fading away. Another thing that bothers me now is 

the train that passes by every hour after hour. Being younger, we were so busy 

trying to yell over one another that we didn't actually notice the train creeping by. 

Since the neighborhood is so quiet now, you can hear the train's metal wheels 

strolling along the rusty, weather-beaten tracks. Seconds later, you can hear the 

screaming whistle of the train, which could send.little chills down your spine if it 

caught you off guard. Sometimes I feel like a bundle of Grand' s Biscuits stuffed 

inside its small cylinder can, because we're very crammed up. I do believe that 

"Good Fences, make Good Neighbors." Around here, the houses are very bunched 

together, but we all make sure that we don't cross that fence into the other 

neighbor's yard. This is because we all have much respect for one another. There 

are some beauties pertaining to my neighborhood. We have a wide variety of people 

living here, and we all manage to keep peace and lend a helping hand at any time. 

All in all, I lave my neighborhood because of the eleven years experience and 
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memories I have here. From jumping ditches to skinning my knees, then growing 

up, getting a car, and going to college. These are all the memories that will follow 

me through all the years of my life! 
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Port Arthur 
by 

Vinh Truong_ 

r-p he ci.ty of Port Arthur is a small ci.ty. It only takes about fifteen 

j_ minutes to drive across it. There is nothing really here for a person 

like me. It's a ci.ty for the workers. It offers jobs for people who didn't get a chance 

to go to college. Port Arthur has many resources that provide jobs for the workers, 

jobs that require no hard skills. The dry docks, the oil companies, and the shrimp 

boats, these are the things that run the ci.ty of Port Arthur. Yet it does not need 

people with degrees to work. A person doesn't have to try and struggle to go to 

school to learn how to shrimp or how to cut metal. This is a ci.ty that gives hope for 

people who are the providers of their families. It helps pay for the rent, helps put 

food on the table and helps care for the children. It is also a place that teaches the 

young that life isn't going to be easy. It shows them that they have to try hard to 

get where they want to go. What does this ci.ty offer the young people with hopes 

and dreams of becoming something? It shows me that I don't want to work on a 

dry dock, a shrimp boat, or for an oil company. It's telling me that I do not want to 

be the worker of this ci.ty. This ci.ty shows me that to make my life better I have to 

try to get out of here, to get my education and succeed, so that I won't become 

another of the ci.ty's workers. So Port Arthur actually showed me that a better life 

is out there for me. This ci.ty may be a small piece of land, but this small piece of 

land is called the City of Port Arthur. 
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Port Arthur 
by 

Alex Tho Tran 

Port Arthur is where I stay 
Everyday is another dollar another day 
Low class soldiers hustle so they can get pay. 

Gang bang 
Switching lane 
Middle finger in the air 
Like they don 't care. 

Feeling like I am going nowhere 
The sky is falling, and I will still be right here 
A little town 
Where I was found. 

There is nothing here 
But crack and beer . 
Dreams come true but not in Port Arthur 
It just makes your life harder. 

Moving out 
Is what I am all about 
Short on green 
Suck it up because tomorrow is another routine. 
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Port Arthur 
by 

·Hiep Tran 

Lures of boats to a city port 
Control in oil and middle nobles, 
Down to the old art if act as a town. 
The oldest memories are in the walls of the building. 
Back then brought wealth by boats, 
Now the other side of Wal-Mart brings wealth to a 
nation, 
But then we celebrate Mardi Gras to its roots. 
In the summer we share rains. 
Like every town there is hope like the sun rise af fer 
the rain, 
We together are not the same 
In belief in the Holy Mary 
When the Vietnamese put a tall statue of Mary. 
But down in our hearts we are too close like a family, 
We put aside our differences as our children go to play 
with each other on the island of pleasure. 
Memory of the oil that paved its yellow brick road, 
We together will bu,1d a bigger future. 
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I L My Neighborhood • 
by 

Daniel Caballero 

Living in my neighborhood is all good 

The neighborhood watch is off the hook 

[ People don't hate 

Fake the funk 

[ 
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Act like no punks 

True to the game 

Everybody knows my name 

Ask them and they would tell you the same 

Never hold any rain 

Cause we have no ditches 

Pass down my block 

You'll see lots of riches 

Lights on every house 

That's what I'm talking about 

My block's full of peace 

It's on the East 
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Sour Lake 
by 

Dana Arena 

Yes, we are minute in population. 
Nevertheless our community is a well-built 

constellation, 
So our lakes are sour; 

They once held magical power. 

Our soil is full of oil, 
Yet it is desired by all. 

We may be segregated in location, 
But racism has no conformations. 

To say hillbilly 
Is just plain silly, 
To say first-class 
Is a big laugh. 
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My Neighborhood 
by 

Carla Butler 

People who come from afar describe you as the dty that sleeps, 
instead of the dty that never sleeps. 
With a population of only a few thousand they ask how does it feel to 
live in the country? 

They critidze and talk about our schools and malls. 
They make jokes about the cows roaming in the fields grazing on 
greenish-brown grass, and the horses playing in the pastures.· 

Visitors ask what is there to do for fun and entertainment out here? 
They hate how the weather never stays at a normal temperature, 
and if it does, it brings out the worst. 
They make comments about the population being only a few thousand people. 

I am proud of my town; everyone knows and looks out for one another. 
The schools do a very good job at teaching the students 
everything they need to know. 
The weather is all right to us, and that's all that counts. 

My town is a terrific place to stay for families and for people 
who have love for the peacefulness of the country. 
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My Block 
by 

J e.ffery Haward 

Walking on my street you)ll never worry about heat. 
Why is that) because if you get a flat or even 

a little sparkJjust step out of the sun and 
into the dark. 

Its very cool on my block like every single windy d~, 
sunny day) rainy d~ anyw~. 

Shade everywhere from beginning to end. 
From one to ten ask my boy Ben that)s my kin. 

Its always quiet too quiet if you ask me. 
Sometimes I just go outside and yell J ejferyJ loud as I can. 

That)s who I am but what)s the point. 
Run from corner to corner I bet your legs 

get out of joint. 
Don)t_, because the streets are long) 

you dead wrong think you can beat me it)s on. 
Crack of dawn is the sun up? Can you tell? 

Move the trees out from the shade man) 
it)s hot as hell. 

If's called Griffin Park. 
My street is known as Woodrow, very quiet 

and soft like a pillow. 
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My Neighborhood 
by 

Todderick King 

O'Westside, O'Westside, How I love the way the 
police siren rings out and scare me. 

Late at night when I'm asleep, the neighborhood 
is still on the creep. 

O'Westside, O'Westside, How I love thee. 
Is that a crackhead in the tree? 

Like a bird trapped in a corner, the hoods are 
hiding smoking marijuana. 

Our rims are big but not on a Hummer. 
We are ghetto. 

Believe me, Baby, we have 20's on a Tacoma. 
Our music is loud and harsh, but soothing to us 

like a baby's voice. 
We talk crazy, but in God we Trust . . 

We have gold teeth, but we are catching the bus. 
We love our neighborhood for this is simply us. 

Once again in God We Trust. 
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My Life 
by 

Sparkle Porter 

Rise the sun blazes 
across my face as 
swift as an eagle 

I rise as a zombie in pain. 

Sliding, gliding, dragging 
swish, swash, up and down 
As bent as paper folded. 

Up and about I go 
Knowledge I will soon know; 
Bells ring as my brain sings. 

Fiddlry, faddfy, fiddle 
On to what pays for vittles 

So friendfy but fragile. 

You can't help but be thankful 
Helpless, tired and through 

As I lie and wait to be with you. 
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~ nei9ft&orftood, so quiet, so peacefu[ 

~ nei9Ft&orftood, no street [i9ftts, no ditches 

~ nei9h&orftood, so quiet, so peacefu( · 
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The Museum of the Gulf Coast 
by 

Rhonda Mathews 

rr-7 oday I visited the Museum of the Gulf Coast. I am supposed to write 

1 this paper on my favorite exhibit at the museum. As I walked through 

the museum I stopped and looked, read the articles, and studied each exhibit 

carefully and came to a couple of conclusions, one: I didn 't know very much about 

the area that I grew up in. I didn 't realize all the history that took place. Two: 

there was just too much important information for me to choose one. You see, I 

grew up here on the Gulf Coast /was born in 1955; my dad worked at the Gulf Oil 

Refinery. He has a pair of the safety glasses like I saw on exhibit today. We had 

the oilcans, wax, most of the articles that I saw today, at one time or another. We 

even had a sign that was placed on the bathrooms designating which ones were for 

blacks and which were for whites. We went through strikes, which had my dad out 

of work for quite awhile. My dad was a union man, and at the time I didn 't 

understand how when this "union" said to not go to work, the men Did Not Go TO 

Work! I saw some of my parent's friends get divorced, lose their homes, . and move 

away. Some of my best friends moved away, either so their dads could find work or 

because of divorce. At the same time, my dad provided for us very well, which I 

found out was in part because of the "union." So looking at the exhibit of the Gulf 

Refinery and the other refineries brought back memories. The refinery has gone 

through several name changes, and I know them all because my husband started to 

work for the Gulf in the 70's. Then it changed to Chevron, Clark, and now 
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[_ Premcor. I'm sure in our lifetime it will change many more times, but no matter 

what it is called, it will always be the Gulf to me. It will always hold fond memories 

of my childhood and my waiting for my dad to come home from work. 

The next exhibit was on the coast and on the marine life in our existing 

waters. I never really thought about what had happened on our shores. I found out 

today that Alvarez de Pineda was the first European to set foot on Texas soil. And I 

thought the only thing the beaches were about was sun, surf, and sand. 

I went upstairs and walked around the lighthouse. I had just read about 

[ Sabine Pass, and I thought I knew pretty much about what had happened there. 
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After all, I had visited the battlefield, I had gone fishing in its waters, walked on the 

very ground where the battles took place, took pictures of the bunkers, and even 

stuck my fingers in the bullet holes that were left in them. However, !found out 

today I didn 't even know a fraction of what happened there. As I was thinking 

about Sabine Pass, I entered the music area. Growing up in the fifties, I have an 

advantage over my classmates. I well remember Tex Ritter, George Jones (he 

played in the Port Arthur, Groves area before he ever became the George Jones 

we know today) Jimmy Clanton, Cookie and the Cupcakes, and the Big Bopper. 

Many nights my family would listen to the radio, or my mom would get out the 

record player and her collection of 78's, yes, I said 78's. That was before albums 

which was before 45's and eight tracks, cassettes, CD's. I remember them all. As I 

looked around the room, I recalled the artists I had seen perform, Jivin ' Gene, Z.Z. 

Top, Edgar and Johnny Winters, and the Boogie Kings. I had even seen Harry 

Choate sing "Joie Elon. " What held my attention the most was "the car. " The car 

I had heard about, read about and seen pictures of and as a teen-ager had wanted 

one just like it. I was taken back to my teenage years almost instantly. I could hear 

Janis's record playing as I got ready for school, "Busted flat in Baton Rouge, 
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[ waiting/or a train ... " "Good enough for Me and Bobby Mcgee ... " I looovvveeddd 

that song. Since Janis was from Port Arthur, the younger generation, thought she 

was so Groovy, you know, hip, cool, awesome. She was the best. She dressed the 

way she wanted to, wore her hair long and wild, and sang her songs from her 

heart. People liked her, girls wanted to be her, boys wanted to be with her. She had 

friends like Jack Nickelson, Kris Kristofferson, and she came from Port Arthur. 

She inspired people. If she could come from here and make it big, anyone could do 

it. She came back here once. I remember wishing I could go meet her and talk to 

[ her, but, of course, that didn 't happen. I did hear how she was treated, not as the 

celebrity that she was. She told a magazine that she felt like she was shunned, and 

that she didn 't get the attention she deserved She vowed never to come back. It 
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was rumored that she came back once to see her family, but no one really knows 

for sure. Some people didn 't agree with the way she lived her life. It was reallyno 

one's business. Her fans didn't care; we just wanted to hear her music. Maybe if 

we had cared, she would have lived longer. Maybe if we had gotten the chance to 

tell her that she was loved, that she wasn 't alone in the world, she would not have 

made the choices that she made. Maybe she would not have died on Sunday, 

October 4, 1970. 

As I stood in the museum looking at the pictures of her, I couldn 't help but 

think. .. How sad, she was never recognized by her hometown for her talent when 

she was alive. We never gave her the credit that was due. But isn 't that how it 

goes ... Maybe today she looks down and smiles on us, for how we are 

acknowledging her, or maybe she looks down and doesn 't . I just wonder if the 

lyrics of one of her songs wasn 't written in foresight. "Take another little piece of 

my heart now baby, break another little piece of my heart ... " 

I left that area and looked at the art that was on display and over to the 
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l sports. Now here were some names I could remember. Richard Manchaca was a 

boxer. My dad, was a big fan, but again I didn't know he was from this area. 

Carroll Reswever, the race car driver, I knew about. He used to live by me when I 

was growing up. I went to school with his children. Bum Phillips and Jimmy 

Johnson, I knew too. But as I looked around, again I didn't know nearly what I 

thought I knew about the people on the wall. Most of them I had never heard about. 

On my way out I looked at the display for the Red Hussars and the Colleens. I had 

always wanted to be a Red Hussar. My brother had dated a girl who was one, and 

[ I thought the uniform was so cool. I even took drums in elementary school so I 

could play one as a Red Hussar, but when I got to Thomas Jefferson my outlook 

had changed; some things just didn 't seem so important anymore. And as for as the 

Colleens, they were just as cool. A lot of my friends from my neighborhood went to 

Bishop Byrne, and it was a great school. As I walked back to my car, things were 

{ running through my head I had learned today. I had also learned how much I 

didn 't know, and saw how things had changed in my life, like the refineries 

changing and schools closing, good and talented people dying. I knew all these 

things had taken place, but when I looked at them in a surrounding like I did 

l 
today, it puts everything into perspective. I have made up my mind that even 

though I had gone to the museum to write a paper for school, that I had walked out 

of there a different person, one who is definitely prouder of the area that I grew up 

in and where I still live. This is the first step in learning all that I can. When I bring 

my grandchildren into the museum and they ask me "Who is that?", I know that I 

will be able to answer with the correct information and that I can only hope that 

when they leave they will feel as touched and proud as I did today. 
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The Museum of the Gulf Coast 
by 

Gregory Tillman 

A t the Museum of the Gu!f Coast, what I liked most would be hard for me to tel~ 

since I realfy erg(!Yed it alL I gmss if I had to pick just one section, it would be a 

toss up between the music and the Civil War sections. Since I was a child, I have loved to watch 

movies about the Civil War, read books, or just al!)'thing that was about the war. To this day I still 

will watch The Blue and the Grqy when it's on, over something else. Even if I haven't seen the other 

movie before, it would have to be a realfy good movie to top The Blue and the Grqy. 

Young and old should see the exhibit in the museum of the War Between the States. The 

tragec!J of that Great War was a lesson we as Americans should forever remember. A time when as 

a people we couldn't come to an agreement on a suiject that stirred such passion in the soul of a 

nation, that war between brother and brother, cousin and cousin, father and son was the on/y wqy 

the people found to still the cry of freedom that burned so deep in the South. 

The story of Dick Dowling was a major part in that war for Texas. The Museum's mural 

and the story it tells is one of courage, stamina, and intelligence that so portrqys the average Texan. 

To wait out a five hundred round cannonade bombardment was not on/y heroic but also the smart 

thing to do. Waiting/or the Federal ships to get into range before giving the order tofire not on/y 

saved the day, but also won Dick Dowling and his men a place in history as the heroes of Sabine 

Pass. 

The next thing I found interesting in the Museum was the section on what life was like back 

when Port Arthur was founded The exhibit showing how an average bedroom would look and the 

old tools used to craft the bed, the chairs, and al!)'thing else the pioneer would need I personal/y have 

alwcrys thought that it would be exciting to live in those times. In those days a man had to come up 
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with what he needed to live. The story about the mural over the entrance was particu/a,rfy interesting. 

Beingfrom Port Arthur, I thought that I had heard all there was to the history and the beginning of 

this area. I don't know if the elementary schools still teach Port Arthur history, but when I went to 

school they did. So I was realfy surprised that there was a story that I had not heard. 

In keeping with the program of the museum tour, the visitor will go from the ancient cave 

man, to the Kawakawa Indians who were cannibals, and dined on the Spanish and French 

explorers of the fifteen and sixteen hundreds. A celebrity hound, will find out abo11t the most famous 

people from this area, which will be a real pleasure. In S 011theast Texas we are proud of our heritage 

and our Museum. 

If you are like me and love music, then you have to see the exhibit on the local bf.!YS and girls 

that made it to stardom. At the Janis Joplin exhibits,for instance, Janis's singing and music will live 

on as an expensive reminder of how drngs can take a person down, where ever they are in life. The 

musical celebrities don't start there with Janis. J.P. Richardson, better known as the Big Bopper, in 

the 1950's, was one of the founders of Rock and Roll and from Bea11mont, Texas. The Winters 

brothers, better known as Edgar and J ohn,ry Winters, fo17lled a group called, The Winters Group in 

the 1960's and 1970's and was a rock and roll band that made it big. John,ry broke off and started 

a blues band and went on to be one of the best Blues musicians of our time. One of his ma,ry 

accomplishments was a remake of the old blues hit 'Tobacco Road." Another great musician from 

our area was the country music star Tex Ridder. Tex hailed from Neder/a,nd and made ma,ry hit 

records. Tex's son is the actor John Ritter. Other famous people from Southeast Texas include 

pla,stic kings, football coaches, actors and artists, Medal of Honor winners, world fammts cowb<!JS, 

athletes, regu/a,r folks that found a slice of life and made it their own. Such is the spirit of our area. 

This spirit of the pioneers is still alive and well today in Southeast Texas. 

To visit the Museum of the Gu!f Coast should be on every school's list of things to do, during 

the school year. The museum would benefit a,ryone in this area or a,rywhere, and show him the 

culture that is and was this part of Texas we call our home. In closing, I would like to say that I 

personalfy am proud of the museum, and I hope it grows to be one of the finest in the state. 
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Museum of the Gulf Coast 
by 

Wendi Powell 

A museum is a building or institution where objects of artistic, 

. historical, or scientific importance and value are kept, studied, and 

put on display. They serve as a great importance to any community. They are 

located around the world, and are often a tourist attraction. Many people have 

visited museums from all over, but they have yet to visit their hometown museum. I 

am twenty-two years old and have never been to my hometown museum in Port 

Arthur, Texas. The Museum of the Gulf Coast has more than Just artifacts from 

Port Arthur, but has exceeding interest in all of the state of Texas, as well. In the 

paragraphs to come, I will put into words what I thought of the Museum of the Gulf 

Coast, and emphasize what touched me most out of the visit. 

As I walked through the doors of this eloquent institution, I was astonished 

to see how big it was, considering the size of Port.Arthur. As I looked around, I 

saw a mural. It was a painting covering an entire proportion of one of the inside 

museum walls. It was a painting that I will never forget, as it was like watching 

evolution take place. It had stages that showed an era in time. First with dinosaurs, 

then elephants and native Indians, and all of the sudden immigrants washed on 

shore of the Gulf Coast. Wartime made its way into this beautiful mural, and ended 

with celebrations for Spindletop, our gateway to success and expansion. It was the 

perfect setting to get me interested in the details that were in the Museum of the 

Gulf Coast. 
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L There were so many things for me to look at, and so many things that I took 

great interest in, that it leaves me bewildered to only write about one. There were 

birds, sea creatures, war heroes, old diaries, a great many pictures, and not just 

American history, but Italian American history also. There is not just history itself, 

but people that influenced my community as well. I was astonished at all the 

different types of information that this museum had to offer. Everyone has different 

interests, and the Museum of the Gulf Coast cover a wide ranges of interests, and 

so it is important to me to see the new exhibits form a place in this institution. 

[ It made me sad to see how many things that I take for granted in this small 

town. I never knew that some of the actors, musicians, or sports legends, were from 

my hometown. I never took into perspective how much people did for the Gulf 

Coast. Because of the museum, I will forever remember the important significance 

that everyday people can and have had in this world One person, one event, or 

,[ one artifact can change evolution for the rest of existence if just that attempt was 

viewed in a much broader perspective. That is what my everlasting memory of the 

experience of the Museum of the Gulf Coast meant to me. 

l 
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I Never Knew .. . 
by 

Magan Flores 

I A / hen Mr. Knight first talked about going to the Museum 

~ y V of the Gulf Coast, I was kind of excited. I had never 

been there before, but I had always heard it was very interesting. 

When we first arrived, I thought that the downstairs portion was very 

unique in its style of artistry. Especially with the gigantic painting that 

covered the whole west side of the room, it really brought it to life. I 

never really appreciated all the history that took place in this area. I 

was very fascinated with all of the actors and actresses that were from 

around Southeast Texas. An actress, Frances Fischer, had worked with 

my Paw-Paw Wylie out at Arestone in Orange for many years. I also 

noticed a floral designer who was an honored part of the museum. I 

have always wanted to be a floral designer, and maybe if I really put 

forth an effort, I can achieve the high goal and honor that he received, 

and my name will be placed in the museum also. Never in my wildest 

dreams did I ever imagine that I would get the chance to see an actual 

Academy Award. However, I did and to my surprise, it looks the same as 
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it does on T. V., just as dignified and beautiful as the recipient does. 

When we came to our last exhibit, I was in awe. I never knew of all the 

athletes who were from this area as well. It seemed so real, as if I had 

met each and everyone of these people in person and was told their 

personal story to stardom. Maybe it was their high spirits among their 

awards, plaques and pictures that brought the realization that if you 

put your mind to something, you can do it. I really enjoyed myself 

throughout the whole museum. like Mr. Knight said, I will probably want 

to bring someone there to show them what it is all about. I really think 

my brother would enjoy going. One day, I hope he can experience the 

same thing rve experienced, realize the history of our area, and have a 

desire to go back. I really want to thank Mr. Knight for taking us there 

and having us experience this wonderful piece of history. rll never 

forget it, and I hope on one else does either. 
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Museum of the Gulf Coast 
by 

ICatiba Hill 

The Museum was very interesting:, because of aU the different things 

..1_ that make it up. It was a learning experience for me; one that before 

starting in this class I was unaware I would have need of I didn:,t know that the 

Golden Triangle had that much history to it:, hut it is not hard to grasp the idea that 

there was actually something here before the 2(fh and 21rr centuries or should I say the 

last eighteen years that I have known the area as it is today. A great deal of my 

strength comes from music. This is the reason that I have made it through trying 

things in my life:, so it is no surprise that I was most interested in the musical part of 

the museum. It gave me comfort to see so many small town people made it, and what I 

mean by. that is not fust making money hut having goals and doing things that gave 

l them peace of mind and made them happy. Take for instance:, the Big Bopper. The 

story about his career was very fascinating to me because you rarely hear of a young 

white man in those days pretending to have a black man:,s voice., although some could 

say that:>s just the white man in those days working for his own profit. However., it 

wasn:,t like that., and I saw that; but I know some people would take it the wrong way. 

The museum for me was a realization of what is important in life., not always money 

or fame but for most being able to live with peace of mind. There were also other 

things in the museum that interested me., for instance the Snell Parlor. I couldn:,t 
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believe that two people by themselves collected so many things from all over the world 

and came back -to share it with Southeast Texas. The museum has his-wry in it. I 

think that)s what I liked the most about the museum there is so much that has come· 

from the Golden Triangle. Over all I enjoyed my time in the museum, and I learned 

more about the his-wry of Southeast Texas that I didn)t know before we went -to the 

Museum of the Gulf Coast, so for that thank you Mr. Knight. 
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