
POSTCARD FROM KATY 

 
This shot above of downtown Katy is about as close as you can imagine how it looked in days gone by. 

I didn’t tarry long in Katy and set off for the place I really wanted to see – the Attwater Prairie Chicken Reserve.  It is 
managed by the US Fish and Wildlife Department.  This is one of the few places left where you can see the original 
coastal prairie as nature intended. Look at the fabulous range of variously colored grasses and plants. 

 

When I told friends that I was going to join my husband on 
trip to Katy they looked at me as though I was crazy.  Katy 
is one of the many vast commuter towns that surround 
Houston, Texas.  It is now most famous for its gigantic 
shopping mall, Katy Mills, but long ago it was part of the 
vast coastal prairie that went from southern Texas across 
to Louisiana.  It was first populated by native people, the 
Karankawa, and then as the Europeans arrived they took 
advantage of the fertile grazing soil.  Finally the railroad 
arrived and the Missouri – Kansas – Texas railroad 
company was formed.  This is the origin of the name Katy 
(KT).  Today railroads crisscross Katy and all the 
surrounding countryside; wagons full of grain and 
anything else you can think of. 



I am pretty sure that some of you will be unable to see the exquisite beauty in its flat, endless outlook but up close the 
grasses sway in the wind, the sky goes on forever and it is quiet, oh so quiet.  I snuck in to the Warden’s office and 
startled him, as I usually do.  I am a really quiet tracker and spotter (thank you Native American ancestor). A. has no 
native blood and he tramps about like a fairy elephant – I don’t know how he gets any photos.  They get very few visitors 
which astonished me as it is a unique habitat, home to the rarest bird in the United States, the Attwater Prairie Chicken.  
It is really a type of grouse and it was almost at extinction level some years ago when there were only about 30 birds in 
existence.  Now there are still only a few hundred at most.  The Warden said it was very unlikely I would see them as 
they are most prominent in spring when they mate.  It was very hot that day and they like to shelter in cool spots.  That 
said, I was the only visitor there and as I slowly drove around the reserve, two birds flew up a short way and then came 
down again.  I must have startled them with my car which is also quiet.  To me they looked exactly like grouse in 
Scotland which have a very distinctive flight pattern.  They have wee fat brown speckled bodies and flap furiously with 
their short wings.  On my return I discussed it with the Warden who was skeptical that I had been so lucky but when we 
went over the various options of what they could have been, I am pretty sure I saw them, if only briefly.  I feel certain 
because if I saw one grouse in Scotland, I must have seen a thousand as we lived next to a big shooting estate. On the 
same part of the reserve I spotted a small snake in strike position so, naturally, I slammed on the brakes and ran out 
with my camera.  Unfortunately, she disappeared as soon as I came out and was well camouflaged against the prairie. 
So, to illustrate my story here are some downloaded images of male and female Attwater Prairie Chickens and a 
Western Coachwhip snake (all other photos are mine).  The snake is pretty harmless but its bite can get infected. 

 

 

Female and male Attwater Prairie Chickens.  
The male likes dressing up – just like our 
house. Western Coachwhip snake below and a 
maroon saddle bag dragonfly with friend. 



So…stop shopping for things you don’t need at the mall and get out there and support your wonderful local reserve.  
There is no charge but there is a donation jar.  I told the Warden that if I lived there I would be there every weekend 
looking for stuff and speaking of… 

 
 

 
Look at that gorgeous long horned beast!!  It was a small farm with No Trespass! signs everywhere, so the farmer was 
looking at me very suspiciously as I ran across to his very expensive cattle.  I shouted across if I could take a photo and 
he said yes.  We have a very limited law of trespass in Scotland and for the most part you can walk where you want as 
long as you are not a nuisance or doing damage.  I can’t tell you how many times I have trespassed all over the States – 
getting lost, spotting cattle, turning my car on private land.  My ancestors were Nomads, what can I say?   

When I left the reserve I decided to get ‘lost’ and followed the signs to a settlement called Eagle Lake.  I am not sure 
what I was expecting but it was not a wealthy area.  In Texas you can travel from multi-million dollar houses to trailer 
homes in as short as 15 minutes and the difference can be shocking.  I meandered around the local streets and finally 
ended up on the main street, like many of them, paralleling the rail track.  I spotted this little museum and since I was 
lost anyway, decided to stop.  What a treat was in store for me! 

I found coyote dung in the reserve and it was full of black fur!  I 
think the Warden was completely tickled at my enthusiasm.  Inside 
the elegant Avator (at the top right of the website) is a ten year 
old tomboy who used to get so filthy out playing that her 
grandmother put a capful of disinfectant in the bath…  Before I 
arrived at the reserve, I was on a fast country road (75 mph) full of 
grain trucks as it is harvest time and then I spotted a pair of large 
birds of prey on telephone posts. After checking that is was safe, I 
quickly pulled over into the verge and got out.  It was a pair of 
Crested Caracara who feed on carrion and some live prey.  This is 
about as north as they live but are found all through Mexico and 
further south. My photo is a little fuzzy but I just have a regular 
camera and it was a long way up.  Further along the road, I 
screeched to a second halt. 



 
There was a charming older gentleman volunteering at the desk and he very kindly gave me directions to the next 
settlement before I wandered through the museum.  It was a lovely folksy place full of local artifacts that reflected the 
history of Eagle Lake.  All the exhibits were hand-made and I liked the memorials to war veterans which included black, 
white and mixed race veterans. The replica smithy was chockfull of old tools.  There were some fossils in another exhibit. 

 

Prairie Edge Museum in Eagle Lake, Texas, left 
Collection of uncomfortable old tractor seats, below 

On the far left is the cleanest and cutest 
men’s room that I have ever seen 
(loved the cowboy boots shelf). 

On the near left is a replica of an old 
opera house in the area. 

There was no charge for the museum, 
just a donation box and sign in book.  
Go see it and donate! 



Bidding him adieu, I went out to the car to the next destination.  I had parked outside a resale shop and the owner ran 
out to see if I was okay.  I guess they didn’t get that many visitors and she was concerned that I was lost or the car had 
broken down.  That was so sweet of her.  I headed off for Rosenberg but came across another little village called East 
Bernard.  This little boutique, antique shop and coffee shop beckoned me in… EAST BERNARD below 

 
Polak Petals – boutique, antique store and coffee shop (free wi-fi).  They had kept the safe door in the coffee shop. 

This village was a Czech settlement – my meanderings got more exciting by the second.  Polak Petals was full of lovely 
stuff to buy and I went out with a big bag of clothes.  Before I left I had a really good coffee and my server showed me 
old photos of the original building.  It was so charming that they had renovated it and kept the old safe.  The quiet wi-fi 
area was in the safe.  I had a feeling that there might be a lovely Catholic Church in the village and, Heavens, was I right!  

 



It had been built by Czech settlers and each of the stained glass windows was paid for by a local family.  They 
represented scenes from the old country and were just beautiful.  The custodian came out and offered to put the lights 
on so that I could take better photos.  This time I had a whole dollar to spend on my mum’s candle but they just asked 
for offerings. 

 

 

Beautifully painted Church of the Holy Cross, East 
Bernard, below and Pioneer chapel and gardens, right 

I was so glad I decided to stop in East Bernard before carrying on to 
Rosenberg.  It wasn’t quite so pretty but I had a coke float in an old 
fashioned soda shop, heard the train whistle and as I looked out the 
window the barriers came down for the Southern Pacific train that was 
passing.  I felt like I was in some 50s movie.  This trip had barely given me 
enough time to really explore the area but what fun it was to get off the 
beaten track.  All too soon, I had to head back home but I continue to be 
astonished at all the travel treasures that are just on our doorstep.  I still 
miss living in the countryside of Scotland and the noise of the big city gets 
on my nerves at times.  When researching the Attwater Prairie Chicken, I 
read that there was an estimate of 1 million birds as recently as a century 
ago.  Someone also expressed the opinion that Katy Mills Shopping Mall 
took away a significant portion of their habitat.  What a price we pay for 
our success as a species.  I used to hear coyotes yipping at the edge of our 
forest habitat but they are migrating further away. On the left is a young 
vulture perched in a tree struck by lightning – very atmospheric. Kerry xx  

 


