
POSTCARD FROM ROCKPORT 

 
COOL SURF SHOP IN ROCKPORT 

 
Our journey to Rockport was anything but simple.  We had intended to drive my shiny red coupe across 
country but a big yellow school bus rear-ended it while I was stationary at the traffic lights.  It was in the exact 
same lane and cross street that my precious Mustang was written off.  (Twilight Zone music) Even the auto 
shop said, “Its bright red, why couldn’t she see it?”  It has been repaired now and no-one was hurt.  So…we 
rapidly bought plane tickets to Corpus Christi and we were on our way south.   

As usual, I was seated at the back of the little Embraer and A. was at the front.  I noticed two adult teenagers 
come aboard with their mom, about my age.  The next passenger, rather rudely, said that she was in her seat.  
Immediately Mama went into a meltdown, in Spanish.  I knew it was a panic attack and went straight over to 
soothe her, in my bad Spanish, and hold her hand.  The young flight attendant looked very concerned and 
queried whether the lady could manage the flight.  Embraer aircraft are very small and she was 
claustrophobic.  After some discussion we were both resituated at the front of the plane.  It was only a 35 
minute flight but it took all my counselling skills to keep her calm – focus on me; look at these photos; how 
about the SkyMall magazine?  The flight attendant was very grateful for my assistance and also very 
accommodating – well done ExpressJet!  When we disembarked there were lots of hugs and kisses from my 
grateful Colombian ‘client’ - another passenger came up and shook my hand as though I had done something 
miraculous.  I spoke to the adult children at the luggage carousel and told them on the next journey they 
needed have medication for Mama and sit alongside her.  I remember being embarrassed about my crazy 
mum, so it was a reasonably empathic conversation! 



So, we arrived in Corpus Christi and I was already exhausted but we had to pick up our rental Dodge Charger 
and drive to Rockport which is about 30 miles north.  The weather was disappointing, cloudy and overcast, but 
A. was booked on a very busy catamaran to view the whooping cranes.  We went to the hotel and then I 
dropped him off at the marina.  By that time, the weather had brightened up a tad so he was able to take 
some good shots. 

 
MY HUSBAND AT THE MARINA AND CHRISTMAS TREE AT FULTON 

The boat trip was about 4 hours so I drove from Fulton (where the boat was moored) back to Rockport and 
had fun window shopping and breathing in some sea air.  Rockport is a strange mix of seaside town and 
working fishing port.  There are some wealthy people who visit or have second homes but also some poorer 
folks who just live and work there. 

 

I wandered around the marina at Rockport and 
amongst the very expensive boats I spotted these 
two.  You can see the skull and crossbones flag 
but there is also a steer’s head attached to the 
prow.  The windows were blacked out and they 
small boat alongside (with the Christmas tree) 
was attached.  The bigger boat was throbbing 
with very loud music and there was a Pitbull on 
the Christmas boat.  He was adorable and tried to 
run off with me but I resisted… 

The main street of Rockport was lovely with 
boutiques, coffee shop, nice restaurants and 
some antique shops.  People were friendly but 
you could sense the world weariness of 
merchants who have to deal with hordes of 
tourists for most of the year. The whooping 
cranes bring birdwatching tourists from all over 
the world at their quiet time of the year. 



 
I liked Mom’s bait shop and also the secret garden in the small mall 

 



 
EAST MAIN STREET, ROCKPORT 

 



 

 
AT TOP - FESTIVE PLANTERS IN MAIN STREET, ROCKPORT 

 BENEATH - CHILLY WHITE PELICANS WITH JUVENILES 
 
 



Eventually I drove back to pick up A. who had a fantastic, if cold, time snapping whooping cranes and other sea 
life.  We went back to our hotel and got ready for a meal at my husband’s favorite Rockport restaurant, 
Latitudes. 

 
SEASIDE CHRISTMAS LIGHTS AT ROCKPORT 

 
I was trepidatious about the restaurant because I am not very keen on seafood or fish but was anxious to 
please A. who was delighted that I accompanied him on his yearly boy’s trip.  Not only was the restaurant 
beautiful with an art gallery within the restaurant but I ate a new fish!  The catch of the day was Drum - our 
waitress told us that it was delicate with a fluffy texture.  It was all that and more – the best fish I have ever 
tasted.  With further research I found that Drum is rarely eaten and lives in coastal marsh areas.  It is hard to 
catch and a predator to oyster beds.  It was a truly delightful experience to be at the seaside in the winter, 
eating fresh caught fish. 
 
The only disappointment was our hotel.  We had been upgraded to a suite but the sound insulation was not 
good and we had a particularly noisy family group close to us.  I met Mom in the elevator – she apologized for 
taking her teeth out to eat an orange.  Enough said…  The hotel did relocate us when we had enough of the 
baby crying and someone shouting at the baby but we could still hear ordinary hotel noises very loudly; doors 
shutting and people walking in heels. 
 
We were happy to leave the next morning, heading to the west of San Antonio.  The weather, unfortunately, 
went from high 70s to cool, very wet weather.  Thank goodness it is easy to drive a Dodge.  I could barely see 
the road ahead and although we were on a new wide interstate you could barely drive at 60 mph for the 
whole morning.  The next blog will start at Pleasanton, Texas which was just as nice as its name. 
 
Love Kerry xxx 


