
A NIGHT AT THE MUSEUM 

 

It is the most amazing feeling dining alongside these wonderful prehistoric creatures.  It would be even better if they 

were real but I suppose the carnivores would eat us.  On one particular special occasion we had the opportunity to 

attend another dinner at this museum to celebrate the opening of the Weiss Energy Hall.  

http://www.hmns.org/index.php?option=com_content&id=114&Itemid=122 

My very clever husband had collaborated with some colleagues and model-makers to create a working exhibit of one of 

his company’s drilling tools.  It was a fancy schmancy affair with many of the generous philanthropists to the museum 

attending the event.  For obvious reasons the movies “A Night at the Museum” are favorites of mine and my imagination 

soars when we attend these dinners.  There is something special about being there after regular hours and in the dark. 

We usually stay at a hotel in Houston as we live a distance out and part of the treat is the various taxi drivers that take 

us to and fro the museum.  We have yet to get a ride from a white Texan dude but we have been treated to fascinating 

tales from refugees around the world.  These have included a lovely African Sudanese gentleman who felt it was 

perfectly okay to reverse down the interstate to get to our exit. Aah…memories of Cairo.  This year we had a charming 

young Christian from Iran and then a very quiet driver from Burkina Faso.  On another occasion I had an enlightening talk 

with a young man from Rwanda.  It is almost as fun as the talk at the museum.  Houston receives many refugees like 

many large cities do but in for the most part we seem to live together in harmony.  I know that is a huge generalization 

but we are advantaged by a thriving economy, lots of space and relatively cheap housing/cost of living.  Having said that, 

we are personally going through yet another slump in oil and gas but life could be so much worse than ours is. 



 

 

 Kerry and her clever half above. 

 If I have any more of that wine there will 

be a Cambrian explosion (look at my 

ankles)! 

 TRILOBITES! I just love trilobites – they 

are like the tribbles of the geological 

world    KERRY XX 


