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Above is the male Ebony Jewel Wing 

damselfly with his shimmering emerald 

body and to the left is the exquisite lady.  

Her body is bronze and she has a 

distinctive white spot on her wing.  Their 

wings have a velvet quality and are 

opaque.  There were dozens of these 

naughty little black fairies darting 

around us as we walked down their 

stream in the Piney Woods Native Plant 

Center. 

Despite the heat we were able to enjoy the shade of the 

trees and the dappled light through the trees was so 

pretty.  The butterfly garden was a peaceful lavender 

respite. This center is part of Stephen F Austin University 

and was particularly quiet because of the summer 

vacation.  Later we discovered it was orientation week 

for the new freshmen and that ‘provoked’ me to write 

the next blog which will be an anecdote… 



One of Texas’s main routes to Louisiana and Arkansas, US route 59/69, runs right through Nacogdoches.  Our hotel and 

most others are situated on the US 59 and not in the center.  The speed limit slows down as you approach the city but it 

still causes death defying maneuvers across the median to access hotels and restaurants.  On reflection, if we visited 

again we would stay in a Bed and Breakfast in a renovated older house in the center.  This would be much more 

evocative and we could have walked to our favorite bar and restaurant, the Liberty Bell http://www.libertybellbar.com/ 

Like many college towns, many of the wait staff are students which can be fun once you start chatting.  The young 

barman was very amused that we had come from our forested city to visit his because our home is his favorite vacation 

spot.  I suppose we never truly value what is right on our doorstep.  Despite the wealth of historical buildings it is not a 

rich place and there were a number of thrift/antique shops.  We love hunting for treasure and I left with a handful of 

beautiful clothes in perfect condition for just a couple of dollars each.  Having been brought up poor, I have always been 

happy to accept hand-me-downs and recycle my own clothes. 

STERN HOYA HOUSE 

 

 

This house belonged to Adolphus Sterne who was a friend to Sam Houston and a 

member of the Republic of Texas (before it became a state).  It is now a museum 

and we were fortunate enough to visit along with two older residents of 

Nacogdoches, one of whom was a descendent of the Hoya family.  Somehow that 

made the history of the house come alive; looking at his face and trying to imagine 

what his ancestors looked like.  It is an original house which is astonishing given its 

close proximity to the river and the intense weather we have.  They wisely chose a 

very densely grained wood which is impervious to the relentless termites and 

humidity.  I wish our builders had been as sensible…  Our knowledgeable guide 

gave us an instructive visit of the house, including the attic where the children 

slept and the dry cellar which was filled with wine.  He told us that boys had to 

sleep outside when they were 13. “Quite right, too”, said I, half-jokingly, which 

horrified the little boy from one family.  Slugs and snails and puppy dogs tails… This sign was on the land across 
from the Sterne-Hoya house 



The manufacturer of the house’s wallpaper was still in business when they first renovated the house so it looked as 

though someone lived in it today.  I could have moved in tomorrow – it was gorgeous in such a lovely location.  We have 

been watching a great TV series called Texas Rising which is about the battle for Texas’s independence from Mexico. It 

was so enjoyable and informative that we particularly wanted to go to Nacogdoches. 

http://www.history.com/shows/texas-rising 

THE NINE FLAGS OF NACOGDOCHES 

After dining twice at the Liberty Bell we asked the receptionist at our hotel where else would we enjoy and he suggested 

Maklemore’s bar which was very good - http://maklemores.com/    

Both bars focused on beers that are not our usual beverage but it was so hot that I really enjoyed a draft Alaskan 

summer beer.  There are some really good real ales available in the United States and Texas so I don’t understand why 

people like the generic Coors and Budweiser beers that don’t have any taste (in my humble opinion…) There was live 

music in both bars and during the daytime we noticed some musicians jamming (is that the right word?) on the porch of 

the String shop. 



 

Above left is Chas Hoya’s land office and above right there is a bronze of the Battle for Independence 

All around the square the streets were cobbled with red bricks.  I wonder how many people pass right through 

Nacogdoches without realizing its historical significance.  In the intense heat of late afternoon we visited the cemetery 

where many of the heroes of the battle for Texas’s Independence are buried. 

Crape Myrtle trees are one of the great joys 

of living in the south.  We have crimson, 

magenta and hot pink blossomed trees in our 

garden but this one was unique with a 

mixture of white and candy pink blossoms. 

To the left is the String and Mercantile shop 

with local musicians playing together on a 

very hot afternoon. 



 

Nacogdoches was a feast of flowers and history; a forgotten gem of days gone by.  It was a lovely place to visit for 

another wedding anniversary – we have tried to go somewhere different every year.  Look out for the next anecdotal 

blog about what went wrong in Nacogdoches… 

Kerry xx 

 

Left – a memorial to Thomas Jefferson Rusk, the first Secretary of 

War in the Republic of Texas 

Below – a simple gravestone for Adolphus Sterne, the original 

owner of the Sterne Hoya House 


