
 

 

The Account of Mrs. Boss Concerning the 1900 Galveston Storm 
by Maryan Farag 

 
My name is Mrs. Boss.  I will be telling you about the horrible and terrifying 

hurricane I experienced in 1900.  It was an ordinary sunny day, and everyone was at 
their jobs, and some were shopping.  I personally was having lunch with my son and 
husband.  We were playing music and telling jokes.   It never crossed our minds that a 
hurricane was going to pass and destroy the city of Galveston.   Around the time of 1:30 
P.M.,  it started to rain, so we decided to enjoy the rain and play outside and maybe go to 
the beach.            
 After about an hour of enjoying ourselves, we realized that the rain and wind were 
beginning to increase, so we went home and figured it was just an ordinary tropical storm 
that was going to pass by, but boy were we wrong!  After two hours or so, Mr. Isaac 
brought up the hurricane flag.  I finally realized that my family and I were in great 
danger.  My husband and I started to panic.  We didn’t know what we were going to do.  
The hurricane got stronger right before our eyes.  We thought it was the end, and my 
husband was crying out to God for mercy.                                                                                                           
 As the rain and wind increased, we realized that water was starting to come into 
our house, and it was rapidly increasing.  We quickly ran upstairs and waited.  It 
honestly didn’t take long for the water to reach the second story.  We knew that in any 
minute our house was about to collapse.         
 I quickly grabbed our $2000 of cash and stuffed the bills into my bosoms.  I 
figured it was the safest spot to put it, so the bills wouldn’t slip out of my hands.  You 
know women have some advantages that men don’t have.       
 Anyway, as the water was reaching our chests, our house collapsed from the 
wind.  My main concern was not to lose my family.  We were holding each other’s 
hands tightly.  I fell back several times, but I was saved by my loving son.    
 After an hour of swimming in the water, we saw a broken boat and quickly 
jumped on top of it.  The wind was so strong that it ripped our clothes off, so much for 
the $2000!  Right?  My selfish husband had the nerve to push me out of the boat so he 
can have more room, but I managed to survive.  We waited the hurricane out on top of 
the boat.            
 After a couple hours, the hurricane began to weaken then finally the nightmare 
was over. My family and I were the only people that survived the hurricane on our street.  
We were quickly sent to the emergency room and were treated.  But you know what still 
gets me after these years? The $2000 I lost!  I am just kidding.  This is my story, and I 
thank God everyday for keeping me alive. 

 
The above article was written by student Maryan Farag adapting the account of 

Mrs. Boss (below) to a first hand narrative, fulfilling the prompt assignment.   
 
 



 

 

 


