BROWARD
"Broward Legacy" Staff
Cooper Kirk, Ph.D.

Edllor
Rodney E. Dillon, Jr.

Assistant and Production Editor
Midge Turpen

Administrator

me
A JOURNAL OF SOUTH FLORIDA HISTORY

Broward County
Historical Commission
F. K. Walker

Chairman

Growing up in Eden
by Philip Weidling

....................................... 2

Patricia M. Smith

Vice Chairman
William G. Miller, Jr.

Secretary
Cathleen Anderson
Lois Brickhouse
Ray Collier
William G: Crawford, Jr.
David R. Keating
Gerald L. Knight
Leonard Robbins
Betty Roberts
Mary Smith
Geraldine Witoshynsky
Elbert E. Wrains
J. W. "Bill" Stevens

Advisor

Broward County Commission
Howard Forman

Chairman, District 5
Sylvia Poitier

Vice Chairman, District 2
Gerald F. Thompson

Commissioner, District 1
Howard Craft

Please Remember, Mama
by Norma Hammer Albury

13

Wm. H Hammer's Everglade Cropping Report
Reprinted from the Fort Lauderdale Sentinel,
July 11, 1913

24

Ivan's Gallery: Bustling Broward County, 1910s-1920s

25

A Millionaire Who Chose a Little Florida Hospital
Reprinted from the Fort Lauderdale Herald,
.
November 2, 1923

29

Frank Stirling Valiantly Fights Dreaded Canker
Reprinted from Florida Agricultural Experiment
Station Bulletin, October 1914, introduction by
Joe Knetsch
Legends of Early Broward
by Rodney E. Dillon, Jr.

31

37

Commissioner, Dis1rict 3
Scott I. Cowan
Commissioner, District 4
Nicki Englander Grossman

Commissioner, District 6
Ed Kennedy

Commissioner, District 7

COVER PHOTO: View of Fort Lauderdale looking east along
Southeast 2nd Street from the city water tower on Andrews
Avenue, c. 1916. In center foreground is the Fort Lauderdale
Sentinel building owned by Sterling H. Watson. To its right is a
garage. The two-story building with peaked roof at center right is
the Charles G. Rodes Boarding House, later Rodes Hotel.

by Philip Weidling
Published with permission of the author

Author, newspaperman, historian, and Broward County resident
for three quarters of a century,
Philip Weidling has witnessed, participated in, and chronicled much
of the county's remarkable twentieth century development. His father, businessman and attorney
Carl P. Weidling, was one of Ft.
Lauderdale's mostprominent citizens in the early decades of the
century. Philip Weidling is himself
widely known as a former reporter
and columnist for both the Fort
Lauderdale Daily News and the
Miami Herald, and as the coauthor of Checkered Sunshine, a
history of Fort Lauderdale.
Well qualified to write about
Broward County's past, Mr. Weidling counts among his most colorful memories those of "a kid living
in a tiny settlement 'somewhere'
between super-elite Palm Beach
and the brash 'magic city' of Miami"in the 1910s andearly 1920s.
These memories are the subject of
"Growing Up in Eden," the first
chapterofMr. Weidling'sforthcoming memoirs, which he has tentatively titled With An Eye on the
Donut. His eye for detail and in·
sightful descriptions capture well
the colorful personalities and the
flavor of childhood life in Ft. Lauderdale durino this oeriod.
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I wondered how Pop (Carl P. Weidling) knew the man's name, and where
he had met him. I had never seen a
"colored man" before, but we had no
more got into the Pullman car before he
said:
"Hello, George."
I was only six, and it was December
1911, and we were going to Florida! Tiffin, Ohio, was already a long way
behind; we had ridden a day coach to
Cincinnati and spent the night in the
Grand Hotel before getting on the Pullman and meeting George. He was interesting to me. His skin was actually
dark brown, and it made his teeth look
white when he smiled. I found out his
last name when Mother spoke to him. It
was "Porter." He was awfully smart
and pretty strong, too. I could tell from
the way he made the two seats into a
bed and then lowered another one on
top, where. Rolf and I would sleep. He
did it all in a jiffy and acted like it was
nothing at all.
We got off the train in Jacksonville
next morning, and I said:
"Goodbye, Mr. Porter."
And he smiled and said "goodbye"
too.
That's mostly what I remember
about our first trip to Florida, though,
of course, in Tiffin there had been a cab
ride to start with, and the horse "clipclopping" along the brick road to the
station. When we got to Dania, Florida,

there wasn't any brick road or any cab
either. We had to walk with our suit:
cases to the house Pop had rented. It
was only two blocks. Dania was awfully small compared to Tiffin, and had
really only one street.
Dania had a one-room school, but it
didn't meet the standards of what we
had known in Ohio, and Mother didn't
trust its quality, so she made Rolf and
me ride our bicycles five miles north to
Fort Lauderdale to go to school. The
trip, over the narrow, white rock road,
was no hardship and certainly not
dangerous from a traffic standpoint.
We passed a mule-drawn wagon occasionally, but I remember no occasion of
passing an automobile ... and I would
have remembered, for automobiles
were a source of interest, even wonder,
in 1911 in the wilds of Florida!
The only houses we passed enroute
were at a small settlement called Lake
View. probably because it was located
on a ridge and one could get from it a
view of Lake Mabel far away across the
marsh and mangrove. This remote lake
would one day become Bay Mabel Harbor, and would then be re-christened
Port Everglades.
There was one danger, though slight,
on our ride. We were warned not to ride
over snakes that might lay stretched
out warming themselves on the shadeless road of a cool morning. This was a
warning we scrupulously heeded!

The author's parents, Carl P. and Caroline Weidling, 1912.
Another thing I didn't have in Dania
was Sunday school. In Tiffin, we had
belonged to the Second Reform Church,
which had established no churches in
south Florida. While we were in Dania,
however, Mother had become interested in another religion. Mrs. Matt Marshall, the wife of Pop's real estate partner and a statuesque woman who was
considered beautiful, was a Christian
Scientist. She got Mom to read Science
and Health, With Key to the Scriptures,
by Mary Baker Eddy. Mom was thrilled
with it.
Mrs_ Marshall was a large woman,
strong of will and with quite positive
opinions. She took no one else's word
for anything. The Marshalls were
among the first to have one of those
new-fangled automobiles, and I remember riding with her and Mother on a trip
to Colahatchee, in the vicinity of what
is today Wilton Manors. The bridges on
the road were strictly one-way and built
for wagons. We came to one that looked
too narrow to Mrs. Marshall, who was
driving. She had a yardstick in the
back of the car, and got out and measured! Her suspicions were unfounded.
There was room, and she drove across.
Since we did not belong to a church in
Dania, we stayed home Sunday mornings, but regularly at noon we went to
the beach in the Marshalls' automobile. There, we three children dug
clams, and Mr. Marshall presided over
a huge kettle on a bonfire. He made
clam chowder, which we ate from a
crude picnic table and bench in a grove
of seagrape trees, back aways from the
beach.
The clams were dug from the edge of
New River Sound, a section ofthe Flor-

ida East Coast Canal which came to a
dead end at Dania. The sound extended
north to Fort Lauderdale, separated
from the ocean by a narrow spit_ The
spit was broken by a shallow inlet to
the ocean that shifted with the weather
and had no name, though boatmen
called it a "haulover" because they
could float small craft over it at high
tide, but often had to get out and haul
their boats over the sandy bottom.
In Dania, we learned a lesson in economics that even a kid could not forget_
The entire financial basis for the town
was the winter crop of tomatoes which
grew on the black muck lands of the
East Marsh, a mile-wide strip between
the town's one roadway and the ocean.
This crop had one major danger frost_ On a cool night residents would
stand in the middle of the roadway and
bend an ear. If they could hear the noise
of the waves breaking on the beach, a
mile away, all was well. If not, the
wind, however slight, might be from
the northwest, a wind that would blow
in cold air. If the threat was deemed
imminent, it meant a long night's work
for most of the populace. Smudges
would have to be built along the west
edge of the growing fields.
Smudges were small fires which were
covered with green pine needles to
create warm smoke that would drift
across the tender vines to keep the frost
away. It took many hard-working
hands to keep those fires burning and a
supply of green pine needles to cover
them throughout the night_
In those days, before the salt marshes had been drained, a person lived
amidst a cloud of mosquitoes. At night
there was no degree of care in screening

that could be 100 percent effective, even
though screens were wet with kerosene.
If one could breathe comfortably
within the smoke from a smudge such
as was used to protect the tomatoes, it
would keep mosquitoes away ... and
some folks did!
Even with occasional frosts, Florida
winters were so different from the cold
winters of Ohio. Although I had only
vague rememberances of playing in the
snow in Tiffin, there were several incidents that lived in my memory. One
was my "heroism."
My sister, Justine, and I had wandered down the hollow to the banks of a
disused stone quarry, very deep and
now filled with water. It was not frozen
over, but the banks were slick and hard,
and "Dusty," as we called her, had
slipped and fallen into the quarry. I
grabbed the leafless branch of a nearby
willow tree and, with one foot in the
water, reached out and grabbed the
back of an imitation fur coat she was
wearing, which had momentarily kept
her afloat. I was able to pull her safely
up onto the bank.
Neighbors who saw the incident said
I had saved her life, and a piece was
printed in the town newspaper about it.
The family kept the clipping and told of
it to friends in Florida, much to my
embarrassment.
Another Ohio incident stemmed
from an encounter my mother had with
George, our milkman. Like all families,
we left empty bottles on the back steps
to be filled by the milkman who made
the rounds in his wagon, with its tanks
of milk and cream, each morning at
dawn to fill them. Mom happened to be
up one extra cold morning, and met
him at the door.
"George," she asked, "don't you get
cold these mornings?"
The reply: "Madam, sometimes I feel
like I got me no pants on!"
It seemed a bit risque to me, as did the
rhyme that was often recited during
those early days in Florida:

A wonderful bird is the pelican,
Its beak can hold more
than its belly can.
It can go for a week with nothing to eat,
And I don't see how in the hellican.
Things like that wouldn't have been
repeated in my Second Reform Sunday
School class in Tiffin!
In the six months we had lived in
Dania, Mother had become inured to
kerosene as the sole public utility. In
Tiffin, we had had natural gas for the
stove and for the lights. We had also
had running water. Kerosene cook
stoves were slow and smelly; kerosene
lamps made imperfect light and were
unbearably hot and smelly. Water drainwinter/spring - 3

The White Star Auto Line, above, was operated by the
Weidlings' neighbor, Charles Swaggerty. In the photo
at right, Caroline Weidling stands in front of the newly
completed Christian Science Church on South New
River Drive. The building is now the L. Clayton Nance
Historical Building, headquarters of the Broward County Historical Commission.

ed from the eaves into an elevated cistern and thence through pipes to conveniently located taps. This system was
all right when there was rain, but in the
"dry" season we had to use a well and
pump to produce water that was "hard,"
would not produce suds, and tasted terrible. We had to carry buckets of this
water from the well to flush the toilets.
Also, there was no ice, which made preserving foods difficult and imperfect.
Fortunately, these primitive living
conditions were soon to improve. Pop
had made a "killing" in real estate.
With his partner, Matt Marshall, he
had bought two miles of oceanfront
4 - Broward Legacy
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land extending westward a half mile to
the Florida East Coast Canal, which is
now known as the Intracoastal Waterway. This property had cost them
$5000, and they had sold it for ten times
that much.
In June 1912, we went back to Tiffin
for the summer, but Pop made it clear
that we were coming back to Florida.
He planned to have a house in Fort
Lauderdale, and he said he'd have one
big enough to move Mother's piano into
it. Promising Mom a house with a
piano was necessary if we were to come
back to Florida.
On the trip to Tiffin we had a differ-

ent Pullman attendant named "George."
By this time I began to sort of get wise.
All of them were named George. All of
them had white teeth and smiled at
kids, too. I guessed they liked their job.
As he had promised, Pop used the
wealth from his beach land sale to buy
us a home in Fort Lauderdale. When we
returned to Florida that fall, it was to a
s'mall rented house in Fort Lauderdale,
while Pop had our first house there
built. Almost at once, he built two more
houses beside it on Valentine (now
Southeast Third) Avenue. The new house
meant a great change III our lIves, tor
the piano was shipped from Ohio. This

was important because Pop sang, and
Mother was an expert pianist. They
had met, in Ohio, when she had served
as his accompanist in a musicale.
Music would now be an almost nightly diversion in our home, and, in addition to the piano, the new house would
have electric lights and an ice box.
Compared to Dania, Fort Lauderdale
was becoming modern. It didn't have
street cars, like Tiffin, or paved streets,
but there was a bus line that went as far
south as Miami and as far north as
Palm Beach. In Tiffin, the trolley had
gone only as far as Fostoria, fourteen
miles away.
The coastal bus line used the newfangled automobiles. I knew all about
them because one of the drivers, Charley Swaggerty, let me sit under the
wheel and play like I was driving while
he parked his bus in front of his house
for lunch. He lived next door to us on
Valentine Avenue.
By the time we settled in Fort Lauderdale in 1912, the Matt Marshalls had
moved to Miami, but Mother soon knew
most of the women in the town, and
many became interested in "Science."
Mrs. W. H. (Llwellyn) Marshall, wife of
the mayor and Mrs. Matt Marshall's
sister-in-law, was a Scientist, and she
joined with Mother and other ladies to
form a local church. The upshot was
that, on Sunday mornings, they rented
the Masonic Hall, a medium sized room

upstairs in the Oliver Building on
Brickell Avenue, and they began holding services.
This, of course, led to another Sunday school for us kids, and, indirectly,
to another source ofembarrassment for
me. It became the children's job to put
up folding chairs that served as pews.
We did this before Sunday school, and
it was here that Phyllis Jones from
Dania made the remark that was to
plague me for months. She told her
mother:
"I like Junie (me) because he's so
sweet in the face."
The parents of both families considered this remark uproariously funny!
I thought Mom would never tire of teasing me and calling Phyllis "my girl." I
wasn't mad at girls, but they just said
silly things.
The church remained in the upstairs
loft used by the Masonic Lodge for
some time, but these people were zealots, and in 1916 built a church of their
own on the riverfront.
Growing up in Fort Lauderdale in the
1910s was a series of adventures for an
enterprising youngster. Although my
father never permitted his family to go
without the necessities, he was by nature frugal, and getting a nickel for an
ice cream cone could be not only a
project but the basis for a lecture. Work
was the only remedy for want that he
had inherited from his German immi-

Downtown Fort Lauderdale looking southwest from
the city water tower, 1913. Large building at far left is
the Gilbert Hotel. Across the street is the Oliver

grant father, and one that soon took
hold forme.
Perhaps the first money I ever earned, along with my brother Rolf, was in
searching for and finding cockroach
nests in the house. These nests, or eggs,
were roughly an inch long, brown, and
pencil-sized. They would be hidden in
crevices above doors, around windows,
and in any protected and unobservable
place. Cockroaches, or palmetto bugs,
were the bane of the life of most housewives in Florida of that day, and we
kids were paid a penny for each egg
delivered to be burned. Sometimes we
could make as much as fifteen cents, if
we were lucky.
Another idea for earning came when
I noted that there were "back door
salesmen" in business. Sometimes kids
came by with quart pails of huckleberries, which they sold. I tried gathering
berries, too, but I soon found this too
tough. The berries grew on tiny bushes
in the palmetto woods. A bush would
have, at most, a dozen of the tiny berries, which were purple when ripe. Several hours were needed to pick a quart,
and there was an ever-present danger
of rattlesnakes.
Miss Myrtheena Taylor also came by
with her little red wagon, selling grocery specialties. An old maid who supported her aged mother she was a muchloved character with a warm smile for
all. It was she who introduced oleo-

Building. The three story building in the center is the
Osceola Hotel, which burned in July 1913.
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Captain Larry Crabtree's tug Wanderlust was still a
familiar site on New River in the 1950s, when this
photo was taken.
margarine to the near-butterless community. The oleo was white, but came
with a capsule of coloring that could be
mixed to make the color yellow, like
real butter.
Another familiar figure on the streets
of Fort Lauderdale was Jimmy Vreeland, who rode by on his bicycle with
the basket full of fresh-caught fish. I
particularly recall moon fish, a wide,
flat, silver-colored reefdweller so scarce
that it was unknown to gourmets, but
both delicious and easily prepared.
I couldn't get out to the reefs, but
there were catfish in the New River,
and I soon learned that they were salable, at three cents a pound, to the tin
fish houses that lined the river. These
fish houses dealt in catfish brought
down from Lake Okeechobee by a fleet
of fishing boats. This industry had
been made possible by the availability
of ice in which to pack fish both for the
trip down from the lake and for the trip
to northern points by rail. The houses
were ugly and dumped not only their
raw sewage, but also their fish cleanings into the river, to the horror of the
Women's Club.
To me, the fish houses were a source
of revenue, small though it might be. I
used discarded en trails for bait, and
started with a three-for-a-penny fish
hook and grocery store string, until my
business prospered enough to buy a
real fish line!
Sitting, as I did, for hours on the river
bank, I got to know most of the boats
and their operators. There was the Passing Thru, a passenger boat with Clint
Stone, captain, soon to give way to the
Suwannee, a stern-wheeled steamer
that could go through the canals with
their series of locks all the way to Fort
Myers on the west coast. Captain Dick
La Vigne's Excelsior was the excursion
boat we rode to the beach each Sunday.
Most of the traffic, however, consisted of barges towed by tugs. These
brought vegetables from the farms
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Proud fishermen display grouper in Captain Otto's
sport fishing boat, c. 1918. Otto stands second from
left.
along the river to the railroad spurs at
the vegetable dock. By far the best
known ofthe tugs was the Wanderlust,
Captain Larry Crabtree, a man with a
club foot that caused him to limp, but
who was reputed to be the best mechanic on the river. He was said to have
,een able to improvise spark plugs
trom a piece of pipe, some copper wire,
and clay.
Notable among the boats on the river
was the Jap, owned by Johnny A. Pellett. Sleek, slim, and narrow of hull, she
was reported to be by far the fastest and
was always used to make the trip to
Lake Okeechobee to bring back the
bodies of those who died to get them to
the undertaker in good time.
A common sight on the river was a
Seminole dugout canoe adrift. Even we
kids knew that it was not a derelict. It
was being sent by some member ofthe
tribe to a confederate downriver. If it
got caught in obstructions on the bank,
it was simply pushed free. Hollowed out
cypress logs, these canoes were too
tippy for a white man to use. They were
poled, not paddled, and they were the
only efficient means of getting across
the sawgrass of the Glades. During the
Seminole War, the U.S. Army might
defeat the Indians in battle, but was
unable to pursue them through the
sawgrass, which grew out of water
sometimes as little as a foot deep. It was
largely as a result of this that the tribe

was never forced to surrender or sign a
treaty of peace with the government.
This was a portion of history known
even to us kids. In later years, the air
boat solved the problem of traversing
the sawgrass. Driven by an airplane
propeller, this flat-bottomed craft simply skimmed across the top of the
grass, achieving great speeds that
would have easily caught any Semi·
nole canoe.
There were two "sport" fishing boats
at the Fort Lauderdale docks. One was
run by a Captain Otto. The other was
the Red Wing, run by Flavius Van
Gosen, who was known as the town
"socialist" and ostracized by many. He
was a fine trumpet player and named
his boat after a popular song of the day.
Both Otto's and Van Gosen's boats
were equipped only with hand lines
and did little business. Out at the
beach, which was then accessible only
by boat, Captain Vreeland had the
Kingfisher, a better equipped craft.
Fort Lauderdale offered numerous
business opportunities. Pop was a
graduate of Ohio State University in
law and had come to Florida seeking a
career in that profession. Dania had
offered nothing, but there was already
a move to form a new county with Fort
Lauderdale as the county seat when we
came, and Pop had succeeded in talking Jacob F. Bunn, a seasoned lawyer
in Tiffin, into coming to Florida with

him to start the firm of Bunn and Weidling. Almost their first case was that
of securing riparian rights to the downtown section of New River for the city.
The suit is history. Bunn and Weidling
won. They were, of course, also battling
for the new county, and when it was
formed, in 1915, Pop lost his law partner when Bunn was named the first
county judge.
Pop was able to persuade another
highly capable Ohio attorney, though
not from Tiffin, to join him in a new
firm, [Charles N.] McCune and Weidling. Though the firm was successful,
and is still in business, Pop was never
devoted to the details oflaw. He and Ira
Dresbach, a former Tiffin jeweler who
had married an heiress, formed a real
estate partnership. Even while active
in both firms, Pop had founded the

East Coast Avocado Company, and
had bought half interest in the Herald,
a weekly newspaper for which he built
a building on Wall Street.
The Avocado company was truly a
small venture. It had only one tree! The
tree was located on a five-acre grove
that Pop and Matt Marshall owned
west of Hallandale. Pop had devised a
method of successfully shipping the
fruit by express and had contacted the
leading restaurants of New York, most
of which became customers. He shipped to places like Sherry's and the
Waldorf-Astoria until a hurricane felled the tree and the firm expired.
Despite Pop's expanding business interests, we still went each summer to
Tiffin, where we stayed with Grandpa
and Grandma (Harry and "Twilly") at
their big brick house on Circular Street.

Above are Philip Weidling's grandparents, Matilda and
Harry Weidling. Below, Harry Weidling (second from
right) and friends in front of the family drugstore,
Tiffin, Ohio.

Pop had been a partner in the family
drug store, Weidling and Son, until the
Florida venture. Now another pharmacist, William Leiby, was named manager, although Grandpa still went
there daily to preside over the cigar
counter and visit old friends. World
War I, however, was putting a little
strain on relations. Grandpa was a
loyal American who had been a sergeant in the Ohio National Guard during the Civil War. He had left Germany
largely because of the reign of the
Kaiser. Nevertheless, he didn't like to
hear "his people" called "Huns," and
worse, both in conversation and in the
press.
In 1915, a year after the war erupted
in Europe, Grandpa left his beloved
Tiffin to visit in Florida, he and "TwilIy" renting a small home on the New
River. Although he bought property
and went fishing and probably enjoyed
being with his family, Grandpa missed
Tiffin. He was uncomplaining, but unhappy. His home and his life in Tiffin
had been the realization of a dream.
There he had friends, and his home had
a garden, a chicken yard, fruit trees,
and a grape arbor. It was modeled after
those homes he had envied as a lad in
Germany. It had been his life, so he
donated his Fort Lauderdale property
to the schools, and he and Grandma
returned to Tiffin. He died there.
By the year 1917, great events were
clearly in the wind. Locally the important one was the realization that the
Everglades were not going to drain,
and that dreams of grandeur from that
source were doomed. Nationally, it was
clear that the United States, despite
President Wilson's campaign platform
of "he kept us out of war," was going to
enter the great conflict. Votes for
women was a subject that created a
great stir nationally, but seemed of little importance locally, where opposition was mild at most. The same was
true of national prohibition. Both the
City of Fort Lauderdale and newlyformed Broward County were "dry."
The winning of the riparian rights
suit had effectively done away with the
tin fish houses on the river. They were
on city property! The canals to Lake
Okeechobee were silting and impassable.
Fort Lauderdale, noting the tourist
trade that was bringing prosperity to
Dade and Palm Beach counties, also
looked in that direction. A tourist hotel,
the Broward, was planned to be built,
largely by local subscription, and a golf
course was being sought. Far more
important to us youngsters was the
completion of the road to the beach!
In 1917, the opening of Las Olas
Boulevard, with its bridge over the
East Coast Canal, opened a new vista
winter/spring - 7

and new adventure. It was an easy
bicycle ride, and it was free for all! It
would mark the end of my fascination
with the river, as I had known it. I had a
new love!
World War I was to bring a great
many innovations into life in the United States beside women's suffrage and
the birth of the tourist industry in Fort
Lauderdale. Among them was the birth
of cigarette smoking on a wide scale.
When I had occasionally worked behind the cigar counter in our store in
Tiffin, we had sold them, but only
rarely. They were by most "he-men"
contemptuously called "pimp sticks."
Most of them came in boxes and had
Turkish names. What caused the sudden popularity of such as "Camels"
and "Lucky Strikes" could have been
because the boys in the trenches used
them, but that seems unlikely. The
"boys" were wearing gas masks a good
part of the time. It was more a change
in moral outlook or an increase in plain
nervousness.
Another manifestation of post-war
change was the sudden popularity of
what musicians, such as my mother,
contemptuously called "rag time,"
later to be known as "jazz." Although
the lyrics were usually inane, such
songs as "Margie" and "Who" seemed
harmless enough. Even though they
were never sung in our musicales at
home, I learned the words to both. They
seemed catchier than songs such as
"The Kashmiri Song" or "In the Garden of Tomorrow," which were among
the favorites at home. I wonder what
Mother would have thought of the
shrieking dervishes who occupy today's bandstands.
The family business affairs had prospered to the extent that we now had a

home on Southeast Sixth Avenue, which
is today Federal Highway. The new
house was two stories and built of
poured, reinforced concrete.
The piano, of course, was a prominent feature of the living room, and
frequent guests for musicales were the
Kriekhaus family, who had purchased
the old Hinckley estate in Dania. Mrs.
Kriekhaus, whom my parents called
"Pearly," was a fine pianist, and she
and Mother often played duets. Another frequenter was Clarence Hector,
co-owner of the supply firm, who was
developing a riverfront subdivision,
Rio Vista, across the street. He and his
wife, Harriet, had built one of the first
homes therein.
Perhaps the greatest scandal of early
Fort Lauderdale occurred when Mrs.
Kriekhaus and Clarence Hector eloped,
leaving their spouses behind! Clarence,
it was said, owned a hog farm in Iowa.
It must have been to there that they
fled.
All these happenings were, like
school, just a sidelight to the main business of childhood - having fun. The
road, and bridge, to the beach was our
main avenue to enjoyment. Access was
by bicycle.
Christmas of 1917 had brought a
brand new bicycle ... this one with a
coaster brake. This meant that one
could "coast" without turning the
pedals and that reversing the pedals
would brake the bicycle to a stop if
needed. It was at least as important an
invention to bikers as the self-starter
and electric lights were to autoists.
In 1914 a thrill for the entire family
had been the purchase of our first automobile. It was an Empire, a "Little
Aristocrat" model, and we were very
proud. Although, at age nine, I was

The Las Olas Boulevard bridge and its wooden causeway were completed in 1917 (from "Historical, Myster-
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unable to either drive or turn the crank,
I enjoyed riding.
Motoring, in those days, was an adventure. Roads were one lane and of
white coral rock. If one permitted the
driving wheel to get off the road into
the soft gray sand, it would simply spin
and dig its way deeper. The answer,
"Get a horse," in this case really a
mule.
There were also land crabs. At certain seasons of the year, these big blue
crabs,with a claw spread of eight inches, traveled in huge groups that covered
as much as a half acre. They seemed to
concentrate on the roads, and the motorist had no choice but to drive across
them to the uneasy sound of crunching
shells. The males had one huge claw
capable of puncturing a thin automobile tire. They crawled mainly at night.
Despite these numerous road hazards, driving was fun, even when we lit
the gas headlights. There was a "Presto-lite" tank on the running board. A
rubber hose connected it to the lights.
It was not until 1917 that we ventured to make our annual trip to Ohio
by car. That, too, was an adventure, a
muddy one that lasted five days! Many
of the roads we traversed, particularly
in the South, were still unpaved and
made of red clay. Suitable for a horse
and wagon, they were rough on automobiles, particularly when the so-called paving was wet. Georgia was notably the worst. On one occasion, Pop,
Mom, and Dusty took a train, and left
Rolf and me, then in our teens, to drive
through the worst of it. By then we were
driving an Overland, better than the
Empire, but not what, if a racehorse,
would be called a good "mudder." We
made it at less than 100 miles a day!
But to us, access to the beach was still

ious, Picturesque New River," Friends ofthe Library of
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the most important thing. In the late
1910s, the beach had a different meaning to the community than it does now.
Herewith a scene:
Their movement along the beach
looked like a shadow of a big cloud as
the silver mullet, fin to fin, swam past
us on their annual migration. It was
always in calm weather that they swam
so close to shore, and, standing on the
beach, you could see their silvery sides
in the clear water. There were always
gulls darting about above them and
diving for remnants left by the marauding predators - sharks, barracudas,
etc. - that always followed such an
event.
We kids on the beach could see the
predators, too, small sharks and barracuda, many just loafing along with
full bellies, but others striking savagely into the huge mass offishes.
Even as the gulls screeched at each
other over their prizes, there would be
flights of pelicans in their inevitable
"V" formation. They flew low over the
water, and often one would break ranks
to dive at full speed into the water, usually coming up with a fish slopping in
its bill. The bird would gain altitude
and then toss the fish into the air,
catching it in a lengthwise position to
disappear entirely into its huge beak.
There were other birds on the beach,
too. Although they did not participate
in the mullet run, there were nearly
always frigate birds hanging motionless high above, and of course there
were sandpipers racing down with each
receding wave with incredible speed as
they searched for sand fleas or other
marine life. Their shrill, plaintive wailing further enlivened the sound effects.
These were just some of the many dramas played out for our eyes alone, for
the long stretch of ocean beach in front
of Fort Lauderdale was otherwise
deserted. It was ours!
Sometimes we would take blankets
with us and sleep the night on the
beach, and in season we might be rewarded by watching a huge female sea
turtle crawl laboriously up the beach to
scoop out a shallow hole in the sand
and therein lay her eggs. She was very
quiet during the process, not disturbed
by watchers, and seemed to drop a tear
from her wide open eyes with each egg.
When finished, she used her flippers to
cover the nest with sand before crawling slowly back into the sea, leaving
her progeny to make it on their own.
Sometimes we dug up the eggs and
had "turtle egg fights." The eggs were
hen's-egg size, but round with a leathery skin that had a dent that would not
come out. They would not harden when
fried or boiled, but could be made into
pancakes.
Storms were impressive, but too un-

comfortable to make up for the wild
scenery and noise. We loved our play·
ground but mostly for its sunlight and
its clean sand and clear water.
At the site where the beach casino
was later constructed, there was, first,
a rather ramshackle frame bath house.
It had about a dozen private cubbyholes that could be rented for changing
into bathing suits and keeping safe,
supposedly at least, any valuables one
might be carrying. It had a larger room
for us kids where, for free, we could
change and hang our clothes on nails
protruding from the walls. There was a
bench to sit on. A front office also sold
pop.
On the bayside there was a dock for
the beach excursion boats or any private craft. There were also picnic tables
among the seagrape trees beside this
"casino," and later a concrete shelter
with tables for picnicking when it was
raining.
Out in the ocean there was a diving
platform. This was a wide board, some
ten feet above the water, set on pilings.
It was about eight feet long. Nobody
used it but us kids, and some of us got
kind of nervous when a five-foot barracuda started lying in its shadow during the day. We could see him plainly,
even his teeth. We called him "Billy."
Barracuda weren't supposed to be dangerous except when in a feeding frenzy,
but some of us didn't trust him overmuch.
I was alone on the platform a little
late one afternoon, and the barracuda
was there. There was only one thing I
could do. I made a shallow dive and
swam like fury for the shore. When I got
there, I looked back, but the sun glinting on the water kept me from seeing if
Billy Barracuda was still there. Anyhow, I was safe.
Coconuts were abundant, and free,
everywhere on the beach, and every kid
knew that the worst way to try to take
the husk off one was with an axe.
Instead, you threw them down, small
end first, against the road, or the bole of
a tree, six or eight times. The husk
would then be loose and would peel off
in three pieces, easily, by hand.
We often followed receding waves
into the surf ourselves to dig sand fleas
out of the sand for use as fish bait. An
inch long when fully grown, these eggshaped crabs are cream colored and
have no pincers.
The Intracoastal waters were also
our playground. In the clear waters we
could see all manner of marine life.
There were blue crabs, and if one waded
far from shore, across the shallows, one
must look out for stingarees - flat
skates with a barbed tail that could
inflict a serious wound. Other denizens

ofthe flats included blowfish, which we
called "toadfish." They had a brownish, mottled back, human-like teeth
which they gritted loudly when caught,
and bellies that would puff up like a
balloon when tickled. They were worthless for food, as were the needlefish,
long, slim surface feeders with pointed
bills, green in color. Sometimes, wading in the shallows, we would see a
spreading purple dye covering an area
that became completely opaque. At
first I didn't know what caused this,
then one day I caught a small octopus
in my cast net. The dye which concealed them was their "protection."
Naturally, fishing was a big part ofit
all, and most of that was done from the
brid!{e. Mr. BaileY, the bridgetender,
was a man sympathetic with kids and
an able teacher offishing lore. He was a
small man, well along in years, and we
responded by helping him with the
chore of opening the bridge for boat
traffic. It was a cumbersome task.
First, large spuds at the end of the
bridge on either side of the road, which
held the bridge firmly in place, had to
be lifted by large screws. Then a key
with a handle eight feet long was
placed over a huge cog in the center,
and the bridge was turned by turning
the key, walking around and around as
it turned the bridge on its fulcrum, the
center foundation. A system of wooden
fenders on piling protected the opened
bridge from possible collision by passing boats.
The wooden piling which supported
the fender system and the main nonturning portion of the bridge were encrusted with oyster shells, which made
it necessary to use wire lines when fishing with the cane poles that were the
most practical to use from the bridge.
Mr. Bailey taught us to make, and use,
such lines. Although mangrove snapper were the prime prize, we also caught
sheepshead, sailor's choice, and other
varieties of edible fish.
A high point came one summer when
Mr. Bailey, called back to Ohio, piIt me
and a friend, Carlton Fidler, in charge
of the bridge for a week. His wife, Martha, brought us our meals, and we slept
in the tiny bridgetender's house beside
the draw span.
I caught a huge, thirty-six pound
drumfish during the stay. We boiled its
eyes, which caused the lens to turn
hard and resemble a pearl. Mrs. Bailey
had them made into stickpins for us ...
our week's pay!
The year 1919 was a big one for Fort
Lauderdale, for the nation, and for me.
The war had ended, Fort Lauderdale
got its new tourist hotel, and I started
high school.
The hotel got off to a mighty start
through circumstances that were forwinter/spring - 9

tuitous to say the least. First, Pop got a
mysterious letter. It was from a man
named Gerritt Lloyd in Hollywood, California, and it asked if Fort Lauderdale
had three things: good jungle scenery,
plenty of either Indians or Negroes to
act as extras, and suitable accomodations for a movie troupe to be headed by
the most famous director of the day,
David Wark Griffith.
Pop had never heard of Gerritt Lloyd,
but the letter said that his name had
been suggested by John Emerson, an
actor and husband of the famed playwright Anita Loos. Pop had never heard
of John Emerson, either, but he answered the letter with an enthusiastic
"yes" to all three questions. He had
heard of Griffith, whose picture The
Birth of a Nation was conceded at that
time to have been the greatest ever produced. The next letter told Pop on
which train Mr. Lloyd would arrive to
make preparations for the big event.
The "movies" were, of course, a big
thing in Fort Lauderdale, though such
a prestigious film as the Griffith classic
had never been shown locally. We had
two theaters, and they were both well
attended. During the pauses in which
the projectionist changed the reels,
there were slides asking ladies to please
remove their plumed hats for the benefit of the person behind them. Slides
also admonished:
"If you spit on the floor at home, spit
on the floor here ... we want you to feel
at home!" On the same subject: "Don't
spit on the floor ... remember the Johnstown flood!" These were interspersed
with slides advertising local merchants.
All of us kids were thrilled by Marguerite Clark, Mary Pickford, Wallace
Reid, etc., and laughed at Buster Keaton and Charlie Chaplin, but none of us
ever expected to see a real live movie
star.
Spectators were not allowed on the
movie sets most ofthe time, and since I
was in school anyhow, I didn't get to
watch much of the movie making.
Richard Barthelmess, the male star,
came by our home a few times, and I
met him and both Lloyd and Griffith.
They bought property through Weidling and Dresbach. The movie was The
Idol Dancer, which experienced only
moderate success. The town was, of
course, agog. Nothing like this had
happened before.
At the beginning, John Needham,
manager of the brand new Broward
Hotel, was a nervous wreck. The troupe
was arriving, but the kitchen equipment for the emporium had not. Long
overdue, it was still somewhere enroute
when Griffith checked in, the first to
sign the register at the proud new hostelry. When the highly embarrassed
manager explained the situation, Grif-
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Famous filmmaker D.W. Griffith (right) directs a movie scene on the banks
of the New River, 1919 (courtesy of Fort Lauderdale Historical Society).

Ferdinand Louis "Fritz" Schlemmer and his daughter.
Schlemmer, well known in Fort Lauderdale as a swimmer and artist, was Philip Weidling's uncle.

fith blandly informed him that in coming to a wild frontier such as this he
always came prepared. He had a portable kitchen in the baggage car of the
train!
The movie moved into production
smoothly enough. A giant war canoe
that was to carry the savages on a climactic chase of Barthelmess and the
heroine was being built in a downtown
storeroom procured for Griffith by Pop.
Apparently nobody realized that the
canoe was much too big for the doorway. The front ofthe building had to be
torn away to get it out!
Seemingly being rowed in feverish
haste by the local group of Negro and
Indian extras with painted faces, the
canoe, in the big scene, was actually
towed by Jimmy Vreeland's charter
fishing boat, with Billy Bitzer, Griffith's famed cameraman, and his equipment set up in the cockpit of the craft.
Bitzer and Vreeland became great
friends, and Vreeland learned the art of
taking moving pictures from Bitzer.
The captain, in turn, showed most of
the company the thrills of deep-sea
angling.
During their stay, the movie troupe,
taking several locals who had served as
extras with them, went to Nassau on a
chartered yacht, the Grey Duck, which
sank in the harbor. Natives rescued all
hands.
There were other arrivals in the town
that brought glamour to the times. The
"boys" were coming home, and three of
them were of special interest. One was
my uncle on my mother's side, Ferdinand Louis "Fritz" Schlemmer. He was
a first lieutenant, still wearing his uniform with shiny boots and a Sam
Browne belt, a truly imposing figure of
a man with the classic wavy hair and
cleft chin that sent the girls into
swoons. He was also a fine athlete who
had set swimming records at Culver
Military School.
A second returning veteran was
Leigh Brintnell, son ofthe town's drayman, and its strongest man. Leigh had
lived in Canada prior to the war and
had become an ace combat flyer during
the great conflict. He, too, was extremely handsome in the George Brent style,
for those who remember the old time
movie star.
A third was Norman Sommers, six
feet three and strongly built, though
lean. He came to take a job as professional at the golf course that had just
been completed. For a time it seemed
that the movie industry might move in
on Fort Lauderdale. After the Griffith
company left, Ralph Ince sent a company, which again included Barthelmess, here to make Classmates, a story
featuring West Point grads. Another
film, more important to us, was one

Philip Weidling at the Ft. Lauderdale
Municipal Golf Course. The Fort Lauderdale-Hollywood International Airport now occupies the site of the old
golf course.

starring Mae Marsh and Ivor Novello
named The White Rose. Novello, a fine
musician, was often at our home. He
later became a famed composer in his
native England.
Meantime, Uncle Fritz Schlemmer
had married Ruth Lawson, a dancer
who had come here with Griffith, but
life for a struggling artist was not easy.
He gave art lessons - Ralph Horton
was his most enthusiastic pupil- and
swimming lessons, and she gave dancing lessons. He also coached several
high school plays. But money was hard
to come by. Meanwhile, he watched an
old flame, Agnes Ayres, who had been
a model at the Chicago Art Institute
and his girlfriend during his studies
there, rise to fame as Rudolph Valentino's light of love in his hit movie, The
Sheik.
Divorce was not long in coming, and
Fritz moved back to his native Indiana,
married a department store manager,
and became a doting father and, finally, a successful artist, before an early
and untimely death.
Another romance that sparked during the Griffith visit but came to
naught was that of Steve Calder, fresh
from the Army of Occupation in Germany, and Carol Dempster, a movie
starlet.
Leigh Brintnell got married, not to a
movie person, but to a beautiful English girl he met during the war. They
went back to Canada, where he became
an airplane manufacturing tycoon. So
much for romance.
Although movie companies came and
went, the new golf course was an enduring attraction. Since Pop and his partner had promoted it and brought Norman Sommers to the scene, I was automatically a member and even received
free lessons in the game from Sommers.

The golf course was only nine holes,
and, though ostensibly a par thirty-six
was very short, the distances were
somewhat exaggerated. Golf, of course,
was a different game in many respects
than that of today. Clubs, for instance,
had names, not numbers, and had wooden shafts which quite often broke. The
professional was a club maker and
repairer as well as a teacher and course
manager. The game had only recently
become popular in the U.s., and most of
the top golfers were still Scots or
Englishmen.
The game had gotten a big lift when
England's two best, Harry Vardon and
Ted Ray, had come to this couqtry to
play in the National Open, expecting, of
course, an easy win. They had been tied
by a young American upstart, an amateur named Francis Ouimet, who proceeded to defeat them in the play-off!
As a course "regular" and a fairly
proficient player, I played with most of
the businessmen and doctors in town at
one time or another and was with such
a group when I scored a hole in one. The
fact that distances were exaggerated is
illustrated by the fact that I used a midiron to tee off, though the hole was
listed at 250 yards and par four!
I also won the first golf tourney ever
held in Fort Lauderdale. This was a
"Sunday Swatfest" in which any number of players teed off, and some were
eliminated on each hole until it came
down to two on the final hole.
A further honor came that summer
when Sommers was back at his northern club, and Jesse Guilford, then national amateur champ, came to play
the course. I was chosen as his opponent. Guilford, a long hitter, made the
course look ridiculously easy, driving
many of the par fours and reaching
both par fives easily on his second shot,
usually using an iron!
The fact that the course was easy led
to a degree offame, for when President
Warren Harding was stalled in town
after the yacht on which he had been
cruising the Inland Waterway was
blocked by a dredge stuck across the
channel, he played the course. Lo and
behold, he broke 100 (for eighteen
holes) for the first and only time in his
life!
My "regular" golfing companion
soon became Perry Bryan, the son of
Tom Bryan who had built the town's
first electric company. Perry and I hit it
off so well that we also shared fishing
trips whenever we could find time from
other activities.
With the first inklings of Florida's
great 1925 boom showing, golf became
a "swanky" pastime, and most of the
town's leading citizens took up the
game. Golf knickers, which were to
become the veritable "badge" of the
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Florida real estate broker, also began to
appear in public. "Golf suits" also became popular, and Pop bought one.
These were suits having a coat with a
pleated back, to allow a free swing with
the club, and knickers, sometimes called "plus fours." Few people knew what
"plus four" meant, but it was a golf
handicap. Golf courses in the U.S. seldom awarded club handicaps, or even
held tourneys to decide the club champion.
In high school now, I gotmy first suit
with long pants, and wore it to take a
girl to a dance, a sort of tentative stab
at adulthood. The girl was Dorothy
Raulerson, and I hardly knew her and
never dated her again. The dance was
held on the second floor of the beach
casino. It seemed silly, but it made me
feel that I was growing up. "Cap" Reed,
often mayor of Fort Lauderdale and
one of its most understanding citizens,
seemed to sense how I felt. He said to
me:
"Kid, you look like a real man out
there."
Thus encouraged, I resolved to go to
more dances in my new suit. Margaret
Ewing was older than I, but she had
long, dark, curly hair, and I considered
her the prettiest girl in town, by far.
After what Cap had said, I was emboldened to ask her for a date, and she
accepted! We "went together" until I
went north that summer. When I came
back, she was married to Bill Dillard,
and part of my past. It was a beginning.
Until 1922, Fort Lauderdale High
had only two athletic teams, a track
team and a basketball team. Basketball was sporadic, primarily because
there was no suitable place to play, but
finally a gymnasium was built, a frame
structure with seats for 100 spectators.
The five boys comprising the track
team had gone to Gainesville in 1916
and won the state meet, coached by the
county's pioneer milk producer, Hamilton M. Forman, who had been a twomile runner at the University of Illinois.
Forman also contacted his former college coach, and asked him to send us a
likely track coach if he could persuade
one of his "boys" to brave the wilds of
south Florida. So, in the fall of 1922,
John S. Prescott, a former hurdler,
arrived on the scene to teach chemistry
and coach.
Fort Lauderdale was still a small
town, and we didn't have enough ath·
letically inclined boys to form either a
baseball or football team. Prescott, however, coached a basketball team that
beat our real enemy, Miami, on our
home floor, and then fulfilled his mission by winning the state track meet. A
dynamic, likeable man, he entered the
contracting business rather than coach
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a second year. I captained the basketball team and acted as weight thrower
in track, but without distinction as
such.
The year 1923 blossomed with bright
hopes for the future. The Stilwell family had built a home in the new subdivision of which their father was the leading figure, Idlewyld. It was the first
development to be placed entirely on
filled land. Winifred, the eldest of the
five daughters living at home, was a
class behind me in school, but we were
soon friends and dating, until I met sister Florence. I switched, but my pal,
Perry Bryan, "went big" for Winnie.
Although they came from Anderson,
Indiana, certainly not a big city, the
Stilwells were more sophisticated than
the locals. Fort Lauderdale was still
"backwoods." Mr. Stilwell was a funloving man who liked to share his conviviality in all ways, including that
"excellent" booze from the Bahamas.
Naturally, his hospitality extended to
his daughters' friends. So I found out
what liquor was like, in highballs and
cocktails. It made me feel sort of like a
man of the world, sophisticated. I
didn't like them much ... at first.
Prohibition, which had seemed totally unimportant locally, at least in its
early stages, was assuming a place in
the life of south Florida. Yankees were
coming here, the first wave of the great
boom to come. They were thirsty Yankees' in many cases, and local boatmen
were not long in finding ways to accomodate their yearnings for the "good
stuff." The nearby Bahamas were eas-

ily reachable, and their inhabitants
more than willing to cooperate.
As the 1920s progressed, new real
estate developments were springing up
throughout Broward County. A man
named J. W. Young was building a new
town between Dania and Hallandale,
in an area of pine woods and sandy
subsoil that nobody had thought fit to
farm. He called it Hollywood, though
there was no holly thereabouts - only
pine and, on the beach, palmetto
woods. One of the first things Young
built was a wide road that ran in a circle in what I guessed was the main
street. It was a swell race track for the
cars that all of us kids were learning to
drive.
It was said that Young was building
a golf course nearby. Some buildings
had already been started. It all seemed
sort of crazy, but the craziness of the
Florida boom had not really begun yet.
A man named Frank Croissant had
extended Andrews Avenue south from
Kings Creek and widened it. He was
developing what he called Croissant
Park, but the important thing was the
elegant dance hall he built, the Trianon
Gardens.
The class of 1923 was progressive.
We put out the first yearbook, for instance. But we still held the senior
prom in the old Oliver's Hall, upstairs,
on Brickell Avenue. The beach casino
was too far away, some of the kids
didn't have cars, and the new Trianon
Gardens was grown-up grandeur to
which we didn't yet aspire.

Philip Weidling (right) with friends Perry Bryan and
Winifred Stilwell (later Mrs. Perry Bryan), 1920s.

Mama
by NORMA HAMMER ALBURY

For several years now, whenever I
have told some tale ofthe past, friends
and relatives have said to me, "Norma,
why don't you write your 'memoirs'?"
Well, my "memoirs," as such, wouldn't
be much. But there is much about our
early Florida days that should not be
forgotten and is interesting to my children and their children, if to no one
else.
We pioneered, and I do mean pioneered, in the muck lands of South Florida
back in the days when these backcountry lands were first being drained
and opened up for sale. Our land was
purchased from the old Everglades
Sugar and Land Company and was
located west, some eight to ten miles,
midway, I'd say, between Dania and
Fort Lauderdale. I believe the man who
operated the company was Willard W.
Waldin. At least that's the man my
father seemed to admire inordinately,
so much so that my youngest brother,
who was born during the time of Dad's
dream to move to Florida, was named
Waldin. That's "Wally." He was nine
months old when we made the migration from Canada to Florida, and Wally
was my mother's eleventh living child.
The twelfth and final one, Audrey, was
born in Florida a few years later.
My mother and dad were both born
and raised on farms in Bates County,
Missouri, their parents having come to
America from Switzerland and Germany. They lived on neighboring farms,
and when my father was 21 and Mama
20, they were married and moved in
with Dad's people. I've often heard
Mama tell how hard she had it there
with Grandma Hammer, who was bossy about the babies, those two or three

William Henry and Adeline Hammer, photographed in Butler, Missouri, in
1892, the year they were married.
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Norma Albury spent her earliest years in
Alberta, Canada, andin Missouribefore moving to
Davie with her parents and ten brothers and
sisters in 1913. Her father, William H. Hammer,
was one ofa number of farmers from the western
plains who were drawn to the rich mucklands of
western Broward County after completion of
severalsouth Florida drainage canals openedportions of the Everglades to cultivation. Like other
Everglades pioneers, the Hammers found the soil
productive, the work often backbreaking, and their
livelihoodconstantly threatenedbyinsects, flood,
frost, and an unpredictable market. Through it all,
Norma maintained a perceptive memory and a
keen sense of humor.
It is interesting to compare and contrast
who were born before my' folks were
able to get onto a farm oftheir own. The
work was endless on a farm in those
days, but Mama was well used to work.
As a girl she had to leave school after a
few years to help out at home where her
mother lay sick. Grandma Hirni died
when Mama was about nine. There
were many sisters and brothers, as
both my grandpas wore out three wives
and had many children, fifteen or nineteen, I forget which.
Mama's stepmother was Lena Hirni,
whom we visited once on a trip to
Missouri from Canada, and again
while on our way to Florida. Both
grandmothers died after we moved to
Florida. Relatives have often said that
I favor my Grandma Hammer, but
often when I look in a mirror, I am
reminded of my own mother, too.
"The .first job I ever had where I
earned real money was doing housework on a neighboring farm," my
mother would say, "and do you know
what my wages were? Seventy-five
cents a week." We kids would be shocked, but then Mama would tell us all the
work she had to do for that princely
wage. She got up at four or five o'clock,
lit the fire, and cooked breakfast for a
big family and the hired men. From
then on, there was work and more work
all day long till late in the evening. I
can remember feeling tired just listening to her. There was no time for dallying in Mama's schedule. I often wondered how young people then had time
and opportunity to get acquainted, to
know each other, and to fall in love.
Yet, they married, and at that, pretty
young, too. One of Dad's half-brothers
married Rose, one of Mama's sisters,
when Rose was only sixteen.
Rose's husband was Louis. Dad had
a full brother named John. My dad was
the youngest. There was one other halfbrother, Fred, and three half-sisters,
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Mrs. Albury's recollections ofgrowing up in Broward in the 1910s with those of Philip Weidling
(pages 2-12 in this issue of Broward Legacy).
Weidling and Mrs. Albury are contemporaries, but
grew up in different geographic and economic
environments. Together, theiraccounts represent
the diversity that has characterized Broward
County throughout its history.
Mrs. Albury's narrative is followed by "A
Partial Hammer Genealogy, "which is intended to
help readers keep trackofthe numerous members
ofthis family, andbyan article from a 1913issue of
the Fort Lauderdale Sentinel, which tabulates
William Hammer's expenses and profits from his
first six months of farming at Davie.
.

Emma, Louisa, and Caroline, but they
don't figure in this story. So, these
three, Louis, John, and Will, back on
the old Missouri farm, must have gotten restless one spring and heard the
call from the far Northwest, where
land, good prairie land, was to be had
for the settling. Consequently, they gathered their wives and families (there
were five children in our family by
then, and I suppose nearly a like number in the others) and moved up and out
to Alberta, Canada, which was known
then simply as the British Northwest
Territory. For years, when I was in
school, we wrote our address as Alberta, Canada, N.W.T. These Hammer
families settled near the small town of
Olds, which is still on the map and
located about sixty miles north of
Calgary. Each brother homesteaded a
quarter section or more, and the district
came to be known as the Hammer
District. The school, with all eight
grades in one room, was called the
Hammer School, although by the time I
came along to attend it, there were
many more families there. One of
Mama's brothers tried homesteading,
too. George Hirni brought his lovely
young wife, Lillian, and their two little
ones. I always considered my Aunt
Lillian quite the most elegant lady I
ever saw. I told her this when we visited
her in Omak, Washington, about twelve
years ago, and I think she was pleased,
if a trifle surprised,
My dad built a log house first. I
remember it only as a part of the twostory frame house we lived in later. It
had to be moved to the later location, as
Dad could not find a good well where
we first settled. This was prairie country, good for oats, wheat, and raising
cattle. Also, we had a garden which
had only about three months in which
to produce before the frosts came again.
But you never saw such large and

beautiful vegetables as grew there. The
land was virgin. I cannot remember
using fertilizer or bug-killers in Canada. Of course the weather was cold, and
we had snows, freezes, and blizzards.
Often the water or milk pitchers would
freeze and break. I can recall going to
school with the thermometer at forty,
fifty, or even sixty degrees below zero,
and snow drifts so high the older children walked ahead, and the snow would
be higher than my head on either side.
We didn't mind. Kids don't! We were
healthy and hardy. Mama even liked
Canada, and it must have been hard for
her, all those babies and kids to keep in
clean clothes, and the constant mopping up when we tracked in mud and
snow.
In the summer we were out of doors
all day. There were ripe. gooseberries to
pick, and what an adventure to go all
the way to the east coulee to get them.
Mary, who was the oldest girl, was
always in charge. There were petrified stumps of trees over there, and
often we found Indian arrowheads. We
had to cross a stream, which was sometimes swollen almost to a river, on a
barbed wire fence. Did you ever try
that? It isn't easy. Now that I think
back on the things we used to do, I
wonder how any of us lived to grow up.
Surely, there are guardian angels who
watch over crazy kids. I was only about
seven or eight and there were some
younger kids than I was that went
along, too.
There must have been many privations and discomforts, but as I say,
children do not seem to mind. Our
house was two-story frame. For heat we
had only a range in the kitchen where
the cooking was done and a heater that
burned coal or wood in the living room.
The chimney went up through the upstairs hall. This was all the heat upstairs. On very cold nights we undres-

sed by the downstairs heater and took
hot irons wrapped in old cloths to bed
with us to warm our feet. As two or
more kids slept together, we managed
to keep warm enough.
Twelve years of this life went by for
my folks. They had moved to Canada
at about the turn of the century. Alma,
the first Canuck, was born there in
April of 1902. I came along in September of 1903. After me were Clifford,
Arline, Ralph and Wally. I do not know
whether the move was a good one for
my dad or not. I do know that one year,
when I was about five, we left the farm
and moved to town where Dad ran a
hardware store. I suppose it was his,
and I suppose it was not a success
because we were soon back on the farm
again.
Sometime during these years, Uncle
John and Uncle George gave up and
moved back to Missouri. But Uncle
Louis never gave up. Long after we
came to Florida we would receive letters from him and we all helped decipher them, because he was never a good
penman or speller. We made out enough
to learn that he was prospering and
feeling good that he had stuck it out
and not gone to Florida as Dad would
have had him do. His children still live
in the general Hammer District. Some
of the boys have farmed and raised
cattle all these years and have done
well. There was always some feeling of
rivalry between our families when we
were young. Aunt Rose kept pace with
Mama in the matter of having babies,
for she had eleven, but she and Mama
never saw eye-to-eye on a lot of things.
During the months of 1911 and 1912,
Dad somehow learned of the fair land
of Florida and the crops to be raised
there in the muck lands. He made three
separate trips to see for himself. It was
this, Mama said later, she couldn't
forgive him for, but I think she did at
last. He came back each time with more
glowing accounts and descriptions of
the wonders of the place. He brought
back coffee cans full of muck, grapefruit (which we children thought were
horrible), seashells, a stuffed alligator,
maps, pictures, and talk, talk, talk. As I
look back at it, I see myself dreaming of
Florida and myself sitting in the crotch
of a grapevine picking and eating
grapes. Dad said bananas grew so plentifully we could have them every day.
Oh, joy! to kids who so seldom got
bananas way up there in the frozen
North. Also, oranges! Why people in
Florida scrubbed their floors with
orange juice just to make them white! I,
for one, was thoroughly sold. I'm always easily led down the garden path. I
think my dad was like that. You could
call him a dreamer, or gullible. Anyway, we were committed. It was Florida

or bust. As it turned out, it was both.
We held an auction and sold our farm
equipment and our furniture, except
the piano, which was shipped and did
not arrive for the longest time after we
did. My dad had introduced Black
Angus cattle into the area. These were
sold, too, and when we visited Canada
about thirty-seven years later, we saw
descendants of those same cattle on a
cousin's farm. Our farm was also sold.
We packed up, and all hands were
loaded on a train in Olds and headed
for the folks' place in Missouri. Needless to say, the long train ride was a real
adventure for us kids. I was barely nine
at the time; this was in November of
1912.
Tales we tell in the family about the
train ride include one about green
cheese. Do you know about green
cheese? It comes (or did) in a hard cake
and has to be grated. Then it is eaten as
a spread on bread and butter. It also
has a very strong smell. Whether no
meals were served on the trains in
those days, or whether because we were
so many we could not afford to eat in
the dining car, I do not know, but
Mama always had boxes and baskets
offood. One day, the coach was particularly crowded so that we could not all
sit together. It being near meal time,
somebody got out the food and began to
grate the green cheese. Soon a passenger sitting nearby began to sniff,
then gathered up his baggage and
moved to another car. Then another
decided the air was better somewhere
else, then another, till soon we had
plenty of room, and some to spare.
After that, whenever we were pressed
for space, out came the green cheese.
Mama, in order to replenish our larder, would sometimes get off the train
when it pulled into a station. Us kids
were always afraid she'd get stranded
when the train pulled out, and we'd
peer anxiously out the dusty windows,
searching for her along the platform.
We were always sure she hadn't made
it, but soon after the train began
moving she'd come down the aisle with
the lunch basket over her arm.

MISSOURI
We arrived in Missouri and were
scattered around, one or two at a house,
among our many relatives. Those six
weeks we spent there were unhappy
ones for me. I was placed all alone for
most of the time at Uncle John's. the
same Uncle John who had been in Canada. He seemed to me to be kind of a
morose person, and I was scared to
death ofhim. When he spoke, my young
cousins and I jumped. I sometimes
wish today' s children could see the sort
of respect and obedience they gave
their papa. We did the chores and only
afterwards could we dare to play.

Then Christmas came and I was
lonely for my own family. Late in the
day Mama and Dad came and brought
me a tiny cast-iron range with little
skillets and pots. Although I loved it,
the little stove was the only thing I got,
and I did want a big beautiful doll so
bad. Oh well, I never did get a big
beautiful doll until a few years ago,
when my youngest child, with tears in
her eyes, after hearing me tell about the
dolls I never got, said, "Mama, why
don't you go buy yourself a pretty doll
now?" That made sense, so I did. I still
have her and I love her, but I guess no
one will ever know how I suffered as a
child for a doll.
In Canada, we had at the schoolhouse, on Christmas eve, what they
called the "Christmas Tree." There was
a big tree on the platform all decorated
with candles, tinsel, and toys and dolls
of all kinds. There were songs and
"pieces" recited by the school children.
Then some man, sometimes my dad
because he was the Sunday School
Superintendent, would go up to the tree
as the final treat to take down one toy
at a time and read the name attached to
it, while the happy kid went up to
receive it. I used to sit and stare at the
dolls. I'm sure they were the prettiest
things I had ever seen. First the big one
at the top. It could only be mine! But no,
it was called out to some neighbor girl.
Then I'd choose the one I liked nextbest. No, some friend got it. So it went,
and I got more and more disappointed
with each one. I never did get a doll. In
fact, my parents never carried our toys
to the schoolhouse, preferring to give
them to us at home. One year I got a doll
carriage. I liked it fine, but a carriage
and no doll? Mama said, "Well you can
push Alma's doll." I ask you, is that
any fun? Small wonder! soon completely lost faith in Santa Claus. Ah well,
perhaps the disappointments were
good for my soul. These days kids, at
least the ones I see at Christmas time,
have so many things they don't value
them at all. The swing ofthe pendulum.
Perhaps, too, this is the reason my two
girls have had all the dolls they ever
wanted, more maybe, because Zada,
especially, never cared much for dolls.
It was while we were in Missouri that
Mama's father, Christian Hirni, died.
It was my first time to experience death
and to attend a funeral. While my grief
could not be personal since I scarcely
knew my grandfather, it was upsetting
to us all to see Mama cry. She never
cried! Later, after we were in Florida, it
was most distressing to me to see tears
running down her cheeks one day at
dinner as she drank her tea. Mama
crying? Why? What was her grief or
burden? I do not know to this day what
particular thing it was, but there was
winter/spring - 15

much hard work and hard times to
bear, and it was a seven day wonder
that she stayed as sane and healthy as
she did. Poor Mama, with eleven kids
ranging in age from nineteen to nine
months, she had moved thousands of
miles from anybody and any place she
knew to a totally new life, and that not
easy or pleasant. I wonder often if I
could have done as well as she did.
Lord, rest her.

FLORIDA
So we came on by train in January of
1913 as far as Jacksonville, Florida.
There we disembarked to change trains,
I suppose, and Dad got the great idea,
"why not go on to Miami by boat? It
will be a nice change from the train,"
and not one of us had ever been on a
boat before.
Consequently, we boarded the Morgan bound for Miami. I do not know
how large a boat she was. She had a
paddle wheel and a dining room where,
after the first supper, all the dishes slid
off the table every time the colored man
set it. It was a rough trip. I don't know
how long it took.us, we were all so sick it
didn't really matter. Of all sicknesses, I
think sea sickness is the worst. The
baby (Wally) felt all right; that was a
blessing. And Edwin, the oldest brother, felt fine and spent his time teasing
the rest of us. This is a habit he has not
lost in all these fifty years. Ask anyone
he takes out fishing.
I remember an elderly gentleman on
deck with a rug over his knees who
offered me a candy mint, saying it
would make me feel better. It didn't. It
went the way of the rest and possibly
made some fish happy. What a voyage!
But one sunny morning we pulled
into the Miami River and tied up just
below the Miami Avenue bridge. Miami
today is a far cry from what we saw
that moming in January, 1913. Nevertheless, to us it looked beautiful. There was
Royal Palm Park with grass and trees,
and it didn't roll and heave. No Bayfront Park then, that was all filled in
later. There was the big old yellow
frame hotel, the Royal Palm, that Flagler built. To us it looked huge and very
opulent. And there were tall buildings,
at least four to six stories. Quite a town!
Dad went off somewhere and hired
two big touring cars to carryall of us
the twenty-five miles back to Fort Lauderdale, which was the gateway to our
place in the mucklands known then as
Zona. Our bicycle, having come on the
boat with us, had to be taken, too. It
was decided that Paul, the second boy,
and about seventeen, should ride it.
At Fort Lauderdale we put up at a
small grey stone hotel called the Keystone. Some old timer may remember it.
I remember it chiefly because ofthe water cooler and folded paper cups. Oh, we
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were learning fast. We were to stay in
Lauderdale until Dad and the older
boys got our house built. No, there was
no house ready and waiting. We started
from scratch. After a few days in the
hotel we moved into the yard in a tent
house. I never knew if Dad rented it
from the hotel man or someone else,
because it was cheaper. It was fun and
we kids madea game of it. The tent had
wooden walls part way up, but the rest
was canvas. Mama had her first kerosene stove to cook on, and she always
hated them. "Food never tastes the
same as when cooked on a wood
stove," Mama always said.
There was an outdoor privy and growing around it many guava trees. This
fruit was new to us. We carried some in
the tent and soon Mama called out,
"What's that stink?" When we told her
about the guavas and about getting

headed pell-mell, full steam ahead, for
the end of the mowed field, and when I
hit the rope, I also hit the ground and
rolled to the end of the field. There was
no doubt I was the winner, and I had
the prize of a quarter to prove it. I never
let my older sister, Alma, forget I beat
her that day.

DAVIE
I think we stayed in our tent house in
Fort Lauderdale two weeks or so, and
then one day, Dad and the two big boys
came back to get us. There were no
roads to Zona in those days, none at all.
You traveled up the New River and
then into the south fork of the canal
until you came to Zona. This was then
also Dade County. It was not until
some years later that Broward County
was formed out ofthe northern portion
of Dade. At one time, Dade County

In 1913, several months after their arrival, the Hammers were photographed
on their Davie farm.

them out by the privy, she said, "Well,
you can sure tell where they've been
growing. Get them out of here." It took
Mama a long time to get to like guavas.
Most of our entertainment while waiting in Lauderdale consisted of racing
around the city blocks. Sidewalks were
new to us. We would start at a given
point and run in opposite directions to
see who could get back to the starting
place first. Passersby must have been
diverted. Myself, I was no mean runner
in those days. I was always stocky, to
put it kindly. In fact, my name among
the family was always "Fatty." I almost didn't know my real name was
Norma until I went to school. Anyway,
one time up in Canada we had a race at
a fair picnic. The course was down a
mowed field, and the officials had
stretched a thin rope to mark the finish
line. I didn't see any old rope! I was

covered all the southern part of Florida,
but that is a matter for the historians.
The boat which carried us and our
baggage to Zona stopped obligingly at
our own dock. We shared this dock with
the Hills. There were three Hill families, and their three little neat houses
were built side by side near the canal.
They were coal miners from Michigan
come to Florida to farm.
These people, particularly the Tom
Hills and the Jim Hills, figured largely
in our lives all the years we lived in
Zona, or Davie, as it was later renamed.
My brother Edwin married Bessie, the
daughter ofthe Tom Hills, and my very
first love was Tommy, their son, who
was a year or two older than myself. I
don't know if I've ever loved anyone
since in quite the same way that I loved
him. Call it puppy-love if you will, it
was real at the time. He grew up to

The Hammer Family in Davie, c.
1916. Back row, left to right: Henry,
Clara, Ed. Middle row: Arline, Mary,
William, Ralph, Adeline, Wally,
Clifford. Seated on the grass: Alma
and Norma.

be a truck driver, and I'm sure he was I'
good one. He married a girl in Miami
years later, after we had all moved
there, but long before that, we had each
moved on to other times and other
loves. I will always remember Tommy
with warmth and affection, and I hope
he thinks of me the same way.
The muck lands had been drained.
Each ten-acre plot had ditches dividing
it from its neighbors. Running parallel
to the "big" canal and across the rock
road, was a collection canal which was
much narrower and much more shallow. There were pumping stations with
huge pumps that ran night and day
when there was too much rain and the
land flooded. On the uncleared acres,
the saw-grass grew six or seven feet
tall. The little town of Zona consisted of
a grocery and sort of general store built
right on the canal, with a big dock for
boats to load and unload. There was a
small post office, and across the way,
another little store run by a man named
Earle. He was married to a Spanish
lady who was strange to us, but very
beautiful. Later we knew more of her
people and much later, my young brother Ralph married one of her greatnieces.

The school, that first year we were
there, was held in the "other room" of
the big store. It was a two-story building of corrugated tin.
But to get back to our arrival. We got
out on the dock. Some of the Hills were
there to see the newcomers. There was
no real road, just the top of the dike
which was thrown up between the
ditches. Dad had bought a white mare
named Nellie, and somewhere he'd gotten a row boat; maybe he built it. We put
our baggage in the flat-bottomed boat
and hitched Nellie to a rope that pulled
the boat down the ditch to our house, a
distance about a half mile. Several
trips were made to bring all our stuff.

We kids were excited and thrilled with
this new life. What was a half mile? We
ran all the way. Dad said, "It's the first
place you come to; there aren't any
others." We found it.
I often wonder what Mama's first
thoughts were as she looked at her new
home in Florida. To get to it, you left the
dike and crossed the ditch on a plank.
The earth was black (this was real
Florida muck) and the ditch was full of
brownish water. The house was wood
frame with siding and the roof of corrugated tin. The windows were covered
with screen and had awnings of the
same tin which had to be raised or
lowered from the outside and propped
open with a stick. There was a small
roofed entrance porch, then a long
living room, and to the side of it, a long
screened dining room and kitchen combination. At the back and behind the
living and dining rooms were three bedrooms. No bathroom, but then we had
had none in Canada either. Outdoor
privies were used in Zona in those days.
No one had a bathroom. When we
bathed, we used wash tubs and carried
them into one ofthe smaller bedrooms.
Our floors were unfinished wood, and
were scrubbed every week to keep them
presentable. Later we had linoleum and
at times some sort of carpet.
Mama cooked on a kerosene stove,
did her washing on a board, in boil pots
and tubs, and ironed with flat irons
heated on the oil stove. Our oven was a
separate box affair that fitted over two
ofthe burners and sat in a corner when
not in use. "Perfection" oil stoves who remembers them? Tall, thin cylin·
ders that fitted over wicks that you
lighted with a match and which smoked
like mad if you failed to set the cylinder
absolutely straight and sometimes
even if you did. Oh, the black·bottomed
pots I have washed. I never minded the
dishes too much. In fact, we used to fuss

over the privilege of washing over
wiping, but I did hate those pots.
We ate at a long table covered with oil
cloth. There was a bench down the wall
side where four or five kids could sit,
and there were four or five more of us on
the other side. Mama and Dad sat at
the ends. We always said, later in life
and after we were old enough to poke
fun at our dad, that it was well to
choose a place as far from him as
possible at the table, for if a child, any
child, spilled something or misbehaved,
Dad socked the one nearest him. Once
one of us dropped a board on his foot,
and poor Mary, who was near him to
hand him something, took the blow for
the guilty one.
FARMING
Now the farming started. We were to
grow truck and garden crops, all sorts.
The sawgrass had to be cut, the land
plowed and harrowed and crops plant·
ed. We all worked. Many days we were
kept from school to work in the fields,
although Dad and Mama both were
believers in education and anxious that
we all have good schooling. I suppose it
was a matter of first things first, and at
that, not one of us ever failed a grade or
had to repeat. Paul, Edwin and Mary
quit school when we moved to Florida.
Mary must have been above fifteen, so
she never really had high school. Hen·
ry went to high school at Ft. Lauderdale, but stopped before he graduated.
Then Clara came along with ambitions
to be a teacher. She finished high
school and went on to the University of
Florida and took the teacher's exam
and got her certificate. She got her
college degree after many years of summer work and taught school for 35
years. Alma and I graduated together
in 1921. Somewhere along the way I
had caught up with her. Then I followed Clara's example and taught school
for six years at the Southside School in
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Miami which is still there on Southwest
13th Street. I think the others all finished high school, too, and the baby,
Audrey, graduated from the University
of Miami.
Where was I? The farming. The soil
was rich and black and crops grew like
mad. But any farmer knows the breaks
of the game. If we had a certain crop,
the bottom dropped out of the market
and by the time our hampers of beans
were sent by boat to Lauderdale, and
consigned to a middleman who sold for
us and took his cut, there was nothing
left. Once. after ape': ;icularly good
shipment of green beans, Dad received
a check for three cents. He nailed it on
the wall.
The muck soil was extremely
heavy and sticky in wet weather. We
had muck shoes for our mule, Maude,
and for the mare, Nell. These were flat
square plates of iron which had to be
clamped to the animals' feet to keep
them from sinking into the mud. In
theory they may have been fine, but in
reality they were a darned nuisance.
The animals hated them. To see them
picking up their feet protestingly with
those awkward ungainly things clanking along was reminiscent of the cats
we used to tease by sticking squares of
paper to their paws. We would double
up with laughter to see them pick up
their feet and try to shake the heavy
shoes off.
In spite of our hardships, there was
always humor among us. We were always full of quips and wisecracks and
teasing and jokes. What a blessing
humor brings to our lives! I remember
how much fun we got out of one of
Henry's wisecracks. We still laugh
about it to this day. It was cabbage
planting time and Dad must have been
extremely anxious to get his cabbage
going, because he came around to our
rooms that morning before daylight
waking us all up and urging us to get
going. I imagine Henry opened one eye,
saw it was still mighty early and growled out, "What's the matter? Is the cabbage wild that we have to sneak up on it
in the dark?"
Once Tib got a young shoat from
Future Farmers (or some such organization) to raise for himself. One evening
after dark, Dad asked Tib ifhe'd remembered to feed his pig. Tib had not, so
Dad sent him out to feed it. Tib was
young and afraid of the dark, and the
pen was a good distance, and he was
back in the house real soon. It was not
till a week or so later we learned where
he had put the corn he started out with.
It sprouted and came up in the back
yard right near the porch, a great patch
of it very close together, where he had
dug a hole and buried it.
The sudden sharp frosts (which we
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did not expect in Florida) got some of
our crops. Floods took others, bugs or
blights or something, there was always
something. It wasn't that things
wouldn't grow. We had bananas in
abundance, guavas, watermelons, potatoes, cabbage, celery, tomatoes, lettuce,
cucumbers, pumpkins, cassava, roselle - name it, we had it. At one time, we
had a row of pecan trees. They never
bore nuts and finally died of too much
water, I suppose. During World War I,
Dad planted acres of castor beans. He
knew there would be a market for castor oil to be used by the planes in the
war. We never sold any castor beans.
Another year it was cabbage. This
would be the big money maker. So acres
and acres were planted in cabbage.
This is a backbreaking job. You took a
dibble, a round stick about an inch in
diameter, six or seven inches long, and
pointed on one end. You made a hole in
the row which had already been laid
out by one of the boys and stuck in the
little cabbage plant and tramped the
dirt firmly around it, then moved on to
the next plan t.
So we had lots of cabbage and it grew
and prospered and when it was ready to
cut, there was so much cabbage on the
market already it wasn't bringing
enough money to pay to cut it, crate it
and ship it. So it lay in the fields and
the sun beat down and the rains came
and it finally began to rot. We used all
we could and gave away all anyone
would take. We made sauerkraut and
even canned some, and still there was
cabbage. When cabbage rots it smells.
We endured it. Finally when it was
nearly all gone, the price went up. It
went higher. Dad took a look through
the fields and ordered all hands out to
salvage what we could. Nellie was hitched to the wagon, crates loaded in and
kids were sent down all the rows with
knives and orders to cut all the good
heads that were left and toss them in
the wagon. It was quite an experience.
Sometimes you stepped in a brown
mushy cabbage and it squirted in all
directions, sometimes you reached out
for what looked like a solid head, and
your hand plunged into soft rottenness
that smelled to high heaven. But we
saved quite a few crates of salable
cabbage, as though it seemed to us we
could smell it for weeks after the rest
was finally plowed under.
Then there was okra. Oh how we kids
hated to pick okra. It had little fuzzy
stickers on both the pod and the plant
and it grew high, at times over the
smallest kids' heads. The fuzz got all
over you, down into your clothes and in
your hands and fingers until you itched
from head to toe. The darn stuff had to
be cut every day to be sure to get only
the tender pods. On the day it was to be

cut, our brother Ed took delight in
being the first one up in the morning
and coming around to all our beds,
shaking us and crying out, "Okra day,
come on get up, it's okra day!" We hated
him. Finally we hit on the plan to don
our bathing suits for the hated job, It
didn't make any difference how bare
you were, the itch wasn't any better. As
soon as the last row was cut, away we
ran as fast as we could go, up to the
canal and plunged in for a swim. This
soon washed away the itchiness and
we all loved to go swimming.
I guess most of us learned to swim by
the trial and error method. In those
days you went in the water and you
fooled around and floundered until you
learned to paddle enough to stay afloat,
then you went on to learn the crawl
(which was new in those days) and to
swim under water and to do all sorts of
tricks. I think a great deal is denied a
child in this day ofinstructors-for-everything, when he is not allowed to discover, suddenly all by himself, that he
has taught himself to do something
important and vital. The canal, in our
early days in Davie, was newly-dug
and clean with big sand banks on
either side. The water was brown, but
clear and it was not all choked with
grass and weeds as itis now. It furnished most of our recreation in those days,
and we loved it.
Several years later, roads were built
to Davie and to Fort Lauderdale. A
bridge was put across the canal up by
the store. It became the height of
daring to dive or even jump from the
railing of this bridge. I remember the
day I finally got up courage enough to
jump. Unknown to me, the skirt of my
bathing suit (yes, they had skirts then)
was hooked over the end of the rail
where it divided for the bridge to be
raised for boats, and when I jumped,
there was a sudden ripping noise. I had
to float and paddle all the way down to
our own dock, where I gathered my torn
suit about me and ran for home.
SCHOOL
That first year in Zona, the school
was held in the side room of the big
store building. I believe all eight grades
were together. I was in the fourth grade
and so was Alma. Clara was one grade
ahead of us, the others scattered out
above and below. Our teacher was Miss
Hicks. I suppose basically she must
have been a very nice person, but she
was ill-equipped to handle children.
Surely, we were no worse than most,
but from the start she had no control
over the bigger boys, so the girls and
younger pupils soon fell in line tormenting her and making her life generally miserable. That first year could
not have been too bad, I do not remember any terrible escapades, but oh, the

following years. Why she did not give
up and move on elsewhere, I'll never
know. She had no family ties there and
boarded with one of our families. A new
building was built to house the school
and by the following year, the population having increased with new people
moving in, we had two rooms, one for
the primary grades and one for the
higher grades. Miss Hicks had the higher grades, and it was this year that I
particularly remember all the terrible
things we did. It is a world's wonder
that we ever learned a thing! Sometimes we took a notion to HUM. One
started it, the next took it up, and on it
went until the entire room was HUMMING, a pretty loud hum, too. Miss
Hicks would go frantically up and
down the aisles ordering us to stop it at
once. As she leaned over a child, that
culprit would be very silent until she
moved on to the next. That way she

We drew horrible pictures of her and
labelled them. My sister, Clara, was
good at likenesses. She drew one of
Miss Hicks in her usual dress, a black
and white plaid skirt and a rose sprigged blouse, with her hair in a bun as she
always wore it, that was so like her that
I think Miss Hicks was really pleased
with it. We girls accused her ofwearing
"rats" in her hair. She took it all down
one day to prove we were wrong. She
wore a gold bracelet (the stretchy kind)
on her right arm to hide a scar, and one
day, as she was striking one ofthe boys
with a stick or ruler (it was legal in
those days) the bracelet flew off and
landed by Tommy's desk. He quickly
picked it up and tossed it out the open
window. It was a long time before she
found it again.
Zeke Moore, one day, killed a snake
near the ditch that bordered the school
yard, and while Miss Hicks was gone

The author, in a bathing costume of the day, at the Davie Canal, 1918.

could never definitely say WHO was
HUMMING. We kept it up till we tired
of it, and she was entirely helpless
while it lasted.
We had no electric bells to summon
us in for school, but a hand bell which
the teacher kept in her desk drawer. At
times, someone would run in while
Miss Hicks was outside during recess
or the noon hour and take the bell and
hide it. When time came for classes,
poor Miss Hicks, who could not find the
bell, would run around the playground
calling us by name to come on in. We
ignored her or called out, "We don't
hear the bell." When we got
ready, we came in. Very often she
called some of the school trustees in to
talk to us. They were usually some of
our own fathers, and, for a while, we
behaved better. But there's always a
challenge among kids to be daring and
to go one step further.

on an errand, he laid it in the top
drawer of her desk. We all knew it was
there and you can imagine how we
waited with gleeful anticipation for
Miss Hicks to open her drawer. She did
not disappoint us. Zeke was expelled
for a few days, but that didn't matter
much to Zeke.
Harry Shaw was another ringleader.
One day, Miss Hicks got annoyed with
him on the playground and tried to
catch him to punish him. Harry ran
and crawled under the schoolhouse,
which was built upon pilings about two
or three feet off the ground. Down went
Miss Hicks on all fours to go after him,
but she was rather stout and couldn't
make it too well. While she was bent
over there, one ofthe other boys passed
by, and with a stick he belted her across
the rear and then ran and joined the
other boys, so that she never knew who
it was.

But I think the meanest thing I was
ever directly involved in, and something of which I am ashamed to this
day, was the time we gave her the
platter. Three orfourofus girls were on
our way home from school one hot day
and had taken off shoes and stockings
and were wading in the clear, sandy
collection canal. Near the big tomato
packing house, one of us suddenly
picked up a platter that was right there
in the canal. It was a pretty thing, all
decorated with violets. We all admired
it and hardly gave a thought as to
whose it was or how it came to be there,
but someone suggested we give it to
Miss Hicks as ajoke. Consequently, we
carried it into the packing house, dried
it off with tomato wrappers, wrapped it
up in the same tomato wrappers and
wrote a note to enclose. "To our dear
teacher, Miss Hicks, with love from the
following girls," and we all signed it.
The next morning we presented it and
I'll never forget the look of happiness
on that poor soul's face. She probably
thought we had repented, had a change
ofheart, and everything would be roses
from there on out. She heaped coals of
fire on our heads by showing it to
the entire school body and telling who
gave it to her, etc., etc. If it had ended
there, all would have been well and
good. But kids talk and one Mrs. Lowe
heard the tale from her son and said,
"Well, that's where my platter is." She
had taken it with some food to a community supper held at the packing house
and somehow the platter had been
thrown out with the trash or garbage.
Since it was a favorite of Mrs. Lowe's,
she was not about to keep quietaboutit
and let Miss Hicks have her platter, so
she turned up at school and claimed it
and Miss Hicks was forced to give it up.
What else she gave up that day I do not
know, but I'm sure she gave up any hope
she might have had of us. The fun was
gone from the joke as far as I was
concerned, too.
There was no end to the ugly things
we did to that poor woman, and I guess
at last she despaired of us all and gave
up, for the following year the trustees
saw to it that we had a man teacher
who would control us. He did. In spite of
it, or perhaps because of it, we liked
him. He was a very young teacher who
was still completing his own education
and went on to become a very high
official in education circles. It seems to
me the only punishment he ever gave
out (perhaps this was only for the girls,
as I do remember several violent runins with the boys before he got them in
line) was to write verses of Poe's "Annabelle Lee" 50 times or so. I memorized a good bit of "Annabelle Lee" that
year. I also learned to study and apply
myself, so that I usually stood at the top
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of my class.
While Alma and I were in seventh
grade, our family moved down onto a
dairy farm about midway between Lauderdale and Dania. It was owned by a
huge fat man named Marshall and the
farm was called "Fair Acres." Paul was
left on the home place to look after
things and to "bach" it. He would come
to the dairy to see us on weekends often,
riding a bicycle. Alma and I went to
Lauderdale school, riding on a milk
truck one or both ways, but we often
walked, too, and it must have been five
or six miles. We children had a wonderful time that year, although of course
we worked, too. Work we were always
used to. We drove the cows to pasture,
and at night we helped milk them.
Often I milked four or five· cows at
evening, but Dad did not make us get
up in the mornings to milk. Only from
Clara on up did that, it was so early.
Then the milk had to be processed, put
in sterilized bottles, and delivered. I'm
sure Henry, Mary and the older ones
worked very hard. This move was not a
success either, because after a year or so,
we moved back to Davie again. We were
happy to be back among our friends,
although we had made new friends in
Lauderdale and had a taste of townschool life.
GROWING UP
In 1916 we had a flood. It rained and
rained until the pumps and ditches
were unable to get rid of all the water. It
rose higher and higher until our land
was covered. The pigs, cow, horse, mule
and even the chickens had to be moved
onto the dike. Pens were made for the
pigs and chickens; the others were tied

up or left to wander. There was nowhere they could go. Our house was not
built on stilts as many in Davie
were, so very soon the water covered
the floor. We put the piano, the beds,
tables and all the furniture we could up
on blocks. Planks were laid across on
blocks and we could walk on them. I
don't know how long the water stayed,
but it was a dismal time. Food must
have been low. I can remember eating
lots of dasheens. They grew on the dike
and were a plant very much like our
ornamental elephant ears. The root is a
tuber and when cooked is lavender in
color, mealy and starchy, sort oflike a
potato.Theyweren't delicious, but they
were filling. Then we had lots of that
sauerkraut left. Sometimes we had mul·
let the boys caught in the canal or
ditches. We got by. I remember sitting
at the table in the living room, four or
five of us cutting out paper dolls and
playing with them. Scraps fell into the
water and we left them there. My poor
mother, how did she stand it? At night
we got to our beds and dried our feet
with towels we kept hung across the
bedstead. Sooner or later, the water
receded and the land dried out again.
There were many snakes in Davie
when we moved there. The only poisonous ones were the water moccasins.
Further away, where there was sandy
soil, there were rattlers, but not on our
damp muck. My father killed a huge
rattlesnake, about seven feet long, one
Sunday afternoon while he was at a
baseball game north of Davie. He
brought it home for us all to see, and
somehow afforded to have it skinned
and tanned. It was always brought out
and unrolled to display to any visitors

FAMILY MATIERS
I was thirteen when my youngest
sister was born. It was a sunny day in
January, a Saturday, I believe, and we
were planting celery. At noon we went
to the house for dinner. A strange man
sat in the living room and Clara, who

Alma Hammer, 1920.

Fort Lauderdale High School, 1920.

Clifford "Tib" Hammer, 1921.
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we had, especially any from the North.
One of the children still has it, I'm sure.
Dad killed it with a hoe or a rake, I'm
not sure which. We all killed snakes.
You saw a snake, did you holler and run
and scream? Don't be silly. You looked
for a stick or a hoe or whatever was
handy and you beat it on the head till it
died. To this day, I am not terrified of
snakes as many people are. I killed too
many of them as a child. Now a cock·
roach!That's something else again, es
pecially when they fly.
And then the mosquitoes. They were
murder during those first years. We
made smudge fires but if you brought
one in the house, the smoke burned eyes
and throats until you'd almost rather
have the mosquitol's. Our house was
screened, but still they got in. We had
mosq uito nets over our beds. On hot
nights you burned up under a net. The
theory is that air comes in through the
net. Have you tried it? No breeze,
unless it's a gale, comes through a net.
If you went outside at night (and you
had to since we had no indoor bathrooms) the mosquitoes attacked you in
clouds, at times almost cutting off your
breath, so that you had to fan your face
constantly. As the years passed and
the land dried out, there were fewer
mosquitoes, but as long as we lived in
Davie, we always had them. It was just
a part of our life.

"P.D.Q." School bus which transported students from Davie to Fort
Lauderdale High School, 1919.
cooked and served the dinner that day,
said it was the doctor from Dania.
"Who's sick?" we asked. We NEVER
had a doctor. "Mama is," Clara said,
and we all wanted to know what was
the matter. Mama was never sick. We
were not told. That afternoon, late,
when we finished for the day and came
in, the doctor was gone, and we had a
new baby sister. How dumb we were in
those days, weren't we? A girl of13,and
I didn't even know my mother was
expecting. True, shewas always a little
stout. I later learned our neighbor lady,
who used to visit Mama nearly every
day, didn't know either. I felt better.
Anyway, it was wonderful to have a
new baby girl to mother and to take
care of and to play with. She was
spoiled by all of us, but she grew up to
become one of the kindest, most generous persons in the world. My mother
was 45 years old when Audrey was
born, the twelfth and last. There were
six boys and six girls, all of us healthy
and well, in spite of hardships and no
luxuries to speak of.
Before Audrey's birth, my sister
Mary had quietly gone offto Dania and
married a Davie man by the name of
Owen Lloyd. She was only 17. It upset
Mama considerably. Mary kept her
marriage a secret for a while and continued to stay on at home, but soon a
baby was coming, and it had to be told,
so she moved off with Owen up to his
house near the canal. Her first baby,
Billy, is older than Audrey by a couple
of years.
The first World War came and went.
Edwin served in the Coast Guard and
was stationed at Hobe Sound, Fla.,
patrolling the beach on a motorcycle.
Paul was sent overseas to France. We

used to get the nicest, most interesting
letters from him. Paul was the quiet
one. He seldom said much at home, so I
suppose his letters impressed me. He
played a horn of some kind in the army
band. He came through the war untouched and was soon home again. My
memories of that war are mainly of
foods, or the lack ofthem. We often had
no sugar and had to use syrup for
sweetening tea and coffee. Butter was
scarce, and the margarine was white
and looked like lard. It had to be colored
by mixing in a little pellet of yellow
coloring. Very often that part was neglected and I always hated that white
margarine.
There being no high schools in
Davie, we had to go by bus to Fort
Lauderdale. For four years we did this.
Many were the good times we had
going to and from school together. One
ofthe boys always drove the bus. If you
were his girl, you shared the front seat
with him. If not, you sat in the back
with the others. If everyone agreed, we
would stop on our way home at an
orange grove and eat all the oranges we
wanted. If huckleberries were in season, we stopped and picked them over
across the canal in the sandy lands.
Sometimes we just stopped to explore
an abandoned Seminole Indian camp
or anything else we came upon. The bus
was fun. We were all friends, and we
had good times together.
During these years> my father and
my older brothers had decided that
truck farming in the Glades was not for
them. My brothers Henry and Paul had
some knowledge of mechanics so they
got jobs in Miami in garages.Dad had
always known carpentering and he got
work in Miami also. Edwin had mar-

Fort Lauderdale High School track
meet,1921.
ried Bessie Hill along about 1918 or
1919 and moved to Miami, too, where
her folks had moved some years before.
Many people gave up in Davie and one
by one they moved away. Not many of
the original settlers were left.
It was decided that Mama should
stay on in Davie until Alma and I
finished high school. We therefore left
our old farm house down on the ditch
and rented a frame house nearer the
town part of Davie. It was on a good
rock road, more roomy and comfortable, too. We were very happy in the
"Madden" house. It seemed like a
Jlalace compared to our house. It had an
upstairs even, one large unfinished
room that we girls all shareCl, except
Audrey who slept in Mama's room downstairs. We all loved that room.
Clara had finished school in 1920
and taught school in Davie that next
year. Then she married, very suddenly,
a man who came through Davie working on a dredge in the canal - Seth
"Mack" Cormack. He was considerably older than Clara and had been
married before. Again, Mama was very
much upset. Both Mary's and Clara's
marriages turned out well. Mama was
just always upset when one of us wanted to marry. Her advice always was, "I
believe I'd wait a while." We always
say that if Mama had had her way
none of us would ever have married.
So Clara was gone, and we missed
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The Hammer Family in Miami, 1923. Back row, left to
right: Clifford, Paul, Ed, Mary, Henry. Middle row: Alma,

her. She was a wonderful older sister.
Quiet and kind and helpful. She was the
one who sewed for Alma and me, and
when she began to earn her own money,
she bought materials and made us clothes. She made our white graduation
dresses and the dresses we needed for
the Junior-Senior banquet. Mama could
sew, too, and did. She made most of our
clothes, but Clara being as young as we
were, knew what we needed and liked
and she did her best to supply it. Bless
her. It's tough to be young and love
pretty clothes and pretty things and
not be able to have them. I know. I had
so few even decent clothes when I was a
girl. I guess Mama did the best she
could, but looking back at it all, there
was a lack of good management there
somewhere. I do not say this to criticize.
It is simply an observation and my
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Norma, Adeline, William, Arline, Clara. Front row:
Wally, Audrey, Ralph.

sisters agree with me.
So then, in June of 1921, Alma and I
graduated from Lauderdale High
School, a happy day, ifthere ever was
one. I had a new white organdy dress
and new shoes, and friends in Davie
brought flowers to the ceremony. Our
parents gave both of us a wrist watch
(oh, joy!) and the climax of it all came
when I was presented with a prize of a
$20 gold piece, as a reward for the
highest average in our Senior Class.
High school was a wonderful time for
me. I shall never forget the teachers I
had and loved the friends I made there.
Some are already dead and gone. Some
I have never laid eyes on since graduation night, but I remember them each
one clearly and fondly and always
shall.
We moved to Miami immediately after

graduation, renting an apartment in
the southwest section. It was near the
Southside School where I began to teach
that same fall.
In all, we lived in Davie only eight
years. As I look back, it seems much
longer, such a large part of my life. I
have never desired to go back there to
live, although Mary and Ralph and
Edwin live there now and 10ve it, and
Mama and Dad moved back there in
their last years, too. It was a wonderful
life as a child, but after I grew up and
tried other places, I never wanted to go
back. It is very much changed nowadays. It is not the same place it was 50
years ago. There are new roads, new
buildings, new everything. The land
isn't even the same. Now it is full of
groves or sod-fields and nurseries.
People do not farm as they used to. In

the early days, there was open country
between the little towns of Zona, Dania,
Hallandale, Ojus, Fort Lauderdale and
Miami. It was a real trip to Miami,
and one we seldom made. Now the
towns all run together, and there are
houses and buildings all over the place.
I'm getting old, I realize, when I say I
liked it better the way it was then. Life
was harder perhaps, but simpler too,
and when I observe the life of children
today, including my own grandchildren, I feel sorry for them because they
are missing so much of what makes life
worthwhile.
This story may as well end here. It is
not really a biography of my life, the
purpose is mainly to tell of our pioneer
days in Florida. We lived in Miami
many years. It was there I met and
married Bill (William) Albury in 1925.
In 1929 our first daughter, Zada, was
born. We went through the Great Depression years. That is a story in itself.
In the midst of it, 1934, our son David
was born. Soon after that, Bill went
into the excursion-fishing boat busi·
ness and began to make some money.
We built a nice home, where we lived for
20 years, and where our last child,
Roxanna, was born in 1943. This was,
of course, during World WadI. In 1958,
Bill having retired from the boat business, we moved up the coast some 175
miles from Miami, to Indialantic where
Zada had moved shortly after her marriage, and presently (1964) we are still
in Indialantic and love it. Life is good
at 60. The children are all married and
gone to lives oftheir own, but we are not
lonely. We have our house and another
one in North Carolina for the summer.
We have our church, which fills a very
large part of our Iives; we have friends
who are dear to us, and our children
and grandchildren. What more can one
ask? "His mercies are new each morning." Surely, God's hand has been in it
all.

Norma still lives in her home in
Indialanticiust a few blocks from Zada
and her husband, Richard. Bill died in
June 1985. David died in October 1983
after living for 15 years with a kidney
transplant. Roxie and her three boys
live in South Carolina. Alma, Tib and
his wife Hester, and Sally, Wally's
widow, live in nearby Cocoa Beach.
Toadies, who lives near Atlanta, Ga.,
and Ralph and his wife Annie, who live
in Davie, visit often. Mary still lives in
Davie, also. Norma has nine grandchildren and three great-grandchildren
with another one on the way. She is in
good health and spirits and keeps busy
with china painting and church attivities as well as her family. Life is still
very good.

Partial Hammer Genealogy
Anton Hammer, b. 14 Jan. 1837, Ostringen, Baden, Germany;
m. (1) 31 Dec. 1857, Highland, Ill., Columbina Grob; m. (2)
13 Jan. 1861, Highland, Ill., Mary Emmerita Branger
Gaffner; m. (3) 30 Oct. 1867, Highland, Ill., Mary Grob
(sister of first wife); d. 10 Sept. 1908, Rockville, Mo.

Children:
(1) Frederick, b. 28 Dec. 1858, Highland, Ill.; m. 1887, Bates Co.,

Mo., Mary Hegnauer; d. 17 July 1942, Bates Co., Mo.
(2) Emma b. 16 Oct. 1861, Highland, Ill.; m. 1879, Rockville, Mo.,
Abraham Hirschi; d. 2 Dec. 1937, Mo.
Louise, b. 23 Dec. 1862, Highland, Ill.; m. 1890, Bates Co., Mo.,
Freidrick Drawe.
Louis Leroy, b. 2 Sept. 1864, Highland, Ill.; m. 1891, Bates Co.,
Mo., Rose Hirni; d. 20 Sept. 1939, aids, Alberta, Canada.
Caroline, b. 8 March 1866, Highland Ill.; m. 1884, butler, Mo.,
George Gench; d. 2 March 1942, Appleton City, Mo.
(3) John Anton, b. 17 Sept. 1868, Highland, Ill.; m. 1891, Rockville,
Mo., Ida Wirtz; d. July 1943, Rockville, Mo.
William Henry, b. 9 Oct. 1871, Bates Co., Mo.; m. 1892, Bates
Co., Mo., Adeline Hirni; d. 7 Sept. 1950, Davie, Fla.

Children of William and Adeline Hammer:
William Edwin, b. 13 Dec. 1893, Bates Co., Mo.; m. 19 April
1920, Miami, Fla., Bessie Hill; d. 12 Dec. 1975, Davie, Fla.
Paul Jacob, b. 22 Feb. 1896, Bates Co., Mo.; m. 26 March 1930,
Heflin, Ala., Mavis Bean; d. 23 Oct. 1937, Davie, Fla.
Mary Louise, b. 23 Sept. 1897, Bates Co., Mo.; m. 14 Feb. 1914,
Dania, Fla., Owen Lloyd.
Henry Hirni, b. 9 July 1899, Bates Co., Mo.; m. 16 July 1932,
Miami Fla., Pauline Green; d. March 1971, Miami, Fla.
Clara Catherine, b. 27 Sept. 1900, Bates Co., Mo.; m. 7 May
1920, Seth Cormack; d. 1 Aug. 1981, Lake Park, Fla.
Alma Olivia, b. 24 April 1902, aids, Alberta, Canada; m. 5
June 1927, Miami, Fla. William Fleming.
Norma Loretta, b. 12 Sept. 1903, aids, Alberta, Canada; m. 13
June 1925, Miami, Fla., William Albury.
Clifford Harold, b. 25 May 1905, aids, Alberta, Canada; m. 5
March 1934, West Palm Beach Fla., Hester Braithwaite.
Arline Adeline, b. 2 Feb. 1907, aids, Alberta, Canada; m. 3
May 1929, Miami, Fla., Maurice Barber.
Ralph Rolland, b. 4 Dec. 1910, aids, Alberta, Canada; m. 4
Nov. 1934, Davie, Fla., Anna Griffin.
Waldin Willard, b. 6 April 1912, aids, Alberta, Canada; m. 21
June 1932, Miami, Fla., Salatha Westberry; d. 10 Oct.
1983, Cocoa Beach, Fla.
Wilma Audrey, b. 27 Jan. 1917, Davie, Fla.;m. 25 March 1937,
Miami, Fla., Jerry Romine; d. 26 Dec. 1964, Atlanta, Ga.

- Zada Albury Hunter, 1986
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Wm. H. Hammer's Everglade Cropping Report
From the Fort Lauderdale Sentinel, July 11, 1913, pg. 7
The following report from Mr. Hammer,
covering his cropping operations on Everglade land
in the Davie Tract between February and June of this
year, shows unusually good results for a newcomer
for such a short period of time.
It is especially interesting to note that one of
the very substantial items of profit came frOm the
"home canning outfit." This is a feature which all
croppers should install as part of their equipment,
and thereby turn into money what might otherwise
be an unprofitable product because of the condition
of the market.

Mr. Hammer's report takes no account ofthe
item of labor, since it was all performed by himself
and family.
Mr. Hammer did not get settled on his land
in the Davie tract until January 16, 1913, arriving
from Canada about that time. He did his planting
and plowing from February 1 to February 15. His
record therefore is very gratifying and shows what
brain, brawn and the right conditions of soil and
climate can accomplish.

POTATOES
Three-fourths acres, planted Feb. 5th, 1913
Sold 115 hampers for
Used six (6) bbls. for own use. No. l's averaged $1.50 per hamper.
Used 1,500 lbs. fertilizer at $35 ton
Hampers
Net returns

$184.55
- $ 42.35
- $ 16.10
$142.20

REFUGEE BEANS
One-half acre, planted Feb. 10th, 1913
Sold 110 hampers for
Cost of hampers
Fertilizer

$211.13
- $ 15.40
- $ 10.40
Net returns

TOMATOES
Four acres, planted February and March, 1913
Sold for shipment, 281 crates
Sold local market 31 crates

$185.73

$207.86
$ 31.00
$238.86

HOME CANNERY
3,000 3-lb. tins, worth
Less cans, case and labels, per case of 2 doz., 30ll:

$300.00
$ 37.50
$262.50

Gross Tomatoes Return
Less cost of fertilizer, 3/4-tons at $36 ton

$501.36
$ 27.00

Net returns tomatoes

$474.36

Note: Could have easily canned 3,000 more tins of tomatoes, but unable to get packing material

SUMMARY
Net return on 3/4 acre potatoes
Net returns on 1/2 acre beans
Net returns on 4 acres of tomatoes

. $142.20
. 185.73
. 474.27
Total net returns on 5-1/4 acres
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. $802.20

IVAN'S GALLERY:
Bustling Broward Count~ 19105-19205
Photographs from the Ivan D. Austin Collection

Ivan D. Austin's graduation portrait, Fort Lauderdale
High School, Class of 1918. School ended in May that
year so young men could enter military service. Ivan
enlisted in the U.S. Navy.

This boat brought the Austins and three other families
down the North New River Canal from Ritta Island on
Lake Okeechobee to Fort Lauderdale in 1913. At one
point in the voyage, the boat stopped, and Ivan
stepped ashore and took this picture.

'I

,

Scenes from Fort Lauderdale High
School's "skip day," 1918. At left, a
boat carries students up the Intracoastal Waterway. At right,lvan Austin swings from the framework of
the Hillsboro Lighthouse.
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Fort Lauderdale HighSchool track team competing in a meet at Miami, 1917
or 1918. The "Flying L" emblem on the athlete's shirts helps dispel the
legend that the emblem originated in the 1920s.

Fort Lauderdale's city football team, c. 1922. Ivan
Austin is in front row at extreme left, rest are unidentified. In back row are, left to right: Steve Calder,
26 - Broward Legacy

Charles "Hooks" Gordon, next four unidentified, M.
Lewis Hall, unidentified, O. "Squirrely" Swearingen,
unidentified, Watt Gordon.

Fort Lauderdale's volunteer city fire department, c.
1920. Top view shows intersection of South Andrews
Avenue and South Second Street, looking south. The
Fire Department was located in the city hall on the

northwest corner of this intersection. Bottom view
shows Las Olas Boulevard near Colee Hammock. Men
in front vehicle are Fire Chief Milo Sherman and Ivan
Austin.
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American Legion William C. Morris Post #36 Drum and
Bugle Corps, in Stranahan Park at the rear of the
Women's Club building, in the mid-1920s.lvan Austin

is the third drummer from the left. Fourth drummer
from left is A. G. Shand, later Fort Lauderdale chief of
police and postmaster.

Group of American Legionnaires after a successful
fishing expedition, c. 1928. The man at extreme left

was the national commander of the American Legion.
Ivan Austin is third from right.
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A Millionaire Who Chose
a Little Florida Hospital
With Wealth to Command World-Famous Experts,
James A. Allison, instead, ordered a special car
to take him to Fort Lauderdale
First Story of Edwards-Maxwell Hospital
Reprinted from the Fort Lauderdale Herald, Friday, November 2,1923, page 1

Although doctors had practiced in Broward County
since the turn of the twentieth century, Broward's first
hospital was not established until 1922. The origins of
this hospital, and an incident in its early history are the
sUbjects of "A Millionaire Who Chose a Little Florida
Hospital," first published in 1923.
James Allison, the millionaire to whom this title
refers, was a co-founder, with Carl Fisher of the Prest-OLite Corporation, which manufactured automobile headlights. Fisher, famous as an automotive pioneer, promoter of the Dixie Highway, and developer of Miami
Beach, encouraged his partner to come to Florida. As a
result, Allison opened an aquarium on Miami Beach in
1921, and invested in a number of real estate developments there, including Allison Island, which was named
for him.

Some eight weeks ago, at his home in
Indianapolis, James A. Allison, as
widely known throughout the eastern
half ofthe United States as he is in his
own middle west and Miami and
Miami Beach, was taken seriously ill.
As his illness reached the critical
stage, Mr. Allison issued two orders.
The first was that he be placed aboard a
special car; the second was that the
special car be attached to a train and
sent to Fort Lauderdale and that he be
removed to the Edwards-Maxwell Hospital in that city.
At that time, Mr. Allison realized the
seriousness of his condition. He realized, as well, the hazards of a long trip
from Indianapolis to Fort Lauderdale,
but neither ofthese acted as an obstacle
to deprive him of a desire - to be
treated by one certain physician in one
certain environment.
Why Mr. Allison, widely known as he
is, able to select any world-famous hospital or famed specialist, should order
that he be placed aboard a special car
and brought to Fort Lauderdale to a
new hospital, practically unknown,
was the interesting question developed.

Dr. Scott Edwards, who had settled in Fort Lauderdale at the urging ofhis father-in-law, Idlewyld developer
Thomas N. Stilwell, opened the city's first hospital in the
Wallace Apartment Building in 1922, and moved to the
property off East Broward Boulevard the following year.
Edwards' friendship with Allison led, in 1925, to his
moving to Miami Beach to take charge of the new Allison
Hospital. He sold the Fort Lauderdale facility the following year to a group of doctors who renamed it Memorial
Hospital.
Except for a short period in 1929 and 1930, when it
was closed, the facility operatedas a private hospitaland
sanitarium until 1939, when educator Mae MacMillan
leased it for her Pine Crest School. Pine Crest occupied
the site until 1965.

Its answer causes none ofits interest to
be lost.
Dr. Scott Robert Edwards and the
Edwards-Maxwell Hospital at Fort
Lauderdale were the objectives of Mr.
Allison's desire to reach Florida, although the trip, he realized, was full of
hazards. The story of Dr. Edwards and
his hospital, now little more than a
year old, will in time take its place
among the romances of Florida development.
One year ago last April, or in April
1922, to be exact, Dr. Edwards, a young
practicing physician in the city ofIndianapolis, with a wide acquaintance
throughout Indiana and reputed as
among the best in his profession, was
told that his close application to his
work was wrecking his own health. He
was advised that he had neglected himselffor the service of others, to such an
extent that only a change of climate
would save him. He was told to go to
California or some other location in the
southwest, and he prepared according.
ly.
Before his departure for Los Angeles,
where he planned to begin practicing,

Dr. Edwards decided to first visit Thomas N. Stillwell (Stilwell) at Fort Lauderdale. Mr. Stillwell's old home is at
Anderson, Ind. When Dr. Edwards
reached Fort Lauderdale, he made
some discoveries.
He had always been interested in
institutional work as a physician and
surgeon. He was first struck with Florida sunshine, and decided that the sunshine belt of Florida was providing 15
degrees higher temperature during the
winter than that found in California.
He found, also, that the atmosphere
carried a minimum amount ofprecipitation during the winter months, and
that during 60 per cent of the time, the
prevailing winds were from the ocean.
Next, Dr. Edwards looked into other
possibilities. With this climatic condition, he believed, there should be some
institution providing facilities to care
for the chronically ill, or those persons
sufficiently ill to necessitate institutional care in a mild climate. It was his
opinion that the ill in the north should
be provided with some means of being
removed to a better climate, and there,
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in the new atmosphere, be given institutional treatment as good as any found
in the country. Along with his discovery of remarkable winter climatic
conditions here, Dr. Edwards found a
lack of any such institution as he had
in mind, and from that moment Los
Angeles lost a permanent citizen and
Fort Lauderdale and Florida gained far
more than is generally realized.
Dr. Edwards removed from Indianapolis to Fort Lauderdale, and began, in
a small way, the Edwards hospital,
which was to be an institute equipped
to care for the chronically ill in need of
institutional treatment. His beginning
was necessarily small. At first he started his idea in an apartment in Fort
Lauderdale.
Soon he realized that there was a
demand for his character of treatment.
Others in Fort Lauderdale also could
see the possibility for a great work.
Among those who became interested
was Frank Stranahan of Fort Lauderdale, whose reputation as a public
spirited citizen is well known in the
Broward county seat, because he has a
hobby, and that is the development of
Fort Lauderdale.
Mr. Stranahan had in his possession,
in a subdivision, a very favorable site
for a sanitarium or hospital. He set
aside four and one-third acres of
ground, and made Dr. Edwards a
present of the land.
W. C. Kyle of Fort Lauderdale was
also interested, and he turned his efforts toward assisting Dr. Edwards.
According to Dr. Edwards, Mr. Kyle did
more toward completion of the idea
than any other one person as he made it
possible for a sanitarium to be built.
Then the building, a handsome stucco structure of two stories, located on a
rolling piece of ground, just east of the
city of1<'ort Lauderdale, was completed.
It contained rooms for 16 patients, and
a surgical room equipped perhaps as
well as any like room in the United
States, including X-ray machine and
other and vital apparatus.
A little more than two months ago,
the hospital was declared completed,
and was christened the Edwards-Maxwell hospital.. .
Dr. Edwards 'has a partner in his
enterprise, a partner almost as interesting as he. The other is Dr. Leslie H.
Maxwell, a graduate ofIndiana University, with an additional two years in
Germany before the war and a year in
the University of Paris, also before the
war. During the world war, Dr. Maxwell was decorated by the French government for services performed in the
medical field. Recently Dr. Maxwell
completed a postgraduate course at the
University of Montpelier.
To complete an efficient staff for the
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Edwards-Maxwell Hospital, 1923.

direct management of the institution,
Drs. Edwards and Maxwell employed
Miss Corlie Brady as head nurse. Miss
Brady is a graduate of St. Vincent's
hospital, Indianapolis, and for three
years was surgical supervisor there.
She was for two years assistant superintendent of nurses in the Middle Georgia Sanitarium at Macon, Ga., and
then came to the Edwards-Maxwell
hospital.
Thus the two physicians, young in
years, but old in experience, became
pioneers in Florida in a different field
of endeavor. They set to work at their
new institution, and began its development.
Already it is indicated that changes
for enlargement will be necessary, and
to solve this problem before it becomes
too great they have decided upon a
unique plan. About a formal garden
being developed at the rear ofthe main
building there are being erected 25
small bungalows for patients.
Each ofthese bungalows will be provided two rooms and a bath, and patients in them will receive the same
treatment as they would in the larger
main building. The environment of
these little patient homes is to be made
particularly attractive, for those who
are, unfortunately, compelled to take
institutional treatment even in Florida
sunshine.
Three years ago, in Indianapolis, Mr.
Allison suffered from an attack ofbronchial pneumonia. At that time he was
treated by Dr. Edwards. Several weeks
ago it became necessary that Mr. Allison undergo an operation in the nose.
The distress of the operation was suf-

ficient to cause a general physical
break, and his heart was given severe
punishment by a long, continued temperature. His condition was considered
critical. At about the time the worst
point was reached, Mr. Allison found
that Dr. Edwards' new sanitari14m had
been opened in Fort Lauderdale and although the hospital was without a reputation, or anything of the kind, Mr.
Allison insisted that he be, and he was,
brought to the care of Dr. Edwards.
"I kind of beat the devil again," Mr.
Allison said, good humoredly beginning the first interview given since he
was taken ill. "I came here a very sick
man. I didn't think much of myself,
that's true, but I knew Dr. Edwards
would fix me up all right, and he has."
Mr. Allison, according to Dr. Edwards, was very seriously ill, but he is
now rapidly recovering, although it
will be months yet before a complete
recovery can be looked for.
At the time of the interview, Mr.
Allison took occasion to talk of the
aquarium at Miami Beach, and its future this winter.
"I am receiving daily reports on the
progress ofthe program for the coming
year, and the aquarium will be thrown
open to the public again on December
15," Mr. Allison said. "The force will
start to work in about ten days, gathering specimens, and the traps are being
set now for more hardy stuff than has
heretofore been exhibited.
"Captain Thompson and others of
the old force will be employed again
this season, and I hope the exhibit will
[line missing] . . . and Miami Beach
visitors."

FRANK STIRLING
Valiantly Fights Dreaded Canker
by FRANK STIRLING
Introduction by JOE KNETSCH

Few figures in Broward County's colorful history are so well known for their
individual contributions as Frank Stirling. To newcomers, Stirling is remembered as the first mayor of Davie, Florida, as the first elected state representative from western Broward County,
and as a man of many community
interests. As a political and social
figure, he deserves his generally accepted standing as one of the county's
leading pioneers.
Less well known, but often recognized by those who have studied the history of westem Broward, was Stirling's
leadership in agricultural affairs.
Stuart McIver, in his Fort Lauderdale
and Broward County: An Illustrated
History, cites Stirling's role in the establishment of Davie's famous "Flamingo Groves" in 1927, and calls him
"one of Florida's foremost agricultural
experts." Victoria Wagner adds, in The
History ofDa vie andIts Dilemma, that

Stirling became attracted to Davie by
the experiments being carried on by the
Davie Experimental Farm. Mrs. Wagner also relates that Stirling's employments included stints with the United
States Department of Agriculture and
the Florida State Plant Board. Significantly, as will be detailed in the following article, Mrs. Wagner also notes
Stirling's position as a leader in the
fight against the citrus canker, which
first appeared in Florida in 1912.
Stirling's leadership in agriculture
was recognized throughout the state
and did not end with the canker fight.
In an interesting memoir, A Yankee
Pioneer in Florida (1950), Allen N. Andrews throws valuable light on the
stature of Frank Stirling. On October 3,
1946, Andrews visited Stirling and recorded the following:
I made a side trip on Saturday
to see my good friend Frank Stirling atDavie. In addition to being

Frank Stirling has been appropriately described as
"one of the founders of the community of Davie and
among the most prominent horticulturalists in the
state. " Born in Gallipolis, Ohio, in 1878, he studied
agronomy, biology, and entymology, and worked as a
horticulturist in Washington and California before
coming to Florida in 1907 to manage the John B.
Stetson Packinghouse atDeland_ In 1913, Stirling came
to Dade County as chief inspector for the Florida Plant
Board. It was In this position lhat he became a leading
figure in the fight to eradicate citrus canker, a fight
which he describes in the accompanying article.
In 1915, Stirling took a job as Instructor at the University ofFlorida in Gainesville. He purchasedproperty
In Davie four years later, and moved there permanently

an expert beekeeper, Frank is a
maintenance man who, with a
crew of some forty farm hands,
cares for around 400 acres oflocal
citrus groves. With a topsoil of
some three to four feet of muck,
underlaid with sand, and with
water control in adjacent canals
holding moisture to the desired
level during the dry season, the
Davie section has become noted
for its summer oranges . .. But
Frank is not only an expertgrove
man and apiarist, but an experimentalist in horticulture and forestry as well. He has found the
Everglades much ideally adapted
to growth ofthe Cajput Tree (Melaleuca Leucadencron) - in fact the
onlyplaceborderingtheEast Coast
where it is known to have gone
native like it has on the lower
West Coast. The largest tree ofits
kindin the state is situated on his
property, being some five feet in

in 1924. From that date untilhis death on November 12,
1949, Stirling ImmersedhimselfIn the horticultural and
civic concerns of his adopted hometown. Among his
many accomplishments were his establishment ofsuccessful groves, packinghouse, and nursery, and his
efforts to establish systematic flood control for south
Florida.
'
Joe Knetsch, who locatedand submitted Stirling's
article on "Eradication of Citrus Canker"and wrote the
accompanying Introduction, was formerly a Davie resident, a history teacher, anda BrowardCountyHistorical
Commissioner. He is currently employedby the state in
Tallahassee, where he is pursUing a Ph.D. In history at
Florida State Unlversify.

winter/spring - 31

diameter and more than eighty
feet in height, having been planted b.vDr. John Giffordaboutl912
... (he continues) I had become
interested of late in finding a
solution to a tropical horticulturalproblem, only to discover to my
astonishment thatFrankhadbeen
working on it for some years past
andhadalreadymademuch progress . .. I put the question to him
as to the possibility ofbudding or
grafting the a vocado on the sweet
bay, which plant is a denizen of
wet land. Frank stated that he
dimly recalled someone had once
done so, but was not sure as to
ultimate success. However, my
query led to the discovery that he
is years ahead of me in avocado
research.
Not withstanding the prevailing idea that plants are devoid of
even a low degree of consciousness, or instinct as it is called in
the animal kingdom, Mr. Stirling
had demonstrated that avocado
trees can be educated to thrive in
wet soil that ordinarily would be
inimical to their growth . ..
From a back room in his office
Frank brought in a half bushel
basket filled with avocado seeds
which he exhibited to me - about
70 seeds in all. Twenty years ago
he stated that he hadplanted two
dozen avocado seeds in the muck
soil that at times was subjected to
saturation during wet summer

months. Strange to relate, several
of the resulting young seedlings
survived to the first fruit bearing
stage. From the fruit of the most
vigorous tree he saved the seeds
and planted them.
This process has been repeated
now for four generations during
the past twenty years'. .. Seeds
are about to be planted for the
fifth generation and Frank says
that if he could live forty or fifty
more years he believes he would
have developed a real wet land
avocado.
Such perserverance shows the disciplined scientific mind of Frank Stirling
and the true pioneering spirit that he
represented.
The article that follows was written
by Frank Stirling and explains his role,
with characteristic modesty, in the
citrus canker eradication program.
Modesty, in spite of the fact that Stirling's reputation led Lloyd S. Tenny,
president of the Florida Growers' and
Shippers' League, to hire him away
from the Department of Agriculture
and ask him to lead the fight against
the newest threat to Florida's citrus
industry. The esteem his contemporaries gave him is evident throughout the
article. Though Stirling does not give
us a cure for the blight, he presents the
case as it stood when Broward County
was still part of Dade County and
outlines his plan for holding back its
deadly spread.

What is also remarkable about this
pamphlet is its contemporaneous information. Frank Stirling put his
thoughts down in 1914, yet much of
what he said has meaning for the current citrus industry. For Stirling, canker was a new disease of undetermined
origin; for citrus growers today it is an
old and undefeated enemy. The biggest
advance over Stirling's tentative thesis
is the current certainty that the disease
is caused by bacteria, and not by a
fungus, as he suspected. This advance
came from the experiments of Clara H.
Hasse ofthe U.S. DepartmentofAgriculture which were published in 1915.
Even these experiments were based in
part on Stirling's studies. Frank Stirling's reputation as a scientist/agriculturalist is as deserving today as it was
in his own era. Unfortunately, Stirling's old enemy still plagues citrus
growers.

J. M. Browning's grapefruit and orange grove, Broward County, c. 1917.
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believable. In Dade County south of
Miami there are now some eight hundred thousand trees in groves; almost
three hundred thousand of these trees
are in the Redlands territory, and it is
safe to say that fully 80 per cent of the
whole are grapefruit.

ORIGINALLY PRINTED AS
"ERADICATION OF CITRUS CANKER"
by FRANK STIRLING, in

Florida Agriculture Experiment
Station Bulletin, 124 (October 1914),

THE CAMPAIGN

pp.44-53.
CONDITIONS IN DADE COUNTY
There is hardly a grower of citrus
fruits in the State of Florida, but has
learned of the newest and by far the
most dreaded disease of citrus - Citrus
Canker. Bulletin 122 ofthe Experiment
Station, issued in March of this year,
by Prof. H. Stevens, treats of this disease in a preliminary manner, and
tells of its serious nature. Dr. E. W.
Berger, in an address to the Florida
State Horticultural Society last April,
told of the Citrus Canker in the Gulf
coast country, in Alabama, Mississippi, Louisiana, Texas, and Northeastern
Mexico. Bulletin 122, Circular 8, and
Dr. Berger's report of investigations
along the Gulf coast, give all the known
information concerning the disease.
The present paper treats entirely of my
observations and experiences in combating the disease in South Dade County, where the Canker was more prevalent than anywhere else in the State.
It is well known that Mr. Lloyd S.
Tenny, of the Florida Growers' and
Shippers' League, took up the matter of
financing a cam paign against the Citrus Canker (there being no other funds
available at the present time for the
work), and of making an effort to completely eradicate the disease in the
State. Along the middle of May of this
year, I was employed by Mr. Tenny to
undertake the work under Dr_ Berger's
instructions; and with that end in view
came to the southern part of Dade
County, where the canker was at that
time beginning to cause trouble. It was
thought at first that there would not be
more than ten or a dozen properties
having any Canker in them, and that it
would be but a matter of a few weeks, or
possibly two months, to make a cleanup in that part. I found, however, that
there were in all, in Dade County, 95
properties having Citrus Canker infection, extending from Fort Lauderdale
on the north to Detroit (now Florida
City) on the south, a district 55 miles
long and in width from ocean to everglade. Fully 80 per cent of the disease
was, however, in the southern part of

this district, in a section about three
and a half miles across, having the
little hamlet of Silver Palm for its center.
In this section, of which little is
known except by those living there, the
citrus industry has developed with remarkable rapidity. In the Redlands
territory, which is different from any,
thing else in the United States, the
geologic formation is chiefly oolitic limestone which has weathered into angular shapes producing extremely
rough surfaces, with only small quantities of soil in the crevices of the limestone. The soil is frequently red. In this
section, while the sawmills go ahead
and clear away the timber, dynamite
follows, not only blowing out the
stumps, but blasting holes in the porous rocks for the young trees. It may be
somewhat taxing to the credulity of
those who have not witnessed it, to be
told of digging holes with dynamite
and cultivating the trees with a pick;
but it is none the less true. The amount
of clearing and planting is almost un-

When the Growers' and Shippers'
League first took up the matter of Canker eradication in this section, fully 99
per cent of the growers were ignorant of
its presence in the locality. They all,
however, soon learned of it; and wishing to assist in the work of eradication,
organized a branch of the Growers' and
Shippers' League, which at the present
time has a paid-up membership of nearly 250.
We knew that this disease attacked
the leaves and young shoots and fruit;
and that when the tree became infected
its growth was stunted, and all of the
fruit were reduced to "culls." It was
learned that Canker is not like other
diseases, amenable to treatment; and
that spraying did no good whatever. At
the outset we deemed it necessary that
all infected groves and nursery stock
should be cut back, defoliated, and the
trunks painted with Bordeaux of carbolineum. This was a radical treatment;
but there seemed nothing else to do,
and we went at it bravely. We cut back
and treated in this manner over two
hundred thousand nursery trees and
over five hundred acres of grove trees.
This was in May, June, and the first
part of July. At this juncture everyone
began to breathe a little easier. People
went on clearing land and planting out
new groves. Several weeks passed; the

Frank Stirling
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inspection went on, and the treatment
went on. More and more infection was
found, and more and more was treated.
What was at first thought to be quite
local infection, proved widespread. Instead of a dozen diseased properties, a
score were found, and fifty, and then
almost a hundred. Still we kept fighting on, and cutting back, and treating
with Bordeaux and carbolineum.

FAILURE OF CUTTING BACK
But the worst was yet to follow. The
groves cut back and painted and left for
clean, began to put out new growth.
Imagine our consternation when it was
found that this new growth still showed the infection, and that all of our
treatment had been useless. We found
that we had been actually spreading
the disease. In one grove for instance,
there were twelve trees originally infected when it was treated; when the new
growth appeared there were forty infected. What was to be done? Positive
advice was not to be had. There was no
precedent to follow. In the absence of
knowledge as to what else to do, we
redoubled our efforts; but the disease,
every time it was felled, arose tenfold
stronger. In short we were "up against
it" in two different ways; lack offunds
and lack of knowledge. The growers
went into their own pockets as they had
never done before. The growers, the
business men, the banks, the Board of
Trade of Miami, professional men,
even the women, did their share. So the
money was raised, but we still lacked
the knowledge of what to do. We had
followed the only known remedies, and
been defeated. Washington was appealed to, and a man, we were advised, was
detailed to our assistance; but even he
had to first make a tour of Alabama,
Mississippi, Louisiana and Texas,
where the disease is oflonger standing,
before he could come to us.

tree has been treated, the tree itself may
be clean, but it has the infection all
around it, from which it becomes reinfected as soon as the new growth puts
out. In cutting back the trees, the tools,
clothing, hands, etc., of the workmen
become infected; and when other trees
are handled, they likewise become infected. No method of treatment can
succeed that does not take into account
all these factors.
The method of burning the trees is to
spray a flaming mixture of kerosene
and crude oil upon the tree, the grass,
and soil beneath, till the tree is charred.
In this way nothing comes into contact
with the disease except the forced
flame, and there is absolutely no danger of carrying the disease to other and
healthy trees.

RAPID SPREAD OF CANKER
Canker is without doubt the most
infectious of any known disease; and
during a time when the atmosphere is
humid, in the rainy season, it spreads
rapidly. I have found that during the
early part of the season it requires two
or three months for the Canker to infect
and mature so as to reproduce itself,
owing, no doubt, to the dryness and
coolness of the weather. Under favorable conditions, however, the Canker
will infect and mature in much less
time; and it is certainly a good thing
that we began work when we did, or we
never would have caught up with it.
As I have said before, this disease is
by far the worst which has ever yet
affected the citrus industry. The leaves,
twigs, and fruit become covered with a
cankerous growth. The fruit itself
seems to be especially susceptible to the
disease, and drops soon after becoming
diseased. Canker is so deadly that
when the tree first becomes infected, in
this territory, it is worthless inside of
two or three months.

THE FIRE TREATMENT

WHAT HAS BEEN DONE

In the meantime a number of the
growers and others in the district
began trying out methods that might
prove successful, and experimenting in
other ways. At this juncture Dr. Hiram
Byrd proposed a method of treatment,
namely, applying a forced flame to the
diseased trees. If cutting the trees back
and painting them was a radical measure, what was to be said of turning a
spray of burning oil upon the infected
trees, and about reducing them to
ashes.
The rationale of the method is this.
The disease is of a fungus nature; it
spreads by dissemination of spores;
these spores are washed off the infected
trees and get on the ground, the grass,
and rocks beneath the trees. When the

For the past two months we have
been passing through the worst of the
fight. We have destroyed every tree
showing the slightest infection. We
have done this by applying the torch,
which resembles a plumber's blow
torch, only a hundred times larger. The
diseased trees were burned to a crisp.
The torch was also applied to the surrounding ground. The cost has exceeded one hundred dollars per day (this
does not include the $2,000 which the
Growers' and Shippers' League is spending). We have burned, in the Redlands
district alone, 1,933 grove trees, and
101,300 nursery trees. Over 200 grove
trees, and a good many nursery trees
were burned in the Miami district.
We have in the two districts some fifty
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odd men employed in the work of canker eradication. Most of these men are
being paid by local subscription, and
some few are volunteering their servIces.

ALL FLORIDA THREATENED
If such a thing were possible that we
fail to entirely eradicate the disease
here, then the entire State is in jeopardy. It would be merely a matter of
months before the Canker would be
entirely over the orange belt. If every
grower in Florida knew of the deadliness of this disease as we do here, and
of the rapidity with which it spreads,
not one ofthem would rest a moment as
long as there was left a trace of it in
Florida. Another thing - if this disease
had been permitted to have gone on six
months longer before taking steps for
its eradication, I doubt if one hundred
thousand dollars would have effected a
cleanup.

VARIETIES AFFECTED
We have found the disease upon all of
the varieties of citrus, with the exception ofthe kumquat; although the grapefruit seems to be by far the most susceptible of them all. Tpe order, according to the degree of infection observed
is as follows: Grapefruit, Citrus trifoliata, Persian lime, Key lime, navel
orange, sweet orange, Satsuma, tangerine, mandarin, King orange and lemon.
The seedling grapefruit and the Triumph seem to be the most susceptible of
the pomelos, and I have never yet seen
the disease upon Castalo tangerine.
The Canker has never yet been observed upon any non-citrus plant.

EFFECT ON TREES AND FRUIT
The great danger to South Dade
County, lies in the fact that it is principally a grapefruit district. As was
stated in articles by Dr. Berger and
others, this disease attacks the twigs
and leaves of the pomelo virulently,
resulting in a putting out of more twigs,
and thus overloading the tree with
small branches. Canker is also virulent
in the manner in which it affects the
leaves, spotting them and causing
them to turn yellow and drop prematurely. The worst of it is its effect on the
fruit. With oranges, the disease is not
often seen upon the leaves and twigs,
but upon the fruit itself, causing spotting to a considerable extent.
In one grove in the vicinity of Silver
Palm, known as the Walker and White
grove, there are about four acres of
grapefruit trees about seven years old,
bearing from two to twenty boxes of
fruit per tree. During the first week in
June these trees were inspected, and

to keep on inspecting for several
months after the last Canker has been
seen.

Young citrus tWig infected with canker. This photo
is from a booklet on citrus disease compiled by
Frank Stirling.

were found to all appearance free from
Citrus Canker. Three weeks later, one
tree began to show a slight infection
upon one ofthe limbs. Four days later I
made a careful inspection of the grove
and found that the disease had spread
to five trees. The owner was away at the
time, and when he returned, a week
later, the disease had spread to twentyseven trees. I would have had no
trouble whatever in picking fifty boxes
of diseased fruit - fruit that was all
covered with the Canker, and some of
which was beginning to rot and fall off.
By the time we could get the consent of
the owner to burn them, three days
later, the disease had spread further,
and we burned over fifty trees.
Fortunately, there were not many
large bearing groves in the section (it
being a new country), and consequently, the loss per tree has not been so
great as it would have been had the
disease broken out in an older country.
Most of the trees are under three years
old. However, I want to say that this
disease attacks a large bearing tree just
as readily as it does a young tree.

HOW WE DO THE WORK
When we learned that this disease
was so terribly infectious, we began to
take every precaution in regard to disinfecting ourselves, tools, etc., to prevent
carrying infection from tree to tree and
from grove to grove. The men on the job
are supplied with suits similar to the
harvesters' suits used in the West. We
secured 72 of these suits. The men use
them in the groves. When they leave
one grove they take off the suit they
have on, dip it into a solution of mercury bichloride (strength one to a
thousand), and put on another suit to
use in the next grove while this one is
drying. Noone is ever permitted to
touch a tree, whether diseased or not.
So particular and careful have the growers become, that anyone trespassing,
innocently or otherwise, is apt to gel
into serious trouble.
The growers get together once a week
to receive reports on the progress ofthe
Canker eradication work, and to discuss ways and means for keeping on
with the work; as we deem it necessary

Lately, practically no new infections
have been found, although there are
recurrences of the disease in those
groves where heretofore Canker was
found; but even these are growing less
week by week, and this being the rainy
season and the time when the disease is
most apt to spread, conditions are certainly favorable. The growers are not
by any means out of the woods yet, but
we have come to the turning ofthe road,
with a straight way ahead, and we but
need the vehicle-the finances to go on.
As I said before, the expense of the
Canker fight is carried on mostly by the
growers themselves, and in the County
the expenses exceed $100 per day. We
have some forty inspectors in the field,
men who do nothing but look out for
Canker, and several men who follow up
with the eradication outfits and do the
burning. The trees that are found diseased today are burned tomorrow. If
there is but one leaf showing any Canker found on a tree, we burn the tree just
the same.
In the Redlands section there are
some 75 properties which have shown
Canker. In the section in and around
Miami and north of there, there are
some 20 properties infected. Consequently, we are having most of the
fight in the Redlands section. In almost
every case where we find Canker, we
can trace it to some source, showing
that the disease is carried by actual
contact, and is not windborne. In many
properties outside of the Silver Palm
section, the disease has been carried on
nursery trees which came from diseased nurseries. In some places the disease
has been brought by men working in a
diseased nursery or grove, and then
going to a healthy property. Ofcourse, in
some cases, the spread of the disease
can be charged to birds, and many
kinds of insects; but this way of carrying has never prevailed to any extent, and only in the nurseries and
nearby groves.
We have already made a tree-to-tree
inspection of everything in the section,
and are now on the second inspection.
The thorough inspection of nearly a
million trees, taking a look at about
every leaf on those trees, is, as you see,
quite an undertaking. Then we make a
re-inspection every week of the groves
in which the disease has been found.
This means that we have to inspect
some 45,000 trees every week. We use
for this work 12 special inspectors who
do nothing but re-inspect. It is in this
re-inspection that we now find nearly
all of the Canker, and, as said before,
this is becoming less and less. When we
first began this burning campaign, the
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number of trees infected of those inspected was 15 in every thousand, or
one and a half per cent. Now that
percentage has fallen to a quarter of
one per cent. Up to the present time one
tree in every 167 trees in the entire
section has been burned. We believe
that by holding down the disease and
gradually decreasing the percentage
through the wet season, by the time
that the dry, cool weather sets in there
will be no trouble in making a complete
eradication.
Any and every precaution for the
prevention of the spread ofthe Canker
has been urged. The State Inspector of
Nursery Stock has revoked all certificates in the diseased district. This
alone has proved to be of great value to
us, as certain recent developments
have shown. Nurseries that three
months ago were apparently healthy
and clean, have recently developed Canker. Ifthe buying and planting oftrees
had gone on as before, it is hard to tell
how much farther the disease would
have been spread. At any rate our work
would have been made much harder in
locating and eradicating these new infections.
The success of our work in Canker
eradication, has depended entirely upon
the splendid organization and cooperation of the growers themselves. In the
first place, we had, for the President of
the Local Branch of the Florida Growers' and Shippers' League, one of the
best men obtainable for that office, who
is vitally interested in grove culture in
that part of the State. Another thing
was that we had only men who are
grove-owners and property holders engaged upon the work of fighting the
Canker. All of these men are vitally
interested in the welfare of the country,
and most of them have given up their
own private interests in the meantime
to help combat the common enemy.
Experiments and investigations in
regard to the nature ofthe disease have
been, and are being carried on by Prof.
Stevens of the Experiment Station at
Gainesville, and by Dr. Wolfe of Alabama. However, a committee has been
appointed in the Redlands section to
carryon some experiments in the diseased territory there. There we have
learned some things which have proved
quite valuable to us in our work. We
know that where we have burned the
tree and surrounding ground,_ and
where the new shoots have sprung up
from the roots, in no case has the
infection returned. This shows conclusively that the roots were not infected.
However, only a few of the trees have
sent forth sprouts where they were
burned. In many cases the trees are
entirely dead.
We know that, during the warm, wet
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periods, the disease infests quickly and
matures in a few days. I took a leaf
having two pustules of the Canker on
it, soaked it in water one minute, drew it
through my thumb and forefinger once,
then drew a leaf which was on a
healthy potted grapefruit seedlinE
through my thumb and forefinger once;
with the result that, in eight days, on
that leaf I counted over fifty tiny pustules of the disease. In four days more,
these pustules had developed to maturity; that is, they had burst open, and
were infecting the other leaves upon
the seedling. To learn if the disinfectant (bichloride of mercury) which we
were using, was effective, I repeated the
experiment, using a solution of one to a
thousand in which to soak the diseased
leaf; with the result that no infection
occurred upon the healthy leaf. We
have also noticed that where groves
have been repeatedly sprayed with Bordeaux, even though they are close to an
infected grove, the chance of their becoming infected is considerably lessened, although the Bordeaux does no
good after the tree is once infected.
Now the question arises, is it worthwhile to resort to this most drastic
method of eradication - that of burning the diseased tree. It certainly is

heart-rending to burn beautiful trees,
which in some cases have ten to twenty
boxes of fruit on them. As I have said
before, we have burned in the Redlands
section one tree in every 167 trees, or
something like a half of one percent. We
consider that ifwe could make an entire
eradication by sacrificing ten percent
of the whole number of trees in the
section, it would be worthwhile; and I
feel confident that we will not lose more
than one percent of the total. While
there may be found some remedy to
effect a control ofthe disease, I doubt it
very much; and if there is, our knowledge of other diseases shows us that
eradication at almost any price is preferable to any remedy for control. Take
Citrus Scab, for instance, I am told by
good authority that that disease will
cause something like a hundred thousand dollars loss to the citrus growers of
the State this year. One-tenth of that
amount, if applied properly at the start,
would have stamped it out completely;
as could have also been the case with
the whitefly in 1896. So with this new
disease, which is by far the most terrible yet known to affect the citrus
industry in Florida, we deem that the
only way to handle it is by complete
and absolute annihilation.

Cartoon of Frank
Stirling from a
Christmas card
which he sent to
friends, c. 1940.

OF EARLY BROWARD
by RODNEY E. DILLON, JR.

Until relatively recently, accounts ofBrowardCounty's early history were as likely to be composed of tall
tales as they were of facts. In the early decades of the
twentieth century, as the first attempts to recount the
region's history were being made, difficulties in recovering reliable sources, combined with the natural human
inclination to embellish facts, laid the foundations for a
complicated web of myth and legend. Although many
entertaining stories of early Broward were unable to
stand up against the scrutiny of recent scholarship,

Numerous accounts of Broward
County's history begin by recounting
the "Wonderful Legend of New River."
According to this colorful tale, Fort
Lauderdale's historic river burst forth
overnight, in the midst of a violent
thunderstorm and earthquake which
terrified the primitive Indians of the
region. While clearly labeling the story
a Seminole legend, the authors of these
"histories" asserted that it could have
had a sound basis in fact. An earthquake, they claimed, could have collapsed a limestone formation, freeing
an underground river. Even the river's
name, said to be an English translation
of the Seminole "Himmarshee," or
"new water," seemed to give the legend
at least partial validity.'
Naturally, such explanations do not
take into account the considerable geologic age of the river's channel, or the
fact that the name "New River" appeared on maps as early as the seventeenth century, over one hundred years
before the first Seminoles reached
south Florida. A number of theories
have been advanced to explain the
origins of the legend. Prehistoric Indi-

most have never been laid to rest entirely.
Because of their impact on Broward County's perception of its past, these legends have attained a
historic stature of their own. In "Legends of Early
Broward," Rodney E. Dillon, special projects coordinator for the Historical Commission, examines several
of Broward's most powerful legends and traces their
origins, development, and ultimate unraveling. The
sources used in this study are on file in the Historical
Commission archives.

ans could have witnessed a cataclysmic change in the river's course, and
their recollections could have been passed down through successive waves of
inhabitants in southern Florida. More
likely, the story originated in Seminole
folklore or in an early white settler's
vivid imagination. Rather than deriving from "Himmarshee," itself a word
of questionable origin, the New River
appears to take its name from its frequently shifting inlet.' Regardless of
its original source, the story of the river's miraculous appearance has become a genuine twentieth century
legend, reprinted with minor variations in a number of newspaper articles, pamphlets, and books, passed
along by word of mouth, and, in many
cases, accepted as fact.'
The "Wonderful Legend of New
River" is only one of several legends to
become imbedded in accounts of Broward's past. Based upon the few facts
readily available at the time, and filled
out with large doses of assumption and
imagination, they first appeared in
print in the early decades of the twentieth century, as the county emerged

from its struggling pioneer origins. The
drama, romance, and seemingly irrefutable logic of these historical legends
carried wide appeal, both for boosters
attempting to imbue the region with a
sense of mystery and antiquity and for
residents seeking to discover a heritage
in a newly-developed land. Ironically,
rather than revealing the past, the
legendary accounts often obscured
much of the county's genuine history.
Only in recent decades have historians
been able to separate fact from fiction,
and lay to rest some of Broward's most
enduring historical tales.
The first non-Indian settlement on
Florida's southeastern coast flourished
on New River in the late eighteenth and
early nineteenth centuries. This same
period witnessed the arrival ofthe first
small bands of displaced Creeks and
related Indians collectively known as
Seminoles as they moved down the
peninsula from northern Florida, Georgia, and Alabama. It was the destruction of the New River Settlement by a
Seminole attack on the Cooley family
that spawned one of the most complicated mix-ups, and some of the most
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persistent legends, in Broward's history.'
The facts of the Cooley Massacre are
simple enough. William Cooley, a coontie starch manufacturer, ship salvor,
wilderness guide, and justice of the
peace, was the acknowledged leader of
the New River Settlement. A Maryland
native, he had moved south from Alligator Pond, near present-day Lake City

about 1824, and made his home on the
north bank of New River, in the vicinity of today's 4th-7th Avenue bridge,
with his wife and children. About noon
on January 6, 1836, while Cooley and
other men from the settlement were
salvaging the wrecked Spanish brig
Gil Bias at Hillsboro Inlet, a band of
Indians descended upon his homestead
and killed his wife, his three children,
and the children's tutor. Their apparent motive was Cooley's failure, in his
capacity as justice of the peace, to
secure the conviction of white men who
had murdered their old chief Alibama.
As word of the massacre spread, the
terror-stricken settlers gathered a few
of their possessions and fled to Cape
Florida.' The Cooley Massacre was one
of a series of attacks on white settlers
and armed forces throughout the state
at the beginning of the Second Seminole War, and was recorded in military
and civil records, in newspapers, and in
personal accounts and letters. It is
perhaps significant, perhaps coincidental, in light of subsequent developments, that one of these accounts, written by twelve-year-old Edmund Kirby
Smith, later a famous Confederate gen-

_" This fanciful illustration of the
••' Cooley Massacre, printed c.
• 1940, gives the incorrect name,
date, and location for the historic Indian attack (from "Historical, Mysterious, Pictur.' esque New River," Friends
of the Library of Fort Lauderdale, Inc., 1978-1979).
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eral, spelled the name of the doomed
family "Coley.'"
The Second Seminole War, and the
Third Seminole War and Civil War
which followed, delayed south Florida's development for decades. In 1879,
the State of Florida chartered the Florida East Coast Canal and Transportation Company to connect the chain of
lakes, marshes, and lagoons immediately to the west of the Atlantic beach
ridge into a single, navigable, inland
waterway. Although beset by technical
and financial difficulties, work on the
canal proceeded through the remainder
of the nineteenth century. The section
through what is today Broward County
was completed in 1895, and the entire
waterway, from Jacksonville to Biscayne Bay, opened in 1911.'
The civil engineer in charge of canal
construction was J ames Louis Colee of
St. Augustine, member of an old and
distinguished northeast Florida family. Colee was a familiar figure in the
Fort Lauderdale area. He was an
acquaintance of William and Mary
Brickell, who, in the 1890s, owned large
tracts of land on New River. In 1891,
Colee purchased property adjoining the
Brickells', and in 1895, when the town
of Fort Lauderdale was platted, a street
was named Colee Avenue in his
honor.' Several writers have also suggested that Colee, while dredging the
East Coast Canal, established a work
camp at the Tarpon Bend hammock
which now bears his name. Located on
high, dry ground, shaded by oak trees,
and overlooking New River, Colee Hammock, which was owned by the Brickells in the 1880s and 1890s, would have
made an excellent base camp for canalmen working in the mangrove marshes
to the east. However it received its
name, the hammock was known as
Colee Hammock by the early twentieth
century, and the name became official
when the property was platted as a
park and a residential subdivision. 9

Whether or not James Colee had any
knowledge of the Cooley Massacre is
unknown, but Frank Stranahan, who
arrived on New River to operate a ferry
t.:::-====~.in January 1893, and camped at Colee
~~~!i~~~ Hammock, wrote his brother soon after
~
• his arrival, "You will probably see
~"""'-_"- quite an article in the Tropical Sun this
~ week don't let it scare you out on account of a family being murdered on
this camp ground in 1825." Unfortunately, the original Tropical Sun article to
which Stranahan referred, and which
might help clarify the confusion between the names of Cooley and Colee,
has not been found. 1O

~'f

COLEE MASSACRE BY THE SEMINOLE I/(J)/ANS AirARPOI'( RENO 1842
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Sometime during the early decades of
the twentieth century it became firmly
implanted in the minds of Fort Lauderdale residents that the almost centuryold Indian massacre had taken place at
Colee Hammock, and that the victims
ofthe attack had been named Colee. A
1923 newspaper article entitled "Facts
in History of Seminole Indians" placed
the massacre at the hammock, but spelled the family's name "Coolie" and correctly stated that the attack took place
at the beginning of the Seminole War.
While writing during the 1920s and
1930s about his late nineteenth century
experiences in south Florida, Charles
W. Pierce, who had explored New River
in 1883, recalled passing "a large dense
hammock on the north bank ... known
as the 'Coulee hammock,' noted for the
massacre of the Coulee family here by
the Seminoles about 1837." Pierce does
not state whether Colee or "Coulee"
Hammock was known by that name
when he saw it in 1883 or not i i
Unsubstantiated testimony by descendants of the Colee family only
added to the plausibility of the legend.

Canal constructor James L. Colee had
died in 1912, but family members testified that his father, George, had indeed
been a veteran of the Second Seminole
War, ~nd had received an eighty-acre
land grant from the federal government for his service "in the war of
1835," in which he had lost his left eye.
Furthermore, George Colee and his
family had left their home at Picolata
on the St. Johns River in 1837, after one
of their children contracted typhoid
fever. When they returned the following year, "they spoke of Indians they
had encountered near a great lake.""
As Fort Lauderdale history buffs and
representatives ofthe Colee family pooled their information and speculation,
the legend grew. In early 1934, city officials decided to commemorate the Indian attack by dedicating Colee Hammock Park as a historic site and erecting a monument to the Colee family
who were supposedly massacred there.
The Himmarshee Chapter ofthe Daughters of the American Revolution joined
the effort, and provided a plaque bearing the inscription:

Marker which stood in Colee Hammock Park from 1934 to 1971 (courtesy of
Fort Lauderdale Historical Society).

This Monument Marks Site
Of the Historical
COLEE MASSACRE
Which effectually destroyed
the earliest known white
settlement on New River in a
surprise attack by Indians
following Seminole Indian War
1842 13
The dedication ceremony on March
16,1934, was attended by Fort Lauderdale Mayor Ed Pynchon, former Illinois state senator H. C. Kessinger, and
representatives of the Colee family,
including Harold W. Colee of Jacksonville, executive manager of Florida
Motor Lines (now part of the Greyhound Bus Company) and director of
the Florida State Chamber of Commerce. Also present were a large delegation from the D.A.R., which had just
completed its annual state convention
in Miami, and a contingent of Seminoles, led by Special Commissioner
James L. Glenn. All city offices were
closed for the day.14
Speeches given by the various dignitaries that day presented the legend as
it had finally evolved. George Colee,
the story said, brought his family to
south Florida from Picolata in 1837,
after his son William became ill with
typhoid fever. His settlement on a choice New River hammock, where the
Seminoles had formerly planted vegetables, had forced the Indians into the
Everglades, and instilled in them deep
resentment against the white man. In
1842, Colee and his oldest son, James
L., set off for Key West to purchase
supplies. While they were gone, the
Seminoles attacked, killing the remaining members ofthe family and burning
their home to the ground. George returned to Picolata with his son, where
"he founded a family widely known in
St. Johns, Duval and Volusia Counties. Hls
In the years following the dedication
ofthe marker, elements ofthe true story
of the Cooley Massacre continued to
surface, raising questions as to the
accuracy of the widely accepted legend.
As early as 1938, State Librarian W. T.
Cash refuted the post-Seminole War
date assigned to the massacre in various legendary accounts. In his book
The Story of Florida, Cash cited M. M.
Cohen's 1836 volume, Notices of Florida & the Campaigns, to prove that the
massacre took place on January 6 of
that year. Although he acknowledged
that Cohen spelled the name "Cooly,"
Cash maintained that the family killed
was that of George Colee. I'
Despite irrefutable evidence to the
contrary, a number of popular histories
printed in booklet form and in newspaper articles during the 1940s conwinter/spring - 39

tinued to claim 1842 as the massacre
date. Several ofthese accounts asserted
that the massacre was carried out by a
band of Seminoles led by the infamous
chief Arpieka or "Sam Jones." In reality, Sam Jones and his followers did
not arrive in the vicinity of New River
until nearly two years after the attack
on the Cooley family. 17
Prodded by historically-interested individuals, the City of Fort Lauderdale
decided, in the mid-1950s, to address
the issue of the massacre date. As a
result, the inaccurate marker in Colee
Hammock Park was rededicated, although it was not corrected or replaced.
The rededication ceremony took place
on November 16, 1958, and featured
speeches by Harold W. Colee, Mayor
John V. Russell, Seminole minister
Billy Osceola, local historian August
Burghard, and others. I' Ernest G. Gearhart, Jr., president of the Historical
Association of Southern Florida, gave
the main address, stating:

Unfortunately, the facts surrounding the settlement of the
Colee Family at New River and
the Indian attack that subsequently took place are rather obscure.
As is so often the case, it is difficult
to separate fact from legend.
That an Indian attack on a
white settlement at New River did
take place on January 6, 1836,
has been fairly well established.
In fact, there is little doubt that
this was part of a general uprising that was triggered by the
Dade Massacre just a few days
before - on December 28, 1835
-which marked the beginning of
the Second Seminole War.
It is also known that a family of
similar name was living on the
north side of the NewRiverat that
time. However, according to at
least one account, the name ofthe
family was pronounced " Cooley." Here, our story gains credence from the fact that in later
years many members of the
Colee family in St. Augustine pronounced the family name "Cooley. "19

The rededication of the Colee monument proved to be the last major public
affirmation of the Colee Massacre
myth. Within ayear, the myth would be
exploded, and the even more incredible
true story of William Cooley would
begin to unravel. The man responsible
for rediscovering Cooley and bringing
him to public attention was Wesley W.
Stout, former editor of the Saturday
Evening Post, Fort Lauderdale resident, and persistent amateur historian.
Wading through long-forgotten old
newspapers and documents, Stout glean40 - Broward Legacy

ed nuggets of Broward and Florida history, which he published in his popular
daily Fort Lauderdale News column,
"The Beachcomber."'"
Stout first encountered Cooley's
name in James Gadsden's account of
his survey for a military road down the
east coast from St. Augustine to Biscayne Bay in 1825. Gadsden reported
finding "a Mr. Cooley and Williams"
at New River. Stout, like previous researchers, at first assumed that the reference was to George Colee. "The
Colees then pronounced the name Cooley," he explained, "usually so spelled."
The breakthrough came in 1959, when
Stout received photostatic copies of the
1830 Florida census schedules. These
records plainly showed George Colee
living in St. Johns County and David
Williams and William Cooley living
side by side in Monroe County, of
which the New River Settlement was
then apart. 21
In succeeding years, additional research verified and enlarged upon
Stout's findings. August Burghard and
Philip Weidling's history of Fort Lauderdale, Checkered Sunshine, published
in 1966, presented a factual account of
the massacre. In their research for the
book, Burghard, Weidling, and the
staff of the Fort Lauderdale Historical
Society located additional documentation of the Cooley family and their
deaths on the New River, including
contemporary accounts from the Key
West Inquirer and Charleston Courier,
reminiscences of early New River settlers Mary Rigby and Stephen R. Mallory, and Cooley's own petition for compensation from the United States government, filed in 1840.22
The publication ofthese facts did not
erase all traces ofthe Colee legend. In
1961, for instance, an article in the Fort
Lauderdale News and Sun-Sentinel
argued that "Even after the Seminole
War, Indian attacks continued," and
cited the nonexistent postwar "Colee
Massacre."23 Apparently, some members of the Colee family were unconvinced as well. Old George Colee's grandson, Samuel J. Colee, published a small
genealogical booklet entitled George
Colee-His Record in 1967. According
to this version of the story, it was
George, and not his son James, who
had established a work camp on New
River while constructing the Intracoastal Waterway (although, in reality,
the canal company was not chartered
until two years after George's death).
According to this account:
While living there he was attacked by the Indians of South
Florida but was not killed there as
has been stated in later years.
During the fight with the Indians

George Colee lost his right eye.
After this the Colee family went
back to the home at Picolata,
where they raised a family of four
boys. "24
Although acknowledging that it was
William Cooley's family which had
been massacred at New River, Florence
Hardy, president of the Fort Lauderdale Historical Society, in 1971 echoed
Samuel Colee's account, when she reported that "History has shown that
George Colee, an ancestor of Harold
Colee and a civil engineer, established
a work camp in Fort Lauderdale at the
time they were building the East Coast
Canal.""
By 1970, despite the annoying recurrence of the George Colee story, the
facts were sufficiently established for
the City of Fort Lauderdale to consider
correcting the marker in Colee Hammock Park. The new plaque, dedicated
by the city and the Daughters of the
American Revolution in April 1971,
read:
COOLEY MASSACRE
This monument marks the site of
the earliest white settlement on
New River, that of the Lewis family in the 18th century, and that of
the Cooley Massacre of Jan. 6,
1836, when members of William
Cooley's family were murdered in
a surprise attack by the Indians
at the onset of the Second Semi·
nole War

*****
Erected by the Daughters of the
American Revolution and the
City of Fort Lauderdale
1971
To complement the new marker, the
park itself was renamed "Cooley Hammock Park.""
The revised marker carried the correct date and name of the New River
Indian massacre for posterity, but its
continued location in Cooley Hammock Park itself perpetuated a historical error. Contemporary accounts of
the massacre consistently describe its
location as being further west, closer to
the river's forks, although the hammock site had been associated with the
massacre at least as far back as Frank
Stranahan's arrival. The Cooley-Colee
confusion aside, the high, denselywooded hammock would have made an
excellent home and farm site, and was,
in fact, part ofthe land granted to Cooley's predecessor, Frankee Lewis, by
the Donation Act of 1824, although
documentary evidence indicates that
the Lewis family also lived farther
west. 27 Furthermore, accounts of the
massacre written by military men during the 1830s explain the location ofthe

Cooley homestead in relation to the
first Fort Lauderdale, a site which was
itself frequently confused with the two
other Fort Lauderdales constructed
during the war, one of which was
located at Tarpon Bend.'"
In the early and mid-1970s, Broward
County Historian Cooper Kirk conducted extensive research on the life and
career of William Cooley. His findings,
published as "William Cooley: Broward's Legend," in volume I of Broward
Legacy, not only detailed Cooley's remarkable career as lawman, manufacturer, explorer, sailor, and guide, but
also established the location of his
homestead near today's 4th-7th Avenue bridge in Fort Lauderdale. To support this contention, Kirk cited the
diaries of Lieutenant Robert Anderson
and Surgeon Jacob Rhett Motte, both
stationed at the first Fort Lauderdale,
and an 1838 letter from Anderson to
Brigadier General Abraham Eustis, all
of which placed the Cooley residence
near the fort at the "windings" or forks
of New River."
The reason that many early accounts
of the Colee Massacre legend insisted
on the post-war date of 1842 was apparently to accommodate another legend, the tale of "Crop-Ear Charlie."
According to this story, Charlie was a
young Indian who had befriended the

Colee family and had attempted to warn
them on the night the massacre was to
take place. His efforts were in vain, and
as punishment for betraying his fellow
Seminoles his ears were cropped and he
was banished from the tribe, condemned to wander up and down the southeast Florida coast until his death in
1922 at the age of nearly 100. "We are
here," Harold Colee was fond of saying,
"because of the Grace of God and a
'Friendly Indian."'''
Picturesque as this story is, it is yet
another element in the mythology
which grew around the Cooley Massacre. In 1918, the actual year of Charlie's death, Lake Worth pioneer Charles
W. Pierce wrote Frank Stranahan from
Boynton Beach, and reported the true
story of the outcast Indian.
Just saw in the paper that my
old Seminole friend Charlie Tiger
is dead and that you buried him,
but the story about his cropped
ear is dead wrong . ..
Some years before we came to
Florida, which was in the latter
part of the summer of 1872, a man
was turkey hunting a few miles
south of New Smyrna. Just as he
was about to shoot a turkey, an
Indian rose up in front of him and
killed the turkey. The man at once
killed the Indian and left the coun-

Corrected marker which was erected in Colee Hammock Park in 1971.

try a few days later. Not long
after that a man named Shives
with his wife and daughter
moved into the same house this
man had left. The Indians finding out how the Indian had been
killed, made up a party to avenge
his death and Big Tommy was
one of that party. They killed the
whole Shives family, but no one
knew at the time what Indians
were in the party.']
Pierce went on to say that in 1872, a
group of Indians had come to Jupiter,
where the Pierce family then lived, to
salvage a shipwreck. They became
drunk on bitters from the wreck, and,
while in this condition, Charlie Tiger
told two white men that Big Tommy
had been one of the group that had
killed the Shives family. Frightened
that the white men would report Big
Tommy's involvement to the authorities, the Seminoles cropped Charlie's
ear and banished him to the Everglades for one year."
In some stories, the Indian wno supposedly warned the Colees was punished by being forced to wear a short shirt
or woman's dress, a circumstance
which gave him the nickname "Shirttail Charlie."33 Actually, Shirttail Charlie and Crop-Ear Charlie were two distinct individuals. Shirttail Charlie,
whose real name was Charlie Tommie,
was a familiar character on the streets
of Fort Lauderdale in the early twentieth century. Some stories related that
he was forced to wear shirttails and
banished from the tribe because he had
beaten or killed his wife. Ivy Stranahan, who worked closely with the Seminoles for over seventy years, denied
these charges, stating that Charlie's
wife had died of natural causes, and
had been buried by Ivy's husband,
Frank Stranahan. According to Mrs.
Stranahan, Charlie was treated as an
outcast because he was a drunkard, "a
victim ofliquor and the softening influences ofthe white man's civilization."34
Apparently, Charlie was not completely banished. His obituary reveals that
he died in 1925 at the Seminole village
west of Fort Lauderdale, and was
buried in a Seminole burial ground by
three other Indians. Since he was only
sixty years old at the time of his death,
it is evident that he had no connection
with the Cooley Massacre, which took
place approximately thirty years before his birth. 35
Charlie's "shirttails" also appear to
be the subject of legend, since photographs and descriptions of Seminoles
at the turn of the century show the
dress-like "longshirt" to be the traditional costume oflndian men. Perhaps
Charlie's was considered unusual because it was shorter than most, or
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because he persisted in wearing it after
most Seminole men had switched to the
white man's shirt and trousers. 36
Fully as obscured by legend in early
accounts of Broward County's past as
the Cooley Massacre was the history of
the establishment of Fort Lauderdale
and the identity ofits first commander.
Official army records, as well as contemporary newspapers, diaries,letters,
and maps, confirm that three separate
fortifications constructed on or near
the New River at different times during
the Second Seminole War bore the
name Fort Lauderdale. 37 The first was
constructed at the forks of the river in
March 1838 by a combined force of
United States artillerymen and Tennessee Volunteers, who had marched
south from Fort Jupiter, carving the
"Military Trail" along the inland pine
ridge. The fort was named after the
expedition's commander, Major William Lauderdale of Sumner County,
Tennessee, a veteran Indian fighter
and friend offormer president Andrew
Jackson. This outpost was abandoned
after being occupied for a little over two
months. On May 11, 1838, on his journey back to Tennessee, Major Lauderdale died in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, as
the result of a respiratory ailment
which had plagued him at least since
leaving Fort Lauderdale.'"
In February 1839, the army returned
to the New River area and constructed
a second Fort Lauderdale on the north
bank ofthe New River at Tarpon Bend.
During the spring and summer, soldiers stationed at this second fort erected a third, more permanent, Fort Lauderdale on the beach, near the present
site ofthe Bahia Mar Hotel and Yachting Center. General Zachary Taylor,
commanding all army forces in Florida, ordered the third fort constructed
on the beach to protect shipwreck survivors from Indian attacks. This fort
was occupied as early as May 1839,
although it was not completed until
late September. It was garrisoned continually until February 1842, near the
close of the war. 39
From the time that Major Lauderdale
arrived at New River, his name was
indelibly stamped on the area. Even
after the last troops left the outpost on
the beach, the name Fort Lauderdale,
printed on a number of maps, both for
military and civilian use, became synonymous with the New River region.'·
The house of refuge constructed in 1876
on the beach, at what is today Hugh
Taylor Birch State Park, by the United
States Life Saving Service was commonly referred to as the "Fort Lauderdale Station." The name was retained
when the station was moved down the
beach, to the site of the third fort, in
1891. The post office established at the
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house of refuge that same year was also
designated Fort Lauderdale. The name,
as well as the post office, moved up
river in 1892, when a county road was
completed from Lantana to Lemon
City, a road that crossed New River by
ferry, and the Bay Biscayne Stage Line
took the mail contract away from the
famous "Barefoot Mailmen." In 1895,
when Frank Stranahan, who had operated the ferry and post office for two
years, opened a trading post at the
ferry site, it, too, was called Fort Lauderdale. Early photographs show that
name prominently displayed on the
front of the building.'l
The name was not all that remained
of the old fort as settlers began trickling into the area in the 1890s. Traveling the stage route between Lantana
and Lemon City in 1893, a correspondent for the Titusville Advocate wrote,
"The name of this coming town of
southern Dade ought to be 'Lauderdale'
in honor of the old fort by that name,
the ruins of which are visited with so
much interest."42 Some ruins of the
third fort were still in evidence as late
as 1906, when young James Vreeland,
son of the new keeper of the house of
refuge, collected an assortment ofSeminole War musket balls, buckshot, pottery, and flint there."
The legends that for years clouded
the true identity of William Lauderdale
began about 1905 - in February ofthat
year, according to one account - when
a yacht carrying a group of wealthy
Palm Beach residents anchored near
the Fort Lauderdale House of Refuge.
On board was Gwendoline Maitland,
Countess of Lauderdale. The countess,
wife of the fourteenth earl of Lauderdale, was a frequent visitor to the United States, and kept a winter home,
"Villa Azura," at Palm Beach. According to a widely repeated story, which
may itself be part of the legend, the
Countess, "not knowing the name of
the port ... sought information from a
Negro on shore. 'Fort Lauderdale,
ma'am,' he replied. Astounded, the
Countess thought she was the victim of
ajoke until she was shown a remaining
corner of the old log fort.""
Regardless of how the Countess actually discovered Fort Lauderdale, she
was evidently delighted to find a town
on the Florida coast bearing her family
name. The people of Fort Lauderdale
proved to be equally impressed with
this "royal connection," particularly
once the Florida land boom was underway, and such romantic tales and the
publicity they generated could be easily
translated into dollars.
Coincidence, as well as wishful imagination and calculated promotion, played a significant part in the growth of
the Lauderdale legend. Major William

Lauderdale, genealogy buffs claim,
was a descendant of a branch of the
same family which produced the countess's husband, although the relationship
was so distant that the Virginia-born
major may have been completely unaware of it. Another descendant of the
same Scottish family was army Captain William Seton Maitland, a native
of New York City, who came to Florida
with the Third Artillery in 1835. Severely wounded at the Battle of Wahoo
Swamp in November 1836, Maitland
took his own life the following August
by jumping from a steamer en route
from Savannah to Charleston. Fort
Maitland in central Florida, and the
city of Maitland, which now occupies
the fort site, were named in his honor."
Although William Lauderdale and
William Maitland had served together
at Wahoo Swamp, there is no evidence
that they regarded each other as kinsmen. Yet, from the perspective of over a
century, the number of similarities between them is striking enough that
confusion seems entirely understandable. Both were officers in the "Florida
War," both had the same first name,
and surnames derived from the same
Scottish forebears, neither survived the
war, and both left forts, and eventually
cities, in Florida named for them.
The Countess of Lauderdale may
have been the first to pick out threads
of fact about William Maitland and
William Lauderdale and to weave them
together with the genealogy and mythology ofthe Maitland/Lauderdale family in Scotland. Perhaps she had been
intrigued enough by her early visit to
do some superficial research on the matter. In February 1920, the Countess
wrote Mrs. Fanny Fern Brown of Fort
Lauderdale from New York,
"Ft. Lauderdale was named by
an ancestor of my husband, after
his father, the Earl ofLauderdale.
Hon. Col. Maitland made a fort
there generations ago, after much
fighting, and did much, I believe,
for that part of America; also
named another town Maitland,
after the family name. Our home
'Thirlestane Castle' was called
'Fort Lauderdale' until 1590. "4'
The legend of Captain (or Major, or
Colonel, according to various accounts)
Maitland attracted considerable attention in 1925, when the Countess of
Lauderdale, in conjunction with Mrs.
E. T. Stotesbury, Mrs. Horace Dodge,
James H. R. Cromwell, the ex-King of
Greece, and other wealthy members of
high society formed the American-British Improvement Company and
began development of Floranada at the
Oakland Park subdivision north of
Fort Lauderdale. Floranada was incorporated on November 25,1925. An ad-

vertisement in the Fort Lauderdale
Daily News entitled "Why the Earl and
Countess of Lauderdale are Building in
America" featured a picture of the
couple's Scottish home with the caption, "until 1500 Thirlestane Castle
was known as Lauder Fort," and also
quoted a slightly different version of
the Maitland legend, as told by the
Countess:
It was twenty years ago, I was
cruising on a friend's yacht,that I
first saw the enchanted spot
where I am going to build in the
country that liesjust north ofFort
Lauderdale. Then Fort Lauderdale was just one house. I remember how surprised I was when they
told me its name, I thought they
must be joking, it was so odd to
find our name in a tiny settlement
on that green and sun-drenched
and then almost unsettled coast
of Florida. Perhaps my original
enthusiasm was heightened when
I discovered that it was a greatgreat uncle of my husband who,
building a little fort to fight off
the Indians, had named it for his
grandfather the seventh Earl of
Lauderdale, and so given the
town its name. "47
On February 18, 1926, the Countess was' present at the laying of the
cornerstone at the Floranada Club,
which was to be the centerpiece of the
new community. The following month,
the Countess was honored in a ceremony at the Rainbow Roof Garden on
East Las alas Boulevard, during
which she was presented the key to the
city by Mayor John W. Tidball, and
seated on a throne designed by archi-

tect Francis Abreu. For years afterward, this event was remembered as
"one of the most brilliant social functions ever to be held here.""
The collapse of the Florida land
boom destroyed the plans of the Floranada developers to establish an exclusive resort in Broward County, but it
did nothing to diminish the legend
promoted by the Countess of Lauderdale. In April 1928, the year after Floranada declared bankruptcy, the Countess wrote to Mayor Tidball's successor, C. D. Kitteridge, offering to donate
two· stones from Thirlestane Castle
for use in a new municipal library.
Then, on January 30, 1929, the Countess died unexpectedly at her Palm
Beach home. She was buried in Scotland, but the legend of Fort Lauderdale's name survived her."
Fortunately for the historical record,
the story of Captain Maitland and his
fort on New River did not go long
unchallenged. A 1923 Fort Lauderdale
Sentinel article, while inaccurate in
many particulars, correctly reported
that Major Lauderdale had followed
the ridge south to New River, where he
"established camp in present Waverly
Place near the North Fork and built
'Old Fort Lauderdale.''' On May 13,
1929, just months after the Countess's
death, the Himmarshee Chapter of the
D.A.R. erected a marker at the Coast
Guard base north of New River Inlet,
commemorating what they believed to
be "The Site of Old Fort Lauderdale
Builtin 1838 by Major William Lauderdale in Command Here During the
Seminole War."50 The Florida volume
in the Federal Writers' Project's American Guide series, published in 1939,
stated simply and accurately that the

At left, Fort Lauderdale Mayor John W. Tidball presents the key to the city to the Countess of Lauderdale
in 1926 (courtesy of Fort Lauderdale Historical Society). The greeting on the right was also presented to

modern city of Fort Lauderdale "occupies the approximate site of a Seminole War fort constructed in 1838 and
named for its commander, Major William Lauderdale." The Pocket History
of Fort Lauderdale, published in 1940,
announced, "We know that there actually was a Major Lauderdale, for a map of
those times shows 'Major Lauderdale's
Trail,' " although this small and notoriously inaccurate volume went on to
conclude that "the Maitland partisans
appear to have all the best of it in
documentary evidence, so we are impelled to endorse their version - 'without
prejudice.'

"51

Nevertheless, by the mid-1950s, the
"Maitlaqd version" began to crumble
under the weight offacts which supported William Lauderdale's claim. Locally, Wesley Stout, debunker ofthe Colee
myth, and Philip Weidling, Fort Lauderdale Daily News columnist and Broward County resident since 1912, were
instrumental in setting the record
straight. In January 1954, Henry Lauderdale visited Fort Lauderdale,
and, understandably, became curious
about the origin of the city's name.
Returning to his home in Texas, Lauderdale, a great-great grandson of Major
William Lauderdale's brother, Samuel
D., wrote to Weidling for information.
Weidling relayed the letter to Stout,
who informed Lauderdale that local history recorded little about his ancestor
except that he was a major of Tennessee Volunteers in the Second Seminole
War. Whether the fort had been named
for Major Lauderdale or for Captain
William Maitland's family, Stout added, remained a mystery.52
Appreciating Stout's interest, Henry
Lauderdale referred him to another of

the countess on this occasion (from "Historical,
Mysterious, Picturesque New River," Friends of the
Library of Fort Lauderdale, Inc., 1978-1979).
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the major's descendants, Russell Wright
of Hartsville, Tennessee. Wright, too,
was initially ignorant of his ancestor's
accomplishments in Florida, but he
diligently sought out William Lauderdale's military record, which revealed
that the major had indeed served on
New River in 1838. Back in Fort Lauderdale, Stout promptly printed Wright's
findings in two consecutive "Beachcomber" columns, although he did not
completely discard Maitland's alleged
presence in the Broward County area."

Local history has been much
confused by a coincidence. The
first U.S. troops to pass through
here were led by Captain William
Seton Maitland, a West Pointer,
bound for Biscayne Bay a year
before there was a Fort Lauderdale. And the Maitlands and the
Lauderdales were of the same
Scottish clan, all Maitlands until
one of the clan was made Earl of
Lauderdale. So it has been written repeatedly that this post was
established by Capt. Maitland."
Maitland, according to this revised
version, had nothing to do with the
naming of Fort Lauderdale, buthad traversed present-day Broward County in
the spring of 1837, on his way south to
build Fort Dallas on the Miami River.
In 1963, Betty Campbell, executive assistant of the newly-formed Fort Lauderdale Historical Society uncovered the
fact that Maitland never returned to
active service after receiving his wound
at Wahoo Swamp in 1836. He remained
at Black Creek in northeastern Florida
from the time of that battle until
August 1837, committed suicide on his
return to Charleston on August 19, and
thus never came to south Florida. Fort
Dallas, which occupied the site of the
present city of Miami, was established
by a joint army-navy force under Captain Lucian B. Webster and Lieutenant
Levin N. Powell at the same time that
Major Lauderdale established Fort Lauderdale. 55
Despite mounting evidence to the
contrary, some members ofthe Scottish
Lauderdale family continued to claim
direct relationship to the man for
whom New River's fort was named,
although the identity of that man was
often altered. Visiting Fort Lauderdale
in 1964, the fifteenth Countess ofLauderdale asserted that:
According to the family archives, in the 1830s a young captain
in the Royal Navy happened to
anchor in this little bay in the
tropics. He was so enchanted by
the beauty of it and the kindness
of the natives that he named it
after his own family name, which
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was Maitland. Later on, when his
father died, the young captain
became the sixth earl of Lauderdale. 56
Apparently, this Countess knew nothing about the Seminole War.
Knowledgeable residents and students of local history gave such accounts little heed, but some confusion
remained concerning the location of
William Lauderdale's fort, although several sources correctly pinpointed the
site on the north bank of New River, at
the forks. The D.A.R. marker erected at
the Coast Guard base in 1929 was
moved and rededicated in 1965 and
moved again in 1970 and 1972, but each
time to another location on the beach.
A 1970 newspaper article, accepting
the information on the marker, stated
that Lauderdale's fort was "located at
what now is the Atlantic BoulevardSeabreeze Boulevard intersection.""
One reason for the recurrent errors
regarding William Lauderdale's activities, despite documentation of his arrival, his construction of a fort, and his
departure from the New River, was the
fact that Lauderdale himself was such
a shadowy figure. Except for the fragments of information that he was born
in southwestern Virginia, lived in Sumner County, Tennessee, served in the
War of 1812 and the Creek and Seminole Wars, and died in Baton Rouge on
his return from Florida, the major's life
and personality remained a mystery.58
In the early 1970s, Broward County
Historian Cooper Kirk determined to
break through the shroud of obscurity
which had settled upon Fort Lauderdale's founder. Scouring archives in
Florida, Tennessee, Virginia, Louisiana, and Washington, D.C., and linking Lauderdale's career to the more publicized exploits of his friend, neighbor,
and commander, General Andrew Jackson, Kirk ferreted out the details ofthe
Tennessee major's life, and placed him
squarely in the context of his time,
region, and society. His biography, William Lauderdale, General Andrew Jackson's Warrior, was published in 1982,
and revealed notan insignificant volunteer officer, but "one ofthe great plantation operators of Middle Tennessee ... a
notable warrior in his day.""
Another, less durable, legend surrounding the old fort from which Broward's county seat takes its name is the
story of the Battle of Fort Lauderdale.
According to the most common version
ofthis tale, a three-day long battle took
place shortly after Captain Maitland
established Fort Lauderdale on the
beach. On the night of August 27,1838,
a band ofSeminole warriors assembled
at Colohatchee Creek and traveled

down Middle River and New River
Sound to within 100 yards of the fort.
They planned to surprise and kill the
outpost's lone sentry, and then set fire
to the stockade and massacre the sleeping garrison. As they approached the
sentry's position, however, one of the
braves slipped and fell, alerting the
guard, who, in turn, was able to warn
the garrison. Failing to catch the soldiers by surprise, the Indians launched
attack after attack against the fort for a
period of three days and three nights
before retreating into the wilderness.
Despite the ferocity of the battle, one
account alleged, Captain Maitland's
"official report" listed the only casualties as a few wounded Indians. Needless to say, this "official report" has
never come to light. GO
Some versions ofthe fictitious battle
state that the beseiged fort was commanded by William Lauderdale, although the fort at the beach was not
erected until 1839, one year after the
attack was supposed to have taken
place, and over a year after Lauderdale's death. Furthermore, actual military records make no mention of a
"Battle of Fort Lauderdale." Fighting a
defensive guerrilla war, Florida's Seminoles hid in the desolate, flooded
swamps and Everglades and ambushed troops sent in to dislodge them, but
rarely launched frontal attacks on
heavily armed fortifications" In the
absence of any authentic documentation, it is interesting to speculate on
why varIOUS accounts of the story pinpoint such a specific date as August 27,
1838. In reality, the New River area
was occupied only by the Indians on
that date. The garrison of the first Fort
Lauderdale departed in May, and the
troops that built the second fort did not
arrive until the following February.
One account gives the battle date as
August 27, 1837, months before any
troops had come to New River. The
August 27 date may have derived from
the September 27, 1839, attack on two
soldiers and an interpreter from the
fort by Indians from Sam Jones's band,
but this derivation is a matter of conjecture'2
The period of permanent settlement
in Broward County, from the 1890s to
the present, has produced its share of
tall tales, suppositions, and outright
inaccuracies, but few, if any, of these
have been as deeply enshrined in
legend as tales purporting to tell of the
region's earlier history. Perhaps the
expanding documentation offered by
newspapers, public records, and other
written sources, and the increased number of witnesses to local events, have
decreased the chances for complex misunderstandings, such as those of the
Colee Massacre and Captain Mait-

