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The years between the end of the 
Seminole Wars and the arrival of 
the F.E.C. Railway are often con
sidered "lost pages" of Broward 
County's past. During much of 
this forty-year period, the region 
which was to become Broward 
was entirely devoid of non-Indian 
inhabitants. Yet it was this era 
which saw such developments as 
the House of Refuge, the "Bare
foot Mailman, " and the Dade Coun
ty stage route from Lantana to 
Lemon City. Most of our know
ledge about this period derives 
from accounts written by a hand
ful of individuals who passed 
through the unspoiled wilderness. 
The longest and most complete of 
these accounts was written by 
Charles W. Pierce. 

A native of II I i no is, Pierce moved 
to south Florida in 1872, at the age 
of eight, settling with his family on 
Hypoluxo Island in Lake Worth . As 
a boy and as a young man, he sailed 
the Atlantic, walked the beach, and 
paddled through the Everglades and 
the inland waterways, becoming, in 
the process, more familiar with the 
territory between Lake Worth and 
Biscayne Bay than any of his con
temporaries. In the late 1920s, 
Pierce, then serving as postmaster 
of Boynton in Palm Beach County, 
began to record his recollections of 
youth in a wilderness that had al
ready disappeared. When completed, 
his manuscript, which he entitled 
"On the Wings of the Wind," num
bered 695 pages. Pierce died in 
1939, shortly after finishing the 
manuscript. Several members of his 
family continued to reside in south
eastern Florida, and his manuscript 
was eventually donated to the His
torical Society of Palm Beach Coun
ty. In 1970, it was edited and ab
breviated by Professor Donald W. 
Curl and published by the Univer
sity of Miami Press as the book 
Pioneer Life in Southeast Florida. 

"Broward County One Hundred 
Years Ago" is a compilation of sec
tions of the original Pierce manu
script dealing with the Broward 
County area. Many descriptive pas
sages appear in print here for the 
first time, having been deleted from 
Pioneer Life in Southeast Florida 
to preserve the flow of the narra
tive. Pierce's original spelling and 

• • • 
punctuation have been for the most 
part retained; minor corrections 
have been made only where neces
sary for clarity and readability. 

From its early days as a wilder
ness retreat to its present status as a 
metropolitan center, Broward Coun
ty has been visited by numerous 
celebrities. Novelist Kenneth Rob
erts visited the county during the 
1920s as a reporter for the Satur
day Evening Post. In his article en
titled "Broward, Ballyhoo, and 
Kenneth Roberts," Joe Knetsch 
analyzes Roberts' activities in and 
views of boomtime Broward Coun
ty. A former history teacher and 
historical commissioner in Broward 
County, Knetsch is currently work
ing on his Ph.D . at Florida State 
University in Tallahassee. 

Not allot Broward 's "celebrit ies" 
were out-of-town visitors. Henry 
L. "Bud" Lyons, for instance, was 
an important figure in his home
town of Pompano, in the west 
Broward area where he farmed, and 
in national agricultural circles from 
the 1920s until his death in 1952. 
His holdings included land in what 
is today Margate, Coral Springs, 
North Lauderdale, Tamarac, and 
Lauderhill. Although his many busi
ness interests included cattle ranch
ing and real estate, Lyons is remem
bered principally as a bean farmer. 
"Titan of the Bean Patch," reprint
ed from the January 1939 issue of 
The Country Home Magazine, tells 
how Lyons turned a flooded tract 
of Everglades into the largest bean 
farm in the United States and pro
vides a first-hand look at his opera
tions. 

Three articles on Seminole In
dian culture and living conditions 
round out this issue of Broward 
Legacy. "Seminole Indians in the 
Florida War" examines an often
overlooked facet of military sources 
on the Second Seminole War -the 
soldiers' view of the Indians they 
were fighting. Among these soldiers' 
accounts are some of the first des
criptions of Seminole life in what is 
now Broward County. 

The second Indian article, "Two 
Seminole Tribes, Different Cus
toms," appeared first in the Fort 
Lauderdale Sentinel in 1923, al
most seventy years after hostilities 
between the Seminoles and white 

settlers ended. In the first decades 
of the twentieth century, however, 
south Florida's Indians faced a new 
crisis as drainage and expanding 
white settlement made great in· 
roads on their hunting, gathering, 
and subsistence farming economy 
Despite dislocation and poverty 
caused by increased development, 
the Sentinel presents a cheerful and 
romanticized version of Seminole 
life, a version similar to that pre· 
sented at Seminole tourist attrac· 
tions along the Gold Coast during 
the boom and depression years . 

A sharply contrasting view of the 
impact of white development on 
Seminole life is presented in the 
1935 annual report of special com· 
missioner James L. Glenn, re
printed here as "Dr. Glenn Strug· 
gles For Seminole Improvement." 
Glenn, a Presbyterian minister, 
served as special commissioner to 
the Seminoles from 1931 to 1935, 
and during this time worked tire
lessly in the face of political op
position to improve conditions for 
the Indians. Although his duties 
took him throughout south Flori
da, his headquarters were at the 
Dania (now Hollywood) Reserva
tion, which had been established in 
1926 and became a home for In
dians displaced by boomtime devel
opment along the southeast coast. 
Additional material on Glenn's 
service and observations of Semi
nole life can be found in his book, 
My Work Among the Florida Se
minoles, edited by Harry A. Kersey, 
Jr. Dr. Glenn is currently retired 
and lives in Rockwall, Texas. 
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The Adventures of Charles Pierce in 

Broward County One Hundred Years Ago 

Part I 

When Charles Pierce died in 1939, he left a massivP manuscript describing his experiences in southeast 

Florida until the coming of the mil road. In 19 70, a summarized version of the period before 1896 

was published as Pioneer Life in Soulheast Florida. What follows arf' excerpts from Pierce's manu

script which relate his adventures in wha t is now Broward Connty. For further details see ·'Behind 

the Scenes" in this issue. 

THE HOUSES OF REFUGE 

Why did the Government build these 
houses of refuge for shipwrecked sailors? 
At the time these houses were built 
(1876) the entire East Coast was what 
one might term a howling wilderness. 
In fact, with the exception of the very 
few settlers on Biscayne Bay and Lake 
Worth, and they were sixty miles apart; 
the coast line of this part of Florida was 
unchanged from the time Ponce de Leon 
discovered it, and sailors wrecked along 
this unsettled coast had little chance to 
leave it except by passing vessels on the 
sea, and on many parts of the coast were 
in danger of starvation, if they failed to 
salvage food from the wrecked vessel. 
A case of this kind happened in a hurri
cane of October 1873. A vessel was 
wrecked about half way between Bis
cayne Bay and New River. She went all 
to pieces when she hit the beach. All the 
crew landed on shore safely, but were 
unable to find any food cast up by the 
waves, and the only water they could 
find was brackish in the salt marsh back 
of the beach ridge. Their life boats had 
been lost and they knew not in what di
rection there might be a human habita
tion. Their only hope as they saw it was 
to signal a passing steamer, but the 
weather kept unfavorable, the sea rough, 
and no steamer came near enough to see 
the small piece of canvas waving from the 
end of a spar erected on the beach. 

For the first two days there was 
plenty of fish washed up by the big seas 
of the hurricane, but they had no way of 
keeping them, and a few days later when 
found by a man that had walked up the 
beach from Biscayne Bay, the half starved 
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crew were existing on spoiled fish. 
The story of their hardships and near 

death was told in the New York papers, 
and when brought to the attention of 
the Government, Sumner I. Kimball, 
Superintendent of the Life Saving Serv
ice, ordered the immediate construction 
of five houses of refuge for shipwrecked 
people on the East Coast of Florida. 

AN EXPEDITION IN THE 
HILLSBORO COUNTRY 

Billie Addison spent most of the pre
vious summer [1876] on the lake [Lake 
Worth], and when not out hunting stop
ped at Charlie Moore's [on present-day 
Palm Beach]. Billie's father was a cattle 
man on the west coast. After the [Octo
ber] hurricane Billie went home. Return
ing in December he said his father wanted 
him to see if he could locate a good cattle 
range along to the west of the coast 
country, but there was no way to get 
there as far as anyone knew at that time; 
no way to cross the wide swamp between 
the high land west of the lake and the flat 
woods a mile or so farther west, so he 
made up a party to explore the country 
west of the Hillsborough [Hillsboro] 
river, its inlet located some 16 miles 
south of the Orange Grove House of Re
fuge [at present- day Delray Beach]. 

Billie persuaded Dexter Hubel and 
Frank Andrews to go with him on this 
exploring expedition in an unknown 
country, and borrowed the Pierces' little 
boat Dolly in which to make the trip. 
Dexter was not new to the woods, having 
worked in the forests of Michigan as a 
lumberman, but Frank Andrews was a 

city boy, born and reared in the city of 
Brooklyn, N.Y., and had never been in 
the wilds of an unsettled country until 
he came to Lake Worth. 

They started on this trip sometime in 
the month of December and were gone so 
long without any tidings from them the 
Pierce family became worried as week 
after week went by and no word at all 
came from them. Of course there was no 
way for the young men to communicate 
with the people at the station [House of 
Refuge] as to their whereabouts or of 
when they expected to return, but it 
was long past time for their return. 
Mr. [Hannibal D.] Pierce [father of 
Charles W. Pierce and keeper of the 
Orange Grove House of Refuge] said one 
night, after a day of smooth sea and a 
west wind, "It begins to look as if we 
have lost our Dolly as well as the boys 
that sailed her." 

One day, however, about five weeks 
since they had started on their trip, 
Frank Andrews came walking in from 
the south. He had left Dexter and Billie 
with the Dolly in Hillsborough inlet 
where they had put in on account of bad 
weather. Frank said he was full up of this 
kind of cruising and camping in Florida, 
for the time being, and was sure happy 
to be so near home again. It took some 
grit and a lot of determination on his part 
to undertake that walk of 16 miles on 
the soft beach sand. "But," said he, "I 
was ready to undertake most anything 
that would give me a chance to sleep in 
a real bed and have regular food once 
more." He then launched into telling the 
story of this remarkable voyage. It took 
him hours to tell of the many haps and 
mishaps, but mostly mishaps that occur
red on this trip into the unknown woods 
of the Hillsborough. 



Charles W. Pierce, ca. 1920s (photo courtesy of Mrs. Robert Powell). 

When they started down the coast 
they arrived at Hillsborough inlet alright 
and in good time. Went up the river about 
a mile where they made camp and there 
prepared for a long tramp to the west 

land south through woods that at that 
time had never been explored by white 
men. Each carried his bedding in a roll 
over his shoulder, and in the roll was 
each man's share of what they thought 
would be enough food for three or four 
days. They intended to be back at the 
boat within three days at the most, per
haps sooner, and they could not afford to 
carry food for a longer time as it would 
make their load too heavy. 

Leaving the camp early in the morning 
they made their way in a westerly direc
tion, or as nearly so as the thick scrub 
would permit, through woods and 
swamp, wading ponds and tramping over 
spruce pine ridges until at last they were 
stopped by a dense cypress swamp, ex
tending to the north and south as far as 
they could see. It was near sundown 
when they arrived on the edge of this 
swamp so they made camp for the 
night. When Frank removed his shoes that 
night he found his feet in bad shape with 
blisters and raw spots caused by walking 
through mud and water all day . It was 
decided to remain in camp next day to 
gi ve Frank's feet a chance to heal, mean
time Billie and Dexter would scout over 
th e surrounding country ; this they did 
throughout the most of the following 

day without finding anything suitable as 
a good cattle range. 

The next morning Frank said he was 
again ready for the trail, and they started, 
as they supposed, traveling south. This 
direction they followed for the entire 
day, camping that night on the edge of 
a deep pond, surrounded on three sides 
by a heavy growth of rank saw palmet
to; on the west side of the pond was a 
dense cypress head. They cleared a place 
in the palmettoes large enough for 
their camp and prepared to spend their 
third night. 

There was not a great deal of pre para
tion needed to spend the night as there 
was little to prepare. The main thing was, 
of course, a good supply of fat light
wood for the campfire, enough to keep 
a big fire going all night. The fire they 
considered a necessity in that wild place 
where varmints had not learned to be 
afraid of man. What was there to be 
afraid of? Well , there were panthers, 
snakes and alligators, any one of which 
might attack them in the darkness of the 
night, but with a good fire burning there 
was no danger; so a large supply of fat 
pine was collected, enough to last the 
night through; then supper, and wh en 
that was finished there was nothing left 
for breakfast, the food was all gone. 

They had expected to help out th eir 
supply of grub by killing game, but so 
far they had not killed anything. They 
had only one gun, a doubl e barrel mu z-

zle loader shotgun, and Frank had insist
ed on carrying it. He was new to the great 
outdoors, and was a little afraid of what 
they might come upon, and liked the feel 
of a gun in his hands. He was not much of 
a marksman either, and up to this time 
had missed everything he had shot at. 

They sat around the campfire for some 
time after supper, talking of their chances 
of getting back to the boat early the next 
day. Billie Addison said, "We've just got 
to get back to the boat soon tomorrow 
or be near starved; after all this time 
since we left the boat we have not killed 
a thing so far, and the chances of killing 
something to eat tomorrow is mighty 
slim." "Billie, do you know how far we 
are from the coast?" asked Dexter. "No, 
I don't," he answered, "and what's more 
I don't know how far south we have 
traveled, but one thing is certain , if we 
keep going east we will come to the ocean 
after awhile, we can't miss that, and then 
we can tell how far we are from the boat, 
so the only thing to do is to go east when 
we leave here in the morning." "Mean
time what are we going to do for some
thing to eat?" was Frank's next question. 
"That remains to be seen, do the best we 
can, I reckon," was the answer that Billie 
gave this most important question, and he 
continued, "it's either kill something fit 
to eat or get back to the boat with as 
little delay as possible." 

More wood was piled on the fire, 
then the boys rolled up in their blankets 
and tried to get some sleep. Although 
very tired and worn by their hard day's 
tramp through unknown woods and 
swamps, sleep did not come quickly as 
they were worried about what the mor
row might bring. And then too, the noises 
of the night on every hand made Frank 
nervous. The big bull frogs in the pond 
kept up a continual "cronk, cronk" in 
a deep bass; now and then a high pitched 
"peep" followed by a "plunk" as a small 
frog jumped from the bank into the 
pond. Some owls kept up a continual 
"hooting" back in the cypress, and as 
Frank was almost asleep his ear caught 
the sound of a long drawn wail or scream 

far to the southwest; it sounded almost 
human. He raised up suddenly and called 
out, "Billie, what is that?" "That," an
swered Billie, "was a panther away back 
in the cypress; go to sleep; he will not 
bother us while the fire burns, and be
sides he is hardly likely to come near us 
for he is at least half a mile from our 
camp." 

Billie was an old hand in the Florida 
woods and swamps; the cry of a panther 
did not disturb him in the least. Frank, 
seeing Billie so indifferent about the 
matter, rolled up in his blanket again and 
was soon sound asleep. 

No untoward event happened to this 
littl e band of adventurers throughout th e 
night. When the fire burned low, first Bil 
li e and then Dexter got up and piled on 
more wood. At last daylight, and the sun 
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shining over the tops of the eastern 
woods, woke the boys from a sound but 
troubled sleep. A drink from the pond, 
blankets rolled up, and they were off; 
going straight towards the rising sun. 

After about an hour's tramping they 
came out of the swamp and onto a high 
spruce pine ridge where the walking was 
easy compared to the swamps they had 
just passed through. The woods were fair· 
ly open and they could pick their way be· 
tween the bunches ~f oak scrub and saw 
palmetto. After passing through this they 
came to tall pine timber, and as they 
walked out into the more open woods, 
they saw ahead of them, about half a 
mile distant, a strip of hammock reaching 
north and south as far as they could see. 
Over the top of this hammock they saw 
the tops of palmetto trees growing in 
the beach hammock about two miles 
farther on. 

"Boys," said Billie, after a long look 
over the country ahead, "that hammock 
is on the edge of a swamp that extends 
from Hillsborough to New River. We 
have only to follow the edge of this 
swamp in a northerly direction for a 
few miles to find our boat and camp on 
the Hillsborough River. I think we are 
about three miles south of its inlet." 

Just as Billie finished speaking a very 
large flock of wading birds rose up from 
the swamp in front of them. went a short 
distance and settled back in the marsh. 
When the boys saw these birds, many of 
which were white ibis, they were wild to 
kill some, that meant something to eat 
right now. They at once commenced to 
make their way through the hammock 
border of the swamp. They had a hard 
time of it; the hammock was dense, 
sometimes crawling under, then over the 
tops of bushes covered with great masses 
of morning glory and moon flower vines. 
It was hard work, especially so as they 
had nothing to eat for the past 18 hours. 

When they came out of the hammock 
they found the marsh quite open and 
birds there by the thousands, Frank said 
there were millions, anyway there were a 
lot of them. There were herons of all 
kinds, big and little, white and blue, a 
large flock of gannets or wood ibis, and 
white ibis (curlew) in immense flocks. 
When the boys came out of the hammock 
the nearest saw them and immediately 
took wing, all the others followed and 
commenced to circle around overhead. 
Frank thought all he had to do was 
shoot at the mass without aiming, there 
were so many he couldn't miss, so he 
fired both barrels in quick succession and 
never a bird dropped. The birds were 
flying away; Frank commenced reloading 
his gun. Just as he was ramming down 
the last wadding on the shot, Billie and 
Dexter called out, "Hurry, hurry, Frank, 
they are coming back, right overhead. 
Shoot quick." Frank became greatly 
excited, raising his gun quickly he again 
fired both barrels and made a clean miss 

4 BROWARD LEGACY 

as before. Then the birds made another 
circle back; Billie and Dexter yelled at 
him, "Hurry and load, Frank! They are 
coming back again ." Frank started to 
load the gun and found he did not have 
a ramrod to push the wadding down on 
the powder and shot. Then he remem · 
bered that he was in such a rush and the 
boys kept calling at him to hurry and 
shoot, he had forgotten to remove the 
ramrod and shot it away. So that set· 
tied the question of killing any birds, 
for that time at least. 

They worked their way back to the 
high pine ridge and wearily walked 
north. About three o'clock in the after
noon they arrived at the Hillsborough 
River and half an hour later reached the 
boat where they found all as they had 
left it some days before, and you can 
bet they were not long in starting a fire 
and cooking something to eat. 

They spent the rest of the day and 
night eating and sleeping. While Billie 
and Frank did the cooking Dexter work
ed on a new ramrod for the gun. When 
they awoke next morning there was a 
fine west wind blowing and the sea was 
smooth, so they up sail and started for 
Miami, some 38 miles down the coast. 

DR. HENSHALL'S VISIT 
Early one morning [in 1879] Mr. 

[Hannibal D.1 Pierce came in the house 
l the Pierce homestead on Hypoluxo Island 
in Lake Worth 1 and said, "There's a party 
of hunters camped on the west shore of 
the lake right across from our landing; 
after breakfast I am going over to see who 
they are." After breakfast he went. Char
lie (Pierce , referring to himself in the 
third person 1 went along too, for he 
wanted to see who the hunters were that 
had come to use his hunting grounds. 

When they landed and introduced 
themselves they found the hunters were 
a Doctor [James A.1 Henshall, and four 
young men all from Kentucky. They had 
come to Florida on a health trip as the 
doctor said, to get away from the Ken
tucky frying pan, which he claimed had 
upset the digestion of his four com pan
ions. Meantime they were hunting and 
fishing for amusement, and to help out 
their supply of food which they found 
necessary when so far away from a store. 

They were cruising in a little wall
side cat- boat named Blue Wing Now 
their boat was only large enough to 
barely hold passengers and dunnage, 
when there was any cooking or sleep
ing to be 'done they had to go on shore 
to do it. They had a good sized "A" 
tent and camped in comfort whenever 
a good site was located. 

Dr. Henshall and party camped around 
the shore of the lake at the south end for 
about a week; in the meantime the doctor 
walked the beach to Miami, in company 
with two of his companions, stopping 

over at Lauderdale for a visit at the In· 
dian village near the headwaters of New 
River. The two young men left in camp 
had rather a lonesome time waiting for 
the doctor's return and were frequent 
visitors to the Pierce homestead. When 4 

Dr. Henshall returned from his tramp 
down the beach, camp was struck, an 
the little Blue Wing sailed away on her 
return trip up Indian River. Sometime in 
1884 Charlie Pierce called at the Potter 
homestead [on present· day Palm Beach] 
and found George Potter hard at work 
making pen drawings for Dr. Henshall's 
book, Camping and Cruising in Florida, 
which was an account of his trip in the 
Blue Wing, and a later cruise in a schoon· 
er named Rambler, down the east coast. 
Dr. Henshall in this book has given an 
accurate description of the country and 
names of all the people as he found them r 
at that time living on the lake. 
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HYPOLUXO ISLAND 
The map above shows the homesteads of 
the Pierce family and other early settlers 
on Hypoluxo Island at the southern end 
of Lake Worth in 1883. The February 
1877 view of the original Pierce home, 
at right, is one of the earliest known 
photographs taken in southeast Florida. 
On the porch, from left to right are: 
Roy Chapman, Frank Andrews, and H. 
D. Pierce (both pictures courtesy of Mrs. 
Robert Powell). 



SAILING AND CAMPING ON 
THE SOUTHEAST COAST 

At last they [Hannibal D. and Charlie 
Pierce ] were off on this long and some
what dangerous trip [to Biscayne Bay to 
get a kettle to boil cane syrup], seventy 

. miles to the south along one of the most 
' dangerous parts of the Atlantic coast. 

Leaving Mrs . Pierce and her little girl at 
Browns [on Lake Worth], and taking Ros 
[Brown] with his fishing tackle, gun, 
and bedding on board, they sailed away 
to the inlet to wait for a fair wind and a 
smooth sea for the first run of forty 
miles to Hillsborough [Hillsboro 1 inlet, 
the first harbor to the south of Lake 
Worth. From Hill sborough on to Bis
cayne Bay the going was much safer for 
small craft on account of comparatively 
shallow water near the land. But from 
Lake Worth inlet to Hillsborough the 
Gulf Stream swept in close along the 
beach and the hundred fathom curve 
was but a short distance off shore. All 
south bound boats even to the largest 
steamships ran in along this coast as 
close as the depth of water would al
low, in order to escape the northward 
flow of the Gulf Stream, which was so 
strong that it was well nigh impossible 
for a small sailboat to make headway 
against it when tacking. 

After waiting a few days the chance 
came for the run down the coast. When 
they awoke that morning the wind was 
fair and the sea smooth. A hurried break
fast of coffee and turtle egg flapjacks, 
then the tent was taken down, bedding 
rolled up and everything stored away on 
board; sail hoisted and with a strong ebb 
tide they were soon on old ocean sai ling 
to the south on a sea of sparkling blue. 
There was a gentle breeze from the north
east and the bluff bowed old Creole 
labored along at about five miles an hour 
through the water but not that fast past 
the land on account of the head current. 
The weather was of the finest, and the 
two boys enjoyed this ocean voyage to 
the utmost. They arrived off Hillsborough 
[Hillsboro] late that afternoon. It was 
thirteen miles from here to New River 
inlet, and Mr. Pierce, knowing they could 
not make that inlet before dark, thought 
it best to spend the night inside Hills
borough. The tide was full and still run-

ning in, so it was easy going inside. They 
rounded up to shore behind the south 
point, carried the tent and camp dunnage 
on land; soon the tent was up and camp 
fire burning ready to cook supper. 
To Charlie had fallen the honor of the 
position of cook; he did not appreciate 
the honor of his job in the least , as he 
said, "he was not stuck on it, " but as 
Ros did not know how, and his father 
wouldn't cook, it was up to him to do it, 
so he got by with the least work possible. 
Rice, flapjacks and coffee was what he 
cooked for their supper that night. If 
the other two did not like Charlie's cook
ing they did not dare to "kick" for fear 
Charlie would strike and the job would 
fall on them , so they ate their supper 
without comment. 

Supper was fini shed and mosquitoes 
bars rigged before dark, then they took 
time to look around and see what kind of 
place the Hillsborough inlet was. Mr. 
Pierce had been here before, but to Ros 
and Charlie everything was new and ra
ther strange, quite different from Lake 
Worth or Jupiter inlets. Across the inlet 
from their camp in the edge of the ham
mock was a tall coconut tree; then just 
around a little point farther west were two 
more, and a few hundred feet up the east 
shore of the river was another, making 
four trees in all; their tops loaded with 
green nuts. Around this first littl e point 
the river turned north and ran straight 
in that direction for about three miles. 
There a sharp bend cut off their view of 
the river beyond. Low dense mangroves 
lined both shores most of the way, 
broken here and there with low growing 
bushes of coco plum and seagrape. Across 
the river to the northwest they could see 
the mouth of a creek which was about 
fifty feet wide, and as the tide turned, a 
heavy flood of dark colored fresh water 
came pouring out of it. To the south 
was a long, narrow lagoon leading in 
that direction for near half a mile; ocean 
sand beach on the east and low sc rub 
hammock on the west. The inlet itself 
was only about two hundred feet wide 
in the widest place and very shallow at 
low tide. 

Ros and Charlie decided to have a 
look for turtle eggs before it became too 
dark, so trotted off down the beach to 
the south. Soon they came upon a fresh 
nest made only the night before. They 
were both experts at locating the right 
spot where the eggs were deposited, and 
did not waste any time in "digging 
around," as many do that are not on to 
the ways of a nesting turtle, but located 
them on the first dig, and carried fifty 
eggs back to camp. That may sound like 
a lot of eggs and so it would be if they 
had been hen eggs, but when you con
sider that it takes an even dozen for one 
batch of pancakes, and only four table
spoons full of flour it will be easier to 
understand that fifty turtle eggs was not 
to much after all. For the newcomer 

or greenhorn, as they were generally 
call ed, it is a very difficult job to locate 
the eggs, and many times they will fail 
to find them. A turtle will most always 
deposit its eggs in the first digging it 
makes after reaching dry sand of the up
per beach; then after carefully covering 
and packing down the sand over the eggs, 
it will crawl around and dig all over all 
creation, just to fool the unwary and 
uneducated hunter of turtle eggs. As they 
trudged into camp Charlie said, "Now 
we will have some good egg cakes for 
breakfast." They found Mr. Pierce sit
ting by the campfire fighting mosquitoes 
and sandflies. The wind had died down 
and the "bugs" were bad; they lost no 
time in crawling under their bars and 
soon all were asleep. 

Awake at sunrise the next morn 
and not a breath of wind stirring s~ 
they took their time in getting break
fast, that is Charlie did, the other two 
only looked on while Charlie did the 
cooking. He made a lot of turtle egg 
cakes and !Vlr. Yierce and Ros ate them 
about as fast as he would cook them. 
Finally they filled up, then Charlie had 
his turn. After breakfast the two boys 
carried the dirty dishes to the water's 
edge and scrubbed them clean with 
beach sand, then they stood them on 
edge to drain and dry in the sun. They 
did not have such a thing as a dish towel 
or dish rag on board. By using sand and 
plenty of seawater they managed to get 
most of the grease off. Hands and face 
were washed in the same way; soap would 
not work in saltwater, and they had to 
keep their small supply of fresh water for 
drinking and cooking. 

The sea breeze came in about nine 
o'clock fresh from the southeast , almost 
dead ahead so there was nothing to do 
but wait for it to change to a more favor
able point. When the tide slackened they 
poled the Creole over to the north side 
and climbed the coconut trees for a sup
ply of the green nuts. The milk or water, 
as some call it , in the small green nuts 
was much nicer tasting than the warm 
stale water in their water cask. Climbing 
a coconut tree is easy if one knows how, 
and these two boys knew how equal to 
any southsea islander; they were bare
footed , of course. Charlie was the first to 
climb. Going up the tree, he grasped it 
with the flat of his hands around on the 
opposite side, then placing the soles of 
his feet on each side of the tree, with 
knees bent in frog fashion, he literally 
hopped his way to the top, then crawling 
up among the long fronds, or leaves, he 
hooked his arm over one of them, that 
left both hands free to cut away the nuts 
and throw them to the ground. They got 
enough nuts to furni sh them with good 
drinking water for two or three days, 
then sailed the Creo le back to camp. 

Up to dinner time that day the boys 
had seen all there was to see around the 
inlet except the creek over to the north
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west, so they planned to have a look at 
that when the tide was low in the after
noon. They would have to go down 
around the south end of the lagoon and 
walk up along the west shore. 

At low tide there was a narrow beach 
close to the mangroves extending along 
the west side of this part of the river, but 
at high tide the water was too deep for 
wading along this shore. If they only had 
a rowboat everything would have been 
quite easy for the exploration of the 
creek, but of course, they did not have 
one and would have to do the next 
best thing, which was wait for low tide. 
Every few minutes one or the other 
would exclaim, "Gee, I wish we had a 
skiff." 

They fished for awhile, but that did 
not last long for in a very short time they 
had more fish than they could use. They 
could not go hunting in the pine woods 
because that same mysterious deep 
creek came in between them and the 
pine woods, and no way to cross it. To 
the north and south was beach ridge 
covered with a growth of hammock, 
saw palmetto, and tall grass where rab
bits and gophers were about the only 
kind of game to be found. 

Near three o'clock the tide had fal
len enough to make a start for the creek 
possible and they were off to investigate 
it. The beach or bank in between the 
mangroves andf the water's edge was a 
slippery kind 9f muck and they had to 
"watch their step" to keep from sitting 
down suddenly in the mud. They reach
ed their destination after awhile, but 
there was not much they could see when 
they got there, only a swift torrent of 
dark fresh water rushing out into the 
river. About two hundred yards back it 
made a sudden turn to the south, and of 
course, they could not see beyond that 
bend. They wished to stay there and 
watch the creek for a time, but there 
was no place where they could sit; the 
muck bank was wet and slippery. Char
lie hunted around the mangrove roots 
until he found a piece of board that cou ld 
be used to sit on. Here they remained for 
more than an hour talking about the 
creek and wondering what there might be 
farther on, or up the creek, as they called 
it. Where did it come from? How long is 
it, and through what kind of country 
does it flow? These were the questions 
they kept asking each other. 

While sitting there a flock of white 
ibis came flying rapidly down around the 
bend toward them; on sighting the boys 
they arose abruptly over the mangroves 
on the north bank and were soon out of 
sight to the northward. Alligators were 
there in considerable numbers. There 
was an eddy on the north side. The gators 
would drift along lazily, full length on 
top of the water in this eddy until car
ried again into the swift current, then 
they would submerge with only heads 
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The Brown family of Palm Beach, c. 1890. Mr. and Mrs. David Brown are seated. Stand· 
ing behind them are Lida P. Brown, D. E. "Ned" Brown, and Mr. and Mrs. Roswell K. 
"Ros" Brown (photo courtesy of Mrs. Robert Powell) . 

showing, swim vigorously for the eddy 
where the same performance would be 
enacted again. 

The boys sat there watching the gators 
and birds for near two hours, then they 
noticed the tide was coming up fast and 
the path along the mangroves getting very 
narrow. Charlie jumped to his feet say
ing, "Come on Ros, we had better be 
making for camp if we want to get there 
without swimming. See how fast the 
tide is raising." They made it alright but 
had to wade in a foot of water in two or 
three places. 

Charlie was cooking turtle egg flap
jacks for supper and was practicing turn
ing them by "flipping," as they called it. 
This was done by tossing them up with a 
flip of the frypan and catching them on 
the other side as they fell. Was doing 
fine and not missing one. Just as he tos
sed the next cake a hard puff of wind 
hit it, and away it went, landing on the 
sand ten feet to leeward. After that he 
watched the wind when ready to toss a 
cake. 

The next day the wind was still blow
ing hard from the southeast. They were 
by this time getting real tired of laying 
around Hillsborough inlet. After dinner, 
Mr. Pierce announced his intention of 
walking down the beach to the Fort 
Lauderdale Station [House of Refuge] 
and spending the night with the keeper. 
He also told Charlie that if the sea was 
smooth and wind fair in the morning, to 
pack up and put to sea with the Creole, 
and they could pick him up from the 
beach when they met him. With these 
instructions he sta rted off down the 

beach. The two boys were interested 
and not a little excited over the situa
tion they now found themselves in. They 
were in sole charge of the camp and 
would be captain and mate of the Creole 
when they got underway far down the 
coast in the morning if wind and wave 
should be favorable. They sat by the 
campfire that night and planned their 
sailing in the morning if everything was 
alright. So anxious they were to sail out 
of the inlet onto the ocean all by them
selves they could hardly wait for morn
ing. They were not at all anxious to go 
to bed, and sat by the campfire until 
near midnight. Its bright blaze kept 
their courage up, as they were rather 
nervous at the thought of being all alone 
so far from anyone; neither had been in 
a like situation before, sixteen miles from 
the nearest white person to the north, 
and that lone man seven miles from his 
nearest neighbor to the north. To the 
south the nearest people were at the 
Lauderdale House of Refuge, where Mr. 
Pierce was spending the night, nine 
miles distant. To the west, nothing but a 
vast wilderness reaching away to the Gulf 
of Mexico, without a living human being 
in all of it excepting perhaps here and 
there a wandering Seminole Indian hunt
er. To the east the Atlantic, now looking 
dark and gloomy in the starlight, reach
ing away to the coast of Africa. That was 
isolation for you, and these two fourteen 
year old boys were well aware of it. 
At last sleep got the better of their ner
vousness, and they crawled under their 
mosquito bar. Their last words before 
going to sleep were, "Hope the sea is 



smooth and the wind fair in the morn
ing." 

Charlie thought they had been asleep 
but an hour or so when he was awakened 
by Ros calling, "Get up Charlie, it's 
daylight." Rolling out of bed and jump
ing to his feet, his first thought was of 
the sea. Rubbing the sleep from his 
eyes - he looked and saw it was as 

I smooth as a pond, and the wind was 
blowing a gentle breeze from the west; 
an ideal morning for the start. They ran 
to the water's edge and washed their 
faces in the briny water, then hurried 
back to camp. Charlie told Ros to start 
the fire while he mixed the batter for the 
cakes. They were all hurry and excite
ment to start their first voyage alone on 
the ocean. About an hour after sunrise 
everything was on board, then they hoist
ed sails on the Creole, got the anchor up 
and underway with a fair tide out through 
the inlet; soon they were sailing south 
on the deep blue water of the Atlantic. 

The wind was light and they were 
making only about three miles an hour. 
The Great Florida Reef comes to land at 
Hillsborough inlet; from there north it 
skirts the shore line; cropping out in large 
hummocks at Boca Raton, Lake Worth 
inlet, and Gilberts Bar. From Hillsbo
rough south it runs nearly due south to 
Fowey Rocks, but the coast line keeps 
bearing off to the west, which fact causes 
the reef to lay off shore, less than a quar
ter of a mile, a mile south of Hillsborough, 
to about five miles at Cape Florida. 

As the boys sailed along over this 
reef they spent much time in gazing 
down into the clear depths at the won
ders there: sea fans; long streamy sea 
feathers of brilliant colors, red, yellow, 
and blue; and fish as wonderous in color 
as the growth in this garden of the sea. 
Then about three miles down the coast 
they spied a tiny black spot at the water's 
edge away to the south. Charlie calling 
Ros' attention to this speck said, "I'll 
bet that is Dad coming to meet us." 
And in a little while it proved to be Mr. 
Pierce, as Charlie had predicted. When 
they came up with him, Charlie sailed 
the Creole close into the beach, and his 
father crawled on board. The boys were 
only too glad to have him back on board, 
and turn over to him the responsibility 
of navigating the ship. While they had 
managed the craft alright, there now ap
peared signs of a change of wind to the 
south which would be dead ahead and in 
that case would have been uncertain just 
what to do if they had been alone. Short
ly after Mr. Pierce came on board the 
wind did change, coming from south
southeast and freshening to a brisk breeze. 
It was now tack for tack and of course, 
very slow time was made as the day wore 
on. By noon the wind was blowing pret
ty stiff and of course a rough lumpy sea 
with it. The Creole did some tall jumping 
and low plunging as she labored along 
close hauled on the wind. "That up and 

down motion," said Charlie, "makes me 
feel sorta bad in my stomach," and Ros 
did not like it either, said it made him 
"feel unhappy." They arrived at New 
River inlet late that afternoon. Sailing 
inside they kept on up the river to the 
landing where the keeper of the station 
kept his boats. This keeper's name was 
Wash[ington] Jenkins, and was the first 
keeper appointed to this station in the 
summer of 1876. How he and his family 
managed to content themselves in this 
most isolated and out of the way place it 
is rather hard to imagine. The Creole's 
crew landed their camp dunnage, set up 
the tent, and spent the night there. This 
landing was four miles up river from 
the inlet. A narrow crooked creek led out 
to the north from a bend of the river a 
short distance beyond the landing; this 
creek was known as Hillsborough Creek 
[Middle River?]. One could go by way 
of that creek to Hillsborough in times of 
high water after a heavy rain, but during 
dry times it was impassible with any 
kind of a boat. 

Next morning after breakfast they 
walked over to the beach and up the 
shore for about a quarter of a mile to the 
Station known as the House of Refuge 
No. 4, Fort Lauderdale. There they 
visited with the keeper and his family 
for an hour or so, then back to the camp 
for dinner. They were much interested in 
a boat Mr. Jenkins was building on the 
river bank near their camp. It was a good 
sized sloop, and now nearly ready for the 
water. He had named her, Rena Jenkins, 
after one of his little girls. The wind 
meantime had hauled to the east and 
as the sea was smooth they packed up 
and set sail for the inlet at three o'clock 
that afternoon, intending to go on out
side and make Biscayne that night if 
possible. 

About half a mile south of Jenkins' 
landing, New River comes in from the 
Everglades to the west, a rather narrow 
but very deep stream, said to be more 
than sixty feet deep in places. When it 
reaches the coast it makes a sharp turn 
to the south, and runs down the coast 
behind a narrow ridge for a distance of 
four miles then enters the ocean side
ways; that is the east bank ends and the 
river keeps on down the beach for nearly 
half a mile, the river water entering the 
ocean through a number of channels 
turning out to the east. The tide was 
running swiftly down the river, and they 
were soon out on the old ocean once 
more. There was not much to interest 
them on this coast south from New 
River. They were now too far at sea to 
see the beach distinctly, all they could 
make out was the strip of yellow sand 
beach, back of which was the usual high 
ridge covered with saw palmetto, and 
back of that, high mangroves growing in 
the swamps between the ridge and pine 
woods far to the west. 

[On the return voyage l the wind was 

blowing a fine sailing breeze from over 
the starboard quarter, and the bluff bow
ed old boat was carrying "A bone in her 
teeth." They sailed out into the Gulf 
Stream to take advantage of its favoring 
current, where the indigo blue waves, 
with silvery capped tops, made a pic
ture never to be forgotten. At eleven 
o'clock they passed the Biscayne House 
of Refuge No. 5, shortly after they had 
lunch of cold flapjacks, washed down 
with cold coffee left over from breakfast. 
Not a lunch to brag about, however, it 
partly filled the empty space in their 
stomachs and satisfied hunger for a 
time. Near one o'clock they passed New 
River Inlet, and a little later the Fort 
Lauderdale House of Refuge No. 4. They 
arrived off Hillsborough [Hillsboro] late 
in the afternoon. Then Captain Pierce 
decided they had better run inside and 
spend the night; they were pretty sure of 
good weather for the next day's run to 
Lake Worth. Besides they expected to 
stop and pick up Steve Andrews' bale of 
cotton, and land half of it at Steve's sta
tion [Orange Grove House of Refuge] 
as they passed on their way up the 
coast, and they would need daylight for 
that and a smooth sea besides. All these 
things considered it was thought best to 
spend the night in Hillsborough, and 
make a new start early in the morning on 
the forty mile run from there to Lake 
Worth inlet. This forty mile run including 
the two stops would take at least ten 
hours with an ordinary wind. 

They sailed in on a flood tide and tied 
up to the south bank where they had 
camped on the down trip. Although more 
than two weeks had passed since leaving 
here on their way to Miami, there was no 
sign of anyone having been there in the 
interim. Tent was pitched and beds made 
inside first thing; then Charlie decided 
they ought to have fish for supper; they 
had not had any since leaving this place 
on the way down. He took his shotgun 
and walked along shore looking for a 
school of small mullet; he intended to 
shoot some for bait. He was carrying 
the gun in the crook of his left arm with 
the right barrel at full cock when- bang! 
In some way the gun had jarred off and 
fired the load. It scared Charlie numb 
for a second or two, for he knew his gun 
was pointing in the direction of camp, 
and for the instant he was afraid to look 
that way; then he heard Ros call, "Hey! 
What did you shoot at?" He looked and 
saw his father and chum moving around 
the camp, and he now noticed also that 
his gun muzzle was elevated and carried 
the charge of the shot high over their 
heads. This was the first time he had a 
gun accidentally discharge while in his 
hands, and the incident so upset him he 
went straight back to camp and put the 
gun away. He did not have any appetite 
for fish that night. The wind went down 
with the sun, and there was every pros-
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pect for a very calm ocean in the morn
in g. 

Nothing of any importance happened 
through the night, and the next morning 
dawned fair and calm. A light breeze was 
blowing from off the land, and the ocean 
smooth as a mill- pond. Breakfast was 
quickly cooked, turtle egg pancakes this 
time, for they had found a fresh nest in 
a short trip on the beach after supper the 
night before, then everything placed on 
board, sails hoisted, and they were soon 
on the ocean again for the last time on 
this trip, at least they hoped so, and it 
would be, unless a northeaster came 
down on them and drove them back be
fore they reached Lake Worth inlet. Such 
a thing was possible; northeasters were 
not uncommon in the month of June. 
There was no sign of a change of weather 
this morning however, and they fully 
expected to be in Lake Worth before 
sundown that day, and in consequence 
the boys were in high spirits and all had 
smiles on their faces. 

MOVING TO BISCAYNE BAY 
It was about this time [1882] that Mr. 

W. H. Hunt, superintendent of the Houses 
of Refuge for shipwrecked sailors, was 
taken seriously ill at his Biscayne Bay 
home. They hurried him to Key West for 
medical attention, but he died soon after 
his arrival there . After Mr. Hunt's death 
the Life Saving Service appointed a new 
superintendent then living at Daytona, 
a man named [Champ H.] Spencer, 
who started his job as superintendent 
by firing most of the original keepers 
and appointing new men to fill their 
places. E. R. Bradley, the Pierces' near
est neighbor, was appointed keeper of 
the Fort Lauderdale House and H. D. 
Pierce keeper of the Biscayne Bay House 
of Refuge. 

Charlie was not overjoyed at the idea 
of leaving Lake Worth and going to live 
on Biscayne Bay. Not that he "liked 
Biscayne less, but that he liked Lake 
Worth more." Besides he knew only too 
well that there was not any hunting to be 
had within miles of the Station, and 
hunting was the mainstay of his life 
then. 

The moving of the two families from 
the south end of the lake to Fort Lauder
dale and Biscayne Bay was quite an un
dertaking and one that required a much 
larger boat than either family had, be
sides it meant a voyage of 53 miles for 
the Bradleys and 75 for the Pierces on 
the sea. 

The schooner Illinois, Captain [U.D.] 
Hendrickson, was chartered to do the 
moving. When the most important of the 
Pierce family household goods were on 
board, the house was locked and left to 
take care of itself, as was the old tom 
cat, Tim. He was too old for a long sea 
voyage and was left like Robinson Cruso 
[sic] ; alone on his island. 
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The Illinois sa il ed over to the Bradley 
landing and picked up Mrs. Bradley, the 
two boys and three little girls, also a por
tion of their household effects. Mr. Brad
ley had sailed some days ahead with a 
load in his sloop, Nauli/us. The wind had 
been blowing quite hard for two days 
from the northeast, and as might be ex
pected, the sea was rolling high. Captain 
Hendrickson, having perfect faith in his 
boat, immediately put to sea. It was only 
a few minutes after the boat crossed the 
turbulent bar of the inlet that every one 
of the Bradleys were deathly sea-sick, 
and not enough basins for all the sick 
ones at one time. Captain Hendrickson 
and Mr. Pierce were the only ones on 
board that did not mind "the deep heav
ing sea." 

The Illinois was making splendid time 
for one of her size, about ten miles an 
hour. At that rate they wou ld make New 
River inlet in a little better than five 
hours if the wind kept up, and there was 
every indication that it would. New River 
was their first port of call, as the sailors 
call it; only there was not a port there. 
And no people at all living on the river. 
The House of Refuge was half a mile 
up the beach from the nearest landing 
on the river, and that landing was four 
miles up river from the inlet. 

At dinner time no one was hungry, or 
at least felt like eating, except the Cap
tain. Mr. Pierce took the tiller while he 
went into the cabin and ate his lunch. 
The others could not understand how the 
Captain could eat with all those sick 
people around him. It did not appear to 
affect his appetite, however. 

About two o'clock that afternoon 
they were some three or four miles south 
of the Hillsborough [Hillsboro] River 
inlet when a heavy rain squall came down 
on them from the east. The Captain did 
not think it necessary to shorten sail but 
kept driving on. The hard gusts of wind 
forced the old boat on her beams end 
and the rain came down in torrents' 
blotting out everything from view beyond 
a hundred feet or so around the laboring 
craft. 

Charlie was squatting in the compan
ion way looking out at the storm -swept 
sea and not a little anxious about what 
might happen. The seasick passengers 
were quiet now, scared by the terrible 
plunging and jumping of the vessel. Sud
denly the Captain called to Charlie, 
asking him to look at the compass and see 
how she was heading. He said the rain 
was so thick he could no longer see the 
land. Charlie reported the boat was head
ing east-southeast. The wind had hauled 
more to the northward in the squall, 
and they were sailing out to sea. Then the 
Captain slacked sheets and brought the 
Illinois back on her course . As they head
ed off before the wind, the boat came 
back to a more even keel and the motion 
was at once much easier as she ran be
fore the wind and sea. 

A few minutes later the squall had 
passed inland. The sun came out bright 
and clear, and the wind slackened to a 
fair sailing breeze, but the sea kept 
rough and extremely lumpy. When they 
arrived off New !Uver bar the tide was 
half up and running in strong. They made 
quick work in crossing the bar and were 
soon sailing up the smooth waters of New 
River, and anchored late that afternoon 
at the Station landing. The rest of the day 
was spent in landing the Bradleys and 
their household goods, and in cleaning 
up the inside of the cabin. This was not 
a pleasant task after five seasick kids had 
been rolling around there for half a day. 

They remained there all night, as dark 
came before all the Bradley goods could 
be landed. The family of the former keep
er, Wash Jenkins, was still there. Mr. Jen
kins was very sick and unable to walk and 
had not made any arrangement for the 
taking care of his family when they ar
rived at the Bay, so they remained wait
ing until Mr. Jenkins could go to the Bay 
and get a house for them to live in. He 
asked passage on the Illinois, said he was 
anxious to go to the Bay for medical at
tention, and he most certainly needed 
it if a man ever did. He was swelled up 
as big as a barrel and could hardly breathe. 
Looked like dropsy, but he made the 
statement a month or so later when he 
had greatly improved that he was satisfied 
he had been poisoned by one that wanted 
to get him out of the way. 

By ten o'clock next morning, had the 
sick man on board, and they had to carry 
him to the boat, and were underway down 
river with a fair tide and wind, making 
record time. On arriving at the inlet, 
with wind, sea and tide favorable, they 
did not pause, but sailed on out to sea. 
It was still lumpy outside but nothing 
like so rough, as the day before, and no 
one became sick. 

After an uneventful run of twenty 
miles, they entered Biscayne Bay, through 
Norris Cut, the most northern inlet to 
the Bay, and sailed up to Biscayne, which 
is the name of the post office where the 
Gleasons [family of William Gleason, 
"carpetbag" politician and Dade county 
pioneer l lived. There they landed Wash 

Jenkins; Mr. Pierce and the Captain made 
a cradle with their hands and carried him 
up to the house. Then sail was hoisted 
and the ll/inois underway on the last lap 
of the voyage across the Bay to the Sta
tion landing, located behind some man
grove islands in the mouth of Indian 
Creek, which is a good sized body of salt 
water extending four miles to the south 
between the Bay and ocean. 

EV ENTFUL JOURNEYS 
The sudden move of the Pierce family 

to Biscayne Bay upset my plans for my 
usual spring plume hunt with Louie Brad
ley, my constant companion on all my 
hunting trips into the Everglades and 



swamps of the east coast in quest of the 
snowy heron, snowy egret, and various 
other kinds of herons whose backs 
furnished plumage feathers of commer
cial value. 

[I] had started the building of a large 
canvas canoe to be used in hunting these 
plume birds. The canoe was 18 feet long 
and 40 inches wide and 18 inches deep 
at bow and stern. Had the frame finished· 
and the canvas painted on the inside 
ready to put on. My little sloop Dolly 
had been hauled out for near two months 
on the east side of the island [Hypoluxo 
Island] undergoing repairs and fitted with 
a new mainsail. I had been working on her 
for some time, putting on a new forward 
deck. She was to be used for the saltwater 
end of our trip that spring, and was not 
near finished when the move to Biscayne 

were on the way to Brickell's Store for 
groceries. I hurriedly told Louie of my 
plans to walk back to Lake Worth to re
pair my boats and bring them down the 
coast. On asking him if he would go with 
me, he answered, "Sure, I'll be ready 
when you come." 

They then went on to Miami and re
turned to Lauderdale by way of the 
Everglades. This was Louie and Guy's 
first sight of the real Everglades. I had 
never seen them at this time. 

It was sometime in the latter part of 
January, after a few preparations, that I 
started out one morning from the Bis
cayne Station on my long walk to Lake 
Worth, a distance of near sixty miles. A 
walk from the Bay to Lake Worth was at 
that time a very different proposition to 
what it was a few years later. The two 

' 

The Fort Lauderdale House of Refuge (photo courtesy of Mrs. Robert Powell). 

Bay was made. There was no time to 
complete the work on either boat, so had 
to leave them, intending to return some 
time later to put them in shape for the 
trip on the sea to the Bay. 

One day in the early part of January 
[1883] the wind was from the west and 
the ocean very smooth. Just after lunch 
I walked out on the front porch of the 
Station [at Biscayne Bay] and took a 
look up and down the coast to see if 
there was anything in sight. Far up the 
coast saw a small boat. With the spyglass 
I made it out to be an Indian canoe with 
three people in it. When near enough I 
recognized my old friends, Louis and 
Guy Bradley. A young man with them I 
did not know, but had seen him at the 
Lauderdale Station when we landed the 
Bradleys. They ran on shore for a min
ute's talk with me and introduced the 
young man as Johnny Journey. They 

inlets, New River and Hillsborough l Hills
boro] had to be crossed in the best way 
the beach tramp could devise at the time. 
There was no boat to ferry him over if 
he was bound north. Coming south, the 
keeper of the Lauderdale station could be 
depended on to carry the traveler down 
the river and set him on the south side. 
But going north there was no way to let 
the keeper know he was coming. New 
River was too wide and deep to wade, 
and too dangerous, on account of the 
sharks, to swim. A raft of some sort had 
to be constructed to cross on. Hillsborough 
could be crossed at low tide by wading, 
and one had to only time his arrival to 
meet the low tide in order to make a safe 
crossing of that inlet. 

On my arrival at New River inlet the 
tide was running in up river, which was 
an advantage in crossing on an improvised 
raft. Had the tide been running out, I 

would have been compelled to push my 
raft along shore for near a mile above the 
inlet in order to cross without danger of 
drifting out to sea. 

With an old piece of wreckage found 
lodged in the mangroves and a long bam
boo for a pole, I made the crossing all 
right, landing on the north side about a 
half mile up stream. 

Arrived at the Fort Lauderdale House 
of Refuge near sundown and, of course, 
spent the night there. On my way again 
next morning with Louie Bradley as a 
traveling companion. As bedding and 
cooking utensils had been left at the old 
home on the island, we did not have any
thing to lug up the beach on this trip. 
Arrived at Hillsborough inlet about noon. 
As the tide would not be low before two 
o'clock, we ate our lunch and had a good 
rest before crossing the inlet. At low tide 
we waded the inlet on the outside bar. 
Water only about knee deep. Reached 
the Orahge Grove Station in ample time 
for supper. Steve Andrews was a good 
cook, and we certainly did "store away 
the grub" that night. Twenty miles of 
soft sand walking gave us first class appe
tites that were generally fair under ordi
nary circumstances. Expect Steve was 
glad to see us move on next morning. 

Steve went with us next morning to 
take us to the island [Hypoluxo] in his 
dingy from his place on Spanish Creek 
(the old Hubel place). We had left an old 
heavy skiff at the island when we moved, 
a skiff that Uncle Robert [Moore, brother 
of Mrs. H. D. Pierce] had made in the 
winter of"1875. This boat we were going 
to use on a trip up the lake. Before Steve 
left us I looked to see if the old boat was 
st ill there. It was and was full of water. 
It had been sunk for over two months 
and no doubt heavy as an old scow. 

As it would take us about two weeks 
to get my two boats ready for the water, 
we could not carry up the beach food 
enough to last us that long. Had heard 
that Captain H. P. Dye had started a 
sort of store at his place, so we planned 
to go up there in our skiff and buy what 
we needed. We raised the old skiff from 
her bed on the bottom of the lagoon, and 
bailed her dry, then started on our twelve 
mile row up the lake for grub. It was near 
night when we reached Mr. [Albert] 
Geer's place. Evie [Everard Geer] saw us 
and called to us to stop and spend the 
night, which we did, going on to Cap
tain Dye's the next morning. We bought 
only what we had to have, mostly flap
jack material, consisting of flour, baking 
powder, salt, a piece of fat pork to grease 
the fry pan, coffee, tea, sugar, and can
ned milk. 

Louie was sick all the time on this 
trip, and I did not understand just what 
kind of sickness he had. His face was 
puffed and colorless, and his fingernails 
were blue. He wanted to sleep all day and 
night. I let him sleep and did the work 
on the boats alone. Sure had a lonesome 
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time for more than a week. No one came 
there. There was no one to talk to but a 
sleepy sick boy and the old mangy cat. 

One afternoon just before dark I heard 
a loud "hellow" from across the lagoon. 
On looking over there, saw a man stand
ing on top of the ridge, waving his hat. I 
jumped in the skiff and rowed over. 
Found it was George Charter, a young 
man from Vermont that had homestead
ed the beach ridge east of the island. 
This homestead extended from the foot 
of the Jake to the north end of the la
goon, two miles and a quarter long. He 
called it his shoestring farm. George had 
walked up from the bay and was on his 
way to the settlement up the lake. He 
brought word from Mr. Bradley to Louie 
to hurry to Lauderdale as they were all 
out of food. He wanted Louie to go to 
Miami for supplies. I could not under
stand why th is sudden shortage of food 
when we had been gone only a little 
more than a week, and we were not sup
posed to return in less than two weeks. 
George said he was on his way up to the 
settlement up the lake, but was hungry. 
He wanted supper with us and a place 
to spend the night. Told him to jump 
in the boat. I was glad to have him stay 
over with us, and we would give him 
flapjacks and tea for supper. Louie shook 
off some of his sleepiness and appeared 
to feel better when he got the word we 
would have to stir our stumps and get 
to the Lauderdale Station soon as we 
could. 

We ate a hasty and a light breakfast 
of flapjacks and coffee next morning; 
then locked up the house and departed, 
leaving the boat tied to a stake at the 
lake end of our beach trail. George 
going north up the beach, we said good
bye and started off down the beach to 
the south, thirty miles ahead of us be
fore supper time. We stopped at the 
Orange Grove Station only long enough 
to tell Steve why we were going back 
and to get a drink. It would be ten miles 
before we had another chance for a 
drink of water at Boca Raton. Then we 
were off again at a rapid pace down the 
beach to the south. There was not time 
to waste if we made Lauderdale Station 
by dark, and that was what we started 
out to do. 

It was a fine day for our trip. A fresh 
wind was blowing from the east and the 
.,seas came rolling in three lines deep; 
their snowy crests gleaming in the bright 
sunshine. With shoes tied together with 
their laces and slung over our shoulders, 
our trousers rolled up to our knees, we 
made good time down the beach at the 
water's edge. For there the wet sand was 
the hardest, and was the best walking. 
The regular beach walker always went 
barefooted. It was easier and faster that 
way. 

We arrived at Boca Raton (Spanish, 
meaning mouth of rat) about twelve 
thirty and stopped to eat our lunch of 
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co ld flapjacks le ft ove r from breakfast. 
Another reason for eating our lunch here 
was Boca Raton Lake was fresh water, 
and came close to the beach near the 
south end of the lake, where at some 
distant time there was an inlet or outlet 
to the sea. Legends say that when the in
let was open in pirate times they used it 
for a harbor. But there has never been 
any indication around the lake that such 
was the case. 

Only about ten minutes was required 
to eat our meager lunch of cold flapjacks, 
washed down with a drink from the lake, 
then we were off again down the beach. 
Arriving at Hillsborough Inlet late in the 
afternoon, as we had calculated, the tide 
was low enough for us to wade across the 
inlet on the outer bar, keeping a sharp 
lookout for sharks meantime. There 
were plenty of them coasting along on 
the outside of the breakers. 

It was just sundown as we stepped 
upon the porch of the Lauderdale Sta
tion, very tired and hungry. Louie's 
folks were glad to see us so soon after 
sending us word of their plight. Only 
yesterday morning they had sent their 
call for help and here we were in answer 
to that call. Supper was ready and waiting 
for us. Grits and palmetto cabbage was 
all they had, but there was plenty of it 
such as it was. Not much in it however 
to build up our strength after that long 
tramp on short rations. We might have 
packed some of the food we had at the 
island , and brought it with us. It would 
have been a big help under the circum
stances. But we started in such a hurry 
it never occurred to us that it would 
be the proper thing to do. We thought of 
the good flour that we had left behind as 
we ale our supper of cabbage and grits. 

After supper that night, as we sat in 
the Jiving room talking over the situation, 
I asked Mr. [E. R.] Bradley what kind of 
boat he had for us lo make the trip 
through the Everglades to Biscayne Bay. 
For we would be compelled to go that 
way. The ocean was entirely too rough to 
be considered then, and there was no 
time to waste in waiting for a smooth sea. 
Food had to be got as soon as possible. 
He said there was an old Indian canoe 
that had washed on shore about a mi le up 
the beach, and we cou ld get that for our 
trip through the Everglades. There was 
a deep slough just back of the beach ridge 
extending for near two miles north and 
south, passing close behind the Station 
and end ing some two or three hundred 
yards south of it. Mr. Brad ley's plan was 
to haul this old canoe over the beach 
ridge to the slough; then pole her to the 
south end and again haul it over a long 
way to the river. 

"That sounds like a big job to me," I 
said when he had stated his plan. "Yes," 
he said, "it will take the best part of to
morrow to get that canoe down to the 
Station, and the next morning we can 
haul her to the river from the slough. 

That will not take very long as I have 
rollers and plank to haul her on when we 
get it that far." 

After a breakfast of "swamp cabbage," 
as some call it, and grits , we started up 
the beach to get that canoe. And what a 
canoe it was. Some white man had tried 
to improve on the Indian model by saw
ing it open lengthwise and inserting a 
3x9 plank to make it wider. The bow 
and stern had been filled in with a solid 
block of wood. It was about as heavy 
as two ordinary cypress canoes, a cum 
bersome and unwieldy craft. I did not 
like the look of it at all, but it would 
have to do as it was all we had in which 
to make the forced voyage to the bay for 
food that was so badly needed. We ga
thered up a number of pieces of boards 
scattered along the shore. These were 
laid along ahead of the canoe, then it 
was dragged along over them. We could 
move it only a few inches at a time. And 
those few inches were made in the same 
way the Irishman played the fiddle, 
"By main strength by jabbers." 

It was near two o'clock that afternoon 
when the old canoe floated in the water 
of the slough. We piled in and with im
provised poles pushed her towards the 
Station slowly. The pieces of boards were 
a rather poor substitute for oars or a 
good pole, and the slough was full of 
lilypads and sawgrass. The canoe had to 
be forced through them by slow and 
hard pushing. 

When about half way to the Station 
I happened to look to the southeast and 
there within sixty yards of us stood two 
fine deer at the edge of the hammock, 
calmly looking at us. When I exclaimed, 
"Look at the deer!" the others stopped 
pushing and turned to look in the direc
tion indicated. The deer, seeing that they 
were observed, turned about and with 
two jumps were out of sight in the ham
mock. Then we commenced to berate 
each other for not thinking to bring a 
gun, but that did not help the matter. We 
could not help cussing ourselves mentally 
however for our carelessness as we 
thought of what fine eating we might 
have had if we only had thought to bring 
a gun on this trip. We paid for our 
thoughtlessness that time by having to 
eat palmetto cabbage and grits for sup
per, when we might have had a good 
venison steak. 

It was late in the afternoon when we 
arrived at the Station, and after a meager 
dinner spent the balance of the day rest
ing after such a strenuous morning. Next 
day after breakfast of the same grits and 
cabbage, we hauled the canoe over into 
New River. We had just as far to haul it 
as the day before, but now we had rol
lers and made quick work of it. At ele
ven o'clock we were ready to start up 
river for the Everglades. Mrs. Bradley 
used the last bit of flour she had in the 
house to bake a very small loaf of bread 
for us to take along that we might be sure 



Seminole Indians were the only inhabitants of the Everglades when Charles Pierce and 
the Bradleys explored there in 1883 (photo courtesy of Mrs. Robert Powell). 

of a li ttle something to eat. We had the 
gun now and hoped to kill something 
to help out our too small stock of food. 
But what a supply of grub for three 
hungry young fellows - Guy was going 
with us - that would have to last at least 
two days. We could not make it through 
the Glades to the Bay in less time and 
we in ten ded to keep moving all night if 
possible. I could have eaten three loaves 
the size of this one Mrs. Bradley had 
baked for the trip and then have been 
hungry. We had some fishing lines and a 
little dry tea but not another thing. Not 
even salt that would have been useful in 
case we killed something or caught fish. 

There was no time to waste; we 
started at once. Although it was now near 
noon we did not intend to eat any of our 
little loaf of bread until night wherever 
we might be at that time. We hoped to 
be able to kill some kind of game before 
then, so with hopeful hearts we pushed 
off. The river was too deep to use poles. 
We had to row the old ark against a 
strong current that was flowing down 
from the Everglades to the sea and our 
progress was very slow. 

This was my first sight of the upper 
river. It was crooked; kept turning first 
north, then south, and at no time could 
we see any distance ahead on account of 
the bends in the channel. A short way up 
the river, and before we reached the pine 
timber, we passed a large dense hammock 
on the north bank. This hammock was 
known as the "Coulee hammock," noted 
for the massacre of the Coulee family 
here by the Seminoles about 1837 
(actually the Cooley massacre of Jan· 
uary 6, 1836]. Soon after passing this 
hammock we came to where the river 

made its way through thick high pine 
woods. The banks were now some higher 
and in most places of overhanging rock. 

All the land hereabouts is sol id rock, 
and it became evident to me as I looked 
at it that at some remote time there had 
been an earthquake that had opened up 
this fissure from the Glades to the coast 
making the channel now called New 
River. There is a legend of the Seminoles 
that tell s how it happened in one night , 
hence the name, New River. 

As we kept pulling steadily onward 
up the river we had little to say. Our 
minds on the subject of food, when one 
did speak it was on the chances of killing 
something good to eat, or at least fit to 
eat. But luck seemed against us now. No 
birds fit to eat came within range of our 
old twelve gauge muzzleloader shotgun. 
Alligators were to be seen most any place 
one might look and tame enough too, 
letting us approach within easy gunshot, 
but we were not yet hungry enough to 
try gator steak. I had tried it once, years 
before, and did not care to repeat the ex· 
periment. 

Late in the afternoon we had passed 
beyond the high pine land and came to 
where the river banks were lined with a 
thick growth of cypress timber. The trees 
were growing crowded close together, 
gaunt and gray with bare limbs draped 
in long festoons of gray Spanish moss 
swaying back and forth in the afternoon 
wind. It drops its needles or foliage in the 
early fall and stands bare and gray like a 
dead tree until spring. These tall bare 
trees standing there in the silence of the 
wilderness with their waving drapery of 
gray moss had a ghostly appearance, 
while underneath them in the shallow 

water at their roots were growing dense 
masses of blue and white spearheadlilies. 
A little later we spied a fishhawk's nest 
in the top of a tall cypress on the north 
bank of the river. Mrs. Fishhawk was at 
home on the nest, and I felt certain that 
there were eggs in the nest that I could 
sell for a dollar each if there was a chance 
to obtain them. But time was a more 
important item right then so we said 
"goodbye" to the lady, promisi ng to call 
on our return. 

Just at sundown we arrived at the end 
of navigation in the river. Here the water 
was pouring from the Everglades in a nar· 
row channel through rock into the river. 
Coming in from the south over a rock 
bottom it was a small rapids for as much 
as a hundred feet or so, and so swift it 
taxed our strength to the utmost to push 
the old canoe up against it. When we 
reached still water of the Glades, we 
paused for the first bite to eat since our 
breakfast of grits and palmetto cabbage. 
The extra exertion of pushing up against 
the rapids had sharpened the appetite of 
Louie and I to a painful point. We were 
ravenous and could have eaten boiled 
owl had there been any, but alas all we 
had was the very small loaf of bread. 
Guy had not helped us at all. He was 
sick and lay in the bow of the canoe 
sleep ing all the time until we stopped. 
Then he roused up and was ready for his 
share of the supper. I divided the little 
loaf into three equal parts after carefully 
making a correct measure to be sure all 
had the same amount. Just why Guy had 
to come with us on that rather perilous 
trip I never did understand. He was not of 
the least use, was in fact a hinderance 
and a liability. 

We sat there in the gathering gloom 
of night munching our bread and making 
it last as long as possible. Then we drank 
all the water we could hold to fill up the 
empty space. Had we been smokers it 
would have helped a lot to have smoked 
a pipe after this hearty supper. But none 
of us used tobacco in any shape at that 
time. After taking another big drink of 
Glade water, we wearily picked up the 
oars and started on out into the great 
Everglades by moonlight. As we came 
into the Glades just before dark we no· 
ticed a large Indian village on the land a 
mile or so to the southeast. Now we 
could see a number of campfires burning 
in the village and hear dogs barking. 

As night settled down on this great 
morass its wild life seemed to wake up 
and the night concert commenced. I 
had never heard anything like it. The 
first new thing I noticed in particular 
was the crying of the limpkin, or crying 
bird. Of course I had seen, killed, and ate 
limpkin, but never had I heard anything 
like this. There seemed to be hundreds of 
them all around us and more distant until 
their crying calls were lost in the far dis· 
tance of the great swamp. Then there was 
an incessant croaking of thousands of 
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big bull frogs. Their deep bass, "Cronk
cronk," was on every hand mingling with 
the shrill tones of the smaller frogs in 
such countless numbers the noise they 
made sounded far away, not unlike the 
rumble of a heavy train. To this night 's 
music was added the mellow "quark
quark" of night herons as they passed 
on their way to some distant feeding 
ground. There were other sounds too 
numerous to mention, coming from 
birds and reptiles that I could not name . 

"Louie," said I, "Did you ever in your 
life hear anything like this before?" "I 
certainly never have," he answered. "It 
was daylight all the way when I came 
through here with Johnny Journey 
from Miami that trip, and I had no idea 
it was like this at night. It sounds as if 
everything alive out here is ·try ing to lift 
up its voice and take a part in the con
cert." 

All this time the limpkins (Aramus 
Pictus) kept up their incessant crying, 
"Ka -ee, ka-ee." They were all around 
us, and we would have liked very much 
to kill one or two. Then we should have 
had something fine to eat. For the 
limpkin does not eat fish. It feeds mostly 
on a snail found only in the fresh water 
swamps, and its flesh tastes much like that 
of the domestic duck. But they kept well 
away from us. At least far enough that we 
could not discern them in the pale moon
light. 

The light of a full moon was a great 
help in finding our way among the maze 
of islands of all sizes and kinds. Some of 
them mere patches of sawgrass while 
others were of considerable size, covered 
with a heavy growth of bushes and trees. 
Sometimes the moonlight caused us to 
get stuck in the mud. We would see what 
looked like a clear channel ahead, only 
to find ourselves a few minutes later firm
ly stuck in the mudbank. An inch or two 
of water looked the same as two or three 
feet in the moonlight. 

Louie would push the canoe along for 
about half an hour, giving me a chance to 
rest for a few minutes. Then I wou ld take 
the pole and Louie would rest . And so we 
kept moving slowly but steadily south in 
the direction of Biscayne Bay. One time 
while resting, about ten o'clock, I hap
pened to look astern and there were the 
Indian campfires on the main-land. They 
should have been abeam, but there they 
were dead-astern. 

"Hey Louie! Where are you going?" I 
called out when I noticed the direction 
of the fires. 

"Why I am pushing her south, what 
makes you ask that curious question?" 
said he. "Look at those fires, they should 
be on our beam, but now they are dead 
astern," was my answer, "you are push
ing due west for the Big Cypress on the 
west coast or some other place out there 
we don't want to go." 

"Doggone, you are right, I got turned 
around and never noticed it. Guess I 
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had better head her in the right direction 
if we expect to reach the Bay before we 
starve." With these remarks he turned the 
canoe's bow to the south once more. 

There were two conditions in our 
favor, there was not a breath of wind, nor 
a cloud to be seen. The great inland sea 
of shallow water, grass, and islands was 
bathed in the pale mellow light of a full 
moon. But in spite of the moon's bright 
light , we were going blind so to speak, 
as we did not know if we were within a 
mile or more of the right channel, the 
channel where we should be. We had to 
trust to luck until daylight, and kept 
moving south or nearly so. 

It was near midnight. I had relieved 
Louie but a few minutes when we came 
near a small hammock island ; the water 
appeared to be open and fairly deep 
along side of it, so I poled the canoe close 
up to the side of the island. Just then I 
happened to look up at the top of the 
trees, and there, sound asleep on the end 
of a dead limb, was a water turkey. I 
slowly and carefully laid the pole down 
and whispered to Louie to hand me the 
gun. This he did with a look of wonder 
on his face. He had not seen the bird. I 
took the best aim I could in the faint 
light and pulled the trigger. 

The explosion of that old gun made a 
terrific noise in the still night air of the 
Everglades. Instantly all sounds of the 
grand concert of the big swamp were 
hushed in our vicinity. The bird fell 
into the water near the canoe, stone 
dead. I picked it up and tossed it to 
Louie. Guy had been sound asleep in the 
bow and was, of course, awakened by 
the noise of the gun . He wanted to know 
what all the noise and fuss was about. I 
said, "Here boys is something to eat . 
It is not the choicest of meat, but it will 
help to keep us going. I propose to stop 
right here and cook and eat it, that is, my 
share of it. Louie, you dress the bird and 
I will crawl into this island and see if 
there is any dry spot large enough on 
which to build a fire." Pushing the bow 
of the canoe into the bushes, I picked up 
the axe, and crawli ng over Guy, made my 
way into the island through a terrible 
tangle of briars, sawgrass, and bushes. 
Not a very nice job making my way into 
that jungle at midnight. The hammock 
was so dense it excluded every bit of 
moonlight. I could not see where I was 
stepping, made my way by feeling, trust
ing to luck that I did not step on a cot
tonmouth moccasin. Near the center of 
the island I found a small piece of dry 
land, just about large enough for our 
cook fire. [I] cleared a place for the 
fire, then gathered some dry grass and 
twigs and set them on fire to give me 
light that I might finish the cooking of 
the turkey. I then cut two forked sticks, 
pushed them in the ground each side of 
the fire, then a cross stick to swing the 
kettle on. Went back to the canoe; found 
Louie had the turkey ready for the pot. 

It was cut up into small pieces so it 
would cook quick, then put in the ket
tle which was half full of water, no salt 
and pepper. When hung over the fire 
Louie and I stood on either side, breaking 
off the small dead branches from the sur
rounding bushes to keep the fire going 
strong. This kept both of us busy until 
the bird was done. 

Water turkey sounds big to those who 
do not know the bird. Water turkey 
(Plotus Anhinga) resembles a real turkey 
just about as much as a humming bird 
resembles an eagle. They are strictly a 
water bird and eat live fish only, and be
cause of the fish diet their flesh has a 
strong fish odor and flavor. This bird is 
also known as the darter or snake bird, 
called snake bird from the appearance of 
its head and neck while swimming with 
its body submerged. It seldom swims on 
the surface and never when pursued. In 
such case when it wishes to see where 
its pursuer is, it sticks its snake-like head 
and neck a few inches above the water, 
then drops it under water and is gone 
without making a ripple. 

When our turkey was cooked we took 
it on board of the canoe and divided it in 
three equal parts. Also the water it was 
cooked in. This we called soup. We did 
not have to wake Guy when the mid
night supper was ready. The mosquitoes 
would not let him sleep while laying still 
near the bushes. We were so hungry we 
eagerly ate our portions of the bird and 
drank the "soup," tho' it did not have a 
speck of salt, pepper, or seasoning of any 
kind. The only drawback we could see 
was there was not half enough of it. 

After our midnight lunch , Guy curled 
up in the bow again and went to sleep 
while Louie and I pushed the canoe along 
in what we thought was a southerly 
direction. About four o'clock in the 
morning we decided to rest until day
light. In the first place [we] were very 
tired and sleepy; for the second we were 
not sure just where we were. Some 
place in the Everglades to be sure, but 
that took in a large piece of country if 
the Glades could be called country. 

We managed to sleep a little before 
the sun rose. The mosquitoes were 
bothersome and we did not have a real 
sleep, just cat naps between bites. For 
some reason never explained, the mos
quitoes of the Everglades are most persis
tent at daybreak. In this case they tor
mented me until wide awake and I saw 
it was broad day. Standing up, I looked 
on all sides. Small islands, water, and 
sawgrass far as I could see south, west, 
and north. Far to the east was a dark line 
of heavy pine woods. While I was gazing 
over the vast expanse of the Glades, the 
mosquitoes roused Louie from a troubled 
sleep. I called to him to stand up and tell , 
me if he could see anything he knew that 
would give us our location. 

"There," he said, pointing to a deep 
bay in the pine timber far to the east and 



south, "that is Snake Creek Bight, and at 
the far end of it is the entrance to Snake 
Creek. We are just about six miles too far 
to the west." 

It was a beautiful morning, not a cloud 
to be seen, and a gentle breeze came with 
the sun from the east. All kinds of aqua
tic birds could be seen on every hand, 
but they kept a safe distance from us. We 
did not have an opportunity to shoot 
any of them for our breakfast, and of 
course were compelled to go without 
that much-needed meal. Nothing to be 
gained by sitting there longer, so we 
picked up the poles and headed for Snake 
Creek bight. When we arrived at the head 
waters of Snake Creek, we still had about 
fifteen miles to travel before reaching 
Biscayne Station and something to eat. 

When within a half a mile or so of the 
creek we accidentally took the wrong 
channel. When we came to the end of it 
and seeing our mistake, to save going 
back for some distance , I jumped over
board and dragged the canoe through a 
bad mess of mud and grass into the right 
channel. This extra exertion made me 
almost crazy for food. I went to the 
grub box looking for food, knowing full 
well there was nothing there in the shape 
of food, but I felt that I just had to have 
something. I saw the tea can and took it 
up and swallowed about a tablespoonful 
of dry tea then a big drink of water and 
started poling on. In about ten minutes 
that tea made me so sick I did not want 
anything to eat. "Gee!" but I was sick 
for near half an hour. We did not stop 
however, and after a time the nausea 
caused by eating dry tea passed off. 

About eleven o'clock we entered the 
creek. Although suffering with a ravenous 
hunger, we were greatly elated on enter
ing this swift running stream and at once 
commenced to look for a likely place to 
fish. On rounding a bend a few minutes 
later we found just the spot we looked 
for. A bunch of lilypads on the edge of a 
deep pool. Rounding in there, we made 
fast and began to hunt worms in the 
bonnets of the lilies. Baiting the pin 
hooks with the worms we soon had a 
supply of small bream. Using these on 
larger tackle we fished for black bass and 
soon had two fine large bass, more than 
enough to make us a good meal. With 
great eagerness at the prospect of a full 
meal we landed; Louie collected dry 
wood and started a fire while I cleaned 
the fish. We did not have any salt or 
grease to fry them in. There were only 
two ways of cooking them at our com
mand: roast them on the coals or boil 
them. We decided to boil them as the 
quickest way to have them ready for 
eating. 

But when the fish was ready I found 
that I could eat but very little of it. It 
seemed to turn against me. At first I 
thought it was the effect of my tea 
sickness, until I noticed that Louie and 
Guy were in the same fix. They too 

could eat but little of the fish. Suppose 
it was because we had been without food 
so long our stomachs were too weak to 
stand fish without salt. It had one good 
effect however; we were no longer hungry 
and what little we ate gave us more ener
gy. We resumed our journey down Snake 
Creek. 

Passed a number of Indian camps, 
where we saw the men at work clearing 
land on which to plant their gardens of 
corn, sweet potatoes and pumpkins. 

It was after dark- yes some time after 
dark- when we passed out of Snake Creek 
into Biscayne Bay. We now had four 
miles to go against a head tide and a 
fresh east wind that made our progress 
slow and hard. At nine o'clock that night 
we arrived at the Biscayne Station land
ing. Here we saw H. F. Hammon's (a 
Palm Beach pioneer who founded Ham
mondville, west of Pompano in the 
1900s l sharpie Ina, at anchor. This boat 
had been built but a short time before by 
Hammon and Lainheart [William N. 
Lanehart l at their home on Lake Worth. 
She was rigged as a sharpie but had gaff 
sails in place of the usualleg-o-mutton of 
the New Haven Sharpie. She was some
thing over ten tons register and a well 
built craft. I wondered when I saw her, 
"what she was doing here." 

We made fast to the dock and crawl
ed out on shore. Yes, literally crawled, 
and when we started to walk up the trail 
staggered like old drunks. We were so 
weak from lack of food for so long a 
time, it was all we could do to reach the 
station without stopping to rest on the 
way. When my mother saw us as we walk
ed into the living room of the Station she 
exclaimed, "For goodness sakes! What is 
the rna tter with you boys? You look as if 
you had been drawn through a knot 
hole." 

"We are about starved. Have you any
thing cooked in the safe?" was my reply, 
"We have not had food enough to eat for 
the past three days and have poled and 
poled a heavy old canoe through the 
Glades from New River on empty sto
machs." 

Well, it so happened that mother had 
plenty of cooked food which only need
ed a little warming and we were soon 
hard at work trying to fill that vacuum 
in our insides. When we were so full we 
could hold no more we stopped eating 
and as all three agreed, were still hungry. 

We now found out why the Ina was 
here. Hammon and Lain heart [sic] had 
been awarded the contract to repair all 
the Houses of Refuge on the Florida 
coast, by the [federal] Government, and 
had started with the Biscayne Bay House 
first. I asked where the men were and was 
told they had gone to bed upstairs. 

Speaking of beds also reminded me 
that we also stood in need of sleep, not 
having any worthy the name for nearly 
40 hours. Calling to Louie and Guy to 
come along I went up stairs where I saw 

a number of men asleep on the Govern
ment cots. All the set up cots were oc
cupied so we had to set up three for our 
use. While working on a cot a man near 
woke up and asked, "What's up?" "No
thing," I answered, "But this cot will be 
pretty soon." 

Next morning we had to be called a 
number of times before we could wake 
enough to know some one was calling 
us to breakfast. When I realized the call 
meant something to eat, I was out of bed 
in a hurry and pulling the other boys 
until they were wide awake. When I told 
them there was something good to eat 
waiting for us downstairs, they needed 
no further urging and got out in a hurry: 
we were still hungry. 

After breakfast Louie and Guy depart
ed for Brickell's Store at Miami where 
they would purchase supplies for their 
folks at Fort Lauderdale. This part of 
their trip would be easy as they had the 
use of our sloop, Creole. Meantime I 
laid around and rested. I also made the 
acquaintance of the men employed on 
the repair work. One of them, Frank 
Boye, was from Indian River, and was 
recognized up there as a fine violinist. But 
for some reason known only to himself, 
we could not induce him to play anything 
on my violin. Perhaps the violin was not 
good enough to suit his musical ear. Any
way he would not play on it. I had not at 
this time made much progress as a violin
ist and was anxious to hear some one 
play it that could make music on the in
strument. 

Louie and Guy did not return from 
Miami until after dark . So we prepared 
for another good night's sleep and an 
early start on the return trip in the morn
ing. We did not anticipate anything but a 
pleasant and quick trip back to Lauder
dale, as we would have the boat loaded 
with good things to eat, and now were 
satisfied we knew the way back, so there 
would be no delay in hunting channels in 
the Everglades. 

After breakfast the next morning we 
said goodbye to the folks at the Station 
and were on our way. We did not make 
very good time going up Snake Creek. 
The current was rather swift and in con
sequence our progress slow. When dark 
overtook us we were yet some distance 
from the Glades. 

We found a good camping place on the 
north bank of the creek, just as the sun 
went down. It was an old Indian camp 
ground ready made for our use. It was a 
romantic spot, under large water oaks, 
the ground was as clean as a floor, high 
and dry. All we had to do was spread out 
the blankets on the ground, build a fire 
and cook supper. This we quickly did. We 
had canned roast beef, soda crackers, but
ter, Cocoa with sugar and milk. We cer
tainly enjoyed this camp. Fine weather, 
plenty to eat, no mosquitoes, a good dry 
camp. What more could one ask. But 
what a difference from the trip south 
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only two days ago. That experience cer
tainly made us appreciate what we had. 

We slept late the next morning. In 
fact the sun was well above the tree tops 
when I opened my eyes and decided it 
was time to be doing something about 
getting our breakfast and starting on our 
way once more. While we had plenty of 
food and [were] enjoying the trip the 
folks at Lauderdale were still living on 
palmetto cabbage and grits. And perhaps 
the grits might have given out by this 
time, leaving them with only palmetto 
cabbage to keep the spark of life in their 
bodies. So it was necessary that we hurry 
on with our supplies. 

"Hey boys!" I yelled. "Git up. The 
sun is away up and here you are sleeping 
the good daylight away like you have 
nothing else to do." 

Louie stuck his head out from under 
the blanket, blinking at me he drawled, 
"Do you think it is time to get up?" 

"Stand up and see for yourself," I 
answered, "We have a long journey ahead 
of us and we had better be doing about." 
With this reply I went to the creek and 
washed, then built a fire and started 
breakfast. In an hour's time we were 
again on our way up the creek. 

The current was strong against us. We 
had to lay back on those oars with all our 
strength to make any kind of time against 
it. And it was noon or a little past when 
we passed from the creek into the Ever
glades. 

"Louie," said I, "Do you know where 
the channel is that leads north out of this, 
I mean the one that takes us straight 
through to New River?" 

"Well," he answered, "I think I know 
where it is, but am not sure. We will just 
have to keep a sharp lookout for it as we 
go along. It is small and we might pass it 
if we are not careful." 

' J', I . : 

---

We now stopped to eat a can of cold 
canned beef and crackers, then pushed on 
looking for a little channel leading north. 
But as hour after hour passed we kept on 
without finding the little channel through 
the sawgrass. The way was open and clear 
to the northeast and we followed it. 

It was near sundown when we decided 
we had passed the long looked for passage 
to the north and had gone many miles 
out of our way to the northwest. We 
stopped and ate our supper and as we ate 
talked the situation over. Then we de
termined to turn back and force our way 
through the sawgrass to the open water 
to the north at the first likely place we 
came to. When we came to this decision 
darkness was upon us, so we waited for 
the moon to rise. This channel, the one 
we had been following all the afternoon, 
was wide and quite deep. When we stop
ped at sundown we could not see the end 
of it. It faded out in the distance to the 
north west. Have since heard that this 
channel went clear across the Everglades 
to the Big Cypress Swamp on the west 
coast. 

The moon rose about eight o'clock 
and half an hour later gave us enough 
light to see our way on the back track. 
Between eleven and twelve o'clock we 
found an opening in the sawgrass that 
looked as if it might take us through to 
the open water to the north. In we went, 
but it was terrible hard work pushing the 
loaded canoe through the tangle of moss 
grass and water weeds. Most likely if it 
had been daylight we never would have 
attempted to push through such a place, 
but the moonlight was deceptive and the 
passage looked better than it actually 
was as we soon found out, but we kept 
on pushing as hard as we could, moving 
only a few inches at the time. It was 
the hardest of work and for more than 
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an hour we kept at it. At last we slid out 
into the open water to the north. Now 
there was a clear open route through to 
New River. There was no land in sight, 
not even any small islands near enough to 
be spen in the pale moonlight, so there 
was no chance for a camp. 

We were now very tired and sleepy. It 
was after one o'clock so I proposed that 
we try and get some sleep there in the 
canoe. Guy had curled up on his old 
place on the bow and had been sleeping 
while Louie and I worked getting the 
canoe through the sawgrass. The canoe 
leaked just enough to keep about half an 
inch of water on the bottom, so we could 
not use that for a bed. I took the stern 
and Louie fixed himself after a fashion 
on the middle seat. Yes, there were some 
mosquitoes, not many but just enough to 
keep us from going to sleep at once. J 
would be just passing out into the land 
of Nod when along would come a big fel
low with a lazy boo-o-o-oe that would 
wake me up slapping wildly. Then l 
would try it over again. At last I wrapped 
the blanket around my head, leaving only 
a small hole to breathe through. Then I 
went to sleep. 

We did not need an alarm clock to 
wake us early next morning. In fact our 
sleeping the balance of the night was in 
cat-naps only. The cramped positions 
and the ever present mosquitoes pre· 
vented any long or deep sleep. And again 
the chill at daybreak got us up and 
moving. Have always found it the casE', 
the coldest part of an Everglade night is 
at daybreak. Why I do not know but it 
is so. After standing up and stretching 
our crampPd and weary limbs, washed 
the sleep from our eyes over the side of 
the canoe, then ate our breakfast of can
ned beef and crackers. We would have en
joyed a cup of hot drink of most any 
kind that morning. [We] had not had any 
warm food or drink since the morning 
before. 

After breakfast, followed by a drink 
of pure Glade water, we were again on 
our way. Open water now, and we made 
fairly good time towards New River. Ar
rived at the small swift water channe l 
that runs into New River at noon. Here 
we stopped for lunch of beef and crackers 
as usual. We were in good spirits now for 
we knew there was a strong fair current 
in our favor nearly all the way to the 
House of Refuge at Lauderdale. And we 
would not be long in reaching our jour
ney's end in this old ark of a canoe. 

While tied to an overhanging bush 
eating our lunch , an Everglades Kite pas
sed us flying slowly, as they always do, 
towards the open Glades . We watched it 
with great interest until it passed out of 
sight behind the tall cypress to the west. 
These curious hawks were new to us then, 
never having seen one before this trip in 
the Glades. 

The Everglades Kite (Rosthramus So
ciabilis Plumous) or snail hawk, was first 



discovered in the Everglades near the 
head of the Miami River, hence its name. 
It is found in Florida , only in the Glades 
and adjacent swamps, and lives entirely 
on a snail that is found only in those 
places, and I have often wondered, how 
did the first pair of these hawks arrive 
in the Glades? Some would answer that 
question by saying, "Why they were 
created at the same time that God created 
every living thing on the face of the 
earth." We are also told that after the 
creation everything was brought before 
Adam in the Garden of Eden to be 
named. And this Garden of Eden was 
located some place in Europe or the 
eastern continent. Well, had the Ever
glades Kite been created there it would 
be found in the swamps of that country 
and not in the Everglades of Florida. For 
it is not a strong flier and never could 
have crossed the three thousand miles or 
more of sea to make its home in Florida. 
Well, all there is to it, it is now living in 
the Everglades. And the snail it feeds on 
seems to have been created especially for 
its use, for no other bird except the 
Limpkin eats it. This snail, found only 
in the Glades and bordering swamps, lives 
in a curled shell of dirty brown on the 
upper part, underneath it is a bright 
lavender. When full grown it is about an 
inch and a half in diameter. When look
ing for food the snail hawk comes flying 
slowly over the swamp, a few feet above 
the tops of the tall sawgrass, its head 
down looking for snails. When it sees one, 
it hovers an instant, then drops straight 
down and grabs the snail in one of its 
strong talons. Then rises and makes its 
way slowly to the nearest bush or small 
tree and proceeds to pull the snail out of 
its shell, and swallows it whole in the 
same manner that a heron does a fish. 
The next year I found a nest of Ever
glade Kites in a swamp west of Lake 
Worth. The nest contained two eggs 
mottled with brown spots and under the 
nest on a little patch of ground, or minia
ture island the bush was growing on, was 
a little pile of snail shells, empty shells. 

As the Everglade Kite passed out of 
our sight, I thought of the fishhawk's 
nest we had seen on our way up river. 
"Louie," said I, "we have plenty of 
time this afternoon, I want to stop at 
that fishhawk's nest we saw on our way 
up and see if there are any eggs. I can get 
$1 each for them if there are any. Mr. 
Robert Sharpless of Altoona, Penna., the 
man I have been collecting eggs for in the 
past year has offered that for eggs of the 
fishhawk (Osprey)." 

"Suppose the old lady objects to you 
taking her eggs," said Louie. "Well," 
was my reply, "I expect you to stand by 
with that shotgun ready, and if she comes 
too close and shows fight, to shoot her." 
We then cast off and resumed our jour
ney. In about a half an hour we arrived 
at the fishhawk's nest, or rather at the 
foot of the tree in which the nest was 

located. We made the boat fast to the 
tree and I prepared to go aloft. Louie 
meantime picking up the shotgun to be 
ready in case the hawk attacked me. 

The trunk of the cypress was cover
ed with a heavy drapery of Spanish 
moss. A number of dead branches and 
knots stuck out through the moss, 
furnishing numerous footholds. I went 
rapidly up to the nest. The fishhawk 
was meantime circling around overhead 
uttering loud cries. Was right near the 
nest when I heard a rushing sound above. 
I looked up and saw the old bird making 
a dive right for me with both feet hang
ing down, talons spread ready to grab. 
I yelled, "Hey Louie," and let go and 
came shooting down that tree about 
fifty times faster than I went up, bring
ing most of the tree's moss covering 
with me. It was a good thing for me that 
the moss was thick on the tree, as it 
kept me from getting badly scratched 
and bruised on the dead limbs and knots 
in my sudden drop to the ground. 

"Why the dickens didn't you shoot 
the old cuss when she made for me?" 
was the question I asked as soon as I got 
my breath. Louie was laughing so much 
that he could not answer at once. Then 
he told me that he did not see the bird 
coming down until she was too close 
to me for him to shoot without danger 
of hitting me. 

"But it was a sight to see," he ex
claimed, "the way you came down that 
tree bringing all the moss with you." 

After exacting a promise from Louie 
to shoot the bird as soon as she came 
within range and not wait until she made 
a dive at me, I started to climb the tree 
again, keeping my eye on that old fight
ing hawk meantime. 

When the fishhawk saw me going back 
to her nest, she came back flying well up 
in the air overhead. Louie did not wait 
for her to make a dive this time, but let 
drive at her at long range. He hit her but 
not bad, just enough to take all the scrap 
out of her. She lit on a tree about two 
hundred yards east of us and remained 
there while I climbed to the nest and got 
the two eggs that were in it. I put the eggs 
inside my shirt as I had to use both hands 
in coming down. I got them safely to the 
canoe and placed them in the mess chest. 
Then we cast off and continued on our 
way down the river. 

When we turned from New River into 
Middle River or Snook creek, as it was 
called, we met a hard head tide but as 
we had only about a mile to go we made 
it in good time. When we reached the 
landing we found Mr. Bradley there 
waiting for us. He wanted to know at 
once what had been keeping us so long, 
and added the information that they were 
just about starved. Their supply of grits 
had given out and for the last two days 
[they] had been living on Palmetto cab
bage alone. 

Without delay we unloaded the 
canoe. Each taking a load we started for 
the station. Mrs. Bradley and the little 
girls met us with broad smiles. They were 
certainly glad to see us coming, bringing 
in the food. Mrs. Bradley started at once 
to cook supper although it was early in 
the afternoon. No one there wanted to 
wait until dark for supper. We were all 
hungry so why not eat at once. We did. 

Next morning Louie and I started 
walking up the beach for Hypoluxo, to 
complete our job of fixing up my boats 
and taking them to the Bay. 

We took it easy as it was only nine 
miles to the Hillsborough, and the tide 
would not be low until afternoon. We had 
to wade the inlet, and this could be done 
only at low tide. At any other time it was 
a swimming job. We timed our arrival at 
the inlet just right, and were soon on the 
north side and making tracks for the 
Orange Grove Station, or "Steve's" as 
we called it [after Steve Andrews, the 
keeper l , where we arrived in time for 
supper. 

RETURN TO BISCAYNE BAY 
AND BACK 

It was late in the afternoon, and we 
[Charles Pierce and Louis Bradley] 
were still some distance from the Hills
borough [Hillsboro] River [after having 
repaired the canvas canoe at Hypoluxo 
and now towing it back to Biscayne Bay 
with the sloop Dolly] when the ground 
swells commenced to increase in size and 
number. I now told Louie we would have 
to run into Hillsborough and spend the 
night there. If we kept on, it would be 
late in the night when we arrived at the 
Lauderdale Station, and with the in
creasing sea it would be dangerous for us 
to attempt a landing there. Besides we 
wanted water badly and most likely 
could find some at Hillsborough. The 
tide would be on the flood when we ar
rived at the inlet but the wind was ahead 
and we would have trouble in beating in 
over the bar in the big sea then running. 

The Dolly was an open boat and we 
had tools enough in our load to send her 
to the bottom if she filled with a big 
breaking sea. When we came to the inlet 
the sun was nearly down and the big 
rollers were breaking heavy on the reef 
in front of the inlet. I sailed on by, look
ing at it and trying to figure the best way 
to get inside without swamping in the 
breaker on the bar. 

At last I had a plan. I did not say a 
word to Louie but came about and sail
ed back to the inlet just outside the line 
of breakers. When in front of the inlet 
[Il headed the Dolly in behind three big 
combers [waves], keeping her sail rap 
full. Then I looked behind and saw a big 
hollow comber mounting into the air 
about fifty feet away and coming at us 
with the speed of an express train. I 
made an exclamation that caused Louie 
to look back. 
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"We'll swamp, we'll swamp," he yel 
led, then turned his back on the on· 
rushing wave and waited for his predic
tion to be fulfilled. We did not swamp 
however, tho' we came very near it. I 
expected to see the canoe that was 
towing on the end of a long line, go rol
ling like a log when the breaker hit her. 
She turned partly broadside to the sea 
as it crashed down on her, and it hit her 
under the bilge with such force the light 
boat was thrown high in the air clear of 
the comber. It passed under her, then 
she fell into smooth water behind the sea 
and never shipped a drop. Fortunately 
for us, the breaker had expended its 
greatest force and was greatly diminish· 
ed before it reached the Dolly . It struck 
hard enough, however, to throw her on 
her beamsend and fill her half full of 
water. 

Before the next sea came, our own 
headway together with the flood tide 
had carried us in, out of its reach. Mean
time Louie was bailing away for dear 
life, throwing the water out of the boat 
as fast as he could. A few minutes later 
I ran the boat 's nose in to the sand shore 
around the south point , the same landing 
we used when her£> in th e Creole some 
years before. Throwing th e anchor on 
shore, and takin g in sa il was only a min
ute's job. Then we spread o ur beddi ng on 
the sand to dry as mu ch as possibl e in th e 
wind before dark, and preparPd to spend 
the night there. 

We were by this time very thirsty, not 
having a drop of any kind of drink sin ce 
early morn ing. Leaving Louie to prepare 
supper, I jumped in the canoe and went 
up Cypress Creek looking for fresh wate r. 
I went up the creek for near a mile but 
as the tide was up, the creek was blue 
salt water all the way. The sun went 
down as I paddled up stream and I was 
forced to return to camp without havin g 
found any fresh water. 

It was a dry supper we had that night , 
no tea, coffee or water. There was just 
one thing in our favor. The weather turn· 
ed cold after the sun went down so we 
did not suffer so much from thirst as 
we would had the nigh t been hot. We 
went to sleep early to kee p from think· 
ing, "Oh! how dry I am." 

Next morning just as the sun was 
coming up from th e sea I awoke, got up 
and went to the water's edge to wash the 
sleep from my eyes and have a look 
around to see if there was any chance of 
finding water to drink. We had to have it 
before going to sea again, that was su re. 
I was thinking of going up Cypress Cree k 
until I found fresh water if it took me 
half a day. Yet I did not want to lose 
any time for the sea was smooth now and 
the wind blowing a gentle breeze from 
the northwest. An ideal morning for a run 
to the south. Looking across the water I 
saw something on the north side of the 
inlet that caused me to run to the tent 
and yell to wake Louie, telling him to get 
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up an d see what darned fools we had 
been to go thirsty all night. 

Louie came crawling out from under 
his mosquito bar say ing, " What are yo u 
tal king so crazy about?" 

" Look there," I answered, "do you see 
those coconut trees loaded with young 
green nuts, and those nuts are full of the 
best drinking water to be found? Come 
on, let's go." 

We did not waste any time in getting 
into the Dolly and poling her to th e other 
side of the inlet where the big coconut 
trees were growing near the water 's edge. 
In about two minutes I was in the top of 
the nearest tree throwing down the green 
coconuts. Only two nuts went down to 
Louie before I stopped to open one and 
have the finest drink I eve r tasted. The 
night had been coo l and the milk or water 
of the nuts was clear, cold and deli cious. 
It must be remembered that we had been 
without water for twenty-four hours. I 
cut and threw down to Louie about a 
do zen of these water bottles to carry 
with us. 

Went back to camp feeling mu ch bet
ter and no longer thirsty. We made cof-

fee with the coconut milk, which in 
young nuts like these is nothing more or 
less than pure water. We enjoyed that 
breakfast with plenty of hot coffee to 
wash it down, something we had not had 
since the morning before leaving the 
haulover at the sound end of Lake Worth . 

The sea was calm this morning. The 
big ground swells of yesterday had all 
disappeared, leaving the ocean as smooth 
as a pond. The wind was blowing a fine 
breeze from the northwest as we sailed 
out the inlet. I now decided to leave the 
canoe at the Lauderdale Station until I 
could come back and gi·.'e it a coat of 
paint on the outside, it was leaking so 
badly, and the Dolly was in the same con . 
dition. I would not [be] able to bail 
both boats as I sailed after Louie le ft me. 
So I told him when we arrived at the 
Station we would anchor and he could 
land himself and his dunnage in the 
canoe. Then I would go on to Biscayne 
Bay in the Dolly. 

We arrived at the Fort Lauderdale Sta
tion about ten o'clock . The wi nd had by 
this time hauled to the north, but the sea 
was still smooth. I let go the Dolly's 

Sailboats at anchor somewhere along the southeast Florida coast. Charles Pierce often 
anchored at Hillsboro and New River inlets (George W. Potter drawing, courtesy of 
Marjorie P. Stewart) . 



"On the Run," George Potter's depiction of deer hunting in south Florida (illustration courtesy of Marjorie P. Stewart). 

anchor, pulled the canoe alongside. Louie 
got on board of her with his dunnage and 
paddled for shore, waving goodbye to me 
as he started. His folks were waiting for 
him and I saw them drag the canoe high 
up on shore after he landed. I now no· 
ticed that the Dolly for some reason was 
broadside to the wind, and my first 
thought was a strong tide was setting up 
the coast against the wind, but could not 
understand what caused it. I ran forward 
to pull up the anchor, and I did not have 
one; had lost it and was drifting down the 
coast before the wind. My next stop 
would be on the beach at the Biscayne 
Station so did not worry over the loss of 
the anchor. Picking up an oar, I swung 
her head off, pulled in the mainsheet and 
went bounding away over the waves for 
Biscayne Station and home. 

[I was] alone on the ocean in a little 
sail boat for the first time. Had sailed up 
and down the coast from Jupiter inlet to 
Biscayne Bay, in various boats, but this 
was the first time I had been out at sea 
alone, and was somewhat nervous and 
just a little excited at my situation, but 
not in the least afraid for I knew if any· 
thing happened to me or the boat I could 
run her on shore and would be within a 
few hours walking distance of home, or 
my friends at the Lauderdale Station. 

Enjoyed it just the same, sailing over 

a bright blue sea, but did not have much 
time for day dreaming. The leaks in the 
Dolly's bottom kept me busy bailing with 
my left hand, while I steered with the 
right. 

As I passed New River inlet the wind 
hauled to the northeast, but kept blowing 
just a nice sailing breeze for the little 
boat. The sea kicked up a little, enough 
to cause the Dolly to bob around lively, 
just enough to make it interesting sailing. 
Noontime came, but there was not a 
thing cooked on board. We did not have 
anything left over at breakfast that morn· 
ing, and we did not want to take time to 
cook something for lunch. Anyway Louie 
knew he would be home long before 
dinner time, as for myself I had been so 
used to going without food in the last 
few weeks, the missing of a meal did not 
matter. 

After about two weeks I again became 
restless and tired of loafing around the 
house. I planned another hunting trip to 
the flatwoods west of Hypoluxo with 
Louie. If we could kill two or three deer, 
I reasoned, we could sell the meat up the 
lake for enough to pay our expenses, and 
at the same time have the pleasure of a 
week or so in the woods in our good old 
hunting grounds. 

[I] made a large knapsack out of a 
piece of black oilcloth. This knapsack 

was used to carry my camp dunnage and 
ammunition, and together with my 10 
pound shotgun made a very heavy load 
to tote, as the crackers say, near sixty 
miles up the coast. 

When packed up and ready to go, got 
a ride as far as New River with Captain 
Hammon in the Ina. There persuaded 
Louie to pack up and join me in my 
tramp up the beach to Lake Worth. 
When we arrived at Hillsborough we 
found the Gleason boys there in their 
sloop, Vixen. The Gleason family were 
moving to Eau Callie on Indian River, 
and the Vixen was loaded with their 
household goods. Only the two boys, 
Will and George, were aboard this trip. 
They invited us to spend the rest of the 
day and night with them. George said, 
"That is a heavy load you two are car· 
rying, better stay with us and have a 
good rest. You will feel more like walk. 
ing in the morning after a night's rest 
and will be in better shape for that six
teen mile tramp to Steve's." 

They did not have to urge us to stay. 
Our loads had been heavier than we an
ticipated at the start, and tho' we had 
only walked nine miles that day, [we] 
were pretty well tired out when we ar
rived at Hillsborough. 

The next morning came in calm, but 
as there was every indication of a hard 
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northeaster coming in, the Gleasons de 
cided to remain inside. And it was well 
they did, for we had not gone half a mile 
when it came down on us full force with 
almost continuous squalls of rain. By the 
time we had gone three or rour miles 
[we 1 were wet to the skin and shivering 
with cold. 

The wind was blowing so hard against 
us we made very slow time. Louie was 
not at all well and I had to stop every 
mile or so for him to rest. Besides we 
were shivering and blue with cold. At 
noon we had come only seven miles. 
There was still nine long miles ahead be
fore we could gain the shelter of the 
Orange Grove Station, and the day now 
half gone. 

Truly the prospect was most discoura
ging. I could have walked faster and 
thereby warmed up a lot, but Louie could 
not stand the pace. We had just started 
on, after one of our frequent rests when 
I saw a clear glass bottle that was about 
half full of some amber colored fluid. 
Picking it up and pulling the cork, I 
smelled of it and it smelled all right , 
then I tasted it. "What is it?" asked 
Louie. "Brandy, boy, French brandy," 
was my answer, and without stopping 
to consider that it might not be fit to 
drink , in fact might contain poison, I 
turned the bottle up and took a good 
swallow. Then, of course, Louie had to 
have a drink. It certainly put new life 
in us at once and warmed us as only 
cognac could. We made better time 
after finding this half pint and made it 
last as long as possible. The brandy was 
the very thing poor Louie needed . We did 
not have to stop for him to rest after 
finding it and made good time up the 
beach. Arrived at the Orange Grove 
Station in time for supper that Steve 
was cooking as we walked in on him, 
cold, wet and tired out, and of course, 
very hungry. 

HUNTING ON 
HILLSBORO CREEK AND 
MORE JOU RNEYS ALONG 

BEACH AND GLADES 

Shortly after my arrival at the [Bis
cayne 1 Station I now called home [in 
the spring of 1883], the repair gang 
finished their work of repairing and 
moved to Fort Lauderdale and com
menced work on that Station . 

Remained at home for some time; 
a week or more , and in the meantime was 
planning a hunting trip with Louie for 
Plume birds. We had talked this tri p 
over when coming down the coast in th e 
Dolly. We decided there should be some 
nesting places of plume birds in the Cy
press creek region or perhaps at t he head 
of Snook creek. In the interim I kept 
busy getting my canoe and camping out
fit in condition. 
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Had brought with me from Lake 
Worth a large buck's hide and the skin 
of an extra large wildcat that I had kill 
ed sometime before leaving Hy poluxo 
Island. Removed the hair from the deer 
skin by soaking in water mixed with 
hardwood ashes. Lime would have been 
bette r but I did not have the lime. I then 
gathered som e red mangrove bark and 
tanned th e deer skin a rich dark maho
gany. I made a cape from this deer skin 
to go around my shoulders. This served 
two purposes, first to keep the upper 
part of my body dry in rainy weather 
and to protect my shirt from wear of the 
gun on my shoulders. Around the bottom 
edge of this cape I made a lot of small 
holes about an inch apart. In th ese holes 
I tied leather thongs of about a foot 
in length . These strings had the appear
ance of a deep fringe around the cape, 
but they were not for ornament. They 
were called "tie -ups" and were to be 
used in place of string or cord whenevPr 
needed in th e woods. This idea was not 
original with me. I got it from the In
dians , and later found the thongs most 
use ful. 

The wildcat skin was not tanned. I 
made a hunting cap from it in the most 
primitive way. The skin was hard and 
stiff. I cut out a flat piece the size of the 
top of my head , then a two inch strip for 
th e sides. This strip , when sewed on to 
th e flat top, made a square joint more 
use ful than handsome. This side strip 
was cut in such a manner the tail was left 
on, and when sewed on, the tail was 
right in th e middle part of th e back of 
th e cap. And as it was hard and dry it 
stuck straight out behind when on my 
head . A qu eer looking cap but it served 
its purpose we ll in the woods and was th e 
cause of me killing more than one piece 
of game that I never would have got 
within range of, had I bee n wearing any 
other kind of hat. 

My canoe was now well painted and 
ready for use. My camping outfit, gun 
and ammunition all ready for that hunt
ing trip to the head waters of Snook and 
the Hill sborough [Hillsboro l Creeks. 

I I l had rigged a latee n sail on the 
canoe and only waited for a day when 
wind and sea were right for a run up the 
coast to New River. On a rising one morn
ing, found the condition of wind and sea 
perfect for my trip. Was off about ten 
o 'clock that morning. I kept near the 
shore for I did not trust the thin 8 ounce 
canvas the canoe was covered with much , 
and preferred to keep within swimming 
distance of th e land . 

Made the trip all right without any dif
ficulties of any kind, the canoe sa iling 
along over the sea at a good rate of speed. 
I was pl eased with her behavior und er 
sail. Arri ved at the Fort Lauderdale boat 
landing early in the afternoon. Was dis
tressed to hear on my arrival that Guy 
and hi s oldest sister were very sick from 
the same mysterious malady that afflict-

ed Wash J enkins when we moved him to 
the Bay last fall. Flora, who was about 
ten years old, died that afternoon only a 
few minutes after I got there. The work
men engaged in repairing the Station 
made a coffin and she was buried the 
next day under a wide spreading sea 
grape tree in th e hammock northwest of 
the house. Guy was swelled up so badly 
he could not walk. I carried him to the 
grave. 

This sad incident took all the pleasure 
out of our lives for the time being, and 
our hunting trip was deferred for a few 
days. 

We started one morning making our 
way up what was then called Hillsbo
rough Creek, so called because its head 
waters were near Hillsborough inle t. We 
had never been up this creek before and 
made slow time finding our way through 
its crooks and turns and shallow water at 
its upper end. We were near Cypress 
creek when we had to stop on account of 
shallow v.ater. 

Made camp in the pine woods on the 
west side of the marsh, then hunted back 
in the swamps to the west. We could see 
plenty of plume birds flying far to the 
west but could not locate the nesting 
place. Here I saw far up in the air two 
scarlet ibis flying west, the only scarlet 
birds I have ever seen. 

Two days later we returned to the Sta
tion. No luck at all, not having killed one 
plume bird. We decided there were too 
many hunting Indians in that part of the 
country. When within two miles of our 
home landing [we 1 were overtaken by a 
heavy rainstorm. It just poured down for 
half an hour. We did not have any way to 
get out of it so kept on our way down the 
creek through it all. We were like a pair of 
drowned rats when we arrived at the Sta
tion, cold and hungry. 

The next morning came in clear and 
fine. A cool west wind was blowing and 
not a cloud in sight. We determined on a 
cruise up Snook creek, so hurriedly ate 
our breakfast and departed. We used two 
boats this t ime. Louie was in the old 
Indian canoe and I used my canvas boat. 
Just why we did this when either canoe 
was large enough to carry both of us and 
our camp dunnage, I cannot say at this 
time, but we did and left in such a hurry 
I forgot my tent, and did not notice that 
it had bee n left until we were more than 
a mile up Middle River (Snook Creek). 
I told Louie to poke along up the river 
while I went back for it. I told him I 
would be as quick as possible. My canoe 
was too large to na vigate with a paddle. I 
had rigged her with a pair of oars and 
rowlocks. I turned about and made fast 
time back to the landing where my tent 
lay on the grass near the dock. Picking it 
up and throwing it into the canoe, I 
turned her around and started back to re
join Louie and do my best not to delay 
the trip, by rowing as fast as I could. 



When I built this canoe I decided an 8 
ounce duck was rather thin covering for 
so large a boat, to make a water tight 
bulkhead at the forward end of the cock
pit; access to the part forward of the 
bulkhead was through openings in the 
forward deck, which were covered with 
canvas flags. 

Was pulling hard on the oars and the 
canoe was making fast time up river 
when there came a crash accompanied by 
a ripping sound forward. The canoe came 
to a sudden stop. So sudden that I was 
thrown on my back on the floor of the 
cockpit. 

To say that I was surprised is putting 
it mildly. Scrambling to my feet I looked 
all around and could not see what had 
stopped the canoe, but there she was 
standing stock still in the middle of the 
stream and I noticed the current was run
ning along on each side same as if she was 
at anchor. It was more than a hundred 
feet to the nearest shore. [I] picked up 
an oar and sounded the water alongside. 
It was deep, could not touch bottom 
with the six foot oar [and] was sure puz
zled. Then I heard the tinkling sound of 
running water that came from under the 
forward deck. Lifting up the canvas flaps 
that did duty as a hatch cover, at once 
saw the cause of all this mystery . A light
wood snag was sticking up through the 
canoe's bottom under the forward deck 
about two feet back from the bow. It 
had torn a hole from one rib to the 
other, a distance of eight inches. The 
water tight bulkh ead was the only thing 
that kept the canoe from going to the 
bottom at once. 

The snag was sticking up through the 
bottom near[ly] a foot , and the only 
way to get loose from it was to lift the 
canoe up off the snag. But how to do it 
was the question. Meantime the water 
was leaking up through the bulkhead, 
slow but sure, and it was a question of 
minutes now when the canoe and all my 
camp dunnage would go to the bottom of 
the creek if I did not get her on shore 
quickly. Sliding over the side I swam to 
the bow and felt around the snag for a 
foot hold, keeping a sharp lookout mean-
while for alligators that might become in
terested in me while I was in the water. 
The water ot the creek was or the usual 
kind that flows from the swamps of 
Florida, black as ink when deep. That is it 
appears black in the deep places, caused 
no doubt partly by the tanning washed 
from the roots along its banks and the 
black muck bottom. I found a projecting 
knot on the snag with my left foot. 
Standing on that, I lifted the canoe clear 
of the snag. Then swam around to the 
stern and kicked her to shore, on the east 
side of the creek where I found I v::1s up 
against more trouble. 

The bank was about four feet high 
and straight up at that. Deep water 
coming close in, there was no beach at 

all, only about a foot wide of shallow 
water. I could not keep the canoe from 
sinking by holding it against the bank 
but that was all I could do without 
Louie's help, and there was no telling 
how far up the creek he might be at 
this time. If he was now beyond hear
ing of my gun signal I was in a fix sure 
enough. Picking up my gun I fired it, 
counting thirty, fired the second shot 
and again counting thirty fired the third 
shot. This was an agreed signal we al
ways used to call for help in the woods. 
Right after my third shot the boom of 
a shotgun came in answer just around 
the bend of the river above me. Louie had 
been waiting for me the other side of the 
point, and soon came in sight paddling 
down the creek. I was certainly glad to 
see that boy coming to my aid. 

We loaded the stuff into his boat and 
then towed the canoe across the river to 
a sand bank where we hauled her out for 
repairs. I carried repair material in the 
shape of new canvas, thread and needles. 
Also a can of white lead to make the 
patch water tight. After the hole was 
patched we ate our lunch and were on 
our way again by one thirty. The patch 
did not leak a drop and the canoe was 
again in good shape. 

Kept on until late in the afternoon 
when the river became a shallow narrow 
creek. The bushes growing high and thick 
on either bank and meeting overhead, 
prevented us from see ing any birds that 
might be flying by. 

Night was now coming on and we had 
to find a place to camp without delay if 
possible. We landed and found the shore 
low and swampy. With the axe I cut out 
a trail through the scrub to a patch of 
ground that was comparatively dry. 
This was about a hundred feet from the 
boats. Here we prepared to spend the 
night by clearing a space large enough 
for our tent and campfire. The floor of 
the tent was full of humps and stubs of 
the cut bushes. We fixed this by cutting a 
lot of small branches of the myrtle, piling 
them in the tent until we had a ground 
covering about two feet thick. This made 
a good soft bed that eliminated the 
bumps underneath. We were pretty tired 
after a rather strenuous day and soon 
were asleep. 

Was awakened next morning at day
light by a tremendous bellow that, 
coming to us while half asleep, sounded 
as if it was right at the door of the tent. 
As soon as we were awake enough to 
understand what we were hearing, we 
knew it was the bellow of a bull alliga
tor, calling out his morning challenge to 
the other male reptiles that might be 
within hearing of his rumble call. I got 
up, opened the flap of the tent and look
ed out. There was the old fellow along
side of our boats in the creek, and as I 
whispered to Louie to come and look, he 
swelled up , opened his huge mouth and 
let out another blubbering bellow, a noise 

loud enough to be heard half a mile on a 
still morning like this was. We stepped 
outside the tent. The gator saw us and at 
once sinking under the water made off 
down the creek and we saw him no more. 

While eating breakfast we talked the 
situation over and decided the country 
was N. G. when it came to hunting 
plume birds. Too many Indians close by 
was our verdict, and [we decided] that 
we better go straight home and give up 
the plume hunting business for this 
season. So immediately after breakfast 
we packed up and started back down 
river. On our way down you can bet I 
kept a sharp lookout for lightwood snags 
in the channel, and steered a course well 
away from both banks of the stream. 

On the way up the day before I had 
noticed some queer looking rock-like 
formations on the south bank of the 
river in one or two places, and as we 
came to it on our way back I stopped to 
have a look at them. I found it to be a 
sort of ocher. It was as soft as chalk and 
the color of yellow ocher. I broke off a 
few pieces to take home with me. I had 
seen a kind of paint that was found up 
the Miami River, that when used in its 
natural state was a kind of yellow. But 
when baked in a fire [it] became a dark 
reddish brown. The people on the Bay 
called it Spanish brown. I believed this 
was some of the same stuff. 

We arrived back at the Station early 
in the afternoon, and an hour or so later 
Mr. Champ H. Spencer, the superintend
ent of the Houses of Refuge came in on 
an inspecting trip. He had George Charter 
as a boatman. Heretofore Mr. Spencer 
had been making his inspection trips by 
sail boat down the coast on the ocean, 
which was very uncertain on account of 
having to wait for fair weather and a 
smooth sea. And sometimes more than a 
week was wasted in this manner. This 
time he proposed to make the trip from 
the Orange Grove Station to the Bay by 
canoe inside through the Swamps and 
Everglades, hoping thereby to make bet
ter time on his inspection trip. 

Steve Andrews had hauled the canoe 
from Lake Worth to the Orange Grove 
Station where they launched it in the 
swamp back of that Station and made 
their way through that swamp to Boca 
Raton and Hillsborough river. Then up 
Cypress creek to Lettuce Lake and on 
through an almost impassable marsh to 
Hillsborough creek where we had been 
hunting only a few days before. This 
route would have been quite easy in the 
fall and winter, but in the spring when 
the water is at its lowest it is impassable 
except in a case like this when the boat 
was small and light, and there was a very 
strong man to haul it over the mud and 
shallows. George Charter was such a 
man. 

They had a factory made canoe. It 
was small and cranky and with the load 
they carried, drew too much water for 
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some of the shallow places they were 
compelled to pass through. They re
mained at the Station that night, and 
George said they were going on next day 
to Biscayne Bay by way of the Everglades 
and I at once proposed to accompany 
them as I was ready to return home. 

George said, "Good, glad to have you 
along to show me the way through the 
Glades. Have never been there and we 
might go a long ways out of our way if 
left to find it ourselves:' 

We started soon after breakfast the 
next morning and all went along smooth
ly until we were well into the Glades. 
Then trouble commenced for my friends 
in their overloaded canoe. Every little 
ways their canoe would stop hard and 
fast on the bottom. Then George would 
jump overboard with the bowline over his 
shoulder and "snake" the boat along to 
deeper water. The first time it hit bot
tom Mr. Spencer jumped overboard to 
lighten the load and help push. This did 
not suit George at. all. He told Mr. Spen
cer in a very loud voice to remain in the 
canoe where he belonged. In a few 
minutes they hit another shallow spot. 
George at once stepped overboard and 
started to haul the canoe over the shal
low. Then he saw Mr. Spencer was 
making ready to get out of the canoe. 
He stood still and shouted at the top 
of his voice, "Sit down! Sit down, I te ll 
you I don't need your help. You stay 
in the boat." 

And if Mr. Spencer would insist on 
getting out of the canoe, as he did a few 
times, George would stand and yell at 
him loud enough to be heard two miles 
away. Meantime my canoe was gliding 
along easily, not touching the bottom in 
any place. I had a picnic watching those 
two fight it out about getting over the 
shallow spots. For about three miles it 
was nearly all shallow places and the 
going was hard for George and the 
superintendent. 

Just before sundown a rain squall 
came down on us and lasted long enough 
to wet everything. We were a little over 
half way through the Glades when the 
sun set and then we had to look for a 
camping place, any piece of land above 
the water would have to do. It was all 
we could expect in that watery waste. 

The first little island we examined con
tained just enough ground above water on 
which to place our beds and campfire. It 
turned out to be a very uncomfortable 
camp. The ground was wet and soggy 
and full of lumps and stumps of dead 
bushes. There were not enough small 
green branches of myrtle to build up our 
beds and we spent a very poor night, and 
got covered with that tormenting pest 
of the Florida swamps- red bugs. 

We were up and getting breakfast at 
the first streaks of dawn, only too glad 
to hurry away from this most uncomfort
able camp. About an hour later we pas
sed the place where I had pull ed the 
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canoe through the mud and became so 
hungry from the extra hard work that I 
ate dry tea, on my previo us trip. 

Soon we were in Snake Creek and 
making fast time with a strong current 
in our favor. When we came to the creek 
that comes in from Dumfoundling Bay, 
we met a boat load of coast survey men 
on their way to their schooner that had 
been anchored near Miami most of the 
winter. They were making a survey and 
platting charts of the inland waters of 
this coast. 

We arrived at Biscayne Station early 
in the afternoon. Mr. Spencer and George 
started back on their return trip next 
morning, and for a wonder I did not want 
to go with them. As a matter of fact I 
was quite willing to remain at home for 
a time. 

The Gleasons were moving their house
hold goods up the coast to Eau Callie on 
Indian River, as fast as weather and sea 
would permit. When I arrived at the Sta
tion found they were again loading for 
another trip up the coast . George Hunt, 
who had been living with the Gleasons, 
and was the same age as Will Gleason, was 
making preparations to move to Lake 
Worth. He owned a small two masted 
boat, named Mischief, that he wanted 
sailed to the Lake and [he 1 came to 
the Station one day to see if I would 
sail her to the lake for him and what I 
would charge to do the job. I wanted 
to know why didn't he take her up 
there himself. He said he did not have 
the time. In my opinion, however, he 
was afraid to go to sea in her. She was 
only twenty feet long, of narrow beam 
and cranky. No decks, open from stem to 
stern, and carried about a thousand 
pounds of rock stowed away under her 
floor for ballast. If she should happen to 
ship a heavy sea, she would go to the bot
tom like the ballast she carried. I agreed 
to sail the Mischief to the Lake and of 
course would have to walk the beach 
60 miles back home, for $10. George 
had a guitar valued at $5 that I wanted 
so he gave me the instrument and an 
order on Dr. [Richard B.] Potter at the 
Lake for the other five and the deal was 
closed. 

Waited for a good spell of weather and 
when it came, started out alone. Ran into 
New River to spend the night. I hoped 
to get Louie or his father to go with me 
the rest of the trip. It so happened Mr. 
Bradley had some business up at the lake 
that he wanted to look after, and he said 
he would go with me. We started out 
early next morning. The wind was blow
ing a fine breeze from south southeast 
and the sea smooth. We made a quick 
and uneventful trip, running into Lake 
Worth inlet a little before dark. From the 
inlet down to the settlement the wind 
was ahead and it was rather late when we 
arr ived at Mr. Geer's, where we spent the 

night. Mr. Bradley left me here; the next 
morning I sailed the Mischief down to Dr. 
Potter's and delivered her to him. The 
next day I started for home, walking 
down the beach. The first night I spent 
at Steve Andrews', the next at Fort 
Lauderdale and arrived home at the Bis
cayne Station early the next afternoon. 

A LONELY TRIP 
In the latter part of the summer of 

1884 Mr. Bradley resigned his position as 
keeper of the Fort Lauderdale House of 
Refuge, and moved his family back to his 
place on Lake Worth. Jack Peacock from 
Biscayne Bay was appointed to take 
Bradley's place. [Shortly thereafter, 
Charles Pierce traveled to Lake Worth to 
hunt deer with Bradley's sons, Louie and 
Guy.] 

When about a mile from [our hunting] 
camp on our way home [to the Brad
leys'], we met Mr. Bradley in [Michael] 
Merkel's tan early settler of Lake Os
borne, west of Lake Worth] boat. He had 
a stranger with him, and introduced me 
to him saying, "This gentleman is a sur
veyor. He wants to have a look at the 
country to the south and west, and is 
employed by a company that is thinking 
of running a railroad through this part of 
Florida sometime in the future. He has 
hired me to show it to him and I would 
like to have the use of your skiff. Merkel 
wants his back right away and I told him 
you would bring it back. So if you will 
swap places with us we will go on and 
you can go on home." 

[I] did not like this arrangement a 
little bit. They would have the use of 
my boat for nothing and I would have 
to go on home when there was nothing 
that would have suited me better than 
to have taken this man on his surveying 
trip to the south. But I soon saw that 
Mr. Bradley had his mind made up and 
wanted to keep the job. If I did not 
agree with his plans there would be 
hard feeling on his part, so we swapped 
boats and went on, arriving at the Brad
leys' about noon, where I remained the 
rest of the day and night. 

Right after dinner the next day I 
asked the boys to take me to the haul
over at the foot of the Lake in their 
sail boat, and I would start for home, 
intending to spend the night with Steve 
Andrews at the Station. They complied 
with my request and I arrived at the Sta
tion about two o'clock, only to find the 
Station locked up and Steve gone, and 
there was no telling when he would re 
turn. He might be away for two or three 
days, so there was not a bit of use in 
waiting for him. 

As Steve would have said under like 
circumstances, "Here's a go sure enough." 
I could not go back to Bradley's; there 
was no way to cross the lake to their 
place, they having sailed right back home 
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after landing me. And Fort Lauderdale 
Station, the first habitation to the south, 
was twenty· five long miles down the 
beach. Of course, the distance meant 
nothing much to me had there been 
plenty of time. But here it was after two 
o'clock in the afternoon, when hereto· 
fore I had always started on this longest 
of tramps right after breakfast. Now I 
was at least six hours late. That would 
bring my arrival at Lauderdale Station 
around ten o'clock that night, provided 
I could cross Hillsborough inlet without 
loss of time. I knew the tide would be at 
the top when I got there, and I stood a 
minute or so thinking it over. Then saying 
to myself, "Don't cross an inlet before 
you get to it," I wheeled about and made 
off down the beach at a rapid walk. 
There was no time to waste if I would 
reach the inlet before dark, and I had to 
do it or stay out on the beach all night; I 
never would attempt to cross that inlet 
after dark without a boat. So I never 
slackened my gait until I arrived at the 
inlet which was just as the sun was set
ting behind a heavy bank of storm clouds 
far to the west over the Everglades. 

The tide was full high as I expected, 
and was now slackening. Soon it would 
turn out, and when it did the current 
would become too strong for any sort of 
a raft that I might construct with no 
better tools than my bare hands and a 
pocket knife. 

I walked along the shore of the inlet 
looking for something that would float. 
The only thing in sight was the dry stump 
of an old tree, cast up on shore by an 
unusual high tide at some previous time. 
It was perfectly dry and would float, but 
there was not enough of it to carry me 
over to the south shore, unless I got in 
and swam with it. This I did not propose 
to do. It was now too dark to see if there 
were any sharks or alligators waiting to 
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take a bite of anything that might come 
within reach. I turned back up the beach 
looking for something to go with my 
stump that would take me safely across 
the inlet. I had only walked a short dis
tance when I came upon a large bamboo. 
It was about twenty feet long and four 
inches in diameter, each joint a perfect 
air chamber. Then right near it I found 
another bamboo, long and slender, that 
would do nicely for a pole to navigate 
my raft - if a stump and bamboo tied 
together might be called such. The next 
question was, where was I to find some· 
thing to take the place of rope in tying 
the bamboo to the stump? Well, I did 
not know, and as I walked along with 
the bamboos on my shoulder, was won
dering what I could do about it, when I 
came to a patch of long bean vines. These 
beans, somet imes called Goat's foot 
beans, grow only on the sea beach, and 
make very long large vines. When I saw 
them I exclaimed aloud, "Here are my 
ropes to tie the raft." 

Hurrying back to the inlet, I threw 
the bamboos alongside the stump and 
went back to the bean patch and gather
ed enough vines for my use on the raft, 
and ran back to the inlet - yes, ran, for 
it was by this time nearly dark and the 
tide was about to start running out. 
Rolling the stump into the water, I tied 
the bamboo to it, and taking the pole in 
hand stepped on the board of as flimsy 
a craft as one could imagine. By this time 
the tide was slowly moving towards the 
sea. Soon it would be running like a mill 
race. My so- called raft sunk partly under 
water when I got on board , and my feet 
were about two inches under water. It 
did not take more than three minutes to 
reach the other side. As my fragile craft 
touched the shore I jumped and landed 
on solid sand. It certainly felt good under 
my feet once again. 

Reprinted by permission of the 
Historical Society of Palm Beach County. 

When I jumped on shore the bean vine 
ropes broke, the stump and bamboo 
parted company and drifted out to sea. 
Turning about after watching the des
truction of my raft, I started down the 
beach for Lauderdale. It was not very 
dark and I was hungry; more hungry 
than tired, although I had walked twenty
one miles since dinner, and had yet ano
ther nine to go before I would have food 
and rest. 

Arrived at the Fort Lauderdale Station 
near nine o'clock. The keeper, Jack Pea
cock, was greatly surprised to see me 
walking in on them at that time of 
night, and wanted to know at once where 
I had been wasting my time. When he 
found that I had come all the way from 
Bradleys' since noon, he ceased to won· 
der at the lateness of my arrival. Well, I 
got my supper even if it was sometime 
beyond their usual hour, and a li ttle 
later a good bed, both of which came in 
good that night. 

After breakfast next morning, Captain 
Jack took me down the four miles of 
New River in his little sail boat and land
ed me on the south shore of the inlet. 
Mrs. Peacock had also given me a lunch 
to take with me as I could not get to the 
Biscayne Station until long after dinner 
time. When about five miles below the 
inlet, I sat down and ate my lunch, not 
that I was hungry so early, but it was 
much easier to carry that way. 

Walked in on my folks about three 
o'clock that afternoon and surprised 
them by my unlooked- for return, and 
was in turn surprised to find there my 
uncle, R. B. Moore and Aunt Ursula. 
They had come from Chicago by train 
to Cedar Keys, then by steamer to 
Key West, and then by the mail schoon
er Flora, Captain Smart, to Biscayne 
Bay. 



The Jazz Age, Age of Ballyhoo, the 
Roaring Twenties, call it what you will, 
was just beginning when Kenneth L. 
Roberts received instructions to travel 
to Florida. He had been engaged by 
George H. Lorimer to do a series of 
articles on Florida for The Saturday 
Evening Post. Since Roberts had just 
completed a series of articles on Euro
pean immigration (later published in 
book form as Why Europe Leaves Home), 
the assignment appeared to be a natural 
follow- up. Many Americans had just 
begun to go south for the winter, and 
Lorimer, being the sharp editor that he 
was, decided to have Roberts investigate 
why. 

What Roberts found was not especial
ly inspiring. As he told it, "the vacation
ers in Florida at that time were so few 
that Miami Beach was a desert waste of 
pumped- in sand, a checkerboard of un
populated avenues, spotted here and 
there by three or four hotels and a few 
score houses. "I There was not much to 
report on in Florida in 1921, but Hobbs
Merrill Company decided to put Roberts' 
articles into book form and publish them 
under the title of Sun Hunting. It sold a 
whopping 4, 790 copies. As Roberts 
noted, "So I had three books on the 
shelf, though nobody knew it."2 

Roberts was not impressed with Flori
da, but was looking for a place to escape 
so as to begin his career as a novelist. He 
had reached the reporter's political pin
nacle, the Washington, D.C. beat, but 
found it frustrating. He found covering 
the Harding administration, and Harding 
himself, to be boring. Pleading for a break 
from "that font of fat-headedness," 
Roberts got his wish, via another trip to 
Florida. Lorimer once again asked him to 
"scrutinize the distractomaniacs of Flo
rida." 3 

As editor of the Cornell University 
humor magazine, Roberts had shown a 
witty pen. The humor which readers 
found in the 1924 Florida articles proved 
he had not lost his touch. Every page is 
filled with hyperbole, puns, and snappy 
one -liners. However, the wit served to 

by JOE 

emphasize the truth about Florida of that 
time. The facts that he reported concern
ed the famous land boom of the 1920s. 
"The real estate boom in South Florida 
has now been underway for several years, 
during which time nearly everyone who 
has had the slightest idea what he was 
buying has profited when he bought in 
the vicinity of established cities and re
sorts . . . In the winter the Floridians 
occupy themselves almost entirely in sel
ling to visitors from the North. In the 
summer, when the tourist tide has re
ceded, the Floridians sell their real es
tate to one another just to keep their 
hands in. "4 The exaggeration is in good 
fun and the point well taken. 

If a Floridian wasn't selling land, he 
was clearing it and building on it. "Build
ing sites, however, are plentiful and Flori
da contractors have so developed the bus
iness of building a house that it seems 
more like a natural force than a human 

KNETSCH 

operation. The feverish speed with which 
a mushroom emerges from nothing and 
reaches maturity is almost being rivaled 
by the indecent rapidity with which Flo
rida houses attain their growth. A Florida 
house builder runs some cement out on 
the ground to serve as a foundation, 
slams up a framework to which he nails 
black paper with a chicken-wire attach
ment, slaps two or three layers of cement 
on the chicken-wire, and thus apparent
ly obtains a full-grown and highly suc
cessful residence in the time that a 
Northern contractor or builder occupies 
in getting the blueprints unrolled." And 
this finished residence could be had for 
"8 percent all over Florida_"5 

Visiting Fort Lauderdale, Hollywood, 
and Miami Beach and reporting back to 
Lorimer, Roberts took time out to head 
toward Palm Beach. There he ran into an 
old friend, Frank Rane, one- time state 
forester for Massachusetts. Crusty, tight-

Kenneth L. Roberts, 1930s. 
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fisted, and frugal as Roberts was pro
claimed to be, he did not control the urge 
to loosen the pocket book and purchase 
land in Palm Beach. As Rane sold Roberts 
on the idea of escaping to Florida, he also 
arranged for Roberts to have his dream 
home built by a local contractor. The lit
tle piece of paradise was purchased for 
$5,000 (a corner lot - one tenth of an 
acre) and the home constructed for a 
modest $12,000. "I just didn't have a 
chance to say NO, and so I signed on the 
dotted line and went to Arizona. "6 He 
was to return to his sunny homeland very 
soon thereafter. 

The author of Northwest Passage, 
Arundel, Lydia Bailey, and Rabble in 
Arms has never been accused of extreme 
modesty. His description of why Lorimer 
sent him to Florida in 1925 is glaring 
proof of this point: 

America became conscious of an 
unprecedented mass movement from 
Northern states to Florida. Whole 
towns in Maine, Massachusetts, Ver
mont were loading their belongings 
in flivvers, trailers, trucks, limousines, 
and migrating to sunshine and oranges, 
almost as inexorably as birds each 
August flit southward before ap
proaching snow and ice. 

When news of this movement reach
ed Lorimer, he called me to Philadel
phia. 'As near as we can make out,' 
he said, 'those Florida stories of yours 
were responsible for this migration. 
There'll be a land boom there because 
of it, and the suckers rushing to Flori
da may lose every penny they've got 
unless we can stop 'em or show 'em 
up. I want you to travel along with 
'em, find out how they're treated, 
what sort of run they're getting for 
their money, how many are being 
robbed, how much of this real estate 
ballyhoo is crooked, what the good 
real estate men down there think 
about it. We'll have to get this stuff 
in print fast, or there'll be one of the 
biggest bust-ups America has ever 
seen. Every boom has to end some 
time; and the sooner this one ends, 
the better for Florida and everyone 
else. "7 

The resulting articles were published 
in 1926 under the book title Florida. 

It sold 5,000 copies and, like his pre
vious efforts, did not reach the top of the 
best sellers list. 

Florida has a lot to say about Broward 
County. One whole chapter is devoted to 
Joseph W. Young and the development of 
Hollywood. Roberts places Young at the 
forefront of the development move
ment alongside of George Merrick and 
the Mizners. Roberts informs his read
ers that Young's schemes were so wild 
that many predicted he would "soon 
be residing permanently in the poor 
house." Such chiding would not deter 
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Hollywood Boulevard looking east from 20th Avenue toward the Hollywood Hotel in 
1925, the year that Roberts visited Hollywood. 

the likes of Joe Young. Young took 
"an unpleasant looking tract of flat 
land" and made it grow into something 
other than a tomato patch. Though some 
called it "South Hell," Young impres
sed everyone with his energy, and Hol
lywood continued its phenomenal 
growth.B 

What impressed Roberts about Young 
was the latter's drive and dreams. Rob
erts noted that Young had spent "be
tween thirty- five and forty millions of 
dollars" from 1921 to the winter of 1925 
to build his dream community. Further, 
"nearly every cent that had been receiv
ed from sales had been put back into the 
property in one way or another and 
Young has stated that 1928 must proba
bly come and go before a cent of divi
dends can be taken out of it. "9 That kind 
of drive appealed to Roberts the indivi
dualist. 

Roberts, on this visit, saw a Holly
wood "grown down to the ocean" with 
hotels, casinos, and lagoons. But it was 
the vision that Young had that was to 
inspire Roberts' fascination. Young had 
built Hollywood from nothing into a 
showplace, had hired General Goethals, 
of Panama Canal fame, to build "what 
threatens to be one of the finest harbors 
in America," and planned the largest 
tourist hotel in the world. What other 
visions could Young have? 

From the manicured portion of 
Hollywood an electric railway will 
run back into the rich farm lands of 
the interior for at least a hundred 
miles; and on each side of the rail
way Young proposes lo develop thou
sands of len-acre farms and in effect 

to guarantee their purchasers against 
loss, provided they follow the farm
ing advice which the developer will 
provide for them. 

Agricultural experts will determine 
the crop which the soil of each farm 
is best suited, and instruct the farmer 
in the methods to use. If, after using 
these methods, the farmer does not 
get a crop that shows a profit, Young 
proposes to buy back the farm at the 
purchase price plus 6 per cent inte
rest.l0 

Young was going to copy the tech
nique of Henry Flagler and Henry Plant. 
His vision had a strong basis, and Young 
had the business acumen to push it to 
fruition. 

For Roberts, Young had fit the mold 
of a "good real estate man" that Lorimer 
had asked him to seek out. Young seemed 
to care about people and was not out to 
play every sucker for all he had. Young's 
faith in Florida was impressive and con
stant. He had researched why people had 
come to the state, and he felt confident 
in its future. "One man built a house here 
in 1922, and as a result of this one con· 
tented resident, Young declares, fifty . 
eight other families have purchased 
homes in Hollywood. Each contented 
resident, he says, brings an ever widening 
circle of people to the state. Consequent· 
ly, he believes that there will be a con
stant and ever-increasing stream of cold· 
dodging Northerners pouring into Flori· 
da." 11 So much faith did Young possess 
that he refused to sell the electric light 
plant, despite some very attractive offers. 
He needed the plant to maintain service 
to the residents of his city on his terms, 
not those set by an outsider. 

i 
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Fort Lauderdale, too, caught the eye 
of the Saturday Evening Post's roving re
porter. As a rugged individualist, out
doorsman from Maine (fond of wild 
geese and chopping wood for exercise), 
and avid fisherman, Roberts was impres
sed with the New River and its bounti
ful waters. He was also taken aback by 
the city's dramatic growth. 

Fort Lauderdale slumbered peaceful
ly and pleasantly for years on the 
banks of the peculiar winding, water
filled gash, ninety feet in depth, that is 
/mown as New River. 

Late in 1924 the town had a popula
tion of some 5,000. It then awolw tu
multuously, traffic jams became nwt
ters of hourly occurrence on its main 
street, and within one year 's time its 
permanent population was being placed 
by its most expert claimers at nearly 
20,000. 

The tourist who saw the town lying 
quietly in the sun in 1924, rejoicing 
in its excellent schools and its seven 
churches, and the silver hordes of 
giant tarpon that rolled up New River 
in the tarpon season, returned in 1925 
to find a nine-story department store, 
a five-story mercantile building, two 
large apartment houses, a Masonic tem
ple, various other business structures, 
and countless homes in the process of 
noisy and feverish construction_l2 

Roberts noted that 100,000 people 
were expected to call Fort Lauderdale 
home by the year 1935. 

Some of Broward's smaller develop
ments did not escape the trained report 
er's eye. He was quite sure of the pros
pects for Floranada. "The success of this 
development's elaborate plans are assured 
by the fact that they are backed by such 
people as Mrs. E. T. Stotesbury, Mrs. 
Horace E. Dodge, and James H. R. Crom
well."13 Kenneth Roberts was not always 
the best of prognosticators. 

One prediction of the local soothsay
ers that Roberts reported has come to 
fruition. The time sequence may be off, 
but the ultimate truth of the forecast 
we know first hand. "In ten years, say 
these modest predictors , the seventy
five-mile strip along the ocean from 
Miami to Palm Beach will be solidly 
populated. One community will merge 
so completely into its neighbor that no 
dividing line can be distinguished; and the 
population of this seventy-five-mile 
city will be 5,000,000." 14 In 1925 this 
may have seemed to be so much bally
hoo, but we know the truth today. 

Florida only sold 5,000 copies. 
Roberts found the cause for this in 
the printing delays of the Brothers 
Harper and the fact that the boom had 
expired. Why had it expired? Roberts 
tells us that it was because The Satur-

day Evening Post had published his ar
ticles and that they had discouraged 
enough people to bring on the collapse. 
Roberts now had four books on the 
shelf and an inflated ego to keep them 
company_15 

Roberts, as a reporter, got only one 
more assignment in Florida. On Septem
ber 18, 1926, the Great Hurricane struck 
the southeast coast of Florida, and 
Roberts was given the task of reporting 
the details. He did not arrive on the scene 
until a full three weeks after the storm. 
But his reporting is valuable from the 
perspective of the clean- up and the ef
fects the storm had on the development 
of the community. 

It was not until one reached the lit
tle town of Pompano . . . that one 
entered the so- called destructive zone 
of the hurricane. In Pompano great 
trees had been snapped off at right 
angles ... Beyond Pompano, al Flo
ranada, Colohalchee, and Progresso, 
great Australian pines and telephone 
poles had been slammed across the 
road in windrows. 

In these towns the small stucco 
houses stood unhurt but the flim
sily built wooden ones with which 
they were sprinkled were overturn
ed and bent and warped and twist
ed in every imaginable manner . .. 

In these towns, too, some struc
tures made of concrete blocks had 
gone down in dusty-looking heaps, 
as though an energetic child had bu
sied himself erecting elaborate walls 
from a great number of toy blocks 
and then petulantly pushed them 
over and gone away and left them ... 
The tourist will never see the mess 
thai existed on the Fort Lauderdale 
waterfront immediately after the 
storm. 16 

Roberts also reported on the great 
steel barge that was thrown across New 
River inlet and on the damage done to 
many of the fine residences. However, 
he also made sure that the efforts of 
Broward's citizens in cleaning up the 
mess did not go unnoticed. He stressed 
the fact that Hollywood was cleaned up 
in two weeks time and that the hotel 
clerks in Fort Lauderdale were in the 
lobbies already gossiping about the few 
guests within a mere three weeks. Thus, 
Broward did a fast turnaround to get 
back into business. 

Roberts still had a good word for the 
accomplishments of his developer friend, 
Joe Young. The major buildings of Hol
lywood had stood the test of the storm. 
The Hollywood Beach Hotel had come 
through the storm well and "structural
ly, the hurricane did next to no damage 
to it. "17 As for Young's vision, Roberts 
said nothing. 

What the hurricane did demonstrate 
to Roberts was the need for stronger 
building codes. Contrary to his earlier 
impression of Florida stucco homes, he 
now praised their storm worthiness. 
The builder who knows his stuff, he 
said, and the architect who develops 
good, solid plans will build homes that 
can come through anything. The homes 
he saw destroyed in Broward were al
most all made of wood and tarpaper. 
Only a few of the block homes were 
destroyed, and almost none of the stuc
co homes suffered any damage. His mes
sage to his readers was clear, but the 
boom was over, and the hurricane had 
sealed its fate. South Florida was to be a 
long time in recovering from the big 
blow. 

Roberts went on to a highly successful 
career as a writer of historical fiction. His 
fabled penchant for accuracy became his 
major trademark. "Surrounded by old 
prints of his heroes and old maps of 
their exploits," Roberts wrote daily be
tween 6:00a.m. and 9:00 p.m.18 

His old friend and colleague, Booth 
Tarkington, provided regular company 
and an occasional sailing adventure. His 
career, which produced many best sel
lers, brought him fame and fortune. This 
included a special Pulitzer citation for 
having "contributed to the creation of 
greater interest in our early American 
History." 19 

To the best of this writer's knowledge, 
Roberts never returned to Broward Coun
ty after the year 1926. This is regrettable. 
Had he been willing to write of Broward 
in the depressed '30s as he was of the 
ballyhoo days of the '20s, our historical 
picture would have been more complete, 
not to say more entertaining. Heroic 
tales of our early heritage were his stock
in-trade during the '30s. Too bad he mis
sed the contemporary tale of daily hero
ism happening in the '30s in south Flori
da and the rest of the nation. 

FOOTNOTES 
}.Kenneth L. Roberts, I Wanted to Write 

(Garden Cit y, New York: Doubleday and 
Co., 1949), 150. 

2. 1bid., 151. 
3. 1bid., 152. 
4. The Saturday Evening Post Treasury (New 

York: Saturday Evening Post, Pub., 1945), 
283. 

5. 1bid., 287. 
6. 1 Wanted to Write, 163. 
7 .Ibid., 175. 
8. Kenneth L. Roberts, Florida (New York: 

Harper and Brothers, Pub., 1926), 93. 
9. 1bid., 94. 

10.1bid., 94-95. 
1l.lbid., 96. 
12.1bid., 126. 
13.1bid., 105. 
14.1bid., 124-125. 
15.1 Wanted to Write, 175. 
16. Kenneth L. Roberts "The Great Hurricane." 

Saturday Evening Post, November 27, 1926, 
56. 

17.1bid., 59. 
18. "Northwest Passage." Life, March 18, 1940, 

52-54. 
19.James P. Wood, "The Most Unforgetable 

Character I Ever Met," Reader's Digest, 
March 1959, 152. 

summer/fall 1985 25 



TITAN OF THE 

The orange-red sun jumps o ul o f tiH' 
Gulf Strea m and spo tlights a srrnP o f 
roa rin g act ivity o n a vast trac t o f grav , 
sa nd y loa m near Lh 1: littl 1· tow n o f Po m
pa no, Florida . 

An ai rplane, mo to r thun dning, is 
swoo pi ng low ov1-r th e gr1·r n 1:a rth , Ia) · 
ing down what ap pea rs lo lw a thi ck 
blanket of yf' llow gas ... A :riga ntic lral"
lor, e4uipprd with a ·· t n·1·dozr r," goP~ 
snortin g into a swamp and , wi th a s in g l ~ · 
mi ght y ~trunt , ya nks a ta ll , t wo-foo l
thick pi m: lrer right oul of ti H' gro und 
... Seven small er trac tors, growlin g lik f' 
ter ri ers, go Lra rin g ou l of a gn·a tmar liin P 
shop whic h is cqui pp~'d wi th Pvny lhing 
from elec tri c we lding appa ratu s loa 100-
lo n hydrauli c prrss ... A who k fl r1·l o f 
trucks ru shes hundreds of still slc1:py 
Negro es over gravel roads! 

Wh at is all thi s? Ano ther Panama Canal 
und er co nstructio n? Is a wa r in progress? 

No , it is nothing lik e th at. It 's just Rud 
Lyo ns sta rting ano th er day of gro wing 
bea ns. 

Bud Lyo ns is pro babl y the biggest 
individual string bean grower in America . 
Eve ry winter , whil e most o f th e nati o n 's 
farm land is bitten by fros t and beatr n 
by blizzards, Bud Lyo ns culti vates a tre
mendo us Florida ga rd en, whi ch po urs 
fres h string beans upo n dinn er tabl es in 
every sla te of th f' Uni o n. Thr bra ns 
which he rai ses eve ry seaso n would , if 
pl anted in a single ro w, strr lf' h in an un 
bro ken line for morl' than 10 ,000 milo- ~, 

and , every yea r for th r las t fi v1·, th ey hav1· 
brought him a gross in co m1~ o f mo n: th an 
$400 ,000 . 
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One of Bud Lyons' tractors clears timber in what is now Margate, early 1930s. 

'J'wPnly y<'ars ago, Burl Lyo n~ was a 
hin·d hand witho ut a do llar in his por kr t. 
Today, so l•· ly through his own gn·a llo il 
and forrs ighl , II!' is mastrr o f a l'; l"t 4,000-
acn• farm whi ch he has ripprd pi t>cf' by 
pi f'f'l' fro m th (· mise rabl r morassrs o f th !' 
Ewrgladcs. I li s sto ry is a saga o f great 
pio n1·rring co urage. Hr has hattl rd not 
o nl y th e ordinary weatllf' r and insrcl 
hazards whi r h I'V(' ry farm r r faces , hut he 
has ''ncount•·n ·d sur h r n('mi es as ll oods, 
hurri ean!'s, swamp fi'VI' I" , po tsono tt s 
snakes, alliga to rs, wildcats, yrs , and 
fl y-by-night rPa l ~· s tat e promolr rs. I J.. has 
pitt•·d him sr lf againsttlwm all , sue!'l!l' ded 
in spill' o f Lh 1·m. i\nd no w, at tiH· pl'ak o f 
hi s s u cc • ·s~, lw n · main ~ what h•· ha,; al
ways IH 'I'n -a dirt farnlt'r wh o ,; p<' nd s till' 
gn ·a l •-r part of •·v n y da) working in hi ;; 
fi 1· ld s. 1\'o sl' i •· nti ~ l. HtHI I .yon s - no 

co ll egl' man. He ll'avrs tl11• high-po wcrPd 
l rchnica l things up to th r ind w; tri al 
spl'c ialists fro m who m hr buys his se ~ · d , 
fertilizer, and impl r mf' nts. 1-1~, tr lls th em 
hi s net>ds; th ry fill hi s sprc ifica tio ns. 1\nd 
he trusts th em bt>ca usc he has made a 
pro fit f'VC ry year sincf' L924. 

f have just visitr·d Bud Lyo ns in his 
ga rgantuan bra n patch , and r am still 
amazed at the pot f' nti aliti es o f a hill o f 
bl'ans, which used lo bf' a symbol o f utt n 
wo rthl essness . And , aft er days of riding 
and walking with ~1r. Lyons over hi s 
imm r nsl' farm , I havf' com!' to th e concln 
sio n th al ra ising bran s, which J had alway;; 
ro nsid r n·d a so mewh at prosa ic occupa
ti on, can lw just abou l as exc iting as 
;; iUin g in o n a high-o; take ,; po kn ga nlt' , 
{'l y in g til• · Atlanti r, o r leading an arm y to 
hat tiP. 



On e o f the most spt'c tacular campaigns 
carriPd o n hy Bud Lyo ns in his everyday 
wo rk is, in my opinio n, the one which hP 
conducts at intervals against his arch
•·nemy , Jack Fros t. In fi ghting fro st , he 
lilt'rall y se ts th e rivf' r o n fire - o r, ratllf'r , 
sixty mil es of man-m adr drainage canals 
which pr nrtratr his bean kingdo m. 
;\lo ng Pvr ry ditch and channd arc pil ed 
dry urush and old cy press roots, placed 
tiH·n· wh en th e land was cleared. On coo l, 
r iPar n ig: hts, Bud Lyo ns watches th r 
th ermo meter and barometer like a skip
per on the bridge of a liner. lf a dan ger 
point is reached , he iss ues two o rd ers to 
his ovn see rs. One is to turn on fourtee n 
gigantic pumps and bring th e water up 
to fl ood stage . Th e oth r r is to se t fire to 
thP hmsh beside th r ditches . Immediately 
the pumps go into ac tion, and , at th e same 
Lim e . scon·s o f N!'groes are tumbled o ut 
of th eir beds bv Paul Reveres in mo tor
ear;;. T lw ;'1/t>g roes are paired o ff in tea ms 
o ft wo mt' n each. Onr is giv en a buckr t o f 
fu•·l o il and th e o ther a box o f matches . 
~ellin g_ out at a dog tro t, thr ma n with 
till' hu r kt> t dashes o il into th e brush eve ry 
ft ·w fee t and th e o th er man strikes 
matches. Within lrss than two hours, 
tlw watn is up and smo ky fir es arf' 
burning IH·side evrry ditch and ca nal , 
th• · wh ole grPat farm crissc rossed with 
fl ames. The smoke and vapor whi ch roll 
o ut fro m th f'se fires is usuall y suffi cient 
to ~a v t• th r cro p in an o rdinary frost. 
\\'hilc the fires burn , th r Negro es stand by 
with th eir buckets, usually singin g or 
'' moanin ' lo w," and , wh en th e danger of 
frof' t if< past. th ry scoo p water fro m th r 

ditchrs and put o ut tlw fir e~'< , thus saving 
fu r l for th e nPx l Pm erg•·ncy . 

On e of ·tllf' most thrilling fi ghts Bud 
Lyo ns PWr put up against th e clements 
was o n No vemb r r 2..J. , 1936 . 

On that mornin g, IH· told rrll' , the 
ncwspapr rs ca rrir~ d warnin gs o f a tro pical 
disturbance in the CarihhPan , but , sin cf' 
th e hurri cane seaso n was past , he sa id he 
was not greatl y wo rri f' d . His ea rl y bt'a n 
crop was almost n:ady fo r harv esting, and 
hr went to his fi r Id s as usual, with his 
hundreds of Negro workns. Th e sky kr pl 
darkenin g, however, and shortly after 
8 o'clock thr radio in his car in fo rm ed 
him that hurri carH· fla gs wen· fl y ing in 
Miami and that a tro pical storm o f ex
treme intensity was heading straight for 
th e Flo rid a coas t. It wo uld hit soon and 
hit hard ! 

Instantl y , Bud l .yo ns wr·nt into actio n. 
Whil r th r ~'< k y contirnu·d to dark en and 
the wind rosr steadil y, he rac t·d hi s littl e 
car ov rr ti ll' @:rt·at farm , warning his 
wo rkr·rs. " K nor k off!" lw shout!'d against 
th r: wind. " l.t'l th•· muks and tracto rs in , 
and kn oc k o ff ' " 

By ]0:30 , ew ry mul e was stah! Pd , 
evr rv pi PCf' o f valu ah!.. ma ehirwry insid e 
a shed , and r very wo rkrr had bf' t' ll rtlf< hr d 
by truck to ~ tormproo f shr·ltrrs in town. 
Th en, having do nr· all that an y man r ould 
do , Bud Lyon~ wr· nt homr· . 

The great blo w kn o wn no w as the 
" Yank ee l-lurrir aru·," lwea usr· it came at 
a tim e whr·n the Florida torrrist sr·aso n 
was ju st gl'lting starlt'd lastl'd fo r thn·r~ 
ho urs. Wlwn it f< ulrsirkd , Burl Lvons went 
back to hi s farm. \\'hat he sa w th ere, 

"The Titan of the Bean Patch," Henry L. "Bud" Lyons in hi s office in Pompano, c. 1938. 

standing und er a still wrathful sky , wou ld 
have bee n enough to break the heart o f 
many a man less stanch. The wind had 
entirel y wiped o ut hi s cro p. It had lifted 
tir e sand from the bean beds and ground 
th e pl ants to pi eces just as thoroughl y as 
if th ey had been put through a gristmill. 
In three hours he had lost $28 ,000 . 

But it takes more than a thing like 
that to sto p a man like Bud Lyo ns. With
in an ho ur 's tim e he was in his sto rehouse 
c hf'c king up on the suppl y o f seed and 
fertilizer he had o n hand , figurin g how he 
was go ing to get more in a hurry. That 
night he issued orders to hi s oversee rs. 
" In th e morning," he sa id , "we start 
plo wing." 

Bud Lyo ns ended that year with a 
pro fit , as usual. 

Wh en 1 first met Bud Lyons (hi s 
parents chri stened him Henry) , he was 
o ut in th e middl e o f a bean fi eld showing 
a Negro hand how to o perate a tractor
drawn bean planter. A big man , well over 
200 po unds, and o nl y forty-nin e yea rs 
old , he was wearing typi cal dirt-farmer 
garb - high lea ther boo ts, kh aki pants, 
and a blu e work shirt open at th e throa t. 
A hove th e shirt rose a mass ive, sun-tann ed 
face in which twinkl ed shrewd but fri end
ly blu r: r:yes. But he quit smiling and 
loo krd embarrassed wh en hr: lea rned 
that I intend ed to writ e the story of his 
ac hi evements. 

" Pshaw," he sa id , " I 've wo rk ed kind 
o f hard . Th at 's abo ut a ll ." 

But that was n 't nearl y all , as I soon 
d iscovn r> d. Co urage, fo resight , faith , in
tPIIi gr· ner:, and a lot o f other virturs 
brsid es indu stry havr mach: Bud Lyons a 
titan in American agri culture. 

Bud Lyons' great bean patch li es six 
milr·s wes t o f Pompano, halfway between 
Palm BPac h a nd Miami , on th f' cas t coast 
o f F lo rida. Onl y sPven mil es fro m th e 
ocea n, most of th e 4,000 acrrs i ~ fl a t as 
a fl oo r and vari es fro m r·ight to twelve 
fed abov •· sea leve l. Practi call y all o f this 
big, fl a t tract was rec laimed by Bud 
Lyo ns fro m virgin marshl and , which he 
taekl rd , like a pio nee r o f old , whil e the 
o ld -tim ers slapped th eir thighs and wisc
crachd . Without waiting for stale and 
fedr ral drainage commissio ns to all ocate 
distric ts, hr dredged his own system of 
chann els and ditches which cross and re
cross the land lik e the canal s o n Mars. 

These sixty miles o f waterwa ys cut the 
wh o le gia nt tract into hundreds o f three
ac rl' bloc ks, r·ac h ')00 feet lo ng and ] 65 
frl'l wid r• , and tlwy ho th drain and irri 
ga t•· tlw land. T he watr' r IPvPI of thr· net
wo rk i,.; co nt ro lif'd lry mighty Dicsr l
drivr· n p um p~ a nd an intr ica te sysll'm of 
lod,,.;. Bud Lyo n:; at a mr·rf' word of 

summer/ fall 1985 27 



Pompano's old Farmers' Market (left), between Flagler Avenue and the F.E.C. Rail
way tracks, 1930s. 

command can han: as muc h or a;; IiLLI• · 
waln as he wanb. 

Tht>re is no farmhousr o n Llw land , 
for Bud Lyons and his wifl' liv P in Pom
pano - in a large, mod ern til e hous<:, gay 
with bright blue shutlrrs on the oulsid•· 
and streamlin ed furnilurf' within . But al 
the center o f the farm then· is a vrritablr 
town - a cluster of buildings which in
cludes hurricane-proof cabins for th e 100-
odd Negro workers who live on thr farm 
the year round. Thr studding of th es1· 
cabins is anchored in concrelr fo unda
tions. Here are the stabl es, shrds, and 
th e machin e shop , which has just about 
every gad ge t imaginable for making hom f! 
repairs to th e fl eet o f tra ctors, trucks, 
plows, li sters, planters, cultivators, ground 
dusters, and countl ess other machines 
which the bean king uses to produec his 
bumper crops. 

When Bud Lyons first startrd clear
ing the land twenty years ago, hr told me, 
it was backbreaking and heart- breaking 
labor , because he had to rely principally 
upon the muscle of man and beast. Today , 
whil e he still employs upward of 600 
human pickers in harvesting season , and 
maintains ] 00 head of mules, he performs 
every possibl e operation by machinrry. 

Upon dec iding to clear a new block of 
land , Mr. Lyons first sends one of his 
two draglin es to the scene. This drag
line, a Diesel-operated monster likr a 
st eam shovel, which is operatrd by only 
two mr n, moves into the marsh y land on 
lwavy wooden mats and simultaneo usly 
builds a road , ditch, and dyh around Lh1· 
tract, at the rate of 100 fer l a da y. Wlwn 
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tlw tract i ~ LI11J ' l"ill off fromtl11· JT~t of 
th• · ~wamp, \1r. l,\on' ;;•·n d>' hi ;; bi ::c 
tn·o·dozn into al"lion. Tlw tn·•·dozn 
tlwr<' an· onlv fi vo· of tlwm in tlw llnil•·d 
Stales, i\1r. Lyons told rne - is, as its 
nam• · irnpli1·s. a l.ig l11dl y o f a machirH' 
which knocb down ln·•·s and roo ts them 
out of tlw ground . It ('an ;;natr h a two
foot thi ck pinl' ln·t· out of tlrc gro und 
yuickn than yo u or I could pull up a 
sapling. \V orking in a foo l of water and 
muck , this amazing ma c- lrin r can clear 
lhrct· acrf!s a da y. 

But machinery lrasn 't put Bud Lyons 
in a roc king chai.r , and ilf' do rsn 't want it 
to. ll1·'s still a hardworking hirrd hand , as 
he was twt•nty years ago, I'Xrrpt that now 
he's hired by himself. From October 
1, when he starts his staggered schedule 
of planting, aimed at hiLLin g the mark ets 
at th r right Lime , until tire middl e of 
April, when h· · mak es his last crop , i\'Ir. 
Ly0ns is in his field s evny day from 
5 a.m. until sunsr t , and o ft en all night. 
And he rai srs two crops off the same 
land raeh winter. 

Never a season passes that he is not 
confronted with as many c ri sf's as the 
captain of a leaky ship or th e mother 
of sixteen children. 

When heavy rains thrratrn to wash his 
prec ious beans right out of th eir sandy 
beds, 13ud Lyo ns dons rubber boots and 
sli ckf' r and, day or night , drivf'S and 
slo~hrs afoot throu gh his field s lik e a 
gf' rH-ral o n a haLLit·fi1·id. llr looks first to 
hi ~ big gun s, tlw fourlo 'e n mighty pumps, 
and, wh r n ill' Ira ;; tlwm all pounding 
away full hlasl lik• · ~o many hallt-ri• ·s of 

artill ery, he turn s hi s attention to th e 
infantry , his co lored fi eld hands who, 
mea nwhil e. have charged to th e fray 
arm r tl with ho rs and shovels. While the 
gn·a t pumps suck torren ts of mudd y 
water towa rd th r sra, th r Nrgrot•s mw 
th t> ir tools to kr ep Lh r small ditches 
and lall-ral s open all over th e kingdom 
of lwan s. 

Thr warfare which Bud Lyon:; wag•·s 
upon in ,.:1·rl 1w:; ts. principal of which i~ 

tlw so-ca ll• ·d It· a f hoppr r or ::crr1·n Oy. i;; 
Pvrn mon· f"\Ci tin g. On <Hre cornn of 
tl11· farm ho· ha~ an airport wlwrt'. o"ll'r\ 
gnl\\ i ng s• · a~on, ~Oil will ;;o·o• d 11~t i ng 
plan••s. "nnw of them i'' roplan•·,.;. "liich 
l11 · chartn, from a T'"'a" com pan\ . .J ibl 
al dal\11. 1\·lwn tlw d•·w is ;;till on tho· 
lwan l'ill'"" and " ·ill rr-Lain th•· du,.:l , tl"·"· 
plano·;; '"oop lo\\· ovo·r tho· fi .. ld,.: Ia\ ing 
dol\li ;;mok•· scn·pn;; of s11lphur d11,;l. 
wh ich ,;p,·ll tl<-ath for IPaf hoppn,. llo\\
,.,.,.r. Bud I,, on,; i,.; now gradualh l!i1·ing 
II p l his Ill I"[ hod 0 f inst•cl Conl rol in fa I OJ" 

of modnn )!rtllrnd dustin)! maehin•·,_ 
Th' '"" machirw,.. hitclwd lo light tractor, 
'"411ipp•·d 1\ilh lwadli::cht5. roar tlmlllgli 
th e lwan field s al ni::clrt, dusting five 
dou ble rows of lwans ala Limr, and look
ing for all till' world like bright -cy•'d 
legendary drago ns rx haling clouds of 
fire and brimstone. 

Bud Lyons is a trrrific workn. llis 
fricnd s say h1· is mad e of iron , and lw 
dri ves no man has hard as hr driv rs him 
se lf. Sin ce he has lwen a laborer he knows 
what can be e\ prc ted of th r av1·rage 
workrr, and hr asks no more , no less. 
Brcausc o f thi s and brea use lw always 
pays his help promptly , ' ·Mister Bud," as 
hr is known Lo darki rs all th r way from 
llw Florida Keys Lo tlw Carolinas, is 
famou s as a good boss. 1-/ r pays his rq!;u
lar field hands $1.50 a day for nine hours 
of work and provides th rm with living 
q uartrrs. fu c1 and vegetablrs. ll r also 
provid rs quarters and fu el for th e hun
dreds of itin erant wo rkrrs - men, women 
and childrr n - who work for him during 
thr harvestin g SPaso n, but pavs th em by 
th e bushels o f br:ans pic ked. On the first 
pic king he pays th em 20 cent~ a bushel , 
on Lh r seco nd pickin g 25 ccn ts, and on 
th r third picking 35 cents. A good adult 
w0rk er will bring in ten and twelve 
bushels a day on first picking. 

Scarcely less impressiv e than Bud 
Lyo ns' mammoth farm is his packing 
plant in Pompano where his beans are 
clcanrd , grad rd , packed and load ed into 
rcfri gr rator cars tiH' same day they arc 
pickrd. line, Plrctric co nveyo r lw lt ' first 
carry th e bran s under a powerful hlowt•r, 
which n·mo v•·s any dust or so il fro m 
Lht·m , lh•·n on iii"Lw•·cn row;; o f quil"k -



fin l!n•·d wo nw n, ''ho thro w o ut all\ 
brok•·n , bruist'd o r hlightr d brans. and 
:-ort th r rn into tw o qualiti es. :\t th t' r nd 
of •·ar h lwlt, the grad•·d beans arr dumpl'd 
into bushel hampr rs. l\1 <' n nail o n lid s. 
paste o n lab t' l:- . and placr th e hampf"ro on 
an clertri r r orJ veYo r whi r h tak rs th r m to 
waitin l! rr fri gcrato r car:- o r to truck:-. 
'T'his S{'ason , Bud Lyo ns expects to ship 
bf'lw•·•·n ;100 and 600 carl oad s o f h• ·a ns 
northw ard. earh containing 600 busht·ls. 

I 

In addition , lw will , hip thotband, of 
1111 shr· h; hy tru ck, a nd otlwrs h) lo o<J t 
from Port Evnlo( lad• ·;.; . 

i\11 tht· IH'an ;.; which BtHI Lyon ;.; sr·nds 
to markl'l an· of thn·•· vari<'li• ·,.;, tlw 
Bountiful. th P T•·ndn Cn·•·n, and tlw 
Black Val• ·ntint' Strin gl<·:is to !' uit tlw 
tast•· of IH'ans in tiH· Nortlwast , South 
and Wt•s t , n·spt·C'liv• ·ly. i\1r. Lyons him 
Sf"if likes all varir ti• •;.; •·qually well , lw ;.; ays, 
prr>Vid· ·d tlwy :m · rook• ·d as r..Jrs. l.yons 

pn· pan ·, t lw rn . st·aso rwd wit h a hit of 
pork . 

Now. how did he do it? How , in this 
agr wh P- n W<' <In' told th at th err are no 
morr· fronti ers, did this form er hired 
hand , a man o f littl r <' du cati o n, build 
thi s grr at agr icultural enterpri se? 

Hud Lyons was born of poo r, farmin g 
parents in Lownd es County, GPorgia. llis 
mothn di ed wh en he was a small child. 
\\'h t• n hr was Pieven years old , he moved 

II 
Ill!! 
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Bud Lyo ns' packinghou se on the F. E.C. Railway at Pompano, January 11, 1936. 

Interior of the Lyons packinghouse, c. 1936. 

H. L. "Bud" Lyons (left) with his father, 
Church Lyons, after a successful day's 
hunting near Pompano, c. 1925. 
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with his fatlwr and brotlwr. Clinto n, to 
Pompano, thPn men·ly a tiny O IH~-,;to ,-.

se ttl emen t lost in thP almost impassahiP 
Everglad es. The senior Lyons' worldly 
goods consisted of onr~ mul e, a wagon and 
a few tool s. For years he and his two sons 
struggled to make a bare living on a fiv f!
acre patch of tomatoes, making pin mon
ey by working for nr: ighbors. When th e 
United States went to war, Bud went too. 

Wh en he rf!turn ed to his fath er 's 
patch of land , two important thin f!:S 
happened to him. f-I e start ed raisin !! 
winter bea ns instead of tomatoes, on th1: 
advice of a visiting vegetaL!<; buyer , 
and he marri ed pretty, hrun etlf: L1:na 
Fisher, a Fort Lauderdale girl. That did 
a lot fo r him , he told m1:, because Ldon: 
he was marri ed , he was nPve r able to savP 
a dollar. 

By th e end of ] 919, by working a 
bea n patch and hy doin g co ntract plow
ing for neighbors, he had accumulatPd 
$2,000. lie sank his mon1:y into a pi ee1: 
of land nea r Fort Lauderdale , and that 
turned out to he on1· of th ~: h1:st invr:s t 
m ~:nls he eve r mad e. With th e profit 
from its sale, he bought 99 acr•:s o f 
marshy wilderness west of Pompano , 
and started clearin g and draining it 
himself. " H th e sla te rPclaims the land 
for me," he argu Pd, " 111 pay for it in 
tax es. I 'll do my own rPc laiming1" 

Much of the land was 11nd er waLPr. It 
was grown up with sc rub pine, cy prPss, 
myrtle , myrtl e hamm ock, wild willow 
and sa wgrass. It was a matlf'd jung!P in 
fested with mal arial mosquilo•:s , dr·a dl y 
rattl esnakes and cotto nmouth moccasi ns, 
alligators which might brea k a man 's i<:g 
with a swish o f Llwir tails if he happ<:ned 
to step on one of thl'm unawares, and 
wildcats which mad e thP ni ghts hid1:0 11 s 
with th eir sc reec hin g. 

Often , during those early yea rs, 
when he worked o n his land burning it 
over, ripping roots from LhP ea rth with 
mul e power and dy namite, and digging 
ditches, Bud Lyons was sick and sa llow 
from the chill s and feve r. Often, lo pro
tect himself and his mul es from snak es, 
he carried a revolver o n his hip . li e is a 
dead shot , and once, he to ld me, hP 
used up an entire bo x of cartridges, 
killing fifty moccasins, before he cou ld 
get a team of mules through a low place 
in a new road. 

Inch by inch at first , then nw ch 
fa ster as he was able to afford morr· 
labor and machinrry , Bud Lyo ns ciPared 
and drained hi s 99 acrr:s . As fa st as h•· 
reclairnf:d it , he planted lwan ~ . I k pros
perl'd , bought ano th er 70 acn:s anti , in 
a yea r wl11'n lr·af hop pt: rs df's lro y•·d LIH · 
whok crop on his original farm , this 70 
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an<'' of llf'W , llninft·,.;tnl land :ia \···d him 
from [W in ~ d• ·•·pl) into till' n·d. 

In 19:2:i. J\ ,ul l .)o n,.; was confro nt l'd 
with an r·ntin ·ly diffn• ·n t kind of mcn
ar·c till' f! r! 'al Florida n·al •·stall' hoom. 
Tlrat y• ·ar , wlwn land pric•·s all ovn tlw 
slat•· ~oa r• ·d ;;ky -hi l£ 11 , it was almost im
possibl e to farm profitalrly because co m
mon lalro r was not availahlt· •·v•·n at 
S5 a day. Hud I .yorr s rai sed o nl v a small 
c rop and , lik1· r·v• -rylrody ,. J!'w, did so m• · 
rPa l •·slal1· sp•·rulatirrg, lr11t altlr oug:h lw 
was o ffen·d "P to S l ,000 an anc hi' did 
not part witlr a sin r; l•· squarP foo l o f hi s 
IH'<III land. I J.. lrad work• ·d too hard for 
it. It wo11ld lra v•· lwen lik< · ,.;• · llin ~ part of 
him se lf. \VIrt ·n th• · grl'al lrulrlrJ,. h11r,; L, 
many otlwr farnl<TS wlr o had so ld th l' ir 
land fo r lr"m]Jf' r pricr·s and rl' in v•·s t<'d 
tire monr·y in othn n ·al •·slat• · Wf'rl' ldt 
hi glr and dry. hut Bud !,yo w.; , while l11· 
had lost ITI OIII :y in o ther spl'<' tdati o ns, 
stilllr ad Iri s farm . 

In 19;3 1, wh•·n tlw tkpn·ssion was 
rea ll y lriting dow n o n indu strv and awi
cultun· all ovn tl w nat ion , i11 · ;;aw fit to 
I'X pand . li e lrad S2.i,OOO lry Llr Pn , and Ir e 
prrt it all in a I ,000-an•· tral'l of virgin 
f·:vnglad•·s. llis frirnds advis•·d lrim 
aga inst this slqL ''Yo 11 ca n ncvn afford 
lo rl<'ar it and loring it int o lr P<.t ring," 
Llrt ·y told lrim , hut R11d had had somr 
<'XJWrlf'IH'<' 111 cl•·arin~ land and, 
too , Ir e was rr:ally bt:l!'innin g to app rPc iak 
wlrat nr od<TII nr ac hinny co11ld do. 
II• · loo ll l£1rl tl11 · land , 1' 1.-ar•·d it , and sine!' 
tlrat tim• · Jr, . lr as grad rlai ly s1111k Iri s pro
fits into mon· and mon· land. Today 
lwsid es !wing outri ght ownrT of his own 
4,000-acr• · lwan patclr, hr is half ow nr: r of 
anolilf•r tra el •·quall y large. 

Till' lwa n king's gn ·atr·,;L rN·ent farm
ing triumph is in Lilf · fi .. Jd of marb-Ling , 
and tlri s auonrpli;.drm•·nl al0111' , I was to ld 
by .I .D . l.amp, presidn1t of Li11 · f3roward 
Hank and Trust Company of Fort l ~au

dndal <· , is •·no11glr to di stin guish lrim as 
an agricllilllral pionr·n. !l ntil OJ ft•w ypa rs 
ago, l.yons so ld all of his produee F.O.B . 
Pompano , as did ntlu-r 111:ighlr o rin g tru ck 
growers, lo buye rs who came south to bid 
fo r it. In 1932, dissa li sfi l'd with this 
arrangr·m••nl , which oft<' n dl' la yr·d ship
mPnls o r ldt surplusr!S on his hands, 
Bud Lyons and hi s bro tlrcr-in-law , Louis 
Fishn, se t out on a nation-wid e motor 
Lo ur. They made p1:rsonal co ntacts with 
commission rrlf•rchanls in Pvny stat•· of 
th• · Union and in Canada. " I'll ship bl'ans 
Lo you in c- arload lots wh en you want 
th em," l\1r. Lyo ns told tlrP commiss ion 
lllf'n . " F11rlhnmor<' , my lwans will al 
ways fw of as good or IH·Ltn quality than 
tlw laL• ·I says tllf'y arr·." Commiss io n 
m• ·n <'Vt T\'Wlrn .. wr·lcom•·d thi s a rrang•·
nu·nt. and now l\1r. Ly ons di s po,;c~ of 99 

p•.,. c•·nt of his crop bv this nwthod of 
delivPrin)! his own lrcan;;. 

An aslull' businP,.;sman, thi s dirl
fannn bt·an king. E:v(' n now he is hedging 
al£ainst th <' clay whrn possibl y hr may 
find him self with too mam· LPa m; in one 
ha;;ket. l-Ip is expPrim rn tin g with nt'W 
,;tra in ,; of ca ttl e, hopin g Lo dPVI'iop a 
bn ·Pd wlrich c-a n success full y withst<Jnd 
both th P hea l and insec ts of hi s parti cular 
Sf'Ction of the E:vPrgladr'S. Then if th e 
demand for winln l11 ·ans 1·vrr rkclin<'S, 
lw will simply sow sPctions o f his land to 
grass and rais<' lwrf. 

1\ ,; l bid Bud LYons g:oo d-l, y, lw made 
two reqrw;;ts nf nw . ··Pica,;e don 't write 
too rnueh about wildcats and malaria 
and all that ," h r· sa id. "We do n 't ha ve 
mu ch of that kind of thin g down lwre 
an\ 111 0rt'. and I don 't want vou to sca re . . 
tourists <Jway from rloricla. And don 't 
il' t you r rr·adn:: think tlr at an\ sm<J II 
fannPr ea n conw down lw rP with a sm all 
stak 1· a nd do \1hat I havP done. There is 
pl<'nly of ro o m for pionPPrs in lot s of 
plaers in th e Onitn l Stall's, but Lire l ~ ver

glad <'s truck lousineso; is a high ly ro nrpe
titi v<' o nP. I don't want am· littlt' fpJiows 
lo come down lr cre and l o~e their money 
on accountofnH'. " 

This la st remark is tvp ical of the bean 
king. ll e is a kind king. Wh en his em
plo vel's, whill: or co lo rl'd , arr ill or in 
Lroulol f', lu· takt·s ca n· of th r m. A,; are
,.: ult tlwv are almost fa nati ca ll y loyal to 
him. Dr. CPorge S. 1\lcCirland I sir ] , a 
Pompano physicia n, who for many years 
has ca red for tlr r medical needs of th e 
Lvon s family and their em ployees, g<Jve 
me a strikin g illustration of this loya lty. 

No t long ago, Dr. 1\lcCicland l sic] I_ 

said , a Negro boy aLout fifteen years old l 
limp ed into his offi ce and announced that 
he had just b e~: n bitten by a co ttonmouth 
rn orrasin. While tlw dortor qui ck ly gave 
him f' 111 Prg<' ncy trea tnw nt to prevent th e 
sp read of th •· lt>thal po iso n throu gh his 
sys tem , th e boy ex plai ned that he had 
been Litten while pi ckin g beans beside 
o ne of till' ditcllf·o.; on Bud Lyo ns' farm. 
After hr: was Litlt: n , hP sa id , hr snl'aked 
aboard o ne of th e !J ea n tru cks bound for [ 
town and came straight Lo th e doctor 's 
office without telling anyonf' of his 
wound. 

" Why didn ' t you tell any of the other 
darkies?" asked Dr. l\1cCieland (sic]. 

" If I'd a did that ," sa id thr boy, "a 
lot of th em black folk s would have 
started aye llin ' and ajabbnin ' and awastin ' 
i\1istn Bud's timP. That wouldn't a been 
right hy 1\listn Bud, no , sulr 1" 

1\ lot of pPoplc around Pom pano, 
Florida , ff' ..! that wa~' about BrHI Lvo ns. 
li e do es ri ght by th em <Jnd th Py want to 
do right by him. 



Seminole Indians in 

the Florida War: 

the Soldiers' View 
by RODNEY E. Dl LLON, Jr. 

TIH' Second Seminol e War orought 
large numbers of whites into contac t with 
tiH· Florida Indians for th e first lime, and 
provid ed th r rn consid e raol e opportuni
ti es to observr ."e minol e life. No t sur
pri sin gly, so ldi ers' desc riptions o f Indian 
cus toms an d ways of life mad e their way 
into le tters, diaries, newspaper artic les, 
and official correspo nd ence. San dwic hed 
lwtwecn and often intertwin ed with ba t 
tle reports, geographic o bse rva ti o ns, and 
administrative d e tail s, scvt>ral of thcsr 
rrports han' been large ly overlooked by 
~tud e nl s of Se minol e cui ture. So ldi ers · 
vinvs were often limit ed , frequently 
co lored oy mi sconceptions, and :;o rn e
tim rs un critica l in accrp lin g informa tion 
provid ed by '' friendly " or cap tivr Indians 
and blac ks, hut they provid e a uniqu r and 
tksc riptivf' source of in form a tion o n a 
c ru c ial period in Sem in o le his tory . 

Although th e indians inhabiting th e 
Florida peninsula had by th e 1830s 
clra rl y ga in ed a common id entity as 
"Semi nol cs," th ey remain ed geographi c 
all y and po litically fragm e nted , despite 
lilt· attempts of some contemporary 
writers to defin e th em as a nation. In 

I !137, nea rly two yea rs after th e out
hn·ak of th e war, an artill ery li eutenant 
~ talion ed in Florida o utlirwd fiv e dis 
tin c t gro ups o f Indians inhabiting th e ter 
ritory : the ~ 'likasuki s und er Osceola and 
;\rpcika ("Sam ,]ones"), numhning ap
proximalf·ly 3 00 warriors; th r " real 
Se min o les" und er Coa- llajo with about 
~00 warriors: the Peasr Crrc k and Kis
sinlln f'e bands of approximately 200 
warriors co mmaJl(lcd by Clo ud a nd AI-

liga tor : ~ing Philip ';; l1and , eslimalt:d a t 
fifty warriors; and a group o f approxi
mately fifty Crerk warriors who had ar
rived in th r surnmn of 18:36. lntt ·r 
mingled with th ese various groups were 

about I 00 Ncf!;rO warrior~, mostl y es
ca ped o r cap lun ·d ,; la ves. Other co ntPm 
porary acc ount~ al so t• ·ll of a sl'l tlt:m en t 
of "Spa nish Indian ;; , " o n Cap tain William 
Bunce·, fi ;dring " ranr ho ., a l Tampa I lay. 
as well a ~ sma ll gro upin gs of Choc taws 
and C:hi c ka iiaws. Alth o ugh th e St> minol1~s 
were ,;calle red throughout mu c h o f tlw 
te rritory, tl1 f' l a rgt ~" l co n ce nlr<.~ti o n s at tlu: 
onse t o f th e war wne local<'d along tir e 
upper St. .Johns, \\ ithlacooc lwc, and Ki::;
simm cc ri vers. OvPr l wclv•· "town~" were 
rcportPd within twt~ nty mile~ alon g th e 
St. J o hn s in ]8.J7, in c luding thost! of 
o,ceola and Sa m .Jon es. 

As th e war progressed , and th r a rm y 
advanced down tilt • penin ii ul a, in c reasin g 
numbt~ rs of Indians we re pushed into th e 
south Florida wi lduness. lly .January 
1839, Crneral Zac hary Tay lor repo rt r d 
that mos t of tht · Se minoles from tire Ok
lawaha Riv r r r<'gion had go ne to th e 
southern portion of tlw t r rrito ry. That 
yrar, ho th Coacoochrf' and Sa m .J o nes 
were operating princ ipall y in thP Nrw 
River art' a. A young office r noted in .July 
1839 that Sa m .J o nes r lairmd 250 1\ lika 
su ki warriors and I ,000 Semin o les with 
lrim in so uth cm Florida . i\nothrr oh
srrver no doubt rxaggPra lPd wh r n he 
wrote that " llalf tlw Indi ans in Florida 
habituall y resi de with Sa m Joru:s on 
Nrw Rivrr." Other sou tlr Florida lor a 
lions no trd as crntrrs of Indian activity 

were th e Fort Pi erce and Lak e Worth 
areas. As th e war drew to a close in 1842, 
Brigadier Cr neral William .J. Worth es
tim a ted th e number o f Indians remainin g 
in Florida at 301 , in c luding 112 warriors 
and 189 wom en and children. Among 
th ese he numbered forty- six l\1ikasuki s 
led hy Sa m .J o nes in th e vicinity of th e 
Loxa hatchee River an d southward, a 
hand of sixty Semin o les near th e Kis 
simmee River; thirt y-seven Cree ks around 
Mangrove Lake, south of Bay Biscayne; 
fo rt y-seven Cree ks be tween th e Suwan
nee and \Vitldacooc hee rivers; and twe nty 
Cree ks in th e ne ighborhood of th e Ochlo
kon ce llivcr, wes t of Tallahassee. 

The Seminoles' blac k compani o ns at
trac ted co nside rabl e co mm ent from mili
tary men in Florida. An 1837 statement, 
m ention ed previously , es timated that 100 
o f th e "Seminol e egroes" served as war
ri ors. Captain J o hn T. Sprague, partici
pant in and his torian of th e war, gave 
hi ghe r es timates, claiming that as many as 
800 Negroes lived among th e Seminol es 
as early as 1822, and that th e number 
grew as th e war approached. Information 
about th e blac ks, lik e that about th e 
Indians, was often conflicting. Some 
sources s late that th e Negroes were 
amo ng th e fi e rces t warriors in th e Indian 
hand s, whil e o th ers report that th ey were 
treated harshl y by th e Seminol es, fou ght 
rr luc tan tly , and esca p ed whenever pos
sibl e . One repo rt allempted to reconci le 
thcst! two claims by diffe renti a ting be
l wer n run away slaves who had jo in ed th e 
Srminol cs willingly and were "a lways 
wi llin g to fi ght," and Negroes ca ptured 
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by th e Indians, who had had th eir lw
longings and crops confiscated , and were 
bea ten if th ey resisted. 

Despite th e rclativd y recent arrival of 
th e Seminol es in Florida, and the fond 
ness of nine teenth -ce ntury whites for 
repea tin g " Indian legends," few lair-s 
ex plaining th e o ri gins of tlw Seminol es 
have been recorded in military records. 
According to at leas t one o bserver, thP 
Seminol es kn ew littl e about their own 
past exce pt that th ey were ''a remnant 
o f th e tribe of th e ~ lu scogecs (Cw·b), 
which formerly inhalrited CPorg-ia and 
Ala ham a." Tlw same ohsNver al:<o 
noted th at the 5Prn inol cs kn ew nothing 
about tlr• ~ hi story of Florida o r any of it,; 
for mer inhabitant s. 

The " town8" in which th• : Sf' minol•·" 
were reported livin g wen: almost uni 
form ly composed o f a cluster o f chi ckt•t·" 
o r " lodg-es," an open ;; pacf', and g-a rd f' ns. 
Fven in the ea rl y years of tiH' war, and in 
th e north ern and ce ntral portion ,; of 
Florida, th e lram;formation o f th e typica l 
Indian shelter from th e c losed Crf'('h.
styl e lodg-e to th r e hic h.ee was almo~l 

compl ete. An armv surf!co n, describin g 
Sam .Ton es' vi ll age on th e St. .l ohn" in 
1 fl37 , stated th a t: 

Their bui ldin g-s consist of no more 
than fo ur upright pos ts suppo rtin f! 
a bark o r palm roo f; so me tim e th ey 
are made o f hewn logs, hut I hav•· 
yet mr:l o nl y o rH' of thi s desc rip 
tion and that unfinis lwd. llalf wa~· 

up , o r about fo ur feet fronr tht· 
ground is a platform support rd lr y 
crutc hes, o n wh ieh tiH·y o; b ' p. 

Osceola's nearby town was made up 
of thirty to forty c hickecs. 

Even after th ey wrrr drivPn into tlr• · 
Everglades, where th ry livPd on ham 
mocks o r ' ' islands," th e Srminol es main
tain ed th eir basic vi llage stru c ture. Chit · 
to- Tustcnu gee 's island , desc ribed by a 
contemporary obse rver, contain ed r ighl 
ecn to twe nty acres, " two town s, two 
dan cing grounds and o ne coun r il lodge." 
Sam Jones' Srven lslands in prP.~.: nt-day 

Rrowa rd County co ntain ed pumpki n, 
melon, and co rn patches. On the largr:s t 
island , which measured l.SO ya rds in 
length , were " LhrN: villa g•~s and dancing 
grounds." 

Th r co rn , pumpkins, and melo n ~ 

grown in tir e Indians' patclw;.; provi1kd 
mu ch o f th .:ir no mislrm r nt, and wpn· 
mention ed frequtntly in military report;.;. 
The Srnrinoi P.s al,;o cu lti vall:d ,;qua ;.; lr. 
lima bea ns, and ;; uf!a r Ca JI('. So ldiPr,; in 
vad ing tlw wild ~ of ~o utlr Florid a u s ual!~' 
dr ,; troyr·d tlr esc food ;.; tu f'f,; wiH·n tlr ('y di ,.;
cove red an Indian " town." l1t· :-; pite tlu·ir 
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ravap:t ·;.; , till' so ld iers ofll'n remarked that 
tlw .':•' minolt :s could not ;.; tarvl' in ~o utlr 
Florida lwr au ;.;t· of till' alrrrndance of food 
g-rowing wild tlll'n '. parti cularl y tl11· ·'i n
ex lratJ ~t ild t quantity of I' OO IIti," a Se mi 
nol e ;.; tapk . ·\n arrm· a,.;;; i;; tant ,.; urgeo n. 
descri lri nf! till' Sr· nr i no lt· food sit uali on 
in IB:l9 , rdnn~d to coonti•· as tl11: In 
dian :<' " principal an d favoritr foo d," and 
dP;;crilwd lro\\ , " I"· a vnv ,.; inrplt: pro
ce~~." tl 11·1· P:x tract ed ''a fin e whit• · flour . 
lrut littl l' inferior to tlw lkrm ud a arrow
root." II <> furtiH·r rnmrne ntPrl tlr a t Llr f' 
~· · nrino(,. , " not on l1· pD~"''"s tl11· JH't' t' s
"i ti l'c- of li f,· , l11rt a l,.;o tl11 • lr nurir,.; ,·' 
,,·llinl! lar:!' ' quantiti•· c- o f l!fi't' ll co rn , 
lnrckl •· lwrri• ·,;, and 11 ild fruit lo tlw o f
ficn,; at Fort l{u,,;o· ll o n h:•·y lli,;ranrc . . 
dmin l! tl11 · \laco rnh tn11·•· in tl11 · ,;p rin g 
of till' ~ · · ·ar. In addition to ma kin g full 
u,;l' o f hotlr wild and r trltil·atPd plan t 
life , till' ·"•·tn in ok< tooh. <11 11-antag•· of 
Florid a·" plr·ntiful ga m•·. ( :oa,. tal Indian,; 
al,;o •·njoy•·d oyst•· r,.;, c lams, ,.; altwat•T 
fi ,. lr . and ,; t•a turtl, ·,. wlr ik tlr oc-~· alo ng 
till' in land lah.• ·,; and ri~n, u"'·d ,,·oot lt-n 
'P''a r, to procun · fn ·,; lrwatn fi ,; lr and 
,.o fblll'll lrtrtl• ·:.; . 

Ft·w rderrnces to Seminole famil y lifr 
app1:a r in tiH: vario us accou nts wr illen by 
military men , apparently because soldi t rs 
rarl'l y lrad till' oppo rtunit~· to l'it ' ll tl11· 
Indian,; in a family sl'ltin f!. c:,·neral 
Thoma.' .': . .lr·,;up altcmpll'd to •·xp lain 
tlw famil y ,; trrJ('tun · 1d11·n l11· wro t• · tlrat 
" arcord ing to till' Ia 11 ,; and cu,; toms of 
th•· Indians, ., c lrildn ·n hPio ngrd to tlr r ir 
motlwr;; ratlrn than tl wir fatl11 •rs. An 
arl'ount of Colo nl' l \\'illiarn .': . ll arnr·v\ 
l fll. l cxpPd ition inlo tlw l·:vn gladt·,; n·
ror rrrt ,.; tlrat S•· rnin o l• · 11arriors f(, .,, in g 
ll arrll'y \ troop;; loa d•· d tlr•·ir familit· s and 
all tiH~ ir housdrold poss•·ssions into th eir 
can o · ·~ . Tlw ,;a mP acco rrnt also Lt•ll ;.; o f 
o rH ' Indian wit lr far I• ·;.;;; fanril~· fr l' lin g, a 
.'i•·mi noll' squaw wlro, a flt:r lwr lruslr an d 
wa" killed. drowwd Ll11•ir r lrild to pre
VI'nl its c rit •s from lll'trayin g lrn !riding 
placf' t.o tIr e so ld ins. 

f'lr ys i f'a ll~ · , tlr f' s .. rninolc~ W('rP U~ Ua(h

!)I'SPri lwd a:< lrard y sp•·r mH·ns, wcll
fo rrw:d, a tlrl..ti c, and dignifi r· d. Some, 
:-;a m .I o rws for Pxa rn pit •, wcre no led for 
Lh r ir lo ng•·vit.y. Orll' rather co mmon 
phy ;.; ica l ddormily, d•·sNil rl'd lr y an a rm y 
~urg•·o n at Fort .]upitn, was a mal fo rma 
tion of th r foot , ITSI'Illlr lin g c lubfoo t. Thr 
sttrg-•·o n rcrnarh.t •d in Iri s diary tlrat lw had 
,.;t•t•n tl"" ;.;;un •· ddnrnrit1 amon g tl11 • In 
dian ,; of tl11 · \Jor LIIII'(',;l , and inqtriring of a 
\ egro wlr o li1•·d among tlr•· St•rnin o lt-s. 
wa~ told tlrat it wa,.; earr,.•·d IJ\· " tlr cir 
bt·ing lrittcn l•y snak•·s and tlwir f, ·,•t lr ad 
rott<•d of f in I'OIISI'lJ IH ' II ('I' . " 

One aspect of tlr r Indians' appraranc•· 
which almos t univrrsa ll y mcri!l'd conr 
rn ent was th eir stvl e of drc~s and o rrw
nwntalio n. In tir e davs befo re th l'y lrad 
dr:velopcd th eir now-traditional patch
work g-a rm•' nls, Se rnin o lt' warriors tYpi c
ally won' a plain co tt on or lmcbkin 
~ hirt , and a lrandknclrif'f or turlran a:< a 
lr eaddn~s:< . Although tlr P SPmino!Ps ma y 
no t havr su ff• :n:d a slrortagr of' food as 
a re~u lt o f th r war , tlr eY did find it in 
creasingly diffinrlt to clotl11 · tlll'm ot• h·,·,.; . 
Toward tir e en d of till' war, wornt•n and 
children wPrc particularh· poorly dn·,;
,;,•d. C r p tai 11 Sp ragw· dt ·:<cri lwd t IH"nr as 
lreing " rwarly in a ~ tat• · o f nudit\ ." 
Tho"'' wlr o wPrt' f'OYf'rt' tl. '"' not •' d, "w••n• 
wrapped up in old grain lr<r l!;: pi('kcd up 
rwar ahandonf'd post,;. ' . 

()pspitc th e simplicity of th eir hm; ic 
articl•·s of c lo tlrin /.!. tlr r Jndian :' 11·c n• par
ti cularly fond of j ••wP in , ft' atlrt·n;. and 
olhrr ornamt'ntation .. 'am .lon e", Yisiting 
hll'l Laudndal f' in tlw st rrnmn of I !U1J 
durin g Lir e \lacom lr truer·. IV<ri' dr:-cri lwd 
as " drcs,;cd out in alllri ,- toggn~· ,·' witlr a 
gird!P of cran r fea tlr Pro . Fingn rin gs. t•a r
lrob;;, pr ndant s. gorw· ts. and lrr ra,; tplatt':< 
wne al:<o popu lar. One officn rccalkd 
watclring an Indi an sih·crsmi tlr ncar hH·t 
.Jupit r r. \\'ith only a punc lr , an o ld clrisP I, 
a lrammn, a pair o f ,r issors, a :<lt'm from 
an o ld pip•· . two or tlrrf't' matrix rs, and a 
fil f', lw f'a ;dri oned tiH•sp o rnanw11ts from 
silver co ins. SomP o f th e o rrrarn e11l i' lr l' 
Ptclwd witlr "ro uglr •· n:rravin g-:< o f variotr,.; 
o lrjrcts, par ti cularh animal ,.;.'' Somt• o f' 
tlw Indi an wom r n wrre " nr arly CO\'t 'rTd 
with th csP orn<uncnts. ha1·in g two or 
thrrr strin gs o f tlr r m fa stcrwd on tlll'ir 
lrrrast whiclr mu st lrr worllr S:W to S:JO 
alonP in sill' er. " 

As mi ght he rxprctPd from thrir f/,'1'0-

graplr ica l dist ributi o n, th r va rious Indian 
bands wert' not unit r· d und r r any slronf! 
Cf' ntral l r·adr~ rs lrip. Individual Indian !..ad 
ders suc lr as Sam .]onrs, .Jurnpr r, O,;e,.nla, 
and Coacooc lwr, ~xerc i sr d aut lr orily 
primarily among tlrrir own hands. ;\(. 
thou gh tlw word "c lrief" apprars frc· 
qu ently in whitP acC'oun t~ from tlr r Srmi 
nolr War, no clear picture of a11 Indian 
hi erarchy r nwrgrs from Llr !'SI' reports. 
"The government of th e Srminol es ;;t·r·ms 
to Ire a so rt of de111orracy witlr unlimitrd 
powP.rs," wrote one obse rver, " There is no 
~ uC'h thing as Kin g of the Srminolr;;, co rr 
tro lling Lhr mol'f'm<·nt;; of tlw wlrolc 
tribe. Tlw nation at la rw· is dil'ided into 
parties, eac h of' whir lr lras it ,; own :<u lr - 1 

rlr icf, and occupi rs its own ,;cc tiun o r dis
tri r t of' tlrr cou ntry ; and tlr ough ti iiTI' is 
no111inally a head chief or kin!( of' th r na · 
li o n, lw has positit'cly no pou,er as "uclr , 



except in a particu lar way .. , Th is same 
obscrvrr reported that even the powers 0 f 
the "su b-c hiefs" or in dividua l leaders 
were limited to the wishes of their ba nd . 
In true democrat ic fas hi on, they executed 
the will of the majority or we re deposed. 
These leaders, in turn , had th e same 
power over the head chi ef. 

Thi s loosr fo rm of govem me nt Sll! lll 

fi cantl y a ffrctcd the course o f th e "Flo
rid a \\' ar." Pa rt of th r fa ilurr o f :\ 'Ia 
comb ',; Trra tv of 1839 ca n be attri 
buted to th at I!C neral's misunders tandi ng 
of Srminolc hi rra rc h~- - Lack o f cen tra l
ized authority also ex plains a dq;rec of 
hos tilitv ht'L wee n va rious In dian ha nd s, 
most no tabl y th e l\ li kasukis of th e l·:ver
gladrs and th e ·'Spa nish-Indians'' of the 
we:.; t coa6t. Consid erin g th eir po liti ca l 
and gcol!"rap hic fragmenta ti o n, it is per
haps ourprising that the Semin oles we n· 
abl e to unite in a commo n cause at all. 

HPli gio n was close ly ti ed to gove rn 
mcnt in th e SPmin ole culture. Tlw many 
forms and cc rcmo ni Ps whi ch acco mpa
ni ed all nrgo ti at io ns, Sprague reported, 
wnP co nsidered "gratefu ll y rccr ived hy 
th e Crea l Spirit. ' ' White o bse rva ti ons o n 
Seminole religious li fe we re few and spe
cul ati ve at bes t, sin ce - as the o bse rver:; 
th cm::;P ivcs free ly admitted - th e In dians 
wnc ex tremcly rcticcn t about thi s sub 
jt·c t. One of th e frw accounts ava il able, 
possibly written by Fort La uderd ale com 
mandn Li eutenant C hri ~ to ph e r Thomp 
kin s, te lls of tllf' Indian view of th e after 
lifP in " th at part o f the world when• th e 
sun gors down," wh ere the depa rtPd In 
di an hunted, fi shed, and enjoyed him 
sci f. If hr had been a good wa rri or, hP 
found plenty o f ga me: if he had no t, he 
found none. Apparentl y no t all spirits 
passed into th e land "where th e sun !Zoes 
do wn ," since Thompkins al so repo rted 
the SP minolr beli ef in ghosts. 

Ano th er account touches on reli gious 
lwliefs in describin g th e Semin ole treat 
mPnL o f th e dead. Bodi es, sometimes sus
pr ndcd in a stre tched hid e a sho rt dis
tance from th e ground , were surrounded 
by a pen made of pine logs, and cove red 
by bark . The body of Tuskennee, a bro 
th er o f King Philip , was buried in this 
fashi o n, ceremoni o usly dressed and sup 
pli ed with a pot and bo ttl e, bo th contain 
in g liquid , a knife, and a copper po wder 
fl ask. Tuskennee had commiLLed sui cid e, 
as did man y Semin oles upon lea rning that 
th ry suffered from an incurable d isease. 

Th e crntn piece o f Indian religio us life 
was tlw "C rrrn Corn Dance," th en as in 
later ge nera ti ons, a mys t.r ry to o utsiders. 
Th1· onl y acco unts o f this ceremo ny from 

th e Srm ino le \\'ar P" riod wen: ,;econd 
hand, passed o n to whi tes by blac k intcr
pretn~ 1\ ho had li vt·d among th1· Ind ians 
an d w i t n c,;~r d ti ll' ritu al. :\ cco rd ing to 
one ;;uch repo rt, l'ac h Indian fa;;tt· d fo r 
two day,-, contemplatin g alo n1· bo th 
publi c and pri va lt' •n a iLers, and co unting 
his hero ic exp lo it ,.; in wa r and hun tin g. 
Pri soners w1:n· th en suppos1:dl y to rtured 
a t th e stake. alth ough thi ,.; assntio n is 
ques ti onal.l e, since ;;ys tcmati c to rture was 
rare amo ng th e Semin oles. On the third 
day, acco rdin g to this repo rt , th e dance 
itscl f took place. At this Lime, th e men 
would buil d a new fire, cook toge th er, 
and " feas t and d a n c t~ , drink and caro use 
to such an exc1:ss as to become in a s tate 
onl y to be equnii Pd sometimes by th e 
anaco nd a and Boa Co nstric tor. " i\ no th er 
acco unt, whi le no t dt:tailin g th e ce remo
ny, rr la ted th at tlw Srmin oles were es
pPc iall y warlik 1· fo ll owin g tllf• Gree n C:o rn 
Dance. 

Ft·a r and supns t1L1 o n also played an 
impo rtant part in th e nin eteenth century 
Sc rnino lf·s' view o f the world aro und 
th em. Supns titi on, like reli gio n, was a 
subj ec t rarely di sc ussed with o utsid ers. 
Li eutenant Th ompkins asserted th at th r 
Indians wne " th e mos t practica l peo pl e 
in the wo rld ," IJUt admitt ed that th ey 
we re mys tifi f' d hy th e ~up e rn a tura l. 

Supns titi o n colo red th e Sernin o lt· view o f 
th e natural ns we ll as th e sp iritual. Wh Pn 
to ld o f such Lrc hnological ad va nces as 
as tro nomical LPIPseoJH'S and trans-A tl an 
ti c sa iling ships, th ey simpl y rep li ed th at 
th ey did no t lwlit·Vf' in such things. One 
Se minole, givl' n a to ur o f a stea mboa t, 
was as toni slwd by th e intensity o f th r 
fi re, but "could nn ·t· r co ncr: iVf· o f admir 
ing th e wo rk as a wl10lt- .. . hr· neith er 
kn o ws o r can·s how." Summing up th e 
indian attitude to ward tec hno logy, the 
autho r o f this passaw· comm ented : 

There is this difference between 
th em and us they think th eir fathers 
wisP r than th cmse l w~s, we ca ll th e 
wisdom o f o ur grandfath ers foo li sh 
ness .. . Th e Indian will no t add a 
sail to his ca noe; with us every day 
brings its improv1·m ent ; hence we 
progress, they retrograd e. 

Indian recrea ti ons and di versio ns were 
al so consid ered simpJr-. by whites. Semi 
noles danced fo r rrc rPatio nal as well as 
reli gious purposrs . In 18.17, a gro up o f 
arm y o ffi ee rs sta ti o nr d slightl y south o f 
the St. .I o hn :; rPgion we re in vill·d to a 
SP minoiP dane!'. i\ ft er watching th e In 
di ans join hands and dance aro und a 
fire, many o f th e o ffi crrs, "a t th eir so-

licita tion and from the spirit of fun , join
ed in the dance, whi ch in fact required a 
litt le ~ ki ll to fo ll ow." A member of thi s 
party also described a J,a JI game played 
J,y two teams, each of whi ch was com
posed of ap prox imately twenty Indians, 
The ga me resembl ed th e stic k-ball ga mes 
played by o th er Indian tribes, with each 
player allempting to catc h an d th row th e 
ba ll wi th two sticks . Thi s same band of 
Sem in oles also played ano ther game in 
which they threw and caught a large ball 
wi th their han ds, and allempted to pass i t 
through a goal made of two crossed 
sti cks. ThP so ldier who described this 
ga me wrote that it was played be tween 
th e men and th e wo men, and that, in the 
insta nce he witn essed, th e wo men wo n. 

1\t ano ther ln dian ball game, the of
ficers from Fort .Jupiter near Jup iter 
Inlet co ntribu ted 200 pounds o f tobacco 
as a prize fo r the victors. Seminole me n, 
women, and children all smo ked tobacco, 
bo th in pipes and roll ed into cigars. 
Smo kin g also played a part in vari ous In 
di an ceremo ni es. 

Th e Semin oles were equall y fond o f 
alcohol, and Semin ole War era accounts 
abo und with desc ripti o ns o f Indian in dul 
ge nce. One lnrli an at Fort .Jupiter was 
reported to li avc made th e ro unds of the 
o ffi cers' tents, " raising a contribution o t 
brand y, whiskey, gin o r any o th er liq uor, 
apparentl y disrega rdin g the prac ti ce and 
advice o f old drinkers not to mi x your 
liquo rs." i\ comm anding o ffi cer a t Fo rt 
f>i ercc reported a visit from Coacoochee 
in 1841, during which th e Seminole lead
er bartered for gifts until he " finall y got 
drunk and we nt to slee p. " The foll owing 
day , Coacooc hce and his party departed, 
taking with them a gift o f two and a hal f 
gall ons of whiskey. Th e Indians had been 
go ne less than three hours when several 
o f th em returned with a message from 
Coacoochec demanding mo re whi skey. 
No t wa nting to o ffend the influ ential 
Indian leader, th e commander gave them 
three additio nal gall ons. 

Drunkenness was onl y one trait as 
cribed to th e Seminole charac ter by nu
merous white o bservers. Evaluations 
ranged from " no ble," " hardy," " a Spar 
tan race," to " deceitful " and " treacher
ous," from wi se and diplomati c to rud e 
and lazy. This wid e range o f assessments 
re fl ec ts th e inconsistent public attitude 
to ward the Seminoles. On one hand they 
were hated as enemies, wh o had kill ed 
white se ttl ers and were waging war 
aga inst th r: armed forces of the United 
States. On the o th er hand , th ey inspired 
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Coacoochee or "Wildcat," considered by some United States officers the ablest I nd1an 
leader of the Second Seminole War (courtesy of Ft. Lauderdale Historical Society). 

considerabl e sympathy as a race o f pr.o
ple who were being hunted dow n and for 
cibly removed from th ei r homeland. 

A number of more spcc i fie charac ter 
traits were attributed to th e .Semin o les 
by various observers. As Coaccoc ht;c 's 
barga ining for whiskey illustrates, the 
Indians were shrewd and forcefu l trad ers. 
Several soldiers characterized th em as 
" beggars." "Ask a girl," an o ffi cr. r sta
tioned al Fort Laudenlalr. wrolr. in 18.39, 
" which of two handkerchi e fs she will 
take, she will invariably answer both." 

The Semin olr.s also appeared remark 
ably free to come and go as th ey plea s t~d , 
unh ampered by prearranged se hedub; or 
appoi ntmen ts. A co ntemporary newspa
per reported their " universal excust:" of 
illrH~ss wh t:n th ey fail ed lo appear al 
mee tings with th e whitt:s. Drspitt• thi s in -
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formal altitude towa rds negotiations, 
Capta in Sp ragllf~ reported, th e SP mino lcs 
had a grea t fondn ess for ceremonies 
which had ucen hand ed down from ge nt~ 
ration to ge nr~ rati o n , and contain ed a 
measure of reli gious signifi cance. When 
no l t~ ngaged in warfare, on<' witnr.ss rr
mark t:d, tlwy wr.n· a peact' ful and qui<'t 
peopl e. Thi s, howr.vr r, was a fa ce t of 
their charactr. r which few milit ary men in 
Florida sa w. 

Although whit t:s appea r divid ed in 
their suppo rt of th e war and th eir alli
lud r towa rd the Indians, then: was no 
such diffr·n· nct: of opinio n amon g th f' 
St· minok ;.; o ncf" th e war was und erwa y. 
Almost univcr;.;ally , th ey altrihuted LIH' 
;.; Lruggle lo whit" aggn~ss i o n. ~lu ;.; l vowed 
lo fi ght until tlw t•nd . Although mo !' t had 
never left Florida, many had formed dis-

tin ct impressions of th e Arkansas Terri 
tory, lo which they were lo be removed. 
Thev described it as a co ld land, where 
they would have to wear shoes, stock ings, 
and thi ck clothin g. They believed that 
subsistence was scarce there, and kn ew 
that they would be deprived of th eir 
coon Lie. They also feared the journey 
across th e Gulf by ship , believin g that 
they wou ld he separated from their 
families and perhaps blown up or drown
ed. Several small bands of Seminol es, 
Choctaws, and Creeks had loca ted along 
tl~t• coasts of sou th Florida before the war 
erupted, hut th e majority of th e Indians 
did not wi sh to move ,;o ulh of tllf• "'-is
;.;immee prairie, . Excrpt for Ll1e i\Lianlic 
coas tal ridge and the wPst coast river 
t:stuaries, tln:y found southern Florida 
" wet, Jo,,· and marshy ," and span;e in 
,;uhsist<:nc•!. Bu t the F.verglades was still 
preferable lo i\rkansas. 

\\hat IH 'go ti alion:: and fighting could 
not accompli,dL a ~''\'f'll-\'f'ar war of 
allrit.io n and oprn hrihen· did . llt'lwcen 
.lunt·JO, 18-J.I,and.lunr I , 18L?.(;,·ntTa l 
\\ orth pa id !·'lorida lrHi ia11,; a lo tal of 
S99,96.'.l.07 to em igrate w<:,;t wa rd. l'rom i- I 
nenl chit:f·, and war kaders, whose ex- I 
amp l e~ had a gnoat i11nu rncc over their I 
follow ers, command ed hi gh prices. \Vorth ll 
paid Coacoochee .SB,OOO, and :-W\Tral 
"sub- ehi c fs" .S :.? :> O. Tvpical warrior;; re
ce ived betwee n SS and S.'HJ. 

The end of Lh P war, th e rr:mova l of 
3,8:2-J. SP minol es to th e Arkansas Tn ri
lory , a11d the retreat of the small n•mnant 
of approximately .300 Indians into so uth
wes tern Florida t: nd cd an era in Sem inole 
history. The sam e events that destroyed a 
way of life for Florida 's Indians, however, l 
al so made it possibl e for that way of life 
to be o bsnved by army office rs and re
corded for posterity. 
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TWO SEMINOLE TRIBES DIFFERENT CUSTOMS 

One Hundred and F~fteen Included in Northern Tribe, "The Cow Creeks," 
While the Southern Tribe of the Big C_ypress, Has 339 Members. 

In describing the Seminole of Florida, 
Lucien A. Spencer says the population of 
the Florida Seminoles is made up of two 
distinct tribes, speaking different lan
guages and having very little in common. 

The northern tribe, locally known as 
the Cow Creeks, numbering 115, speak 
the Muskhogean language, while the 
southern tribe, known as the Big Cy
press Indians, with a population of 339, 
speak a dialect known as Miccosukee. The 
population, made up of the two tribes, is 
scattered over a territory comprising 
9,000 square miles, in which there are no 
roads and practically no white population. 

During the Indian wars the Cow Creeks 
and Miccosukees maintained a defensive 
alliance, but did not mingle socially, 
and to this day intermarriage between the 
two tribes is of rare occurrence. 

The Seminoles are an orderly people. 
They are divided into bands, each under 
a headman who enforces strict discipline 
and requires perfect obedience to the 
unwritten code. When a statutory law is 
broken, it is due to ignorance, and when 
the laws are made known to an Indian, 
no second case of violation has ever been 
recorded against them. The local courts 
recognize this fact, and usually the 
judges seek to impress upon an Indian 
who is undergoing trial the nature of the 
law that he has broken, knowing that he 
will carry the news of this law to his 
people and thus prevent it from being 
broken again. 

The tribal laws of the Indians are just 
and inflexible, and if one is violated the 
erring one accepts the penalty, even 
though it be death itself, without a 
protest. 

Indian custom marriage still prevails, 
but such marriages are more binding 
among them than legal marriages are 
among white people. 

Probably no people on earth have a 
higher standard of morality than the 
Florida Seminoles, and it is not a single 
standard. 

The Indians have a high respect for 
property rights, and theft and lying are 
serious crimes in their unwritten code. 

Gambling is unknown among them. 
The domestic life of the Florida Se · 

minoles offers a great contrast to that of 
most other Indians. The women are 
treated with much consideration, and 
their wishes control family policy. The 
women perform the greater part of the 
work about the camps, but not as me
nials, for, indeed, they are quite inde
pendent, and are the financiers of the 
home. 

The Seminole children are almost per
fect models of parental control, such a 
thing as willful disobedience being of rare 
occurrence. The authority of the parents 
is maintained without the harshness and 
severity common to many white families, 
obedience being rendered as a tribute to 
family law and not through fear of 
punishment. 

The house is a shack-like structure 
suited to the semi- tropical country. 
Every Seminole has a house; as soon as 
a child is able to care for its own sim
plest needs, it occupies a house separate 
from its mother. The wife has her home 
and the husband has his, and they occupy 
their respective homes, each living in a 
separate house. 

In his report made in 1880 to the 
Bureau of Ethnology, the Rev. Clay 
MacCauley describes the dress of the 
Florida Seminoles as follows: 

The clothing of the Seminoles at 
this time was scanty. The males 
usually wore a cotton or calico 
shirt, belted at the waist, and 
reaching within several inches of 
the knees. A kerchief about the 
neck, and a turban made of one or 
more bright-colored shawls, folded 
and wound several times about the 
head, with ends neatly tucked away, 
completed the dress. 

The women wore a skirt with 
a short waist of calico or gingham, 
but no covering for head or feet. 

This description holds for the camp 
dress of the Indians at the present time. 
Their common attire is unlike that of 
any other inhabitants of America. How
ever, the clothing of the whites appeals 
to the young men of the tribes. At home 

or on a hunting trip the young man is 
content to go without covering for his 
legs or feet, but when he visits a white 
community he puts on shoes and trous
ers, if he has them. 

The Seminole Indians of Florida are 
known as the most healthy tribe in the 
United States. Dr. 0. S. Phillips (United 
States Indian Service), who made a health 
survey of these Indians, said in part: 

The only disease of any conse
quence found among them is hook
worm, which if those infected could 
be congregated a little closer and 
given systematic treatment could be 
eradicated in a comparatively short 
time though, of course, there is 
always danger of reinfection. 

The excellent health enjoyed by 
these people is, I believe, due to the 
fact that they live in the open air all 
the time, day and night. 

Scattered through the wilderness 
as they are, with few roads or trails, 
it would be impossible for regularly 
employed physicians to work among 
them. 

Dr. R. E. L. Newberne, chief medical 
supervisor, United States Indian Service, 
inspected the work among the Florida 
Seminoles during the month of March, 
1921, and the following is taken from 
his report: 

It is said that the Florida Semi
noles are free from tuberculosis. 
I hope they are, but the assertion 
is too good to accept without ques
tion. It is also said that venereal di
sease is unknown among them. I can 
accept that as a fact. An arrange
ment to have medical attention 
rendered by the nearest available 
physician is being followed. Some 
of the Indians are so isolated that 
a physician can not get to them 
when they are ill. Those who are 
able to travel - and a Seminole has 
to be very ill if he can not travel -
usually seek a physician and Major 
Spencer pays the cost. 

- South Florida Developer 
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SECTION NO. I 
THE SEMINOLES 

The Seminoles have maintained them
selves as a separate tribe for less than 
two and a half centuries. Their fore
fathers were Creeks who lived in Geor
gia, spoke the Muskogee language, and 
adhered to the common forms of the 
social , political, and religious life of the 
Creek Nation. 

According to Indian tradition, in these 
earlier years a family who lived on the 
western border of the Creek country fra
ternized with a Choctaw neighbor, and in 
time learned to speak a broken Choctaw. 
The new dialect was handed down 
through the descendants of the family 
and developed into what is known as the 
Miccasukee language. 

In the migration to Florida an over
whelmingly large number of the emi
grants spoke the common language of the 
Nation, but the most of the small band of 
Miccasukee-speaking Creeks accompanied 
them in the trek southward. Thus, al
though the Florida Indians came to be 
made up of two language groups, they are 
of one blood, and have a common social, 
political, and religious background. 

During their great war with the white 
race about 4,000 of the major language 
group were expatriated and driven to 
Oklahoma. Perhaps not more than a 
dozen families of this group were left in 
Florida. Today they number about 150 
Indians, and live north of Lake Okeecho
bee. For almost a decade their homeland 
has been depleted of game, and they are 
now rapidly changing from the status of 
a hunter to that of a day laborer, sub
sistence farmer, and stockman. They have 
made much progress in learning to speak 
the English language, and in gaining both 
confidence in and friendliness toward 
the white man. They are sociable, whole
some, energetic, and progressive. 

The Miccasukee language group es
caped largely from capture by the white 
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army during the Seminole War, and re
mained within the state. They comprise 
more than two- thirds of the Indians of 
Florida, and live largely in a region about 
thirty miles south of Lake Okeechobee. 
Until recent years their homeland has 
been stocked comparatively well with 
game , and they have found subsistence 
for themselves and their families in the 
life of a hunter. 

Perhaps the most outstanding charac
teristic of the tribe as a whole has been 
its proud and violent antipathy toward 
the white man. Clay MacCauley in the 
year 1880 stated that its members "are 
antagonistic to the white man as a race, 
and the white man's culture ... The 
feeling of the tribe is antagonistic to such 
primary education as reading, writing, 
and calculation." 

He states that the brother of Billie 
Fewell refused to concur in such senti
ment , and deserted his Indian camp life, 
and went to the white settlement to 
live in a white home. MacCauley says that 
he overheard members of the tribe 
threaten to kill this Indian, and a later 
story states that he was indicted before 
the Seminole court, convicted, and exe
cuted. 

MacCauley adds: "They are decided in 
their enmity to any representative of the 
white man's government and to every
thing which bears upon it the govern
ment's mark ... The wars of their ances
tors, extending over nearly two centuries, 
did the most to make them the brave and 
proud people they are ... They are now 
strong, fearless, haughty, and indepen
dent." 

It also may be said that the tribe has 
devoted these two centuries of heroic 
struggle and sacrifice in an effort to es
cape the absorption and humiliation 
which have always been the consequence 
of becoming a ward of the white people. 
The Seminole is most deeply devoted to 
freedom and independence. He refuses to 
accept the status of a conquered man, 
or to enter into a relationship which 
ranks him socially as inferior to any so-

called predominant race. For more than 
two Lenturies he has been guided by the 
belief that he can find an escape from 
such a relationship by withdrawing from 
entangling contacts with the white man, 
and setting up a world of his own in 
which he and his are the predominant 
factors. It was this that led him to aban
don his home in Georgia and to re-es
tablish himself in a new and strange re
gion in the northern part of Florida, and 
later to give over this section to the 
white emigrants and to settle again on 
new lands toward the center of the state, 
and finally to flee before the army of his 
enemy to the Evergl <.des. Here he found a 
great natural barrier which has greatly ( 
aided him in his quest for his major 
objective. 

Because of this subsequent hatred for 
the government, and because of the large 
measure of economic independence 
which his final homeland afforded him, 
and because of its inaccessibility, no ef- ( 
fort was made to include him under the l 
Indian Service until about four decades 
ago. However, even before there was a 
Florida Indian Service, he had not suc
ceeded in escaping entangling white con
tacts. Among the first institutions to un 
dertake his conversion to the things of 
the white race was the saloon. As early 
as a half century ago such an establish 
ment was located in the heart of his 
homeland, and liquor for his consump
tion was freighted in an ox cart through 
roadless swamps over many weary miles. 
Other saloons were conveniently located 
at trading posts which he visited. Mac 
Cauley mentions the fact that the Semin · 
noles were accustomed to engage in 
drinking "sprees" during their infrequent 
visits to white settlements. 

Local tradition states that these saloon 
keepers were anxious enough to entice 
the visiting band of Indians into their es 
tablishments, and provide them with 
whiskey for the money which they had 
received for the sale of the products of 
their hunting and trapping, but when this 
money was exhausted and the Seminoles 



were overcome with intoxication , they 
were thrust out at the back door of the 
saloon and left to any exposure which 
chance might bring them. 

Other stories of this tradition claim 
that the education of the Seminole has 
been promoted again by smart young 
whites who found great pleasure in 
taking some aggressive young Indian into 
the saloon and getting him drunk, or, in 
more recent years, in introducing him 
into those social circles of prostitution 
which are found in some Florida cities. 
The success of such missionary endeavor 
is confirmed by Nash's statement that in 
1930 one half of the earnings of the tribe 
was expended for whiskey, and that 
venereal infection had made a recent 
appearance in the tribe, and during the 
above year had spread to a little less 
than 4% of its total population. 

It should not be forgotten that during 
the half century there have been a num
ber of sturdy and genuine white citizens 
who have manifested a kindly and an un
selfish interest in this rugged group. The 
first Indian Agent, Dr. J. E. Brecht, was 
such a character. He established a sawmill 
at the frontier village of Immokalee, and 
began a program which proposed a new 
economic independence for them. 

He discovered that the land on which 
the Indian lived was coming rapidly into 
the possession of the white man. Through 
the devotion of much time and effort he 
succeeded in securing for the Seminoles 
about 10,000 acres of land. Already the 
white people had obtained all of the 
more valuable tracts, and it later devel
oped that the greater portions of the area 

secured for the Indians was of little value. 
As a physician he doctored their sick, 

and taught them the prevention of di · 
sease. There is every possible reason to 
believe that his unselfish service and wise 
leadership would have been valuable to 
these Indians. 

But wherever Indians and white men 
meet there seems to be an inevitable 
clash of interests. At this early period the 
Seminoles had become sufficiently en· 
tangled with white contacts to arouse 
such a collision. As men in the indus
trial world often establish a "corner" 
on some commercial product, and 
through unfair advantage, realize enor
mous profits, so have there been those 
who have established a "corner" on the 
emotional life of this or the other Indian 
group, and thereby realized selfish bene
fits in one form or another. 

The Seminole's embittered past and 
his fear of white contacts made him an 
easy victim of this type of abuse. Selfish 
and unscrupulous white men were quick 
to seek to set up a domination over him. 
They gained his acquaintance, and led 
him to believe that they were protecting 
him from the craft, greed, and deceitful
ness of his traditional enemy . He made no 
investigation of the charges he heard. 
They were free to invent whatever story 
that might best serve their purpose. As 
soon as a given ward boss set up his do
mination over a group of Indians he was 
able to use them for the promotion of his 
own selfish interest. 

The Seminole's extreme bitterness 
toward the government has made it all 
but impossible for government officials 

Isolated Seminole camp on a southwest Florida hammock, photographed by James 
Glenn. Glenn remarked that mosquitoes were "severe" when he visited this camp. 

to extend to him the gonrnment's pro
gram of justice and equity. Dr. Brecht, 
because of his relation with the govern
ment, found it scarcely possible to com
bat the domination of selfish and un
scrupulous white men. 

In his day there were yellow and un
principled publications which were ready 
to form a collusion with corrupted politi
cians, and the ward bosses of the Indian 
groups. Brecht was attacked by such a 
newspaper in Ft. Myers. Material for 
these attacks is readily obtainable. A 
gorge of whiskey will sweep away any 
independent judgment which the Indian 
may have formed of a given government 
representative, and will liberate his old 
tide of racial bitterness toward his tradi
tiona! enemy. 

Brecht's work in purchasing this land 
withdrew him from contact with the In
dian population, which in turn afforded 
the ward bosses of his day a larger oppor
tunity to impair his influence with the 
members of the tribe. Thus the govern
ment's first constructive endeavor in be
half of these people was rather effective· 
ly obstructed by ward bosses who were 
moved by the fear that their domination 
over the Indian might thereby be broken. 

Because the Miccasukee language 
group has been sheltered by the inacces
sibility of their homeland, and has had 
less contacts with the masses of the white 
citizenship, they have been more greatly 
victimized by this abuse than the Indians 
of the northern group. Their hatred of 
the white man and his government has 
been effectively promoted and propa
gated by those who seek to dominate 
them. This has been especially true in re
cent years among the Miami division of 
this group. 

About two decades ago an aggressive 
young Indian who owned and operated a 
store in Ft. Lauderdale conceived of the 
plan of charging an admission to white 
tourists who visited his camp. He pros
pered, and later enlarged his trade by 
moving his business to Miami. He became 
so successful that white men robbed him 
of his establishment, and began the pro
motion of a business that has "boomed" 
the tourist trade of Miami and yielded 
its citizens many thousands of dollars 
annually. 

The "ballahoo" of these show places 
featured the Indian as an unconquered, 
unrelenting, and implacable enemy of the 
ways of the white man, and especially 
of the white man's government. The man
agement was represented as the great 
benefactor, and the government and its 
agent as the chief malefactors of the 
tribe. 

The Seminole was flattered at being 
accorded the status of an unconquered 
man. His past wrongs inclined him to 
believe the charges against the govern
ment, and to confide in the management 
of these show places. Thus he came to 
yield to ward bossism. 
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The white tourist was amazed to see 
a people "who had conquered the Ameri 
can government," was disgusted with the 
insanitation of the Indian, and knew 
enough of the government's past treat
ment of the Seminole to accept the 
charges relative to the character of its 
present treatment. 

It was not known by either the tour
ist or the Indian that the management in 
one case stated frankly that any solution 
of the Florida Indian problem would ruin 
his business. The injustice, distress, pover
ty, ignorance and disease of the tribe are 
the materials which boom such business. 
Day after day for more than a decade the 
Miami Indians have listened to a type of 
ballahoo which has had for its purpose 
the promotion and propagation of the 
Indian's bitterness toward the things of 
the government, and an effective block
ade of the government's attempt to ex
tend a program of justice and equity to 
their people. 

SECTION No. II 
THE LAND PROGRAM 

As has been said above, the tribe has 
devoted two centuries of heroic struggle 
and sacrifice in an effort to escape the 
absorption and humiliation which have 
been the natural consequence of be
coming wards of the white people. Be
cause of the Seminole's devotion to free
dom and independence he has refused 
to accept the status of a conquered 
man, or to enter into an inferior social 
relationship. 

In all of these things he should have 
the most sincere sympathy and the 
highest admiration of every individual 
who cherishes those essential and funda
mental principles of democracy which 
have been translated into the social, 
political, and religious life of the Ameri
can people by men like Washington, 
Jefferson, and Lincoln. But his bitterness 
toward other races, and his submission 
to the domination of bossism are matters 
of regret. 

It also has been stated that for two 
and a half centuries he has been guided 
by a belief that he can find an escape to 
a subordinate economic, political and 
social status by withdrawing from en
tangling white contacts, and by setting 
up a world of his own in which he and his 
are predominant factors. In this effort he 
has insisted on maintaining a squatter 
status toward the land on which he has 
set up his camp. The consequence is in
evitable. The land becomes the legal 
property of members of the white race, 
and he is driven from his home. 

His great objective, like all ideals, 
never will be realized completely. But 
they, who Jove democracy, hope he may 
have means through which he can enjoy 
it in part. His "dream world" cannot be 
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James L. Glenn at the time he served as special commissioner to 
the Seminoles, 1931-1935. 

set up until he holds the legal title to its 
real estate. But this is a concession to the 
white man's ways. For, according to the 
Indian social, political and religious or
der, land is a public possession, and its 
title cannot be conveyed by law. 

The proposal of the government to 
buy the title to a homeland for the 
tribe must be treated also as a conces
sion to the white man's claim to Florida. 
The Seminoles believe that they justly 
own the peninsula. In the sight of Justice 
and their Great Spirit they cannot sacri
fice the heritage which God and His 
great Law has granted them. 

Such sentiment is noble. But where 
are the white people who, because of it, 
will vacate their cities and farms to the 
red men? Naturally the white people feel 
that they, too, have a heritage that comes 
in somewhere in the order of things. It 
is therefore futile for the Indian Office 
to propose to grant the Seminole the 
full measure of his expectation. He must 
concede that title to real estate is con
veyed by law, and that it is now in the 
possession of the legal owners, and that, 
at least, expediency requires that he shall 
come to re- own it through purchase. It 
may be restated that the welfare and the 
progress of the Seminoles, the efficiency 
and thoroughness of the Florida Indian 
Service, and it may be added, the only 
possible first step toward a partial reali
zation of the great dream of these people 
require the purchase of an adequate 
homeland for them. 

Because of the consideration of these 
facts the Officer in Charge has regarded 
the Department's land buying program as 
the most essential feature of the year. A 
recital of the land which, for a number of 
years, has been owned by the government 
for these Indians is impressive. There are 
99,000 acres in Monroe county, 23,061 
acres in Hendry county, 2,166 acres in 
Martin county, 960 acres in Collier coun
ty, and 480 acres in Broward county. 
Because the acreage is so large, the Indian 
has been condemned again and again for 
not using the property which has been 
purchased for his use. Mr. Nash, in his 
report, says that these Indians have no 
land problem until they use the land they 
now have. However, with reference to the 
most of this acreage it may be said that 
if the white man had known of any use 
he could have made of it, the Indian 
never would have gotten it. If the white 
man is unable to find any use for such 
property, how many years may be ex 
pected to elapse before the Indian finds a 
use for it? Until either the Indian or the 
white man can find a use for it the tribes
men are justified in not using it. In the 
meantime he needs no more of this kind 
of land. 

As has been said in a rehabilitation 
proposal, the new purchase area must 
contain the essential and fundamental 
physical values which will make pos
sible a program of growth and develop
ment that will effect the permanent re
habilitation of the tribe. By reason of its 



location and the character of its resources 
it must be potentially fitted for handling 
all phases of the social and economic life 
of the group. If the tribe's own major 
objective is to be given consideration, it 
must not be broken up into small and 
widely scattered tracts. A scattered 
people are easily conquered and absorb· 
ed. They are helpless in their attempt to 
resist these social forces which compel 
them to occupy a subordinate social 
status. They are socially crushed, and 
cannot retain for themselves the posses
sion of pride, strength, fearlessness, nor 
independence - elements of character 
which have been cherished so strongly by 
the Seminoles. 

Ultimately the prime quest of life is 
neither the possession of wealth, nor 
power, nor even knowledge, but "charac
ter." Man's large concern is so to conduct 
himself that, through the varied events 
of his life, he shall reveal no weakness, 
foolishness nor wickedness. Rehabilita
tion programs should provide their 
clients with some wealth, some power, 
and some knowledge, but above all 
they should provide them with the 
essential condit ions which create and 
maintain character. A plan which pro
poses a scattered Florida Indian popula
tion does not meet the most important 
specification of all rehabilitation pro
grams. It would divest the Seminole of 
his ruggedness and individualism, and 
would defeat him in his major aims and 
purposes. 

Mr. Nash did not wholly neglect the 
land needs of the tribe. He proposed that 
the 99,000 acres in Monroe county 
should be exchanged for an equal acreage 
in the area north of the Everglades Na
tional Park. This section is one of the 
better hunting grounds of the state, is 
the present home of many Indians, and 
will afford the Seminoles an opportuni
ty to derive some of the benefits which 
the Park will bring Florida. The proposal 
is sound and has the support of the Of
ficer in Charge, but the laws which make 
possible such an exchange were not ob
tained until the spring of 1935. 

About a year before this, the local 
administrative officer was authorized to 
begin work on a land purchasing program 
which was to extend through a number 
of years. Options were obtained on four 
sections in Collier county near Miles City, 
and four sections in Glades county near 
Brighton. The program was submitted 
to Dr. W. A. Hartman, Regional Director 
of the Resettlement Administration, for 
his examination and approval. But his 
authority provided for the purchase of 
submarginal land. It was thought that the 
125,000 acres mentioned above was 
enough of this type of land. The two 
tracts proposed for purchase had been 
chosen because they contained land 
which the Indians, themselves, prized, 
and which seem to meet rehabilitation 
requirements. The timber on the Collier 

county tract indicated that it was not 
submarginal in character. However it 
was broken with swamps and out-crops 
of rock. Dr. Hartman was not satisfied 
with it. He was anxious to aid the Florida 
Indians and approved the purchase of 
both of the tracts. His Washington Of
fice, however, did not sustain his ap
proval, and the whole project was re
jected. 

The Officer in Charge was then in
structed to divide the proposal and sub
mit each tract as a separate project. This 
was done and the Glades county project 
was accepted and its purchase authorized. 

A number of objections had risen 
against the other tract. The Officer in 
Charge believed that some of these 
might be removed if he should secure the 
services of a competent and disinterested 
timber cruiser and appraiser through the 
State Forester. This state department 
appointed a member of its staff who 
cruised the timber, appraised the land 
and prepared the report on this tract. 
The Resettlement Administration of 
Washington again rejected the proposal. 
Dr. Hartman then furnished a member of 
his staff who prepared a third report, but 
it was rejected. 

It had required a year to carry through 
these negotiations. During the latter 
part of the spring of 1935 the title to the 
Glades county land was accepted and its 
purchase was completed. It contains a 
number of valuable and beautiful ham
mocks, and is prized greatly by the In
dians, themselves. Dr. Hartman expressed 
the opinion that there is not a tract of 
land that is now owned by any Indians 
within the United States that is better 
adapted to the rehabilitation require
ments of these people. 

As the President's administrative plan 
developed, a much larger land program 
seemed possible for the Seminoles. For 
many months [the] Officer in Charge 
met members of the tribe and discussed 
such a program with them They pressed 
anew their claim to the whole of the 
peninsula. Some objected that the pro
posal contemplated the purchase of 
their own land from a people who did 
not own it. Some recalled that in the 
last treaty, which the government made 
with them, they were to have all of the 
territory south of Pease Creek. Although 
this included such cities as the Palm 
Beaches, Miami, Key West and Ft. Myers, 
they thought that they should demand 
this or they should accept nothing. 
Others thought it was wise to support 
as large a program as the government 
would undertake. 

Among the Indians of the northern 
group many families wanted to buy the 
small, irregular and scattered fields on 
which they lived. The following case is 
typical. One family lives in an isolated 
white settlement composed, at least in 
part, of bootleggers. No other Indians 
live near. The father died of intoxication. 

The boys are often drunk and are often 
in jail. Four of the girls have half-white 
children . These people want to remain 
in this environment, and want the govern
ment to buy the land on which they live. 

This and other local problems have 
led the Officer in Charge to believe that 
sound leadership requires that all of the 
Indians in the northern section shall be 
grouped in a single community. Twenty
five or fifty years will demonstrate the 
soundness of such leadership. If the 
group is to continue to be scattered 
among the white population, and if some 
of its families are to continue to live 
under their present environment they 
largely will be crushed before another 
two and a half decades. 

The Indians of this section, however, 
finally agreed that they wanted Indian 
Prairie in Glades county, Blue Field and 
Cow Creek in St. Lucie county, and Ft. 
Drum swamp in Okeechobee county. 

The members of the southern group 
had encountered little or no trouble in 
living on their land under the status of a 
squatter. They saw no immediate need of 
purchasing its title. They were strongly 
convinced of their ownership of the 
whole peninsula. Some took the position 
that the legal title to Florida land was 
valid only by reason of the white man's 
laws, and the white man's ways, and that 
their people were bound by neither, but 
conducted their affairs wholly and ex
clusively according to the Indian social, 
political, and economic order. The In
dians, therefore, should ignore the legal 
title to all Florida real estate. Others 
thought they should obtain as much land 
as the government was willing to secure 
for them. They requested the tract within 
Collier county that lies north of the Ta
miami Trail and west of the Immokalee 
road. 

During the development of these nego
tiations certain officials of West Palm 
Beach met the Officer in Charge and pro
posed that their city should act as host to 
the Secretary of Interior and the Com
missioner of Indian Affairs. They stated 
that in a telephone conversation the Sec
retary had spoken with favor to their 
proposal. They expressed an interest in 
the rehabilitation of the Seminoles, and 
believed that such plans would be pro
moted by the visit of these administra
tive officers. They expressed a desire to 
learn just what program the Indian people 
wanted. The Officer in Charge told them 
of the several tracts of land which had 
been requested by the different Semi
nole groups. They thought that the In
dians should have an additional benefit 
of an annuity of ten or fifteen dollars 
per month per family. 

A proposal, containing these two items, 
was prepared and submitted to the Wash
ington officials. It was represented as the 
probable thing that the Seminoles would 
expect of them. After it had been exa
mined, the invitation was accepted. 
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Since the Florida Indians may gain no 
possible advantage through the propaga
tion of their bitterness toward govern
ment representatives, the Officer in 
Charge, for a number of years, has 
striven to liberate them from this old 
hatred, and he, together with other in
terested citizens, used every effort to 
prepare them for a cordial and beneficial 
conference with their guests. The event 
was the one hundredth anniversary of 
the beginning of the Seminole War, and 
was the first time in their history that 
they had been honored by a visit from 
the Commissioner or the Secretary. The 
visit indicated a new interest in their 
welfare, and promised an unprecedented 
opportunity to enlarge and strengthen 
that interest. 

But certain self -appointed "guardians" 
of the tribe became greatly excited lest 
the "poor Indian" was about to be trick
ed. Municipal rivalry projected itself into 
the occasion, and made a show of child
like conduct. Predatory interests were 
aroused. The management of one of the 
commercial Indian villages expressed the 
opinion that the proposed conference 
was a foolish move on the part of the 
people of Florida. For, if the Indian in 
this conference manifested a friendship 
for the government, and if the press of 
the nation published this fact, the tourist 
would lose interest in seeing him, and the 
trade which had grown out of this in
terest would be lost. All of these agencies 
conspired to embitter the Indians toward 
the conference, and frighten them away 
from it, and thereby to lead them to re
tain their reputation as the unrelenting 
enemies of the American government. 

Fortunately for the Seminoles, the old 
tradition is more and more coming to be 
a myth. As has been indicated above, 
there were those among them who had 
met the Officer in Charge and had join 
ed with him in planning the proposed 
land program And there were those 
who could not be frighten ed away from 
the opportunity to meet the Washington 
officials and request the purchase of 
these lands. 

The Commissioner wanted to visit a 
camp that had been untouched by white 
influence, and to meet a group of In
dians who were engaged in their native 
occupations rather than in the show life 
of Miami or the Tamiami Trail. Since 
the party was large and the time was 
limited it was thought that Johnny Bus
ter's camp at Deep Lake in Collier county 
was the best location for such a confe
rence. A number of Indians, including 
one of the medicine men, were present, 
but the group did not claim to represent 
the tribe in an official way, and made no 
requests, but stated that they would be 
satisfied with the plans which should be 
agreed upon at the conference on the 
following day at West Palm Beach. 

A much larger band had already ga
thered at the East Coast city. It was 
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hoped that all of the leaders of the tribe 
might join in this final conference. But 
unfortunately the Seminole's faith in the 
American government is easily crushed. 
Osceola, himse lf, had bee n captured 
under a flag of truce, and the tribe on 
other occasions had experienced a kin
dred treatment from its enemy . Some of 
the leaders thought it was a wiser plan 
to remain at their camps, plant their 
corn, and forget the white man. 

When the Officer in Charge saw that 
the full representation of the tribe would 
not be present at the final conference he 
advised those present to submit their re 
quest in the form of a petition. Since the 
right of petition belongs to the humblest 
cit izen [members of] this group were 
at liberty to petition their guests without 
doing wrong to other leaders who refused 
to join in the conference. 

The band at West Palm Beach gathered 

fathers of the losses of our people in 
the Seminole War, and duri ng recent 
years have witnessed the coming of the 
white man into the last remnant of our 
homeland. 

"We have seen them drain our lakes 
and waterways, cultivate our fields , har
vest our forests, kill our game, and take 
possession of our hunting grounds and 
homes. We have found that it now grows 
more and more difficult to provide food 
and clothing for our wives and children. 

" We request and petition you to use 
your influence with the Congress and 
the President of the United States to ob
tain for us the following lands and bene
fits: 

"1. All of the lands in the state of Flo
rida as marked on the map attached here 
to, including: 

"(a) Lands in Collier, Hendry , Brow
ard, and Dade counties known as the Big 
Cypress. 

Commercial Indian village along the Tamiami Trail. Glenn felt that tourist attractions 
such as this degraded the Seminoles, and he criticized their unsanitary conditions . 

on the previous day and discussed the 
proposal which they wanted to prese nt. 
They withdrew themselves from every 
white individual. It so happened that 
the Officer in Charge was engaged with 
the group on the West Coast during this 
day. They formulated their plans and 
marked off on a map the areas which 
each group desired. The following is the 
petition which they submitted: 

"We a group of the Seminole Indians 
of Florida, assembled in conference on 
the one hundredth anniversary of the 
Seminole War, beg you to hear us: 

" The Seminole Indians have not been 
at war with th e United States for one 
hundred years. The Seminole Indians 
live in peace and happiness in the Ever
glades, and have pl easant relations with 
the United States governm ent. The Semi
nole Indians want a better understanding 
with the United States government and 
want to hear no more about war. 

"We have learned from our fore-

"(b) Lands in Glades county known as 
Indian Prairie. 

"(c) Lands in Martin and St. Lucie 
counties known as the Cow Creek coun
try and the Blue Field section. 

"(d) Lands in Indian River and Okee
chobee counties known as the Ft. Drum 
swamp_ 

"II. For the loss of our other lands 
and our property an annuity of $15 per 
capita per month. 

'.'III. The full time nursing services of 
Indian nurses." 

It should be noticed that the band re 
present themselves as simply a "group of 
the Seminole Indians." They "petition" 
for the benefits. That local government 
officials have been able to win the good 
faith of many of the Seminoles is attested 
by the second paragraph of the petition. 
Many of them have had genuine, whole
some, and cordial relations with the Of
ficer in Charge. The friendship has been 
mutual. 



The Indians, who joined in presenting 
the above petition, were respectful and 
courteous. In manifestation of this they 
removed their shoes, and came into the 
presence of their guests unshod. The of
ficials from Washington complimented 
them on their past heroism, and pledged 
them a larger land program The Secre
tary thought that it would be possible to 
obtain as much as 200,000 acres. The 
conference promoted that goodwill and 
friendship that ought to exist between 
the Seminoles and their government. 

A few weeks later the Assistant to 
the Commissioner met the Officer in 
Charge in Tallahassee, and in conference 
with the Governor, explained that the 
Federal government proposed to buy 
about six townships of land for the 
Seminoles which would be located in 
Collier county north of the Everglades 
National Park. The state legislature 
was requested to enact a law authorizing 
the Governor to exchange the 99,000 
acre tract in Monroe county for an 
equal acreage adjoining the proposed 
Federal purchase. This was agreed upon, 
and the proposed law was enacted. 

On May 10, 1935, the Officer in 
Charge was instructed to begin negotia
tions for the purchase of the several tracts 
of land that were requested by the Semi
noles. As before, the program was to be 
submitted to the Regional Director of 
the Resettlement Administration for his 
examination and approval. The whole 
purchase was to be made by his depart
ment. 

Ten days later the Officer in Charge 
obtained an appointment with Dr. W. 
A. Hartman, and discussed with him 
these plans. Of the five tracts which 
the Indians wanted, he thought that 
Indian Prairie alone met the rehabilita
tion specifications and requirements of 
his department. He raised the further ob
jection that the work required by theRe
settlement Administration for the justifi
cation of the purchase of 200,000 acres 
of land was more than one man could ac
complish in the allotted time. He thought 
that all of the time would be consumed in 
mere preliminaries, and that when the 
time had expired, none of the land would 
be in final condition for purchase. Here
commended that, if the entire program 
were presented, the several tracts should 
be prepared consecutively, rather than 
simultaneously. 

According to the instructions of the 
Indian Office, Dr. Hartman was in charge 
of the land program. His department con
trolled the funds through which such a 
purchase was possible. On the other hand 
the Indian Office urged that the program 
should be based on the Indian's own judg
ment of his needs. It was difficult to re
concile these two requirements. 

The Resettlement Administration was 
composed of men who were trained in 
the science of land utilization. These men 
had set up certain necessary standards 

and specifications which every tract of 
land was required to meet before it could 
be bought for rehabilitation purposes. 

The Indians knew nothing of such 
standards, and it was difficult, in some 
cases, to defend the tract of land which 
they chose from the charge that it did not 
meet these specifications. For example, it 
would require much argument to convince 
land utilization scientists that the Ft. 
Drum Swamp was potentially fitted for 
handling all phases of the social and eco
nomic life of these Indians. Dr. Hartman, 
as a scientist himself, did not want to 
make such claims before his department 
for several of the Indians' selections. 
From the standpoint of his department it 
would jeopardize the whole project to 
include within it those tracts of land 
which were obviously unsuited to the re
quirements of rehabilitation. 

But the Officer in Charge and the In
dian Office wanted the land for other 
purposes. Their aims were not those of 
the Resettlement Administration. The 
Officer in Charge was very much interest
ed in the rehabilitation of the tribe, and 
wanted lands that were fitted to meet 
these needs. But he also wanted all of the 
property he might be able to get for the 
Indians, and he wanted to fulfill the ex
pectation of the Indians, which had 
grown out of the conference at West 
Palm Beach. He saw the difficulty in the 
attempt to reconcile these aims. As a pre
liminary step he and Dr. Hartman agreed 
that all of the several tracts should be in
eluded in a first proposal, and that the 
tracts should be prepared in a consecutive 
order for approval and final purchase. Dr. 
Hartman gave his immediate approval 
of the Indian Prairie tract. According to 
the instructions from the Indian Office 
the Officer in Charge was authorized to 
appraise only those tracts that had been 
approved by Dr. Hartman. He was there
fore authorized to appraise the Glades 
county lands of Indian Prairie, but must 
await until Hartman approved the other 
tracts before they could be appraised. 

On his return from this conference he 
was joined by a representative from the 
Indian land office, and they examined the 
lands under consideration, and began the 
negotiations for obtaining options on 
them. This work was completed toward 
the latter part of May, and the Officer 
in Charge began immediate work on se
curing all of the material in preparing 
and submitting the preliminary proposal. 

This proposal covered a total of 
230,000 acres, and included sixteen sec
tions in Blue Field, thirty-two sections in 
the Cow Creek country, a large area in 
Indian Prairie, and more than six town
ships in Collier county_ It was completed 
on June 12th and forwarded to Dr. Hart
man's office. Since one and only one 
tract had had the approval of Hartman, 
it and it alone was ordered appraised by 
the Officer in Charge. As stated above, he 
was required to await the action of Dr. 

Hartman before he had authority to pro
ceed with the appraisal of the other 
tracts. 

Dr. Hartman's office informed the Of
ficer in Charge that his preliminary re
port had been received, and that the Re
settlement Administration was being re
organized, and that the Regional Director 
was in Washington, and that action on the 
proposal must await until he returned. 

The appraisal report on 45,000 acres 
of the Indian Prairie land was completed 
on July 22nd. Since the Officer in Charge 
had had no further word from Dr. Hart
man's office, he left immediately with the 
report for the Regional Office at Gaines
ville, Florida. The conference was not en
couraging. Dr. Hartman was more tho
roughly absorbed with the aims of his 
department. He was more completely 
convinced that he could not approve of 
the whole of the proposal. He felt that 
such approval would compromise his of
fice and his profession. 

The Officer in Charge was disturbed 
over these facts. He felt that the Indian 
Office was not in a position to abandon 
the proposed purchase of the large tract 
north of the Everglades National Park. He 
recognized that from a rehabilitation 
standpoint it would be difficult to jus
tify the cost of the project. The area was 
large, inaccessible, and did not admit 
of intensive utilization. Since the options 
had been obtained it became possible to 
so reblock the tract to eliminate consi
derable high priced land and to include 
an equal acreage of land costing Jess than 
sixty-five cents per acre. On August 4th 
he proposed to the Indian Office a re
arrangement of this land which now in
cluded townships 48, 49, 50, and 51 of 
ranges 33 and 34. The state owned 
townships of the above numbers in 
range 35. The entire tract is 18 miles 
wide and 23 miles long, included the 
Hendry county reservation, provides a 
splendid hunting ground, and affords the 
Florida Indians the opportunity to share 
the benefits growing out of the Ever
glades National Park. 

Dr. Hartman was provided with a 
copy of this proposal, but it did not 
receive his approval. For he believed 
that even these changes had not brought 
the proposal within the aims and stan
dards of the Resettlement Administra
tion. The Indian Office made no reply 
to the proposal, and, apparently, rec
ognized no difficulty in reconciling the 
aims of the two departments. It merely 
grew more and more impatient over the 
delay in the completion of the Florida 
land buying program, but it neither pro
vided the funds for the purchase, nor the 
authority to "go over the head" of Dr. 
Hartman. 

In the former purchase it had sug
gested that the project should be divi
ded into two parts, and each part should 
be permitted to stand on its own merits. 
From the standpoint of the field this 
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seemed the only means of getting any one 
part of the land purchased. This would 
place the Indian Prairie project in line 
for final approval and purchase, and 
would permit other, and less favorable, 
tracts to be proposed separately. 

The Officer in Charge met Dr. Hart· 
man on August 23rd in Gainesville and 
this plan was agreed upon, and the pro· 
posal on the Indian Prairie project was 
prepared in his office in conjunction with 
members of his staff, and received his ap
proval and was forwarded to his Wash
ington office for its approval. His Wash
ington office informed him that the 
proposal was not supported by the In
dian Office, and it must be dropped. 
Apparently, difficulty in reconciling the 
aims of the two departments had pro
jected itself into the relationship of the 
administrative officials of Washington. 

In the meantime Congress had made 
a new appropriation of four billion 
dollars for relief, and planning boards 
had been set up in each state, and a Fed
eral Coordinator had been appointed. 
Among the proposed projects of the state 
was a levee on the northwest shore of 
Lake Okeechobee which was to cost be
tween three and four million dollars, and 
was to protect less than four hundred 
people from the flood water of the Lake 
at the time of a hurricane. These people 
live on the Lake shore. Such hurricanes 
are not likely to visit any one commu
nity more than once in ten years. 

The Indian Prairie reservation is loca
ted on this Lake shore. The Indians have 
their homes on the high hammocks that 
are found several _miles from the water's 
edge. They need no levee to protect them 
from these flood waters. The whole Lake 
shore could be bought for a small percent 
of the cost of the levee. It seemed logical, 
therefore, for the government to buy this 
lake shore, convert it into a game preserve 
and hunting ground and cattle range for 
the Indians, and give it to them. 

Such a project was prepared by the Of
ficer in Charge, was approved by the 
State Planning Board, some of the leading 
engineers of the state, and some of the 
members of Congress. But the Indian 
Office did not support it. 

One of the responsibilities which came 
to the Officer in Charge, during the early 
part of the year, was the task of conduct
ing an election among the Seminoles on 
their possible adoption of the provisions 
of the Indian Reorganization Act. Among 
other things, this act provided for Indian 
participation in the affairs of the tribe, 
and for buying them additional lands. At 
their conference at West Palm Beach they 
had asked for both of these things. The 
election was called for March 30th. At 
first even the Miami Indians were favor
able toward it. But they were subjected 
to the usual agitation and propagation of 
fear and suspicion. On the day of the 
election one of their leaders had been so 
aroused that he thought the Officer in 
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Charge might find himself dead if he per
sisted in the election plans. He was in
formed that there was no occasion for 
this emotional excitement, and that the 
Indians would be treated justly. His 
brother was asked to assist in conducting 
the election. 

The majority of the Indians were fair 
minded in their attitude, but stated that 
they knew nothing of elections, and less 
of the issues of this one. Again they want
ed to go back to their camps, plant 
their corn, and forget the white man. 

There were those who had taken part 
in the conference at West Palm Beach. 
Their confidence in the justice and equity 
of the government and its representatives 
had been strengthened. They wanted 
land, and they wanted Indian participa
tion in their affairs, and believed the sup
port of this Act would bring them these 
benefits. They voted for the measure. 

In the late summer of 1935 the Indian 
Office allotted $25,000 of the Indian 
Reorganization Act appropriation for the 
purchase of land for the Seminoles. It 
was of the opinion that this money 
should be used for the purchase of land 
for the southern group of Indians. 

The Officer in Charge felt that if the 
program must be reduced to such a small 
purchase, the aims back of its selection 
must be rehabilitation. The land must 
admit of intensive utilization. The invest
ment of the money must secure a max
imum production for the support of the 
members of the tribe. Even with this the 
Indian families would suffer enough po
verty. He believed that the greatest op
portunity to carry out these aims was 
found in the Indian Prairie country. Here 
were found range for cattle, and ham
mocks for subsistence farming. 

The Indian Office proposed to take 
the final program out of his hands and 
entrust it to another. A representative 

of the Indian land office was sent to 1 
Florida. Much time was given in making ) 
a study of all of the tracts of land which 
the Indians had wanted both in the 
northern and southern Indian country. 
The representative was convinced that 
the Indian Prairie section afforded the 
greatest opportunities, and he and the 
Officer in Charge planned a final land 
program for the Seminoles. It was reco-~ 
gnized that two types of land were 
needed. The Indians should have grazing 
land and hammocks for subsistence farm
ing. The appraisal report on the 45,000 
acre project gave them the opportunity 
to block out within that area the best of 
each type of this land. The final pro· 
gram called for 4,522.11 acres of the 
higher hammock land, and 3,417.59 
acres of the lower grazing land. The 
board of appraisers had fixed the es· 
timated value of this tract at about $8 
per acre. The owners had agreed to 
accept an average of a little less than 
$4 per acre. 

The proposal was submitted to Dr. 
Hartman's office on November 20th, 
and was approved and forwarded to the 
Indian Office. The Indian Office rejected 
it, and took the supervision of this pro· 
gram away from the Officer in Charge. 

During the whole of this work the 
Officer in Charge has traveled between 
fifty and sixty thousand miles. He has 
traversed almost impassable swamps in 
meeting the Indians and discussing with 
them their land needs. He has given no 
end of thought to land conditions in 
South Florida, and to the requirements 
of the Seminoles. At times he has worked 
through the whole of the night in rushing 
proposals and preparing maps and other 
data for these programs. A large program 
has been set up and a great deal of in · 
formation has been gained on it, but only 
2,600 acres of land has been purchased. 

During his tenure as special commissioner, Glenn instituted a number of work programs 
to help improve economic conditions for the Seminoles. Here, Indians ride to work in 
the south Florida vegetable fields. 



It is still largely true that the welfare 
and progress of the Seminoles and the ef
ficiency and thoroughness of the Florida 
Indian Service require the purchase of an 
adequate homeland for the tribe. It is 
also true that the land which has been 
optioned for four dollars per acre will be 
selling for three or four times that amount 
within the next decade. The area north of 
the Everglades National Park, and the In
dian Prairie tract are best suited for the 
uses of the Florida Seminoles, and ulti
mately they should be set aside for that 
purpose. 

SECTION No. III 
THE INDUSTRIAL PROGRAM 

One of the important features of 
any sound land program is the opportu
nity it offers the Indians to improve and 
make secure their own economic indepen
dence. The Seminole industrial program 
has been a large element in the aims and 
plans of the year. 

Toward the latter part of January the 
Indian Office furnished the Seminoles 
with seventy-two head of thoroughbred 
Angus cattle. These stock have been lo
cated at Dania and have done well. 

In November the Officer in Charge 
was authorized to prepare a rehabilita
tion program for the tribe, and submit it 
to Dr. Philip Weltner, Regional Director 
of the Resettlement Administration, for 
his examination and approval. Dr. Welt
ner was of the opinion that the money 
for such a project could be obtained only 
on the basis of a Joan. He directed mem
hers of his staff to assist in the pre para
tion of a second proposal. A diligent and 
sincere effort was made to so plan the 
program that it would fit the needs and 
conditions of the Indians, and at the same 
time meet the requirements of [the] 
Resettlement Administration. The final 
proposal provided for the expenditure of 
approximately thirty thousand dollars, 
and planned to resettle forty Indian fami
lies on the hammocks of the Indian Prairie 
lands. The Officer in Charge did not feel 
justified in accepting the money on the 
basis of a loan , and the Washington Office 
of the Resettlement Administration did 
not want to furnish the money as a grant. 
The proposal was dropped . 

However, Dr. Weltner stated that he 
had 2,000 head of cattle he would give 
the Seminoles. Five hundred forty 
seven were shipped immediately, and 
arrangements were completed for the 
shipment of another five hundred head. 
In the meantime the Indian Office had 
rejected the final land program, and many 
of the cattle already received were starv
ing to death because the lower grazing 

~ lands had not been purchased. The sec
ond sh ipment was abandoned. 

In conjunction with the cattle and 
land program the Indian Office has sup
plied the local unit with funds for the 
support of the largest labor program the 

Members of the Seminole Cattlemen's Association brand their calves. The introduction 
of cattle raising to the south Florida reservations was perhaps Glenn's most significant 
contribution to Seminole economic development. 

Seminoles have ever experi enced. The fol
lowing table shows the number of Indians 
employed , and the amount of money 
paid directly to the Indians for each 
month of the year: 

No. No. Total 
Indians Man-days Indian 

Month Employed Worked Pay Roll 

July 34 287 $ 399.85 
August 54 526 1163.62 
Sept. 49 782 1156.60 
Oct. 49 767 1114.22 
Nov. 44 577 608.40 
Dec. 20 348 931.78 
Jan. 20 272 43.50 
Feb. 15 185 643.80 
March 15 172 246.95 
April 17 173 279.60 
May 14 219 272.10 
June 15 147 75.00 

(During some of the above months pay
ment was delayed to the following 

month.) 

It will be seen that, during part 
of the year, a crew of fifty Indians were 
employed in this program. The total en
campment numbered about one hundred 
fifty men, women, and children. They 
came from all sections of the Indian 
country, and worked with as much in
dustry as any crew of any other type of 

men. They were engaged in clearing their 
reservation and sodding it for a stock 
range. 

For the whole of the year the selfish 
and predatory interests had continued to 
fight the land program. As usual they 
were aroused by the success of this en
terprise. Their attempt.s to intimidate 
the Indian population proved quite 
ineffective. Their next recourse is to 
institute a lobby against any official who 
successfully opposes them and either dis
lodge him or discredit his work. They 
enlisted the services of yellow journal
ism and paraded the officer as a miscreant 
before the public. They represented the 
project as worthless and a sheer waste 
of funds. But their conduct reveals the 
bitterness of their own defeat. For one 
time the Florida Indians joined exten
sively with the government in a pro
gram of setting up a social and an econo
mic world of their own in which they and 
theirs are predominant. 

SECTION No. IV 
HEALTH 

During the past year disease has 
brought more than its usual burden of 
trouble to the Seminoles. There have 
been a total of eighteen deaths. The fol
lowing is an incomplete list of the cases 
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of illness that have been treated by the 
Indian Service doctors during the year: 

Disease of the Throat and 
Respiratory System 

No. of Total No. of 
Cases Treatments 

Tonsilitis 8 9 
Bronchitis 21 35 
Influenza 76 102 
Pneumonia 3 6 
Tuberculosis 4 16 
Plurisy 3 12 

TOTAL 115 180 

Disease of Digestive System 
Indigestion 26 37 
Gastritis 18 28 
Biliousness 19 20 
Hookworm 46 91 
Typhoid 1 33 

TOTAL 119 209 

Disease of Excretory System 
Constipation 6 6 
Diarrheoa 33 54 
Dysentery 12 15 
Pyelitis 7 15 

TOTAL 58 90 

Circulatory Disease 
Heart Trouble 23 63 
Anaemia 12 36 

TOTAL 35 99 

Sensory Disease 
Conjunctivitis 7 7 
Insomnia 1 2 - -

TOTAL 8 9 

Diseases of Reproductive System 
Syphilis 2 2 
Gonorrheoa 9 23 
Soft Chancre 1 1 
Endometritis 1 7 -

TOTAL 13 33 

Disease of Joints 
Arthritis 23 60 
Neuralgia 2 2 

TOTAL 25 62 

Disease of Skin 
Abscess 12 28 
Carbuncle 3 6 

TOTAL 15 34 

Contagious Disease not Listed Above 
Measles 12 15 
Whooping Cough 9 10 
Malaria 13 29 
Chicken Pox 3 3 
Dengue 7 9 

TOTAL 44 66 

FINAL TOTAL 432 782 

The Florida Indian Service has contin
ued its vigilance in its effort to combat 
these ailments. The following table shows 
in part the extent of this work during 
the year. 
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No. of Annual 
Physician Location Calls Cost 
Holmes Miami 266 $1217.51 
Roper Hollywood 291 961.50 
Pender Everglades 238 485.70 
Davis Okeechobee 117 450.00 
Boothe Ft. Pierce 85 188.00 
Spooner Immokalee 45 97.32 

TOTAL 1042 $3400.03 

In addition there were several physi
cians who were employed on special 
cases, and Dr. Pender rendered some serv
ice gratis. 

A total of 24 Indians were hospitalized 
through the year at a cost of $1072.24. 
The Health Division of the Indian Service 
is to be commended for conducting a 
clinic among these Indians in the spring 
of 1935. It was assisted by the State 
Board of Health. The undertaking mani
fests a new interest in the Seminoles and 
should lead to new and larger benefits in 
this health program. 

SECTION No. V 
EDUCATION 

It will be recalled that in 1880 Mac
Cauley stated that he found the Semi
noles embittered against such primary 
forms of education as reading, writing, 
and calculation. But the school is one of 
the greatest things the white man has to 
give to the Indian. 

Because the labor program brought a 
large encampment of Seminoles to the 
Agency their day school has reached a 
wider group than during any previous 
year in their history. The enrollment, 
including night students, numbered fif
ty. Many of the young Indian men learn
ed enough to be able to write post cards 
and short letters. The day students enjoy 
their school days as much as the chil
dren of any other race, and are energe
tic and quick to learn. Some of them are 
able to read and write satisfactorily. 

Some of the Indians living north of 
Lake Okeechobee, and some living in 
Collier county are friendly toward 
schools, and will soon seek these benefits. 
The Miami group are still unfavorable to
ward the white man's system of convey
ing thought through writing. This, and 
opposition from commercialized inte
rests, and limitations growing out of the 
illness of the teacher led the government 
to discontinue the Miami school. The 
Indian, unfortunately, suffers the major 
loss. 

SECTION No. VI 
RELIEF 

The relief load during the year for the 
aged and indigent members of the tribe 
cost a total of $1,637-.96. This is the 
heaviest burden that has ever been borne 
by the unit in a single year for this group, 
and is indicative of the poverty and dis
tress which is more and more oppressing 
the tribe. It is another reminder of the 
need of the purchase of a sound land 
program for the tribe. 

FINAL SECTION 
CONCLUSION 

MacCauley's last paragraph written for 
the Bureau of Ethnology in 1880 is 
strangely modern. 

"But soon a great and rapid change 
must take place. The large immigration , 
of white population into Florida, andes- i 

pecially the attempts at present being 
made to drain Lake Okeechobee and the 
Everglades, make it certain, as I have said, 
that the Seminole is about to enter a fu
ture unlike any past he has known. But 
now that new factors are beginning to 
direct his career, and now that he can no 
longer retreat, now that he can no longer 
successfully contend, now that he is to be 
forced into close, unavoidable contact 
with men he has known only as enemies, 
what will he become? If we anger him, he 
still can do much harm before we can 
conquer him; but if we seek, by a proper 
policy, to do him justice, he may yet be 
made our friend and ally. Already, to the 
dislike of the old men of the tribe, some 
young braves show a willingness to break 
down the ancient barriers between them 
and our people, and I believe it possible 
that with encouragement, at a time not 
far distant, all these Indians may become 
our friends, forgetting their tragic past in 
a peaceful and prosperous future." 

All photographs used with this article 
are from the James L. Glenn Collec
tion, Fort Lauderdale Historical Society. 



''How Can I Join The 

Historical Commission'' 

- This is one of the most common questions 
asked by visitors, researchers, and others 
interested in Broward County history 

Unlike local, private historical SOCIETIES, the 
Broward County Historical COMMISSION is 
a county agency and cannot offer memberships. 

BUT THE HISTORICAL COMMISSION 
STILL NEEDS YOUR HELP, AND WELCOMES 
DONATIONS TO OUR 

TRUST FUNDS 
Trust fund donations help the Commission 
discover, preserve and promote Broward 
history by maintaining archives, issuing 
publications and sponsoring exhibits and 
special projects. 

All Donations are Tax- Deductible 

For further information 
Call 765-5872 

or Write 
Broward County Historical Commission 

100 South New River Drive, East 
Fort Lauderdale, Fla. 33301 



The Church Lyons family, Madison, Florida, c. 1898. Left to 
right: Church Lyons' sister, his daughter Laura, his mother, his 
son Henry L. "Bud" Lyons, Church L. Lyons, and son Clinton 

L. "Clint" Lyons. Church and his three children moved to 
Pompano in 1903. An article on Bud Lyons' bean farming 
operations in Broward County begins on page 26 of this issue. 
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