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Although concerted efforts to 
subdue and inhabit the wilderness 
which is today Broward County did 
not begin until the arrival of the 
Florida East Coast Railway, the 
years before 1896 were not a 
period of unbroken solitude. Indian 
villages dotted the area throughout 
the late nineteenth century, and 
transients and temporary settlers 
left their small but enduring marks 
on the region. Because several made 
the effort to record their experien
ces, these marks are now impressed 
upon the history of Broward Coun
ty. This issue of Broward Legacy 
is devoted to several such accounts. 

Arthur Tilman Williams of Fer
nandina first came to the Broward 
County area in 1870 as a thirteen
year-=-old boy, accompanying his 
father, noted United States sur
veyor Marcellus A. Williams. Be
tween his arrival in Florida in 
1847 and his death in 1888, the 
elder Williams surveyed much of 
the state. On his 1870 expedition 
he surveyed and produced section 
charts of the strip of land between 
Biscayne Bay and Lake Worth. In 
addition to recording measurements 
and natural features, Williams docu
mented Indian villages and the 
sites of all three Fort Lauderdales. 

Arthur Williams was apparently 
impressed by the land he saw 
during this surveying expedition. In 
1883 he purchased property bor
dering Lake Mabel, and, while 
visiting the site, named the lake. 
That same year and in 1884 he 
purchased additional land on what 
is today Fort Lauderdale beach. In 
1887, Williams bought from the 
Florida Land and Mortgage Com
pany two sections south of New 
River which he platted as 11 Palm 
City. 11 Although advertisements for 
Palm City lots appeared in Jackson
ville's Florida Times- Union, and 
twenty-six were sold, the land was 
not developed and by 1900 revert 
ed to the state for taxes. 

In addition to his south Florida 
speculations, Williams was active 

in real estate and banking in Jack
sonville and Fernandina, and served 
in the Florida Senate from 1896 
to 1904. In later years he was active 
in the Florida Historical Society, 
serving as president of that organi
zation from 1921 until shortly 
before his death in 1932. Internal 
evidence indicates that Williams 
wrote his 11 Memories, 11 reprinted in 
this issue of Broward Legacy, 
during the 1920s. In this privately 
printed volume, he recalled the ad
venture of his surveying days in 
south Florida, some fifty years 
earlier. 

The reminiscences of a different 
sort of pioneer --- Charles W. Pier
ce --- make up Part II of 11 Broward 
County One Hundred Years Ago. 11 

This article, the first half of which 
appeared in the Summer/Fall 
1985 issue of Broward Legacy, 
contains excerpts relating to the 
Broward County area taken from 
the large unpublished manuscript 
compiled by Pierce during the 
1920s and 1930s. 

The Pierce family came to 
Florida in 1872, residing in the 
Lake Worth region and at the 
Biscayne Bay House of Refuge, 
where Charles' father served as 
keeper from 1882 to 1885. On the 
1880 federal census, the Pierces 
were listed as the only settlers 
living on the New River. Part II 
of 11 Broward County One Hun
dred Years Ago 11 covers the years 
1884 to 1893, during which Charles 
Pierce roamed throughout south
eastern Florida as a sailor, guide, 
hunter, and 11 Barefoot Mailman. 11 

As the region began to open to 
settlement in the early 1890s, he 
served on the Dade County road 
commission and in that capacity 
was instrumental in planning the 
county road from Lantana to 
Lemon City. Several of the inci
dents which he described in his 
manuscript, including the disap
pearance of Barefoot Mailman Ed 
Hamilton, the 11 Great Wine Wreck, 11 

and the troubled removal of the 

• • 
Dade County seat from Miami to 
Juno, have become legends in the 
history of the southeast Florida . 
coast. 

The Dade County road which 
Charles Pierce helped design is the 
subject of 11 Stagecoach Visits Fort 
Lauderdale in 1893. 11 Written by a 
correspondent for the Titusville 
Advocate who traveled the route 
on the 11 Bay Biscayne Stage Line,1

' 

this article was reprinted in the 
Juno Tropical Sun, owned and edit
ed by Guy I. Metcalf, proprietor 
of the hackline. Although never 
a resident of Broward County, 
Metcalf played a significant role 
in developing the area. As editor 
of the Tropical Sun, he constantly 
extolled the virtues of southeast 
Florida to current and potential 
settlers. As owner of the stage line, 
he established the overnight camp 
at New River, and installed his 
cousin, Frank Stranahan, as its 
manager. Although Stranahan was 
not, as has often been stated, 
Broward County's 11 first permanent 
white resident, 11 the present city 
of Fort Lauderdale traces its 
origins to his riverside camp and 
trading post. 
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. '' emorteS 
~urveying South Florida • the 1870s 

ARTHUR T. WILLIAMS 

"Dedicated to my companion and father, Marcellus A. Williams" 

My father, Marcellus A. Williams, was 
a deputy United States surveyor in Flo
rida for many years. My earliest recollec
tion is of the stories he would tell me of 
the pleasures and hardships of camp life, 
his enjoyment of the evenings in camp sit
ting around the camp fire, listening to 
the experiences told by members of his 
crew, of that day and of other days. It 
instilled in my heart a great love for the 
woods and a determination, at the first 
opportunity, to experience some of the 
pleasures of camp life. 

In 1870, when I was in my thirteenth 
year, my father got a contract to survey 
the country from the North end of Bis
cayne Bay to the South end of Lake 
Worth and between the Everglades and 
the Atlantic Ocean. I determined to use 
all my persuasive powers upon him and 
upon my mother to win their consent to 
my accompanying him on that trip. It 
was not very difficult to get my father's 
consent, because he was a firm believer 
in outdoor life, but my mother's vivid 
imagination conjured up all kinds of 
evils which could befall us. Thinking to 
frighten me, she told me Indians were in 
that country! In this she made a great 
mistake. It was the one desire of my life 
to see a sure enough live Indian! 

As the trip would be in the summer 
months, during vacation time from 
school, I finally obtained my mother's 
consent. I was a happy boy! My father 
told me my duty would be to mend the 
clothes and make the beds at night. My 
mother fitted me out with necessary 
sewing material, and I, for days, prac
tised rolling up blankets until I became 
quite an expert. 

My father chartered the sloop "Cher
ry M," Captain Haig, to take him and his 
party from Fernandina to Biscayne Bay. 
We left Fernandina on April 27, 1870. 

I might digress here in order to state 
that the Sunday before we left Fern an-
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dina, a school of blackfish, a species of 
the whale, in size from fifteen to twenty 
feet long, came up in the harbor of Fer
nandina. The crews of vessels in the har
bor and men and boys from the town, 
had great sport killing them with all 
sorts of weapons, from an old army 

bayonet on the end of a pole to a double
barrel shotgun. They succeeded in killing, 
I believe, eighteen. Strange to say, just 
two years after this, on either a Saturday 
night or a Sunday morning, a school of 
about the same size came ashore on the 
beach at Fernandina. 

Marcellus A. Williams, Deputy United States Surveyor for the State of Florida (photo 
courtesy of Mrs. John P. Hines and the Fort Lauderdale Historical Society). 



As I said above, we left Fernandina on 
April 27th. The first day out we had a 
fair wind from the Northeast, a whole 
sail breeze, which carried us down, that 
day and night, to Mosquito Inlet. Captain 
Haig had business at New Smyrna, so the 
next morning he put into that port, 
where we remained a day and night, 
resuming our journey the next morning, 
the third day of the trip. From Mosquito 
Inlet to Biscayne Bay we had headwinds 
all the way and were five days making 
the trip. We arrived at Cape Florida, the 
inlet to Biscayne Bay, at night, and Cap· 
tain Haig, not knowing the channel very 
well, decided to anchor and wait for day
light. A part of our party slept in the 
forehold of the ship, which was partially 
covered that night by the hatch. A rather 
amusing incident occurred when the Cap
tain cast the anchor. The noise of the 
chain running through the hawse- pipe 
caused those sleeping in the forehold to 
think that the sloop had gone on the 
rocks, and they became panic stricken. The 
mainsail had been lowered on the hatch, 
so they could not get out that, and they 
commenced to hammer and kick at the 
bulk- head between the fore hold and the 
cabin. It took Captain Haig some time to 
quiet them and assure them there was no 
danger, and that what they had supposed 
to be the grinding of the ship on the 
rocks was the noise of the anchor chain 
running through the hawse- pipes. 

The next morning we entered Biscayne 
Bay and sailed up near the North end, to 
the homestead of Ex-Lieutenant-Gov
ernor W. H. Gleason and his partner, W. 
H. Hunt, who had recently settled on the 
Bay. There we disembarked and pitched 
camp in front of Mr. Hunt's house, where 
we remained for a week or ten days. 

At this time, I recall, there were only 
eighteen to twenty persons living on Bis
cayne Bay. The names, as far as I can 
remember, were Ex- Lieutenant- Governor 
W. H. Gleason, Mr. W. H. Hunt and wife, 
and a colored man named Andrew, living 
at Mr. Hunt's place. A mile South of Mr. 
Hunt's place, two young men, whose 
names I do not recall, had settled a home
stead. Next, South of them and between 
Little River and the Miami River, an old 
Frenchman, Mike Sears and his son, 
George, lived. At the mouth of the Miami 
River, Fort Dallas, Dr. Harris and his 
wife and several children were living in 
the old stone barracks which quartered 
the United States Army officers when 
troops were stationed there. About a mile 
up the Miami River, on the South side, a 
man named Wagner owned a home, and a 
man named Pent lived with him. Wagner 
had a colored woman cook. The next 
neighbors were " 'way down South" near 
the present site of Cutler, a Mr. Addison 
and his wife. This was the total popula
tion of Biscayne Bay, except the keepers 
of the light at Cape Florida, on the East 
side of the Bay. 

After we had camped at Mr. Hunt's 
place for several days, I saw my first 
Indian. He paddled his canoe to the land
ing on Biscayne Bay, which was about 
five hundred feet from our camp. He 
came stalking up toward the camp, fol
lowed by a squaw and two piccaninnies, 
in single file. My father and his crew had 
gone out and there was no one in camp 
but the colored cook, George Norman, 
and myself. We both saw the Indian at 
the same time, and I must confess I felt a 
good deal of uneasiness, especially upon 
seeing George glancing toward Mr. Hunt's 
house as though he were picking out a 
line of retreat in case of necessity; but we 
both stood our ground, and when the In
dian came within eight or ten feet of us, 
George stepped forward with extended 
hand, which the Indian immediately 
clasped and asked George what his name 
was. He told George his name was "Tom
my Doctor." He then advanced and I 
shook hands with him. George had heard 
somewhere , I presume, that the way to a 
man's heart is through his stomach, for he 
immediately prepared a meal for the In
dian and his family, which they ate rave
nously. That established peaceful rela
tions between us and I carried on quite a 
conversation with the brave. Finally I 
bantered him to shoot at a mark with 
me with his rifle. I placed a piece of paper 
on a pine about seventy-five yards dis
tant. He shot at it four or five times, 
and while he came near it each time, he 
did not once hit the paper. I at once 
decided, disgustedly, that he was not 
much of a hunter. He remained in camp 
all day and that night. In the afternoon, 
when my father and the crew got in, he 
again ate supper with us. After supper, 
when the camp fire was built up, we sat 
around the fire, including Mr. Hunt and 
his wife, Tommy Doctor and his squaw 
and two piccaninnies, boys about six and 
eight years old. Tommy Doctor was quite 
talkative, but his vocabulary, of course, 
was limited. I remember his squaw catch
ing a gopher, which is a land turtle, and 
propping it up before the fire to cook. 
The poor creature was alive and it was 
really painful to watch its efforts to get 
away from the flames. It was, of course, 
finally killed. She then took it down to 
the Bay, tore the under shell off and put 
the meat in the top shell. She then placed 
it before the fire again until it was tho
roughly cooked. I do not know whether 
they ate it that night or saved it until 
next morning, but I do know that they 
ate a bountiful breakfast with us next 
morning. 

While at this camp we hired from Ex
Lieutenant-Governor Gleason an army 
pontoon, which I supposed had been left 
there by the Army in the last Indian out
break of 1858. We used this pontoon to 
transport our provisions and camp equi
page, as we moved entirely by water. 

Our next camp was on Snake Creek, 

William H. Gleason, Biscayne Bay pio
neer, "carpetbag" politician, and, in 
1868, lieutenant governor of Florida. 

where the military road formerly ran to 
Fort Dallas across the creek. Some of the 
old piling which supported the bridge 
across the creek was still standing. While 
camped here we were visited by a num
ber of Seminoles, among them "Young 
Tiger Tail," son of the old war chief, 
"Tiger Tail." He was then twenty-five or 
thirty years old. My father hired a canoe 
from him, the largest one I ever saw. It 
was four feet wide and eighteen feet 
long, dug out of a cypress tree. He deli
vered the canoe to us while we were at 
this camp and told us the next day he 
would bring the mast and sail. 

The next day I was in camp alone as 
the cook had been sent to Fort Dallas 
for supplies and any mail that might be 
there. I vowed to myself that Young 
Tiger Tail would not come into camp 
without my seeing him, and every min
ute or two I would dart a careful look all 
around; but in the afternoon, when it 
came time to prepare supper, {I was play
ing cook that day) I stooped over the fire 
to attend to my pots. I heard a grunt be
hind me. I swung around to behold 
Young Tiger Tail standing, with the mast 
and sail on his shoulder, within ten feet 
of me! He seemed much amused at 
having startled me, but he was perfectly 
friendly, and sat down and talked to me 
until the men came in from work, took 
supper with us and left quite late for his 
camp, which was two miles distant. 

While at this camp I bought a trio of 
chickens from the Indians. One was a 
little yellow hen which laid an egg each 
day, until she was killed by a rattlesnake 
ninety days after I bought her. 

We spent ten days at this camp, then 
moving to the head of the South prong 
of Snake Creek on the edge of the Ever-
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glades, and about half a mile from the 
Indian towns of Old Tiger Tail and Old 
Alex, which were about a quarter of a 
mile apart. Each of these villages con· 
sisted of twenty huts, each hut shelter· 
ing a family. These huts were covered 
with palmetto leaves and most of them 
~pened on four sides, though some were 
enclosed on the East and South sides. 
We estimated there were about two hun· 
dred and fifty Indians- men, women and 
children - in the two towns. They had, 
evidently, been living in these towns for 
some months. Here, of course, we saw 
a great deal of the Seminoles. They visit
ed us every day, often five or six of them 
in camp at one time - all young men. 
The old Indians seemed to be suspicious 
of us and avoided us, with the exception 
of Old Tiger Tail. He called on my father 
two or three times. The first question he 
asked my father was whether or not he 
knew the Gambles of Tallahassee, and 
seemed very pleased to find he did know 
them and could relate something of them 
and their condition. The Gambles owned 
a plantation some miles from Tallahassee 
and it was a common rumor that Old 
Tiger Tail was a great friend of the fami
ly. He lived in that part of the State, and 
before the Indian outbreak of 1835, he 
warned the Gambles they had better 
move into Tallahassee because the Indians 
were going on the warpath. Old Tiger Tail 
was a very intelligent Indian, of great per
sonal dignity, five feet ten .inches tall, as 
straight as an arrow, and with abundant 
white hair. The first time he came in 
camp he complained that he had been 
having fever. My father mixed him some 
quinine powders and gave him directions 
how to make them. He returned in about 
a week and told my father his medicine 
was "heap good, fever all gone." 

The North line of Township 52, 
Range 41, ran through the edge of the 
towns of Old Alex and Old Tiger Tail, 
which seemed to arouse the suspicion 
of the Indians who did not understand its 
significance. The day before we intended 
to move camp to New River, our party 
went through Old Tiger Tail 's town, 
without stopping, but when they reached 
Old Alex's town, my father stopped in 
order to take a rest and a smoke. He filled 
his pipe and asked the Indians for a light. 
At his request for a light, Old Alex said, 
sternly, "Hiepus," which means , "get 
out!" "leave." My father not understand
ing the meaning of the word continued to 
request a light. Old Ale.x got more and 
more angry, repeating loudly "Hiepus! 
Hiepus!," which amused the younger 
Indians, the women and children, and one 
of them finally brought my father a coal 
of fire. He, sensing Old Alex's hostility, 
ignored it, and very deliberately finished 
his smoke. He then went on with the line. 

The sequel to this little scene came 
next morning. While father was eating 
qreakfast, eighteen young bucks, under 

. 4 BROWARD LEGACY 

·- - . . ·-

q (J 

Q:-

Fort Heury., 

This portion of a map of Florida published by the Southern Railway Company in 1887 
shows the locations of the Indian villages visited by the Williams surveying party. 



command of Young Tiger Tail, formed a 
semi- circle in front of our tent, took 
their Colt's revolvers out of their holsters 
and held them down by their sides. 
Young Tiger Tail then stepped in the 
mouth of the tent and told my father 

, he had been ordered by the old Indians 
·~o come and make us "hiepus." My fa

' ther remonstrated with him, telling him 
he was doing the work for the "Great 

' White Father" in Washington, and if the 
Indians interferred with him, soldiers 
would be sent down and they would be 
killed or sent West. He said all this, how
ever, much more emphatically than I have 
here stated. Young Tiger Tail, however, 
was a diplomat. He assured my fatneithe 

, · young Indians were very friendly to the 
white, but, as he expressed it, "old Indian 
no like white man for long time, old 
Indian kill white man, white man kill 
-old Indian heaps.'' He said he could not 

Old Tiger Tail (from "Camping and 
Cruising in Florida," by James Henshall). 

)' go back to their towns until he had made 
us "hiepus;" if we would leave, he would 
help us load tip our provisions and camp 

,, equipage in the pontoon, but that he 
would have to reclaim his canoe. My 
father consulted with his assistant and 
decided they could close up their work 

' by noon that day and start for New River 
in late afternoon. He made Young Tiger 
Tail understand this, which plan proved 
satisfactory to him. He offered to stay in 

1 

' camp until my father came back and help 

I• 
us load up, which he and his companions 
did. The loss of Young Tiger Tail's canoe 
was a serious matter with my father, 
because he had intended to return the 
pontoon to Ex- Lieutenant- Governor 
Gleason and use the canoe in transport-

I· 'ng our stuff to New River. We left about 
one o'clock in the afternoon and arrived 
at a little island in the Glades, about a 
mile from the Indian towns, before night 
overtook us. We prepared camp. During 

the night we could see large bonfires 
burning in the Indian villages and could 
hear joyful and excited shouts and yells. 
We supposed they were holding a "jol
lification" festival over having run us 
away. 

We knew nothing of the route between 
Snake Creek and New River, consequent
ly got quite a distance from the di~ect 
route, and well into the Glades. The 
second night, which was Saturday, we 
camped on what we supposed to be Sam 
Jones' Island, as shown on the map of the 
State compiled in 1857 [1856 - the 
Ives map] under the orders of Jefferson 
Davis as Secretary of War. We spent Sat
urday night, Sunday, and Sunday night 
on this island. Monday, we succeeded in 
striking the headwater of New River, and 
went down that river to a point about 
where the town of Fort Lauderdale now 
is, and camped on the South side. We had 
been there several days when two canoe 
loads of Indians passed by on their way 
to the beach to hunt bear. They stopped 
at camp and one of the young braves, 
named Key West Billy, came up to 
get some medicine for a sick squaw. My 
father and the men were out at work, no 
one being in camp except the colored 
cook and myself. I told Billy that we had 
no medicine which would do the squaw 
any good, but he insisted, so I put a half 
teaspoonful of seltzer aperient in a tin 
cup, and tried to make her understand 
that when I poured water on it and it 
effervesced, she must drink it quickly. 
The moment I poured the water on it, 
she dropped the cup overboard with a 
most comical look of fright on her fat 
face. She could not understand why 
water should boil without fire! 

Young Tiger Tail seemed to take 
quite a fancy to me the little while we 
were camped near his town and I would 
frequently accompany him to his hut. 
On one occasion, he dressed me out in his 
chiefs regalia, consisting of Eagle feathers 
stuck in my hair, and silver half moons 
strung along my breast - four of them, I 
think, the bottom one about six inches 
from point to point, graduating smaller, 
until the top one was probably only three 
inches from point to point. Young Tiger 
Tail was the silversmith of the tribe. 
He showed great ingenuity in hammering 
out silver coin and fashioning different 
ornaments. I remember I bought two 
rings from him. One, a plain silver band, 
and the other a band with a blue bead 
setting. He had split the bead and stuck 
it on the band. 

It was in Young Tiger Tail's hut, in 
Old Tiger Tail's town, that I first saw Old 
Tiger Tail. When we first came to this 
camp, he was absent on a hunt and he 
had just returned the day I happened to 
be in Young Tiger Tail 's hut. I glanced 
across to the next hut and saw an old 
Indian with a drawing knife shaping a 
canoe paddle. He was such a dignified 

looking old fellow that I at once decided 
that it was Old Tiger Tail and went over 
and introduced myself to him. I asked 
him what his name was and I will never 
forget the pride with which he rolled out 
"Old Tiger Tail." We saw a good deal 
more of him in later years. He was a 
fascinating, and a very interesting charac
ter, a true Seminole - proud, dignified 
and intelligent. 

Key West Billy, another one of my 
friends, had quite a history. His name 
came from the fact of his having spent 
several months in Key West. The story 
we were told by the settlers about him is 
as follows: One day he stalked into 
Miami and laid his rifle in a corner of 
Dr. Harris' little store, without saying a 
word to anyone. He hung around several 
days, looking very ill and sad, until the 
mail boat, which made semi-monthly 
trips to Key West, left. He left with it, 
and remained in Key West for several 
months. The Indians would send repeated 
commands for him to come back, but he 
paid no attention to them and did notre
turn until Young Tiger Tail went to Key 
West to fetch him. Dr. Harris was then 
told of a tragic Seminole law: when a 
Seminole warrior committed a crime 
which was punishable by death, if he had 
a son old enough to be a warrior, that is, 
over seventeen years of age, he was forced 
to be his father's executioner. Billy's 
father had transgressed this law, and 
Billy had killed him. Overcome with 
horror, and sick in heart and body, he 
immediately came to Fort Dallas, and 
dropped his rifle in Dr. Harris' store. He 
never again took it up. The tragedy of the 
thing seemed to have weighed upon him 
so heavily that he wanted to get away 
from the Indians entirely. This, of course 
happened several years before we were 
there, and Billy had completely overcome 
his sorrow. He was usually the life of the 
crowd when he was around camp. He 
had, in his residence in Key West, learned 
a great many more English words than 
most of the other Indians, and could, 
therefore, converse quite freely with us. 
He was quite a dandy. He made a startling 
entrance into camp one day with his 
usual hickory shirt reaching down to 
within two inches of his knees, and over 
that a white vest with large brass buttons, 
on his feet a pair of shoes which one of 
our negro men had discarded, and on the 
heel of each stuck out, proudly, a large 
brass spur! 

There were two families living on New 
River at this time : a man named Hall, his 
wife, and two children on the South side 
of the river, and a Mr. Brown and his 
wife , two grown sons, two grown daugh
ters and a younger son and daughter. Hall 
had a little farm, but Brown seemed to 
make his living by wreck and beach
combing. He owned a little schooner, 
which was manned by his two grown 
sons. 
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Billy Fewell, known as "Key West Billy" 
(from the MacCauley Report, U.S. 
Bureau of Ethnology). 

From this first camp on New River 
we moved down to a place known as Old 
Fort Lauderdale, on the strip between 
New River Sound and the ocean. It was 
only five hundred feet across from the 
fresh water in New River to the Atlantic 
Ocean. We camped in a grove of cocoa
nut trees which had probably been plant
ed by the soldiers when they garrisoned 
this place during the seven-year Indian 
War. While at this camp we bought from 
a beach-comber named Farrell, a ship's 
yawl, about five feet beam and twenty
one feet long, and a ship's dinghey, a boat 
about four feet beam and ten feet long, 
which he had picked up on the beach. 
After the purchase of these two boats, we 
returned the pontoon to Ex- Lieutenant
Governor Gleason at Biscayne Bay. 

At this time the inlet to New River 
was about five miles South of this camp, 
the New Ri ver Sound parallelling the 
ocean for this distance, but after Fort 
Lauderdale was settled, someone cut a 
ditch across from where we were camped, 
and it is now the inlet to New River. The 
place where we camped is now probably 
the middle of the inlet. 

We had several camps on New River in 
surveying this township, in which the 
present town of Fort Lauderdale is 
located, and in which Lake Mabel and a 
great part of the town of Hollywood now 
are. Lake Mabel, at this time, had no 
name, and did not possess one for a good 
many years after. On this trip as a boy I 

remember landing on the West side of 
New River Sound in a very pretty tropical 
hammock which lay between the Sound 
and the present Lake Mabel. Some ten or 
eleven years afterwards, Mr. James A. 
Harris and myself bought this land. In 
1883, we went down to look it over. , 
While we were standing on the Eastern 
shore of Lake Mabel, Mr. Harris asked 
me the name of the lake. I told him it 
had no name, but that I was then going to 
name it for his sweetheart, Miss Mabel 
White, whom he, soon after, married. 
Some years after that, I, in connection 
with Major J. W. Bushnell, made a map 
of Florida, and on that map we named 
the Lake "Mabel," which name has 
stuck to it ever since. 

We moved entirely by boat up the in
side passage from New River to Hillsboro 
River, and from the Hillsboro River to 
Lake Boca Ratones , meaning "rat 
mouth ," and then up to Orange Grove 
Haul -over, named from a wild orange 
grove on the banks of the lagoon about 
one thousand feet back of the sea beach. 
We camped at several places on Hillsboro 
River. At one of these places, opposite 
where the East Coast Canal now goes 
into the river a rattlesnake killed my 
prize Indian hen one morning about sun
rise . It struck her in the head and she 
lived until late in the night. 

We saw no more of the Indians after 
the two canoe-loads which passed our 
camp on New River, which I have pre-

Aerial view of Lake Mabel and the surrounding mangrove marshes, 1924. 
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viously mentioned, and there was no par 
ticular incident on this trip worth men
tioning beyond the fact that we were 
all summer in the scorching sun, and 
fighting mosquitoes without number. Our 
last camp was at Orange Grove Haul-over, 
where my father's contract was com
pleted. We hauled our boats across to the 
beach and came up outside from there to 
Jupiter Inlet and then through Hobes 
[Hobe] Sound, Jupiter Narrows, and the 
Indian River to Sand Point, about a mile 
from the North end of the town of Titus
ville. Here, we had our boat hauled over 
to the St. Johns River, and down that 
river to the inside passage between the St. 
Johns and Fernandina. I think we were 
six days making the trip from the upper 
St. Johns to Fernandina. 

The next year, 1871, my father -was 
given a contract to survey the country 
lying between Lake Worth and the Ever
glades. We left Fernandina by the inside 
passage to the St. Johns River and thence 
up the river to Salt Lake, where we had 
our boat hauled over to Sand Point, 
Indian River, and then down that river to 
Jupiter Inlet. We lay at Jupiter Inlet sev
eral days waiting for favorable weather 
to get down to Lake Worth Inlet outside. 
My father employed the assistant light 
keeper at Jupiter Inlet to take our boat 
down the beach. The boat left Jupiter 
Inlet one morning a little after sunrise, 
but a head wind soon sprang up , which 
retarded their progress and kicked up 
quite a sea. The manager of the boat 
found that it would be impossible to 
make Lake Worth Inlet before night and 
he beached the boat. All of our supplies 
and provisions got wet, which necessi
tated my father giving up the work of 
that trip and returning to Fernandina. 

We went back again in 1872. We did 
not venture outside this time, but went 
up a creek running South of Jupiter Inlet 
to a point opposite the North end of 
Lake Worth. There were some three or 
four hundred feet of marsh between the 
open water of this creek and the high 
ridge between the creek and Lake Worth, 
over which we had to haul our boat. My 
father made some spades out of plank 
and dug a canal through this marsh to 
get to the ridge. After Lake Worth was 
settled, the settlers used this canal for 
several years and it was known as Wil
liams' Canal. We hauled our boat over 
into Lake Worth and camped on the lake 
about where the town of West Palm 
Beach is now. Our work lay so far West of 
Lake Worth that it became necessary for 
us to move our camp further West, and 
my father cut a road from Lake Worth 
to a fresh water lake , lying about three 
quarters of a mile West of Lake Worth 
and carried one of our boats across there, 
which transported our supplies and camp 
equipage to the West side of the fresh 
water lake, where we camped on a high 
peninsula running out into the lake. This 

camp was hardly far enough West and my 
father had to spend two or three nights 
in the woods, as he would be too far 
away from camp when he completed his 
work to come back. 

On one of these trips when no one was 
in camp but the cook and I, I had the fol
lowing dream : I dreamed that the next 
afternoon the cook and I were in camp 
when we heard someone holloa. We 
thought we recognized the voice as 
being that of one of our colored help 
named Mark. We answered this hail, and 
soon after he came in camp and told that 
my father had sent him to tell the cook 
to prepare two days' provisions and meet 
him and his crew at a certain corner post 
about three miles from our camp. We did 
this, and the next afternoon started to 
meet them at the corner post. (I had 
never been through this country before, 
but I had seen it so vividly in my dream 
that I would have had no difficulty in 
going to the designated spot.) In my 
dream we saw two deer, came right upon 
them within thirty yards, and I shot and 
killed one, which we skinned, taking the 
hind quarter with us to camp. We got to 
the designated place before my father, 
but in a short while we saw them coming, 
my father ahead, his assistant next, and 
the men scattered out in single file behind 
him. We had supper, built up a fire, and 
finally lay down to rest - my father and 
his assistant and myself on one side of 
the fire, and the colored hands on the 
other side. I was awakened in the night 
by a jolt, in time to see one of the color
ed men spiit my father's head open with 
an axe. Of course this horrible dream 
awakened me and I failed to sleep any 
more that night. All the next day the 
dream bothered me, and as the afternoon 
wore on, a feeling of dread came over me 
that we would soon hear the negro Mark 
call to us. You can imagine how I felt, 
when an hour before sundown, we heard 
him holloa. He came into camp and he 
told the identical story I had dreamed. 
The provisions were cooked, and we 
started for the corner post. The only 
weapons we had in camp were my shot
gun, and a dirk knife, which I knew my 
father's assistant had in his suitcase. I 
got out the dirk, and put it in my bosom. 
I grabbed my shotgun with a good supply 
of powders and buckshot. It was a 
muzzle -loader. We started for the corner 
post. When we reached the place where 
I dreamed I had seen the deer, they were 
there! I determined that part of my 
dream would not come true , so I did not 
shoot, which both the colored men 
thought very strange. We came to the 
corner post, and in a little while I saw my 
father in the distance just as I had dream
ed seeing him We had supper and finally 
lay down to rest. I was ashamed to tell 
my father of my dream, for fear that he 
would ridicule me, but I made up my 
mind to lay awake all night and watch 

developments. I think I · did stay awake 
until early morning, when I fell asleep 
from exhaustion and cold, and was soon 
awakened by a jolt! I jumped to my feet, 
and came within an ace of shooting the 
very colored man I had dreamed of stick
ing the axe in my father's head! He had 
gotten up to replenish the fire and was 
in the act of throwing a stick of wood 
on it, which of course, was the jolt 
which awakened me. I did not sleep any 
more that night. 

After eating breakfast next morning 
my father said he was not feeling at all 
well and determined to go back to camp 
with the cook and I, leaving his assistant 
to finish up the work. About two hours 
after we arriv.ed at camp, my father was 
taken with a hemorrhage, which he had 
often had before, a bleeding from a weak 
blood vessel in his throat. It was a severe 
hemorrhage, and it was, of course, a fear
some thing for me to see him ill in the 
woods with no doctors or remedies of 
any kind within reach. The hemorrhage 
lasted about an hour but he felt no bad 
effects from it. 

A few days after the dream episode, 
the work in this neighborhood was com
pleted and we went down to the lower end 
of Biscayne Bay in our boat from Lake 
Worth to Bear's Cut, as my father had a 
contract to survey Elliot's Key and Key 
Largo and the intermediate keys. This 
was in 1872, the year of the Virginius 
affair with Spain, which came near 
causing a rupture between Spain and the 
United States. The American fleet con
gregated in Key West, consisting of about 
eighteen men-of-war and five or six 
monitors. Almost daily boatloads of de
serters from these ships, mostly from the 
monitors, would pass our camp on these 
keys in sailboats, trying to work their 
way North. 

There were about eighteen to twenty 
families living on Key Largo at this time, 
most of them having patches of pineap
ples from one to ten acres, and most of 
them owning small vessels from fifteen 
to twenty tons burden, with which they 
assisted vessels which might come ashore 
on the reefs, which extended out five or 
six miles from the islands. As we were 
there in early Spring, the insects were 
not very bad and it was altogether a 
pleasant outing for me. My father enga
ged passage in a schooner owned by Cap
tain Sylvanus Pindar, called the "Gem of 
the Sea." It was a brand new vessel of 
about twenty tons, and a fine boat. 
Captain Pindar loaded with pineapples, 
and transported us to Cedar Key, where 
we took the train for home. Captain 
Pindar transferred his pineapples to cars, 
and distributed them in Jacksonville, 
Fernandina, and Savannah. 

My father's next contract was to 
survey the country on the West side of 
the Everglades, about forty miles South
east of Fort Myers. At that time, there 
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was a steamer running from Cedar Key to 
Havana, stopping at Punta Rassa and Key 
West, Punta Rassa being at the mouth of 
the Caloosahatchie [sic] River about 
fifteen miles below Fort Myers. Our sup
plies and ourselves were transported from 
Cedar Key to Punta Rassa by this steamer 
and also our ship's yawl, which we had 
used on previous trips on the East Coast. 
At Fort Myers we hired an ox team to 
transport our supplies to our work, forty 
miles Southeast of there. Here we met 
several of our old Indian friends whom 
we had known on the East Coast, among 
them Old Tiger Tail. He seemed to have 
entirely gotten over his suspicion of us and 
was in our camp very frequently. He told 
my father that he thought it would be best 
for the Indians to have schools, but the 
other Indians did not think so, and his 
stand on the question therefore made him 
very unpopular with them. He talked a 
great deal about the war of '35 and '42 
[the Second Seminole War], and at 
times would get very much excited des· 
cribing the battles. He called the reg
ular United States troops "Yankees," 
and the volunteers "Cow Boys." I re
member very distinctly his description of 
the battle of Wahoo Swamp. He would 
say: "Yankee 'bam-bam,' Cow Boy 
'bam-bam,' Injun he shoot 'bam-bam,' 
shoot plenty," and he would then imitate 
the cheers of the Yankees and the Cow 
Boys, winding up with the Indian whoop. 
His eyes would flash as if he were going 
through the experiences of years before 
in this very battle, where he was wound
ed in the left hand. My father asked him 
how many Indians were killed during 
that fight, but the only answer he could 
get out of him was: "Injun kill Cow Boy, 
Yankee, plenty; Yankee, Cow Boy kill 
Injun little bit." He was a very intelli
gent Seminole and he appeared to have 
the welfare of his race more at heart1 
than any others to whom my father talk
ed. He also seemed to wish very ardently 
for the good will of the whites. As an 
instance of this, I will mention the fact 
that he travelled ten miles to an Indian's 
field where he got some com, bringing 
it back to us on his shoulder for one of 
our oxen which was sick, as he had heard 
my father say it might recover if only 
we could secure a little com. 

We also met another Indian we had 
known on the East Coast - "Little 
Tiger." He was, as Old Tiger Tail, a very 
intelligent man. Just before we finished 
our work on this trip Little Tiger bought 
a barrel of flour from u5 and asked the 
cook t_()_sho_'!_ hj_s squaw how to mak~ 
biscuits. A day or two after -he had taken ' 
the flour and baking powder to his camp, 
the squaw returned with a dozen biscuits 
she had made. They were very good. I 
have often wondered if she had to in
crease or reduce the quantity of flour and 
baking powder our cook used when he 
was showing her how to make biscuits, 
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if she would not be at a loss how to do 
it. Flour was then worth about $12 a 
barrel at Fort Myers and buckskins about 
$1 each, so Little Tiger agreed to give us 
twelve buckskins for the barrel of flour. 
He told us he was going on a hunt, but 
his squaw and his little boy, a child of 
about eight years old, would bring us 
the buckskins. The little boy brought 
them all to camp in three trips. He had 
to walk about two miles from his fa
ther's camp to ours. He was a bright lit
tie fellow, could not speak much English, 
but he wanted to Jearn, and would ask 
me all manner of questions. I had some 
magazines with pictures in them, which I 
would show him, and the little chap 
would lie on his stomach in the tent and 
look at those magazines by the hour. His 
name was Coa Coochee "Little Wild 
Cat." 

Game was very plentiful in that coun
try. Three young Indians hunted around 
our camp three weeks, and in that time, 
killed ninety-seven deer for their hides 
alone, which they tanned into buckskins 
and sold for $1 each. 

This trip was in the early part of the · 
year, when mosquitoes and other insects 
were not troublesome. The country was ' 
very dry, which was an unusual thing for 
that part of the State, as most of it is 
under water iit the "fall of the year. This 
was the last trip I made with my father 
on surveys, but with the experience I 
had in the four or five trips, I felt I had , 
become a pretty fair marksman and had 
had a taste of the pleasures and hardships 
of camp life. 

The pleasures I remember distinctly, 
the hardships have long since faded out. 
They instilled in me a great Jove of the 
woods, which to the last day of my life I 
shall never forget. Since those early years, 
I have spent fully fifteen years of my life 
in a tent in a camp. There is no light as 
beautiful as the. light of stars in a clear 
sky; no warmth as satisfying as the glow 
of a camp fire on the white walls of a 
tent, and no peace as restful as the peace 
of the woods at night when man's work 
is done. 

Reprinted by permission of 
Mrs. John P. Hines. 
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The Adventures of Charles Pierce in 

Broward County One Hundred Years Ago 
Part II 

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

Florida until the coming of the railroad. In 1970, a summarized version of the period before 1896 

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

script which relate his adventures in what is now Broward County. For further details see "Behind 
the Scenes" in this issue. 

ALONE on the SEA 

[I] Made an early start from the [Bis
cayne l Station landing ron a trip to Lake 
Worth in the sloop Creole in June of 
1884]. The wind was blowing a light 
breeze from the west and I had to sail 
seven miles down the Bay to Norris Cut; 
by the time I sailed out of the inlet the 
wind changed to southeast, and just be
fore I arrived off the Station it again 
changed to west and not much of it at 
that. I landed at the Station for some 
things I had forgotten. Then, up anchor 
and on my way again. 

Shortly after leaving the Station, 
squalls began to make up on every hand 
and the prospects became very dubious. 
About twelve o'clock a heavy squall 
came down on me from the east. I was 
more than a mile from shore. The storm 
looked so wicked, I rounded up and cast 
anchor in sixty feet of water, lowered 
sail, made everything snug in anticipation 
of a heavy blow, and awaited the onrush
ing squall. But it petered out before 
reaching me. As it cleared up the wind 
again breezed up from the southwest. I 
sailed in close to New River inlet; a heavy 
black thunderstorm commenced to roll 
up from the northwest. It was big and 
black and ugly-looking. When I arrived 
off the inlet, [I] saw that the tide was 
high and still running in. I sailed up in
side the river, dropped anchor under the 
lee of the west bank, and waited for the 
oncoming storm. But like the others, it 
failed to reach me. In an hour's time it 
had entirely disappeared, and all other 
squalls vanished. The wind was now blow
ing a gentle breeze from the west, and the 
ocean [was] smooth as a pond. I knew it 

would be easy for me to make Hillsbo
rough [Hillsboro] inlet before dark if 
that wind kept up, so I hoisted sail and 
put to sea again. I now had hopes of 
being able to sail straight to Lake Worth 
Inlet that night, if the wind held. As it 
was I would be certain to be near that in
let by daylight in the morning. Yet I was 
suspicious of the weather; it had not been 
acting normal all day and I was afraid of 
a change of wind to the north or north
east before morning. 

[I] Arrived off Hillsborough just be
fore sundown, sailed close in and looked 
at it long and hard. The tide was low and 
the dark coffee-colored water came pour
ing out through its crooked channel, and 
mingled with the clear blue of the ocean. 
If I went in there I would have to lay at 
anchor off the inlet until near twelve 
o'clock that night before the water would 
be enough on the bar for the Creole to 
sail in. My better judgment told me to go 
in and wait until morning before attempt
ing the forty mile run to Lake Worth, 
and if there had been anyone with me I 
would have done so. But the place looked 
so lonesome, wild and dreary, I turned it 
down and decided to keep on. Besides, 
if rainy weather came on and I could not 
go on for a week or more I would have a 
most uncomfortable time. The Creole 
was an open boat, and I did not have even 
a tarpaulin or tent of any kind to protect 
me from rain. [I] Had a sort of feeling in 
my bones that the fine weather and fair 
wind would not hold until I reached Lake 
Worth inlet. I feared a northeaster was 
coming down the coast far to the north
ward, yet at this time there was nothing 
in the appearance of the weather that in
dicated such conditions on the way. Well 
[I] knew if a northeast wind should 

strike me before I reached the lake [I] 
would be compelled to run her on the 
beach, and that perhaps would mean the 
loss of the boat. She was by far too heavy 
for one man to pull up out of reach of 
heavy seas that would follow the first 
wind of a strong northeaster. 

[I] Was so worried at the chances I 
was taking and the prospect before me 
after passing Hillsborough inlet I could 
not eat my supper. My appetite had 
vanished. Passed Boca Raton after dark. 
The wind continued to blow a fair sailing 
breeze from the west and no more squalls 
appeared, tho' I could see an occasional 
flash of lightning low down on the hori
zon in the north and northeast. I did not 
like those indications of a change. They 
told me now for certain that a north
easter was coming. The only question 
was, would I reach Lake Worth before it 
hit me. [Pierce reached the Lake Worth 
area, but not the inlet, before the storm 
hit, and was forced to beach the Creole 
at Palm Beach.] 

SAILING and SPIRITS 

Not long after making his inspection 
trip by canoe through swamp and glade 
[described in Part I of this article in the 
Summer/Fall 1985 issue of Broward 
Legacy] Mr. [Champ H.] Spencer, 
superintendent of the Houses of Refuge, 
realizing that canoe travel along the 
lower east coast was not suited to his 
purpose, bought from Commodore Ralph 
Munroe [an early settler of Coconut 
Grove on Biscayne Bay] his little sharpie, 
Skipperee. This sharpie was the first of 
Mr. Munroe's importations from New 

winter/spring, 1986 f1 



York, and was well suited to Mr. Spen
cer's work. 

The Skipperee was skippered by Joe 
Jenkins, a Florida boy that had lived 
most of his young life on Biscayne Bay. 
[I] Had been home [at the Biscayne 
House of Refuge] but a few days when 
Mr. Spencer arrived in this little sharpie 
on one of his inspection trips. When I 
informed him of my desire to go to Lake 
Worth with him he said he would be more 
than glad to land me at Palm Beach, in 
return for my assistance in sailing the 
sharpie, and of course I was only too glad 
to accept passage on those terms. 

The day we left the Bay was an ideal 
one for a trip up the coast. There was a 
light wind from the southeast and the sea 
[was] very smooth. As the sea was so 
calm we did not go into New River but 
sailed up and .anchored in front of Lau
derdale Station just at dark. Mr. Spencer 
and Joe went on shore in the skiff. Not 
having any business with Captain Jack 
Peacock, keeper of the Station, I re
mained on board to keep ship. 

In about an hour they returned. We 
hauled the skiff on deck, hoisted sail 
and anchor, and headed up the coast. [I] 
Noticed when they came aboard that Joe 
appeared very much excited and was at 
a loss to account for it. When he went 
into the cabin for a drink of water, I 
asked Mr. Spencer what was the matter 
with Joe. He said he did not know. "Did 
Captain Jack give him a drink of any 
kind?" I asked. "Yes," was his answer, 
"some kind of liquor that looked like 
water. I did not accept any so do not 
know what it was. Joe only took one 

:drink, .however, that should not have 
, made him tipsy." "Only one drink," said 
1 I. "But how much was there in that one 
drink?" "About half of a water glass; not 
enough to make him drunk I should say." 
"Not enough!" I exclaimed, "That stuff 
is what they call Augerdent (auguadien
te ), a Cuban rum that is almost pure 
alcohol. You see now that it was enough 

to make Joe drunk." 
Just then Joe returned on deck and in

sis ted on taking the tiller. [He] Said he 
was going to show us how to sail that 
sharpie up the coast, he was going to head 
her for the Gulf Stream and carry sail 
until the mastheads came together. This 
was only one of the many wild ideas 
imparted to us by Joe in the next few 
minutes, while under the potent influ
ence of that one drink of augerdent. 

In his present condition it was impos
sible to say just what he might do, so 
then I began to figure on some plan to get 
him to bed, for honestly I would [have] 
rather had a wild northeaster to buck up 
the coast than Joe on deck in his drunken 
frenzy . At last, after telling him a number 
of times that I was going to take first 
watch, and that he should get some sleep 
so that he could take his turn at the til
ler at twelve o'clock, he went below and 
turned in. 

When Joe woke up, the sun was rising, 
and I had sailed the boat all night. Joe 
had a sheepish grin on when he came on 
deck and saw me at the tiller. Yes, I had 
sailed the boat all night, or rather had 
tried to. The wind had died to a flat calm 
soon after Joe went below. I had sat there 
all night holding the tiller and watching 
the boat drift with current. We were now 
off Hillsborough inlet, only nine miles 
from the Lauderdale Station, which was 
yet in plain sight. For the next two hours 
there was not a breath of wind and the 
ocean was quiet and smooth as a pond. 

Joe started cooking breakfast, com
plaining meantime of a very bad head
ache. I told him it served him good and 
right. He should have known better than 
to take such a big drink of that liquid 
fire . Joe promised that he would never 
do it again. But I very much doubted that 
promise would be kept. 

About nine o'clock the wind came 
from the southeast, a fine sailin~ breeze 
[and the Skipperee continued on to Lake 
Worth]. 

THE GREAT RAIN 
In October of that year (1884) occur

ed the greatest and longest rainfall ever 
known on the east coast since its earliest 
settlement. It poured down for eight 
days and nights, slacking at times for a 
few minutes, but never stopping; then 
came down again harder than ever if that 
were possible. The whole southern part 
of the state, with the exception of the 
higher land, was inundated. All hollows 
on the beach ridge east of Indian Creek 
were full of water. Our road to the land
ing on the creek crossed one of these 
swales; and now it was arm-deep and we 
were compelled to build a bridge over it 
in order to reach our boats without al
most swimming in crossing this place. 

On the night of the eighth day the rain 
stopped, and the next day came in bright 
and clear and the sun shone brightly on a 
rain-soaked Florida. In the afternoon of 
that day, I was on the east porch [of the 
Biscayne House of Refuge] looking out 
to sea. A record had to be kept on the 
Station Log of all types of vessels pas
sing each day, and every hour or so some 
one would take a look over the ocean to see 
what kind of ships might be in sight. 
Looking upthe coast to the northward, I 
caught the glint of something white about 
four miles away. At first I thought it was 
a sea gull , then it looked like striking fish. 
I was not certain which it was, so I went 
for the old long spyglass to get a close-up 
view of that scintillating white. What the 
spyglass revealed surprised me. The flick
ering white I had seen was now clearly 
shown through the glass to be whitecaps 
or breaking seas at the head of a dark 
body of water rushing down the coast. In 
less than an hour it was passing the Sta
tion; in the meantime I had called "all 
h~nds and the cook" to come and see the 
strange sight, a dark mass of fresh water, 
some hundred feet in width rushing along 
to the south, and with breaking seas over
running the blue water in front. It was a 

"Bay Buisquine"- a view of Biscayne Bay with the Cape Florida lighthouse in the background, c. 1870s. 
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strange sight and at first we all wondered 
where it came from. Father [Hannibal D. 
Pierce l solved the mystery when he said, 
"It is fresh water from the New River 
inlet." Could that be possible? New River 
was fourteen miles away, yet there was 
no other solution of the phenomenon. 
What a mighty volume of water must be 
coming out of the inlet, and with tremen
dous velocity, enough to overcome the 
resistance of wind and sea for so many 
miles. By night of that day, the entire 
ocean in sight of the Station was covered 
with dark coffee-colored fresh water 
from New River. Not a bit of blue water 
to be seen in any direction. Biscayne Bay 
was fresh for nearly a month after the 
week of rain. 

Lillie Elder Pierce, sister of Charles W. 
Pierce, taken in 1880 when she was four 
years old (photo courtesy of Mrs. Robert 
Powell). 

MOVING BACK 
TO LAKE WORTH 

It was about this time [early 1885] 
that Father decided to resign his posi
tion as keeper of Biscayne Station andre
turn to our old home on Hypoluxo Island. 
I was delighted with this decision, for I 
had never liked living on the Bay. The 
principal reason was the lack of good 
hunting such as I had been used to at Hy
poluxo. One day, shortly after Father 
made known his decision to return to 
Lake Worth, I was over at Miami, and 
was talking with Mr. J. W. Ewan [pro
perty manager for the Biscayne Bay 
Company since the 1870s]. I told him 
how glad I was to leave Biscayne Bay and 
go back to the Lake to live. "And," I 
continued, "The Bay never could com
pare with the Lake anyway." 

Of course, Mr. Ewan at once took up 
for his beloved Bay. He said , "Just why 
do you want to go back to that place? 
You have had to leave it twice and go 
other places in order to make a living, so 
why go back?" 

"Mr. Ewan," said I, "You are looking 
through the wrong end of the telescope. 
We have left the lake twice, it is true, 
tried living in other places, Biscayne Bay 
is one of them, and we find we cannot 
live away from dear old Lake Worth. We 
are going to stay this time, never to leave 
it again." 

Mr. Ewan saw that I had the best of 
the argument, and wisely changed the 
subject. 

As Father had to inspect the randing 
of another shipload of coconuts the lat
ter part of the month, and there was also 
the Bonito to sail up the coast, it was de
cided that I should take Mother and Sis
ter and the most of our household goods 
in the Bon Ton and go ahead to the lake, 
Father to follow in the Bonito when his 
work was finished. I felt this arrangement 
was a great responsibility on my shoulders. 
Besides the Bon Ton and the best part of 
all our household goods, the lives of 
Mother and Sister were in a way in my 
hands. It was up to me to land them 
safely on Lake Worth. And, too, the 
Bon Ton was rather large for one man to 
handle in stormy weather on a heavy 
sea. It worried me quite a little as I 
thought of my trip down the coast in 
August and what might have happened if 
I had been there alone ; then it might also 
happen again . I was determined on one 
point however: I would not put to sea 
unless I was sure of good weather. Any
way, the season was in our favor now. 
Northers and northeasters were the only 
things I had to look out for. Thunder
storms were not likely to bother us in 
the winter. 

We made everything ready in advance 
as far as possible, then waited for the 
right kind of wind and sea. One morning 
in February [ 1885], all seemed just right 
so we rushed the last of our loading. 
When the last of our goods had been 
stowed away, sails hoisted and ready to 
start, I discussed the weather signs with 
Father. There were a few small squall 
clouds far inland over the Everglades. I 
ventured the opinion that the squalls in
dicated a bit of summer weather and did 
not mean immediate change of wind, in 
which case we might expect a continua
tion of the south wind, then blowing, on 
the morrow, and that was what interested 
me most, as I felt certain of making New 
River that day, or at least before bedtime. 
Father agreed with me on the question of 
the weather, so we said "goodbye," cast 
off and were on our way. Now a fair 
wind up the coast meant a head wind 
down the bay to the inlet, and as the tide 
was on the flood and against us, we made 
slow time at the start of our voyage. It 

was rather late in the afternoon when we 
sailed out of the inlet and headed out to 
sea. Making good time now with a fair 
wind, [we] were not long in passing the 
Station, where we saw Father and the 
[J. W.] Mathesons [who had come to 
Biscayne Bay in 1884 as caretakers for a 
proposed coconut plantation] looking at 
us from the front porch. 

At sundown we were yet some dis
tance from New River, where it was my 
intention to pass the night. I did not in
tend to do any all-night sailing on this 
trip up the coast, as I considered it taking 
too much risk with Mother and Sister as 
passengers. The wind went down with the 
sun, and it was long after dark when we 
arrived off the inlet. There was not any 
moon and it was rather hard to make out 
the lay of the land and channels of the 
inlet in the dim starlight. I found the 
south channel, however, and sailed in and 
anchored behind what I thought was the 
north point of the inlet. I could see quite 
plainly the dry sandshore. There was not 
a bit of swell coming in the inlet, and 
feeling sure our anchorage was a good 
one, we went to bed. I slept soundly 
until near sunrise, although my bed was 
not one of the best. A place had been left 
on the starboard side of the cabin for 
Mother's bed, but the balance of the 
cabin was full of cargo and there was no 
place, worthy of the name, for my bed. 
In a narrow space between chairs and 
bedsteads I placed my blanket. It was so 
narrow that I could not turn over in 
there. When I just had to tum on the 
other side, [I] was forcP-d to back out 
feet- first to the cockpit and there do the 
turning. However, on this first night of 
the voyage I was too tired to move and 
slept the night through in one position. 
Waking at daylight I found myself stiff 
and numb from the cramped position of 
my sleeping quarters. Crawling out to the 
cockpit, I stood up to view our situation 
and weather condition. Was surprised to 
see that we had not anchored in the river 
at all, but behind a small sand islet in the 
middle of the inlet. Had a big sea come 
on during the night, we would have been 
in a bad fix, but good luck was with us, 
and the ocean was as smooth as a pond. 

A cool, fresh west wind was blowing, 
but I was not going to be fooled into 
thinking we could make Lake Worth inlet 
on a west wind in February. It was liable 
to change into a northerly quarter with
out a minute's warning, and I did not 
propose to take any undue risk. I told 
Mother we would sail to Hillsborough 
[Hillsboro Inlet] , and there wait for 
the kind of weather I wanted to make 
that forty-mile run on the most danger
ous part of the coast. 

While eating breakfast we saw a rather 
large schooner come sailing down river 
and out to sea through the north channel 
of the inlet. She headed up the coast. I 
hurriedly got underway and followed. 
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She sailed as fast as we did, and of course 
[we] did not overhaul her before she 
sailed into the Hillsborough, and came to 
an anchor a few hundred yards upriver. 
When we got inside I brought the Bon 
Ton to a landing just around the south 
point. This was my regular landing 
place. There was deep water right up to 
the shore, and a place not bothered by 
tide or sea and where one could pass 
from boat to shore and back again with
out having to wade or use a small boat. 

After making things "snug" aboard the 
Bon Ton, I went to call on our neighbors 
on board the schooner, Neff, We had read 
her name as she swung to the ebb tide. 

The captain of the schooner welcomed 
me as I came alongside in a skiff someone 
had left there for the use of beach travel
ers. He introduced himself as Dennis 
O'Neal [O'Neill] and his companion as 
Captain Smith. Both schooner and men 
were from New York and were just 
cruising about, spending the winter away 
from ice and snow; at least that is what 
they told me, but I always had an inkling 
that they were on a treasure hunt of some 
kind. The schooner was of about twenty 
tons register, strongly built and quite able 
to stand most any kind of a storm on the 
ocean. 

Captain O'Neal [sic] was a lot of com
pany for me during our enforced stay in 
the Hillsborough inlet. One day he in
vited me to go with him on an exploring 
expedition upriver in his rowboat. We 
went as far as the end of the river, at least 
we thought it was the end, not being able 
to see any channel going farther on, so 
turned back for the boats at the fnlet, 
where we arrived late that afternoon. 

Cruising around the inlet one day, I 
saw a very large alligator laying on the 
bottom in about six feet of water. I 
punched at him with the oar, but it was 
not long enough to give him a good prod, 
and he would not come to the surface 
where I could kill him with the shotgun. 
Then the idea came to me if I had some
thing sharp on the end of a pole, some
thing like a whaler's lance, the alligator 
could be killed while on the bottom. 
With this idea in mind I went to overhaul
ing the box of tools on board. I found 
just what I wanted, a one-inch framing 
chisel without a handle. Now all I needed 
was a pole on which to fasten the chisel. 
Going up the beach a short distance I 
found the pole I wanted, a pole ready
made of about twelve feet in length. 
Hurrying back to the boat I fitted the 
chisel and fastened it wi'th a long throw 
line, then got in the skiff and went in 
search of the big alligator, but that ugly 
reptile, who perhaps had a premonition 
of coming disaster, had disappeared. 

When I saw he could not be found [I] 
decided any other gator would do to try 
my killing lance on, and poled the skiff 
up Cypress Creek, where I was pretty 
certain to find one. About a quarter of a 
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Charles Pierce posed for this painting of the Bare
foot Mailman, one in a series of six murals painted 

by artist Steven Dohanos. (Illustration courtesy of 
the Historical Society of Palm Beach County.) 

mile up the creek I found a six-foot gator 
in shallow water where the bottom was 
sandy and I could see him plainly as he 
tried to hide on the bottom. In less than 
five minutes I had killed him with my 
new weapon, proving to my satisfaction 
it was a good instrument to use on alli
gators that would not come to the sur· 
face to be shot. 

One morning a few days later, I crawl· 
ed, or rather backed out from my cramp· 
ed sleeping quarters, and standing up to 
stretch my numb and weary limbs, I 
saw a calm and tranquil ocean. A gentle 
breeze was blowing from the southeast, 
and a cloudless sky. The day for our de
parture from Hillsborough had arrived. 
It would have been much better if we 
could have made an early start, but we 
had to wait on the tide, which was now 
low, and there was not water enough to 
float the Bon Ton over the outer bar. 
About ten o'clock there appeared to be 
sufficient depth of water on the bar to 
float us over, so I at once hoisted sails 
and started beating against wind and tide 
out the inlet. Slow work, but at last we 
sailed beyond the pull of the inlet cur
rent and headed for the Gulf Stream 
where we could have the aid of its three 
miles an hour current. I kept sailing out 
until we were about two miles offshore, 
then headed due north. At this-distance 
from shore on a day like this was, the 
Gulf Stream is something wonderful to 
look upon. As you look down at it over 
the side of the boat, it appears to be a 
dark opaque blue with a tinge of purple. 

~ You would be certain you could not see 
into it more than half an inch , so dark is 
the color. But, just throw overboard some 
bright object, such as an empty tin can, 
and watch it go down, down, down until 

at last it becomes faint and finally dis
appears in the vast depth below. This will 
prove to you as nothing else would how 
crystal-clear the water of the Gulf Stream 
is. Its great depth is mostly the cause of 
its intense bl-ue color. At two miles from 
shore the Gulf Stream is in no place less 
than six hundred feet deep, which is 
enough to make anything look blue. 
Here could be seen small patches of 
bright yellow seaweed, in vivid contrast 
to the deep blue of the stream. And here 
and there a Portuguese man-of-war, in 
colors of bright blue and red, sailing 
gracefully over the waves like a miniature 
yacht. Every now and then we would 
flush a small flock of flying fish, looking 
not unlike a flock of silver wing sandpi 
pers. They would rise from the water, al
ways headed to windward, and I wonder
ed how they knew which way the wind 
was blowing when they started flying. 
They would sail off to the southeast for a 
hundred yards or so, then drop back into 
the sea and disappear for that time. It is 
always interesting to watch these little 
flying fish. They are so graceful in their 
flight, and look so much like real birds as 
they glide along over the deep blue of the 
sea. [The Gulf Stream brought the Bon 
Ton to Lake Worth inlet later that same 
day, and the Pierces resettled their old 
homestead on Hypoluxo Island.] 

THE BAREFOOT MAILMAN 

On my return to the lake frotn the 
west coast [of Florida in August 18 85], 
I found a number of important changes 
had taken place in my absence. First and 
foremost of these was the establishment 
of a mail route from Palm Beach to Miami 

by way of the ocean beach on foot. This 
route came to be known as the "Barefoot 
route," so named because the mail car
rier went barefoot in order to walk at 
the water's edge where the sand was 
firmer, caused by the wash of the sea. 
This mail route was approximately 68 
miles long, 28 miles by small sailboat and 
rowboat, and forty on foot along the 
ocean beach. Leaving Palm Beach each 
Monday, [the mailman would] sail or 
row his boat to the foot of the lake, 
there take to the ocean beach and walk 
five miles to the Orange Grove Station, 
where he would spend the night. The 
next day it was twenty-five miles straight 
walking, with one inlet to cross, to the 
Fort Lauderdale Station, here spending 
the night [and] continuing on next day 
by rowing his boat four miles down New 
River to the inlet, there taking to the 
beach again for another ten miles of soft 
beach sand to Baker's haulover at the 
head of Biscayne Bay. Here the carrier 
kept another boat of small size, a row
boat fitted with a sail to use when the 
wind was fair. When the wind was ahead 
he used the oars to convey him to the 
post office at Miami, twelve miles down 
the Bay. Spending the night at Miami, he 
would leave there next morning ori fiis 
return trip to Palm Beach, arriving at the 
latter place Saturday afternoon. 

Our next door neighbor, E. R. Brad
ley, made a bid on this route and was 
awarded the contract to carry this mail, a 
round trip each week at $600 per annum. 
Mr. Bradley and his eldest son, Louie, 
took turn about in carrying the mail 
for the next two years. In the early sum
mer of 1887, E. R. Bradley gave up his 
mail carrying contract on the " Bare
foot Route," then James E. Hamilton 
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(Ed) took it over. He said it was not a 
very good paying job but thought it bet· 
ter than raising tomatoes. 

THE GREAT WINE WRECK 
In the fall of 1886 there occurred an 

incident on the lower east coast that 
caused considerable excitement and some 
intoxication, both physical and mental. 
At this time George Charter was working 
on Captain Ed Brelsford's homestead 
some two or three miles north of our 
place. George boarded with us and 
carried his lunch as it was too far to re · 
turn at noon. On this particular morn· 
ing George picked up his dinner pail 
and departed for his work, going over 
to the beach in his skiff. 

In about half an hour he returned in 
great excitement. I saw him coming 
across the lagoon and wondered what 
was the matter. He was working at 
the oars like a college racer. The boat 
was foaming at the bows and squatting 
at each powerful stroke as George layed 
down to the oars. Driving the boat upon 
the shore he jumped out, without stop
ping to make her fast, started for the 
house and shouting as he came. "Say," 
he yelled, and one could have heard 
him for half a mile, "the beach is cover
ed with casks of wine. Hundreds of 
them as far as you can see north and 
south." Then, after leaving his dinner 
pail [he] rushed back to the beach. 

Andrew Garnett happened to be at 
, the house when George reported the wine 

on the beach. Ed Hamilton was there, of 
course, for that was the year he and I 
tried to raise a big crop of tomatoes. So 
the four of us, Garnett, Hamilton, Father 
and I got into the Bonito and sailed down 
around the south end of the island to a 
trail just south of Charter's house. There 
we landed and went over to the beach, 
and what a sight met our gaze when we 
came out on the shore. One hundred 
gallon casks of Spanish claret lay strewn 
along the shore. The sea was smooth, 
and the casks were still in the water 
but grounded on the bottom close to the 
beach, their black sides just out of water, 
and so close together one could have 
walked for a mile along this part of the 
beach without once having to step off 
of a cask. 

On examination we found some of 
the casks had a vent near the bung 
and had taken in some salt water, not 
enough to hurt the flavor, but with so 
much wine in sight we became very par
ticular. We soon found a cask that did 
not have a hole in it. This we rolled out 
of the water and over to the boat and 
carried home and shared up. 

Someone had told the story some· 
time or other that wine could not be 
kept in wood containers in this coun 
try on account of the small weevil-like 
bug that would bore holes into the casks 

16 BROWARD LEGACY 

or kegs and thereby let the wine escape. 
This story was brought to mind by Father 
telling us we would have to find bottles 
or jugs and draw the wine into them, 
otherwise, if it was left in the cask or 
keg it would be lost. 

We were hard pushed to find bottles 
enough to hold the 100 gallons of wine, 
but after a day or so of hunting around 
we managed to do it. 

We also found three or four 15 gal
lon kegs of Malaga, and another kind 
that was branded "Double Superior," 
a very sweet mild-tasting wine, but very 
strong in alcohol. Just why we did not 
try to save more than one cask I never 
did understand. We could have rolled 
the casks up and buried them in the dry 
sand of the beach ridge where they 
would have kept in good condition for 
years. And again we could have sent 
them to Jacksonville or Key West and 
obtained good salvage money on a 
schooner load. No one seemed to think 
of that, mostly I suppose because it 
was a foreign wine and duty would have 
to be paid. Besides the casks were so large 
and heavy, it was a big job for four men 
to handle one of them as we found in 
getting ours home. 

It remains a mystery to this day where 
all this wine came from. We afterwards 
learned the beach was strewn with casks 
from Biscayne Bay to Indian River inlet. 
That it was of Spanish origin there 
could be no doubt, because of Spanish 
brands on the heads of the casks, the 

only part of which we could understand 
was "16% alcohol." But besides the 
kegs and casks there was no other wreck
age on shore. Nor did we ever hear of any 
wreck that the wine might have come 
from. 

Inside of a week all the floating 
casks had disappeared from the coast. 
[They were] either covered up in the 
sand or carried out to sea again. 

Many amusing stories of the wine 
wreck were told. It was said that the 
keeper of the Lauderdale House of Re
fuge was afflicted with rheumatism and 
the idea struck him that a wine bath 
would cure it, so he ended up a cask, 
stove in the head, off with his clothes 
and jumped in. The story did not state 
just what it did for his rheumatism, 
but there is no doubt if he soaked in the 
wine long enough, he came out much 
happier. 

The excitement of the wine wreck had 
not more than cooled a little, when we 
were notified there would be held at 
Miami, the first term of Circuit Court of 
Dade County. Our informant also served 
notice to a number of the citizens of 
the lake that they were drawn to serve 
on the Grand Jury of that Court, and 
I was one of them. This meant I would 
have to walk down the beach to Miami, 
to serve on that jury, and of course, 
would go in company with the mail 
carrier in order to have the use of his 
boats in which to cross the inlets. 

When the day arrived to start on my 

Lake Worth's pioneer artist, George W. Potter, drew this sketch of a barrel on the 
beach, reminiscent of the "Great Wine Wreck" (illustration courtesy of Marjorie P. 
Stewart). 



tramp to the county seat, I had the 
company of Allen E. Heyser, who was 
going to attend court to take his exa
mination for admittance to the bar; 
George Charter; and Joe Jenkins, fel
low jurymen. It was Louie Bradley's 
trip with the mail. All of our bunch were 
trained beach walkers, so we did not 
delay the mail carrier on his regular 
schedule of arrival and departure. 

When we arrived at the Lauderdale 
Station, Jack Peacock, the keeper, 
decided to go with us to Miami. He had 
many amusing tales to tell of the doings 
at a number of Justice's Courts he had 
attended on the Bay at various times, 
and said he wanted to see how a real 
court would be conducted. 

Jack and Louie carried us down New 
River the next morning in their boats. 
After walking some distance down the 
beach beyond the inlet, one of our party 
began to complain of being thirsty. 
Louie told him when we came to the 
seven mile tripod he would have a chance 
to drink. Louie said his dad had rolled 
a cask of wine upon the bank at that 
point. [It) had a wooden plug in the 
head of the cask and a coconut shell 
to drink from. 

When we arrived at the tripod we 
found the cask as Louie described. 
Everyone took a drink, and it certain
ly tasted good, as all were very thirsty 
from walking in the hot sun. Joe was 
not satisfied with taking a moderate 
amount like the balance of us. He filled 
the coconut shell twice to the brim 
and downed it. After resting a . few 
minutes we started on, and the wine 
Joe drank commenced to work on 
him. Suddenly he said to me, "You 
fellows are walking too slow for me. 
I am going on. Will see you later." And 
he was off, taking about five feet at 
a jump [and] soon out of sight down 
the beach. When we arrived at the Bis
cayne Station late that afternoon, we 
found Joe stretched out on the west 
porch of the Station, about as sick a 
man as you ever saw. At least Joe felt 
that he was. 

When the business at the court at 
Miami had come to a close there was 
nothing for us but a long tramp up the 
beach to Lake Worth and home. There 
was one bright spot in the visit ahead 
however, and that was the wine cask 
at the seven mile tripod, seven miles 
north of our starting point, the Bis
cayne Station. 

Arriving at the wine cask, all hands 
sat down for a short rest, and a last drink 
of that good old Spanish claret . That is 
all but Joe. When he looked at the cask 
a shudder ran through him. He said he 
never wanted to look at red wine, never 
again so long as he lived. Yet I question 
if his antipathy to red wine was of long 
durat ion. 

The following week after our return 

from court, Mr. Bradley carried the mail, 
and when he came home reported the loss 
of the wine at the seven mile tripod. 
When he arrived at the tripod expecting 
a little refreshment from the cask, it 
had disappeared. All he found were 
the marks of the cask in the sand and 
the tracks of the men that had rolled 
it to a boat on the sea. 

Louie, too, had a sad experience on 
a later trip. Coming north he found two 
kegs of Malaga wine north of Hillsbo
rough inlet. He was some late on this 
particular trip and did not have any 
spare time to waste in taking care of his 
find, so he rolled them up to the edge 
of the grass, dug a hole with his hands 
and covered them up to await his return. 
But in his hurry [he] forgot to mark the 
spot where the wine lay buried. Thinking 
he would not experience any difficulty 
in again locating the place, he went 
on his way. When he returned, prepared 
to take care of the wine [kegs] he could 
not locate them and never did. 

DISAPPEARANCE OF THE 
BAREFOOT MAILMAN 

The fall of 1887 was a stormy one. 
No hurricanes, but squalls and gales ac
companied heavy rains. For some two or 
three weeks it had kept up until all low 
land was under water, and rivers [were] 
taxed to their utmost by the flooded 
condition of the backcountry. 

On Sunday, October 9th, the weather 
cleared with a gentle east wind and bright 
sunshine. All farming low lands were 
compelled to rest from such labors until 
their land dried, or put in their time 
digging ditches to carry off the surplus 
water. On the high hammock of Hypo
luxo island however, the land was now in 
ideal condition for planting the winter 
crop. There was never too much rain for 
that land, but alas, too frequently not 
enough. With a shallow soil underlaid by 
a porous coraline rock that absorbed 
the moisture, crops planted on it could 
not stand a long period of dry hot wea
ther. 

Having recently purchased the large 
sharpie Illinois from her builder, Cap
tain U. D. Hendrickson, Father was 
on his first trip to Titusville with her and 
I was left at home to take care of the 
family, plant a crop and run the [Hypo
luxo] post office. This looked like a 
"wrong-end-too" proposition, but Fa
ther thought he could build up a boat 
business better than I, and besides I 
think he had a hankering for his old 
trade of sailoring. 

On Monday, October lOth, just be
fore noon, Ed Hamilton arrived with 
the mail from Palm Beach, having rowed 
from there a distance of ten miles in his 
small skiff. While waiting for dinner he 
mentioned to me that he was not feeling 
well and laughingly called my attention 
to his medicine chest, a bottle of Perry 

Davis pain killer and a spoon. I then sug
gested he lay over and get Louie Bradley 
to make the trip, to which suggestion 
he answered, "Oh no, . I'll be all right 
by tomorrow. I am not as bad as that." 
After dinner I locked the mail sack and 
handed it to him; he then departed on 
his way to Miami. He would stop that 
night at the Orange Grove Station. 
Steven N. Andrews was the keeper. 
Hamilton was due back at the Hypo
luxo (post] office Saturday noon, but 
Saturday noon came and no Hamilton. 
This did not cause me any uneasiness 
however; I thought as he was not feel
ing well, he had rested for half a day 
and would be along Sunday noon or 
before. About nine o'clock Sunday 
morning I got into my sailboat and 
went to the haulover at the foot of the 
lake to meet him and at the same time 
save him a two mile walk, which latter 
fact I had no doubt he would appre
ciate more particularly if he was not 
feeling well. I waited there until noon, 
watching the beach to the south, but no 
one came in sight. Finally I gave up 
and returned home much worried about 
Hamilton. I knew that some untoward 
event, accident perhaps, had overtaken 
that mail carrier and something had to 
be done about it. When near my home 
dock I hailed a sailboat that was passing 
and asked them if they were going to 
Palm Beach. On being answered in the 
affirmative I told them to be sure and 
see the contractor, George Charter, then 
living at Palm Beach, and tell him that 
something had happened to Hamilton, 
he had not returned, and to start a new 
mail carrier on the route Monday morn 
ing. Monday noon George Charter came 
with the mail from Palm Beach, and had 
a new mail carrier. George was much 
excited over Hamilton's failure to return. 
They stopped only long enough to ex
change mail and hurried on. 

Wednesday morning I went to Palm 
Beach, arrived home about the middle 
of the afternoon. [I] was met halfway 
between the landing and house by Mother 
and Sister. They were both crying and 
gave me the startling news that Hamil
ton was no more. The men had found 
everything Hamilton had with him, even 
to his underclothes, at Hillsborough 
inlet, but of Hamilton himself there 
was no trace; he had vanished off the 
earth. When Charter returned with the 
news, the first thing he said was, 
"Hamilton's gone. Sharks got him, 
sharks ate him, he tried to swim the 
inlet and sharks got him." Then he told 
the details of their search. They spent 
Monday night at Steve's (Orange Grove 
House or Station). After supper that 
night they were sitting in the living 
room of the Station, talking and specu
lating as to what could have happened 
to Hamilton. He might have hurt his 
foo t so that he could not walk or per-
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haps he might be sick at the Lauder
dale Station. They argued had he hurt 
his foot or leg that laid him up some
where on the beach, he would be near 
death by starvation by this time; he had 
been gone eight days and only had 
food enough for one meal when he left 
the Station. 

It was about eight o'clock when they 
heard a man's voice hailing them from 
the beach. They rushed out all exci
tingly thinking it must be Hamilton. 
As they came from the house they could 
make out the dark form of a small boat 
at the water's edge and a man working to 
get it out of reach of the waves. Running 
down there they found it was the keeper 
from Fort Lauderdale Station [Charles 
Coman]. He had come up the coast in 
his 14-foot dory. "What is the matter 
with the mail carrier?" was the first 
thing he said to them. He told them 
Hamilton had never reached his place on 
the down trip, now a week ago. Coman 
then told them [that] on Monday, the 
day before Hamilton was due at his 
Station, a stranger had come walking 
down the beach from the north. It looks 
some times that there is such a thing as 
fate or a predestination that shapes or 
ends some lives. At any other time under 
no circumstances would Coman have 
believed the story this fellow told when 
asked, "How did you cross Hillsborough 
inlet?" He said there was a party of 
hunters at the inlet; they had come down 
that far with a mule team and wagon, 

, said they had a portable boat and had 

used it to set him across the inlet. Coman 
said, "Had the fellow told me he had 
used the mailman's boat I would have 
walked up there Tuesday and met Hamil
ton because I know it was not safe to 
try swimming the inlet on account of 
the river's swollen condition caused by 
recent heavy rains. I had a strong sus
picion the fellow was not telling the 
truth, but it did not occur to me until 
after the stranger had gone on and Hamil
ton failed to show up. Today the sea 
being smooth and a fair wind, I deter
mined to come and see what was the 
matter." 

Off at daylight next morning, the 
four men hurriedly tramped the beach 
towards Hillsborough inlet, keeping a 
sharp lookout meantime for signs of 
Hamilton. They found no trace until 
they arrived at the inlet and walked 
around to the place where the mail car
rier kept his boat. Here they found Ha
milton's haversack hanging on the limb of 
a seagrape tree; in the bag was the mail 
pouch, Hamilton's trousers and shirt 
and the spoon and bottle of pain killer; 
near the edge of the water was his under
clothes, showing he had discarded them 
when starting to swim the inlet. Every
thing he had with him was there, but the 
man himself was gone. This was the 
sad story told by the men that had 
gone in search of Ed Hamilton. To say 
the little settlement of Hypoluxo was 
shocked at the news of Hamilton's pas
sing is making it rather mild. He was a 
splendid young man and everyone was 

very fond of him; we could not realize 
that he was no more. That he was dead 
there could be no question, but the 
cause of his death, that was what bother
ed me. The indications were only too 
plain that on his arrival at the inlet he 
saw his boat on the other side and, 
without stopping to think of any danger, 
he pulled off his underclothes and plunged 
in to swim it. Those not understanding 
the situation or Hamilton himself would 
say, "Why it's plain that he drowned 
in trying to swim the inlet." Not so; I 
could not believe that was the cause of 
his taking off. He was only 33 at the 
time, strong and active, six feet tall in 
his stocking feet, and weighed 180, an 
excellent swimmer and well able to 
take care of himself on land or in the 
water. 

The inlet where he attempted to swim 
was not over two hundred feet wide, and 
far enough from the ocean that the cur
rent would not be too strong. Under 
ordinary circumstances Hamilton could 
have made it in less than five minutes. 
No, drowning was out of the question; 
something must have grabbed him and 
pulled him under. But what? That was 
the question no one could answer. I 
did not take much stock in the shark 
theory that others seemed to think set
tled the question of his loss. That there 
were sharks a plenty along the coast at 
that time of year, it was true - but 
seldom did the large and dangerous 
variety come in that far from the ocean, 
in the comparatively shallow waters of 

The Pierce family and friends, Hypoluxo Island, 
1886. Left to right: H.D. Pierce, Margretta M. 
Pierce, Andrew W. Garnett, James "Ed" Hamil-

ton, Lillie Pierce, Charles W. Pierce. (Photo cour
tesy of Dr. Gilbert L. Voss.) 
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the Hillsborough inlet. That I well knew 
and for that reason did not believe 
sharks ate Hamilton. Anyway I at once 
determined that a search of the inlet 
must be made without delay if possible, 
in hopes of finding some part of his 
remains. Did he drown, his body would 
be found for a certainty, and if some
thing ate him we might find some of 
the larger bones, in a careful survey of 
the inlet. No time was to be lost, so I 
went to get the assistance of my hunt
ing chum, Louie [Bradley], and his 
boat, the Ibis. All was arranged in a 
few minutes, and we would be off in the 
morning if wind and weather remained 
fair, for we had to make a trip of 21 
miles on the old ocean in a seventeen
foot flat bottom boat. 

The next morning the weather was 
perfect for this venturesome trip; Louie 
arrived shortly after breakfast, with the 
Ibis. I got on board along with my camp
ing outfit, an important part of which 
was my 45-60 Winchester and a good 
supply of cartridges. We sailed to the 
foot of the lake, and there we hauled 
the Ibis over the old Indian haulover, 
where Seminole Indians hauled their 
canoes, from time immemorial, to the 
sea. We were fortunate in having a gentle 
northeast wind and a smooth sea. 

We arrived at Hillsborough about 
three o'clock in the afternoon, made 
camp on the south point at a place where 
the mailman used to keep his boat. 
The stake was still there that he fastened 
the boat's painter to, but the boat had 
disappeared. Evidently the tramp had 
been careless in making her fast and it 
had gone adrift some place upriver. I 
told Louie to take the Ibis and prowl 
around upriver awhile and I would walk 
down the beach to the south for a mile 
or more, for if Hamilton had drowned 
his body would come on shore some
where down the beach. No trace, how
ever, did I find, absolutely nothing. 
But there was one thing that caused me 
to take notice and that was the nume
rous tracks of alligators from small ones 
to whoppers that must have been made 
by gators nine and ten feet long. These 
alligators had been carried outside the 
inlet by the swift ebb tide that they 
were unable to swim against, had swam 
to shore and then crawled over the beach 
to the river. The long south point of the 
river was all cut up with their tracks. 
Behind this south side of the inlet was 
a long, narrow and shallow lagoon, that 
in ordinary times contained very little 
water and was in no place more than 
two feet deep. But at this time, owing 
to the flooded backcountry pouring out 
its surplus through the Hillsborough, 

1 it was deep enough to hide any number 
of alligators, even of the largest size. 
When we sailed into the inlet that after
noon, I called Louie's attention to the 
great number of alligators in the place, 

ten times, yes, a hundred times more 
than I had ever seen there before. The 
place was actually swarming with them. 
We only gave them a passing notice at 
first, for our minds were solely taken up 
with thoughts of Hamilton. 

Now seeing all these tracks brought 
my mind on the alligators and their 
presence in such unusual numbers around 
the inlet. That they played a sinister 'part 
in Hamilton's disappearance I now had 
not the least doubt. Many times I had 
visited this inlet in the past few years 
and had never seen more than one or two 
gators around there at a time; now they 
could be seen everywhere within the 
inlet, their black ugly heads on the sur
face of the dark water wherever one 
might look. As this new thought struck 
me I turned back towards camp and 
walked up along the east shore of the 
lagoon. When about halfway to camp I 
stopped to scrutinize an object across 
the lagoon that was at the water's edge 
on the other side. Had been standing 
there but a minute or so when a black 
knobby head of a huge alligator rose to 
the surface a few yards from me and 
came as close to me as the depth of the 
water would permit. I stepped back a 
few steps until I was sure he could not 
reach me with a sweep of his tail, and we 
looked at each other for about a min
ute. "You are certainly an ugly looking 
customer," I said, "and I wish I had my 
rifle." But the rifle had been · left at 
camp, for I knew there would not be any 
use for it on the beach. l started towards 
camp, and Mr. Gator kept right along 
with me. That gator had a baleful gleam 
in his cold eye that I did not like; he ap
peared to have a hankering for a taste of 
human flesh and, the thought flashed 
through me, "maybe this is the very rep
tile that pulled Hamilton under." Then I 
started on a run for camp and the Win
chester. Picking up the rifle on the jump, 
I turned and ran back at top speed to 
"fix" that gator. He must have under
stood that things were looking bad for 
him when I ran away, for when I got 
back the gator was gone. There were 
plenty more farther offshore, their heads 
could be seen on the surface of the river 
in every direction, but I failed to rec
ognize my recent ugly friend among 
them. Louie returned about this time and 
not a thing to report. His search, like 
mine, had been fruitless, "not a trace." 

We made a thorough search the next 
morning of the creeks and bays near 
the inlet, but not a trace of Hamilton 
could be found, nor was there any ever 
found. We were compelled to return 
home without having found a single trace 
of our lost friend, and the actual facts 
of his taking off will ever remain a mys
tery. 

Some years later we heard that a 
cruising party spending a few days in the 
Hillsborough found part of the jawbone 

· of a man that had a gold filled tooth 
sticking in it. They found it on the west 
side of the same lagoon where I met the 
too-friendly alligator. None of his friends, 
however, could remember if Hamilton 
had any filled teeth. There is no question 
in my mind that an alligator was the 
cause of the whole sad business. There 
was not a shark in sight any place around 
the inlet while we were there. 

After Hamilton s untimely death a 
new contract had to be made and in the 
meantime the department in Washing
ton decided to make a change in the 
connecting mail routes. This was done 
by extending the route from Jupiter to 
Palm Beach, on to Hypoluxo. And the 
Palm Beach-Miami route [was] shorten
ed ten miles, by making Hypoluxo 
the north end of the Miami route. 

This arrangement made it much 
easier on the mail carrier on the bare
foot route, and a saving of at least a 
half a day's time. 

Andrew Garnett [another Hypoluxo 
settle~] came to me one day and said that 
he had a big notion to make a bid on 
the route at the same rate Hamilton 
had taken it, and that was $600 per 
annum. But [he] hesitated to make his 
bid unless I would agree to help him 
out on the job. Said he did not expect 
me to make every other trip with him in 
turn, but to be ready to take his place 
in case of sickness, or if other business 
claimed his attention for a week or two, 
and to share with him the expense of 
boats. We had to have a skiff at Hills
borough and New River and a combined 
sail and row boat on Biscayne Bay. To 
all of this I agreed. Garnett made his bid 
and was awarded the contract. 

A MYSTERY AT 
LAUDERDALE STATION 

In October 1898 [1888], just a year 
after Hamilton's death at Hillsborough 
inlet, I left Hypoluxo with the mail for 
Miami. Following the usual custom of 
the carrier on this route, I started imme
diately after dinner, walking down the 
beach to the Orange Grove House of 
Refuge, a distance of seven miles, where 
I spent the night, going on next day to 
the Fort Lauderdale Station, a long 
weary tramp of 25 miles in the soft 
sand of the ocean beach. The only break 
in the monotony of this long tramp 
was the stop at Boca Raton lake for 
lunch, and the crossing of the Hillsbo
rough inlet. From Fort Lauderdale to 
Miami, a distance of 26 miles was more 
varied, as sixteen miles was by boat, four 
miles on New River, and twelve miles 
on the Bay. But the ten miles of walk
ing from New River inlet to the head of 
the Bay was the very worst beach on the 
coast. The entire trip to Miami was made 
without delay or incident of note, ex
cept I came near capsizing the little 
sailboat in the middle of the Bay. 
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On awaking next morning in Miami, 
the first thing that attracted my atten
tion was the howling of the wind and the 
sound of rain coming down in torrents. 
Going to the window I saw the storm 
was from the southeast; a fair wind up 
the bay it was true, but as the wind was 
blowing "great guns" and raining "pitch
forks," as the old saying goes, the pros
pect for my 26-mile trip to Fort Lauder
dale Station looked rather bad. After 
breakfast I loafed around Brickell's 
store and wished the rain would let 
up. Getting a late start meant a late ar
rival, and I did not fancy the idea of 
making my way up New River in the 
night. More especially did I object to 
following the narrow footpath from the 
river to the beach, near a quarter of a 
mile, in the dark, through beach ham
mock infested with rattlesnakes. The 
storm continued with unabated fury 
until near noon. We found out some 
days later that we were on the outside 
edge of a hurricane passing to the west
ward up the Gulf of Mexico. About 
eleven o'clock the rain stopped and, al
though the wind kept up hard as ever, 
I started. There was too much wind for 
any kind of a sail on that little boat. I 
simply stuck an oar in the mast step and 
stood up in the stern with a steering oar 
in my hands. The oar and my back was 
all the sail needed to send that boat 
flying up the turbulent waters of Bis
cayne Bay. I made good time to Baker's 

' haulover, where I left the boat and took 
to the beach. 

Having started so late, I now saw that 
it would be long after dark when I ar
rived at the Station, my stopping place 
for the night. [I] had now determined 
not to make the trip up the river in the 
boat but would leave her near the inlet 
after crossing and walk up the beach, 
thereby escaping the walk through the 
path in the night which now promised 
to be one of the blackest kind. 

When near the seven mile tripod (these 
tripods had been erected by the U.S. 
Coast Survey a few years previous) I 
saw a man coming down the beach rapid
ly towards me, and I wondered, "Who the 
dickens it could be?" We almost never 
met anyone on this mail route, so seldom 
indeed one might say "never." And I 
was not a little excited as I neared him, 
wondering who it could be and what he 
was doing on the beach. When near 
enough to recognize him, was surprised 
to see it was Charlie Coman, the keeper 
of the Lauderdale Station. "Hey! What's 
up?" I called out, "And where in the 
dickens are you going at this time of 
day?" 

"You brought me a letter on your 
down trip day before yesterday," was his 
answer, "that I forgot to open and see 
what was in it, in fact never noticed it 
until this morning, and what was in that 
letter is the cause of this trip to Miami." 
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"Then why didn't you start earlier 
and meet me at Baker's Haulover?" I 
asked. "Couldn't," was his answer, "wind 
and rain was too hard. Started as soon 
as it let up and here I am." "Aw, come on 
back with me and make your trip tomor
row," I pleaded. But no, said he just had 
to see the County Clerk that day; his 
business would not admit another day's 
delay. "I am coming right back," he 
added, "and will be with you sometime 
before morning; you will find the house 
key under the south end of the west 
step." With these words he turned and 
swung off rapidly down the beach. 
"Well," thought I, "here is a pretty ket
tle of fish. I have got to spend the best 
part of the night in that old Station all 
by my lonesome," and I did not like the 

avoid that four hours of hard and steady 
rowing, and that narrow trail through 
the woods from the landing to the beach, 
so when I rowed up past the inlet a safe 
distance, [I] landed on the north side, 
made fast the boat's painter to a tree, and 
then pushed my way on to the north side, 
made fast the boat's painter to a tree, and 
then pushed my way through the beach 
hammock to the open sand of the beach. 

It was by this time quite dark; I 
plodded along thinking hard of my si · 
tuation. Then I recalled how a few years 
before, Flora Bradley, my chum Louie's 
ten year old sister, had died at this 
Station a few hours after my arrival 
there on a hunting trip, and the loss of 
my friend Hamilton only the year before. 
It was nine miles beyond where he lost 

Fort Lauderdale House of Refuge (from "Historical, Mysterious, Picturesque New 
River," Friends of the Library of Fort Lauderdale, Florida, Inc., 1978-1979). 

prospect before me, not a little bit. I 
slowed my pace for now I was not in a 
hurry to get there. All at once the thought 
struck me, "I forgot to ask him where I 
might find a match when I get in the 
house." I did not have any with me. 
"Now won't I have a sweet time," thought 
I, "hunting matches in that big house and 
it as black as midnight." 

The sun was setting when I arrived at 
New River inlet. The tide was low, and 
the river was pouring out a volume of 
turbid water from the Everglades. In 
crossing the inlet I found that it would 
be impossible to make more than a mile 
an hour against it; that would mean I 
would not reach the Station before ten 
that night. [I] did not mind arriving late 
under the circumstances, but wished to 

his life, it is true, but he used to stop 
overnight twice a week at this house. 
All those gloomy thoughts did not tend 
to make me feel cheerful or at ease as I 
approached the Station at some time 
near eight o'clock that night. The old 
Station house looked shadowy, vague, 
and ghostly in the intense darkness of 
the stormy night. 

Going up on the porch by way of 
the front steps I walked to the west 
steps and found the key where Coman 
said it would be. Unlocking the door 
to the living room, which was near the 
middle of the house, I boldly entered 
and started my search for matches. 
The house was so dark I could not 
see my hand before my face. I had 
to depend on feeling my way with 
hands stretched before me. First I felt 



all over the living room table, no matches 
there, then I felt my way to the dining 
room and made a careful feeling search 
of that room; on the table, on top of the 
kitchen safe, on the window sills, still 
nothing I touched felt like a box of 
matches. Then I continued my search 
in the kitchen where I thought most 
certainly I would find them; on the 
kitchen table, the sink, and the man
tlepiece over the stove, but without 
success, so I then made my way to the 
bedroom which was on the south end 
of the building and felt all over that 
room, still nothing doing. By this time 
I was getting discouraged and felt like 
giving up my search for the pesky match
es, but if I did not find them [I] would 
have to go to bed without my supper. 
This did not appeal to me at all, for in 
spite of my nervousness I was now very 
hungry . I therefore determined to make 
one more careful search of the entire 
house before giving up and going to 
bed without anything to eat. And you 
may believe that all this time spent in 
this black and silent house, a silence 
broken now and then by the moan of 
the wind around the corners of the 
building and the nearby pound of the 
surf on the beach, did not tend to quiet 
my highly strung nerves. 

On my second search of the kitchen 
my fingers rested on a box of matches 
the first time I felt along the mantle
piece. How I failed to find them the 
first time wa·s more than I could say. 
My heart jumped with relief when I 
struck a match and saw my way back 
to the living room where I found the 
lamp and lost no time in lighting it, 
glancing ·at the little clock on the table 
as I did so; it was ten minutes past eight 
o'clock. I then went to the kitchen and 
started a fire in the stove, put the ket
tie on to heat water for tea, set the table, 
then having everything ready for supper 
but the tea, went to the living room and 
sat down to read a little while waiting 
for the water to get hot. As I sat down 
again [I] looked at the clock to see 
how long I had been getting my supper 
underway; I was astonished to see the 
clock hands at seven thirty. [I] rubbed 
my eyes and looked again; there was no 
doubt about it, the clock said, "seven 
thirty." "How could I have made such 
a mistake when I looked at the clock 
before?" was the question I asked my
self. I was certain it was ten minutes 
after eight then, and now only seven 
thirty. "But I know it is later than that," 
I said aloud, and pulling out my watch 
it said eight thirty, just an hour's dif
ference. Well, I did not know what to 
think about it. I then set the clock to 
the time of my watch, still wondering 
how I could have made such a fool mis
take the first time I looked at it. My 
appetite demanded my attention, so I 
returned to the kitchen where I found 

the kettle boiling merrily, made the tea 
and sat down to my much belated supper, 
and as I ate my mind kept turning to the 
clock, and I wondered how I could have 
made the mistake of an hour when look
ing at it the first time. When I had finish
ed eating, cleared the table and carried 
the dishes to the kitchen, and again put 
on the kettle to heat water to wash them, 
as it would take a few minutes for the 
water to heat, I went back to the living 
room to take another look at that clock 
and see if it was going along as it should, 
for in spite of indications I still had a 
feeling that I had not made any mistake 
when I looked at it the first time. To 
my amazement that clock again stood at 
seven thirty. A nervous chill ran up and 
down my back, and the hair of the back 
of my head commenced to raise when 
I saw this clock for the second time 
within an hour was "cutting up didoes." 
I might have been mistaken the first 
time this happened, but now there was 
no mistake for I had set the clock to 
the correct time which was eight thirty, 
and now again it was at seven thirty. 
I looked at my watch; the time was nine 
o'clock. I picked up the clock and again 
set it at the correct time of nine, then 
put it back on the table and stood there 
and watched it for at least five minutes 
to see how it was acting; it went right 
along like any well-behaved clock would. 

[I] returned to the kitchen to wash 
the supper dishes, my mind meantime in 
a turmoil. I even considered for a time 
that I would leave the Station right then 
and spend the night walking up the 
beach, but I soon gave up this idea for 
I was very tired after a long and most 
strenuous day and was badly in need 
of rest, tho' how I was going to rest 
under the circumstances was more than 
I could see. Besides, Coman would not 
know what to think if I was not there 
when he returned. "No," I said to my
self, "I'll stick it out until Coman's re
turn, but I do not expect to sleep any 
after all the doings of that pesky clock." 
By the time I had come to this conclu
sion, all the dishes had been washed and 
put away, and all work in the dining 
room and kitchen finished. I then start
ed back to the living room thinking I 
would sit down and watch the clock for 
a spell and try to figure out what had 
caused its hands to change every time I 
left the room. When I came in sight of 
that clock what I saw made the hair on 
the back of my head stand right on 
end, and my heart seemed to skip a beat 
or two, for the hands of that clock 
were again for the third time at seven 
thirty. 

To say that I was plain scared now 
was putting it rather mild. Consider 
my situation if you will, and then say 
you would not have been more than 
nervous, 25 miles from the nearest 
white man on the north, and twenty 

miles on the south, and in both cases 
a deep river intersecting the beach be
tween [you] and them. And too, the 
house had been securely locked when 
Coman left. [I] had locked the door 
when I entered and commenced to hunt 
for the matches, and it had remained 
locked so there was no chance for anyone 
to have entered the house and monkey
ed with the clock to fool me. Absolutely 
out of the question, for I knew posi
tively there was no one nearer to me 
than the two keepers of their respective 
Stations, 20 and 25 miles away. The 
inexplicable incident had a look of the 
supernatural, for how else could the 
queer actions of the clock be explained. 
I was positive, yet I knew no human 
hands but mine had touched the clock 
since my arrival at eight o'clock that 
night, yet every time I left it alone in 
the room, it went back to seven thirty. 
Grabbing up the crazy thing I again 
for the third time that night set it at the 
correct time, which I found by looking 
at my watch to be nine fifteen; then 
sat down and never took my eyes from 
the face of that clock until twelve mid
night. It went right along like any good 
clock should. At midnight, tho' still 
nervous and rather shaky [I] was so 
tired I determined to lie down and 
rest while waiting for Coman's return. 
[I] just knew I could not sleep a wink 
after all the excitement I had been sub
jected to through the queer actions of 
the little nickel clock. I went into the 
bedroom and carefully examined the 
doors, making sure they were securely 
locked; then caught sight of Coman's 
shotgun standing in a corner. It was a 
Winchester repeater of the old lever 
type; picking it up [I] found the mag
azine full of loaded shells. For some 
reason I felt better, more secure, the 
minute I had the loaded gun in my 
hands. I knew no other human being 
besides myself was in that home, and 
just what use the gun would be to me 
under the present circumstances was 
more than I could say, yet I felt ready 
to take care of myself against anything 
when I had a loaded Winchester in my 
hands. 

Throwing the gun into the hollow 
of my left arm I lay down on Coman's 
bed for a little rest and was almost in
stantly fast asleep, the sound sleep of 
utter exhaustion. About three hours 
later I was aroused by a heavy "boom, 
boom, boom" coming from the porch 
outside. The sudden awakening from a 
sound sleep startled me and in my half 
awake dazed condition [I] did not 
recognize the sound; at one bound I 
landed in the middle of the room, the 
Winchester in my hands ready for busi
ness. Now fully awake, I called out, 
"Who is that?" 

"Me, Coman," was the answer, "come 
and let me in." 
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[I] certainly felt relieved when I heard 
his voice; it was the heavy tread of his 
bare feet on the yorch floor that had 
awakened me. Lighting the lamp, I went 
and unlocked the outside door. "What 
in the dickens is the matter with this 
clock of yours?" were the words I greet
ed him with as he came into the room. 

"Why nothing that I know of," was 
his answer. "It has always kept good 
time, why do you ask such a question?" 

I then told him about the queer doings 
of that clock, of its persistently going 
back to seven thirty every time I left 
it alone in the room the first part of 
the night. 

"It seems to be going along all right 
now," he remarked, looking at the clock 
as he spoke. I told him that it had since 
nine fifteen, at which time I sat and 
watched it until twelve. Coman was 
somewhat puzzled by my story and could 
not offer any possible explanation. After 
talking it over for some minutes Coman 
suggested we go to bed and get a little 
sleep before morning, a suggestion I 
was only too glad to follow for I needed 
more rest than I had been getting so far 
this eventful night; there was a twenty
five mile walk ahead of me after break
fast. 

Walking into the living room next 
morning, in the bright light of a rising 

' sun, it did not seem possible all the queer 
doings of the clock the night before, 

• yet it happened beyond any question or 
, doubt and is still to this day, many years 

later, a deep mystery. 
For many trips after this incident 

just related, I carried the U. S. Mail 
from Hypoluxo to Miami, stopping one 
night, of course, each way, at this same 
Lauderdale Station. The little old clock 
kept right on keeping good time as 
Coman said. Never again did it say 
seven thirty except at the proper time. 
What was the explanation? There is none; 
it simply happened as I have related and 
that is all I can tell, all there is to say 
about it. 

A spiritualist would tell you that 
Hamilton's spirit was trying to convey 
to me, through the medium of the 
clock, the exact hour of his death. That 
he lost his life at seven thirty in the eve
ning is possible. He should have arrived 
at the Hillsborough inlet not later than 
two o'clock in the afternoon under 
ordinary circumstances, but he had told 
me the day before he had started on this 
ill- fated trip from the Orange Grove Sta
tion that he was not feeling well, and it 
is quite possible that on arriving at 
Boca Raton lake where he would eat his 
lunch he had decided to rest until the 
cool of the afternoon, in which case he 
might have arrived at the inlet near 
seven o'clock or later. And did a gator 
catch him it would have been more 
likely after dark than in the bright 
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light of afternoon. But just how it hap
pened or when we will never know, 
unless we take the little clock's word, 
which was twice repeated -seven thirty. 

TRAVELING THE 
BAREFOOT ROUTE 

On another trip with the mail when 
came on the beach at Hypoluxo, I 

saw pieces of wreckage just washed up 
by the sea. It was strewn thick all the 
way to Biscayne Bay. I found a life 
buoy marked, "Str. State of Texas." 
So that was the ship all this cabin wreck
age came from. 

Some weeks later I saw in a news
paper an account of the steamer, State 
of Texas, in a hurricane in the Gulf of 
Mexico. The account said she had lost 
a part of her cabin, carried away by 
the heavy seas. Then I wondered what 
the beach would look like if she had 
lost all of her cabin, when only a part 
of it covered the coast for near sixty 
miles. And it was that same fall [ 1887] 
we lost our New River boat, the Mabel 
H. This boat was one we had made es
pecially for use in the rapid current of 
New River. She was 20 feet long and 
only 18 inches wide in the widest part 
of the bottom, [a) double-ender with 
wide flaring sides made of cypress and a 
spruce bottom. We used nine foot spruce 
oars on out-rigger oar locks. Andrew 
[Garnett] had let a new fellow carry 
the mail for one round trip. When he 
arrived at New River inlet on his return 
from Miami, the tide was running out 
strong, so he crossed over and tied the 
boat to a bush on the north point only 
a short distance from the inlet. A very 
heavy storm came on the next day, 
and of course there was a heavy sea. 
This sea washed away near a quarter 
of a mile of the north point, taking 
the Mabel H with it. All we ever found 
of her was one oar. What became of her 
we never knew. 

At the time this mail route was in 
operation there was a standing joke 
most everyone liked to tell to the new
comers, that is they thought it a joke 
until they had to go as a foot passenger 
with the mail carrier. This so-called 
joke was the charge of $5 for a pas
senger on this walking mail route. 

That it was not all plain sailing when 
it came to collecting "fare" from our 
passengers on the "barefoot route," 
and the reason for charging $5, the 
following story of my experiences will 
illustrate. 

Just as I was about ready to start 
on my trip with the mail for Miami, 
a man named Bostwick came along 
and asked if he might go down the 
beach with me. I said, "Yes, if you 
will pay the usual fare of $5 you can 
go with me ." 

"What!" he exclaimed, "Are you going 
to charge me five dollars just for the 
privilege of walking with you?" 

"No," I answered, "You have a right 
to walk on the beach when and where 
you choose at no cost at all. I have 
nothing to do with that. I am charging 
you for the time you will cause me to 
lose waiting for you to rest when you 
get tired, and you will get tired and want 
to rest many times before we reach 
Miami. Besides I will ferry you across 
the Hillsborough inlet in the boat we have 
there for the purpose, and I will also have 
to take you four miles down New River 
in another of our boats and set you across 
the inlet there. Then 12 miles down Bis
cayne Bay, in another boat we have 
there. Now all these boats cost quite a 
sum when we bought them, and it takes 
more money to keep them in condition 
for our use. Then again if wind and tide 
should be against us, that combined row 
of sixteen miles with a head wind and 
tide is worth something. Besides the 
boat is much harder to pull with a weight 
of a man sitting in the stern. Would prefer 
to be alone in the boat when wind and 
tide is stronl! ahead." 

When I had finished explaining the 
matter, he said he guessed the charge 
was fair enough after all, but it did not 
matter in his case, he had to go anyway. 
I told him further that we made it a rule 
to collect five dollars in advance, to make 
sure we did not have all the work of 
transporting our passengers for nothing 
in case they should refuse to pay when 
we arrived at our destination. This 
brought on more talk. 

He said that when making this trip to 
the lake from the Bay, he had not expect
ed to pay out much money, and had 
taken only a small amount along for the 
expenses of the trip. Now he was broke 
until he reached Miami, where he had 
left the balance of his cash. That I would 
have to trust him until we arrived there. 

At first I refused to do this for I did 
not like the way he talked. His voice 
and manner did not ring true, but he 
begged so hard that at last I gave in and 
said, "All right, but you had better have 
the money ready when we get there, 
or before I start back." 

The first part of the trip that after
noon was only seven miles and he man
aged that all right. Having plenty of time 
on this short part of the trip I walked 
slow, and my passenger kept up with me 
without stopping to rest which was a 
wonder. But on going to bed that night 
he complained of feeling dead tired. 

On the next day, the first stretch 
to Hillsborough inlet, where I planned 
to eat our lunch, was sixteen miles. I 
had to stop to let Bostwick rest four 
times, with about half an hour for each 
rest. This made me two hours late in 
arriving at the Hillsborough. We were 



The Barefoot Mailmen often allowed travelers to accom· 
pany them down the coast for a fee. This scene is another 
of the six murals for which Charles Pierce posed. (Illustra· 

tion courtesy of the Historical Society of Palm Beach 
County.) 

in fact an hour late when we reached 
Boca Raton, and ate our lunch there, 
six miles short of what I had figured 
on. 

When we arrived and crossed the inlet 
at Hillsborough, I was becoming impa· 
tient at the delay this fellow was causing, 
so after we had landed on the south 
shore of the inlet I told him I was going 
straight to the Station at Lauderdale, 
there were no more inlets before we 
reached New River, and he could take 
as much time as he chose in getting 
there, so long as he made it in time to 
go on with me the next morning. With 
that parting shot I pulled out and had 
soon left him out of sight astern. We had 
finished supper at the Station when 
Bostwick came plodding in. 

The next morning the wind was 
blowing hard from the south, straight 
up New River, and the tide was on the 
full flood. I labored hard at the oars 
for near two hours before we arrived 
at the inlet. Bostwick in the meantime 
was taking it easy, reclining on the stern 
seat smoking his pipe and talking while 
I worked to make headway against 
wind and tide. 

The ten mile walk from New River to 
Baker's haulover at the head of Biscayne 
Bay is the worst of the route, due to the 
soft and somewhat hilly nature of the 
beach. On this ten miles I had to stop 
twice and wait for my passenger to rest. 
This continual stopping and starting 

tired me more than steady walking at 
my usual gait. 
~ When we arrived at the- haulover and 
started down the bay in the boat, we 
again found the tide coming in hard 
against us and a strong wind blowing 
with it. Of course, Bostwick sat in the 
stern of the boat and rested, all of that 
12 miles to Miami. He would not take 
a turn at the oars; he was paying his 
fare. 

When we landed at Miami, Mr. Bost· 
wick started off without saying a word 
about pay. I stopped him and asked, 
"What about it?" He said he would 
meet me in the morning before I left 
and pay me then. And altho' I waited 
for him next morning more than an 
hour, he did not show up. In fact, I 
did not see or hear of Mr. Bostwick again 
for three years, and then he was broke 
as usual and could not pay me. 

Such experiences as this made us 
afraid to trust any stranger. It makes 
me angry even after all those years 
whenever I think about that fellow and 
the way he beat me out of his fare. It 
is quite evident he never intended to pay 
me anything, nor to assist with the row· 
ing of the boat. He simply sat in the 
stern, taking his ease like a wealthy 
tourist, while I, his boatman, rowed 
him 16 miles against wind and tide. 

This mail route was kept up for a 
number of years later, changing carriers 
as they b'"ecame tired of this ceaseless 

walking six days a week throughout 
the year. There were a number of men 
[who] tried it for a spell after Garnett 
and I gave it up. One of these was Uncle 
Ned Pent, a queer old fellow from the 
Bay. 

Henry John Burkhardt [who settled 
at Hillsboro Inlet in 1891] was the last 
of the carriers, when the route was 
discontinued and the mail sent to Miami 
over a new route through the woods by 
hack line from Lantana. 

FACING THE ELEMENTS 

After three years of continuous use 
of my old brass cornet [which Pierce 
played in the Tropical Band of Palm 
Beach, of which he was leader] it com· 
menced to show signs of wear. With leaky 
pistons it was difficult to produce clear 
tones. Then I began to consider the 
chances of buying a new one. [I] men· 
tioned the fact one day to Henry John 
Burkhardt, who at that time was mail 
carrier on the "Barefoot Route" to 
Miami. He asked how much a new cornet 
would cost. "I can get an E Flat for $27. 
That will be plenty good enough for me," 
was my answer. 

Without further remarks he plunged 
his hand into his pocket and, hauling out 
a roll of bills, handed me $27. I refused 
it because I thought he was making a 
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The Tropical Band of Palm Beach, 1889. Left to right: Willie Moore, Guy M. Bradley, 
Bob Cook, E. H. Dimick, Louis Bradley, R. W. Porter, Andrew Garnett, and Charles W. 
Pierce, leader (photo courtesy of Mrs. Robert Powell). 

loan to me. "I don't want to take it, 
, Henry John. I do not know at this 

time when I can return it. Earning money 
, with a sailboat is rather uncertain, so 
' you had better not loan it to me now." 

He insisted that I accept it, that it 
1 was not a loan but a gift to the band, and 

that I was to consider the $27 his dona· 
tion. [I] was always ready to accept 
anything for the band, and when he put 
it in those words I gave in and thanked 
him warmly in the name of the band. 
The $27 was used in purchasing a Carl 
Fisher E Flat cornet. It was a fine little 
instrument, all engraved, silver· plated 
and gold in bell, and there was a marked 
improvement in the band music when 
this cornet was used. 

Only a month or so after receiving the 
cornet [c. 1889], I went on a trip to Key 
West, in the Illinois, and had as compa
nions Guy Bradley and my cousin Walter 
Moore. There were two reasons for 
making this trip. Father had raised a 
large crop of Bermuda onions, had sup
plied all the stores on the lake and Indian 
River, and had a large surplus on hand 
that would be sure to spoil if he attempt
ed to carry them through the summer, so 
we loaded sixty crates into the Illinois 
to take to Key West for sale in that 
town. Then too, although late in the 
season, we expected to kill a few plume 
birds that would help pay the expenses 
of the trip. 

We had two Winchester repeating shot
guns, two Winchester rifles and a single
shot rifle, for our hunting. I also carried 
my violin and new cornet. 

five miles north of New River inlet, 
and that was our encounter with a huge 
waterspout. In the earlier part of the day 
the wind had been light and baffling, 
but late in the afternoon, about the 
time we were passing the Hillsborough 
inlet, the wind came down stiff from 
the northeast. It looked like a regular old 
northeaster, and I at once determined to 
run in New River. Suddenly, a little off 
the port bow, I saw a whisp of white 
water that I thought was a striking 
fish, but before I could turn my head 
there was a big white cone of spray 
started up and thrashed into smoke
like mist by a violent whirlwind. Then a 
big black funnel-shaped cloud com
menced reaching down towards the 

whirling spray on the sea. " A water
spout!" I yelled , and hauling in on the 
fore sheet I cast off the halyard and let 
the foresail come down by the run, and 
told the boys to hurry and lash the sail 
down with an end of the anchor cables. 
When Walter started forward , I noticed 
he was wearing shoes. I made him stop 
and take them off and throw them in 
the cabin. While the boys were lashing 
down the foresail I jibed the mainsail 
and headed for the shore. The water 
spout was not Jess than a quarter of a 
mile from us, and the northeaster was 
gone. We were in the partial calm on the 
outside edge of the whirlwind tornado 
that created the spout, which by this time 
had made contact with the sea and was 
fully developed into a waterspout of large 
size. We lay to, close in shore, for a few 
minutes, when suddenly, to our delight, 
the spout broke and vanished. 

Then the northeaster struck us again 
in full force. Under ordinary circum
stances we would have reefed the sails, 
but now only too anxious to get in New 
River, we cracked on all sail and went 
foaming down the coast to "save our 
bones from Davy Jones," and water
spouts. 

[We] sailed into the calm waters of 
New River at sundown and anchored 
for the night. At dinner that day we 
had cooked a large kettle of stew, leaving 
about half of it to be warmed up for 
supper. After making things snug on deck 
for the night, I went below to start fire 
under our kettle of stew and found one 
of Walter's shoes calmly reposing and 
partly submerged in our stew. We imme
diately made different arrangements for 
supper, which Guy and I attended to 
while Walter cleaned his shoe. 

The wind slackened some during the 
night, and although the waves were 
rolling high in the morning, we put to 
sea after breakfast and made an un
eventful trip to Biscayne Bay. 

The first untoward event happened 
on our first day out, when we were " A Rough Passage" (from "Camping and Cruising in Florida," by James Henshall) . 
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POLITICS IN 
OLD DADE COUNTY 

Although Florida was readmitted to 
the union in June 1868, nothing much 
appears to have been done about orga
nizing a county government in Dade 
County prior to the year of 1872, a 
condition brought about or caused by 
its almost complete isolation from the 
rest of the civilized world. Its only com
munication was by small sailboat down 
a rather dangerous coast 175 miles to Key 
West. Or, if someone wished to travel 
north from Miami, he would have to 
walk up the ocean beach a distance of 
80 miles to Jupiter lighthouse, and there 
wait for weeks or perhaps months before 
he would have an opportunity to con
tinue his voyage up Indian River. 

The political situation of the county 
did not extend as far north as Lake 
Worth until the state and county election 
in 1874. At election time in 1872 Lake 
Worth had only one inhabitant, therefore 
the politicians of Miami, then extremely 
few in number, were not interested in 
obtaining the vote from that section. 
But in the fall of 1874 word leaked out 
in Miami that now there were ten or 
twelve people living on that lake, and 
a man was despatched on foot up the 
beach to establish a voting precinct and 
name an election board. 

The home of H. D. Pierce on Hypo
luxo Island, a house then covered roof 
and sides with palmetto leaves, was the 
polling place selected, with Charlie 
Moore, W. M. Butler, H. D. Pierce and W. 
H. Moore as inspectors of election. 

When election day arrived, the in
spectors were on hand to conduct the 
election, but besides them only one 
voter came to cast his ballot. This one 
voter was an old cracker known as Dr. 
Talbot, who had been living with the 
l William M.] Butler family on the island 
for some weeks. Three other men li ving 
on the lake , it appeared, were not inte 
rested enough in the election to come and 
vote. These men were Jesse Malden, Wm. 
Lainheart [Lanehart] and H. fHiram] F. 
Hammon [who settled west of Pompano 
about 1906 and founded the settlement 
of Hammondville]. It is possible they had 
not heard of the election, or perhaps they 
supposed they were not qualified to vote 
in that election. They were most certainly 
better qualified than old Doc Talbot, who 
had not lived on the lake more than two 
months at the most. 

Time of residence in county or state 
did not mean anything then. The mere 
fact that they were there ready to cast 
ballot was enough to entitle them to 
vote and no questions [were] asked. 

Mr. Pierce's old palmetto hat sitting 
on a homemade table was the ballot 
box. Ballots were cut from a sheet of 
writing paper, and the name of the can
didate written in with pencil. When the 

entire five ballots had been cast, they 
were then shaken up, drawn out and 
counted. William Butler was clerk of 
the board. They did not wait for sun
down to close the polls. What was the 
use of all that formality? There was no one 
else to vote. They had not opened the 
polls until eleven o'clock, thinking per
haps the other three men up the lake 
might come. But at eleven o'clock, after 
a careful survey of the lake and no sails 
in sight, the business of the election was 
started and finished within an hour. 

The ballots and returns of the election 
were enclosed in an old used envelope 
and handed to W. H. Moore to convey 
to the County Seat, there to be canvas
sed by the county commissioners. Mr. 
Moore did not carry the ballot box to 
Miami, for the very good reason Mr. 
Pierce had great need of it. It was the 
only hat he possessed. 

Mr. Moore made the trip to Miami in 
his little sloop Nellie, hauling her over 
to the ocean on the old Indian haulover 
at the foot of the lake. When darkness 
overtook him, he was about two miles 
north of New River inlet. And not caring 
to risk entering the inlet, which he was 
unacquainted with, after dark, he beach
ed his boat, and after hauling her up out 
of reach of the waves, made camp for 
the night. 

On awakening in the morning he 

found the wind and sea favorable for 
the continuance of his voyage down 
the coast, so he started to prepare coffee 
for his morning meal. And preparing cof
fee was no little job. The only kind of 
coffee obtainable on the coast at that 
time was the green coffee bean. This 
had to be roasted and then ground in 
a hand mill. Every settler had his cof
fee mill, but as the Pierce family had 
only one mill, Mr. Moore had to make 
different arrangements to reduce his 
coffee beans sufficiently to produce 
the desired cup of coffee. This he did 
by enclosing the coffee beans in a can
vas bag and pounding it with a hatchet. 

He was pounding his coffee on the 
forward deck of his boat and thereby 
creating quite a noise, when a man 
appeared on top of the beach ridge to 
the westward of his camp. Walking up 
to Mr. Moore, and after the usual "Good 
morning," [he] said, "I heard a pounding 
over this way and as I could not account 
for it in any other way [I] supposed it 
was made by a steamer aground, tho' 
I could not make out why there were 
no masts in sight. So I came to inves
tigate the mystery." 

He said his name was Brown, and 
that he had a shack on the west bank 
of the river and was raising hogs. This 
was the only white inhabitant of New 
River, and later on [he] became known 

Will H. Moore, uncle of Charles W. Pierce and early south
east Florida settler (photo courtesy of Dr. Gilbert L. Voss). 
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as "Pig Brown." This is to distinguish 
him from other Browns then living on 
the east coast. 

In the election of 1876 there were 
two candidates for the legislature from 
Dade County. The man from Biscayne 
Bay was educated and well-qualified to 
serve his county, but he had the mis
fortune to have served as lieutenant 
governor of the state under carpet-bag 
rule in the reconstruction days follow
ing the Civil War. [I] suppose he came 
out as an independent, for the only or
ganized party in the county was Demo
cratic. The Democrats met in convention 
in Miami and nominated "Pig Brown," 
the lonely hermit of New River, to op
pose the man from Biscayne Bay. 

It was said that Mr. Brown was the 
• most surprised man in the county when 

informed of his nomination and later 
of his election. Some of the defeated 
candidate's friends made up this little 
verse: 

Brown perhaps may rue the day, 
That gave him Gleason's seat, 

For Gleason will still resist and 
Pound away, and prove 

He can't be beat. 

Mr. Brown went to Tallahassee, and 
it is supposed took his seat in the Legis

t lature and drew his pay. If he did any
thing more we never heard of it. He 

' disposed of his hogs and departed from 
the banks of New River, never to re
turn. 

When Dade County was organized 
1 as a real county, along about 1871 or 

'72, they had to have, of course, a clerk 
of the court and a sheriff as well as a 
justice of the peace. Tho' just what use 
they had for these peace officers no 
one knew, yet they were entitled to 
them, and they were appointed in due 
time. 

Now previous to the appointing of 
the county officers, perfect harmony 
had prevailed among the settlers of the 
Bay. In most cases they lived so far 
apart there was little chance for inter
ference in their daily avocations, and 
there was no need or use for a sheriff, 
or a justice court. But after appointing 
these officers of the law, there came a 
change in the peace of the settlers on 
Biscayne Bay. 

In the election of 1888, James Wood 
Davidson, a resident of Palm Beach, 
was elected county representative in 
the legislature. Very different was this 
man from "Pig" Browil of New River. 
Mr. Davidson had a fine personality 
and was highly educated. [He was] a 
representative to be proud of, and the 
citizens of the lake were jubilant over 
the result of the election, as Mr. David
son got the vote of every man on the 
lake and at Jupiter and the Saint Lucie 
River section, and it was also noticed 
that the north end of the county had 
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outvoted the Biscayne Bay section by 
a large majority. 

This set the leading Democrats of 
the lake to thinkin~r. These men were: 
E. N. Dimick, George W. Lainhart, 
George W. Potter and Allen E. 
Heyser. [They reasoned] why not call 
for a change in the county seat in the 
next election two years hence, and move 
it to some place on the lake, possibly 
right at Palm Beach? But on investiga
tion [they] found they could not get 
the vote of the entire upper end of the 
county, and had to have it in order to 
carry the election, unless they agreed to 
locate the court house at Juno, a newly 
established post office at the north end 
of the lake, and the lake end of the 
Jupiter and Lake Worth railroad, then 
under construction. 

If the court house was built at Juno, 
the people of the upper end of the 
county could reach it as quickly and as 
easy as the people of the lake, so the 
agreement was made. The question of 
the removal of the county seat came up 
at the next election, and the north end 
of the county won the fight by a large 
majority. 

In this election, A. F. Quimby was 
elected county clerk; Allen E. Heyser, 
county judge; George W. Potter, county 
surveyor; and George W. Lainheart [sic], 
county commissioner, all Lake Worth 
men. A. F. Quimby [was] to succeed 
T. W. Faulkner of Miami; George Lain
heart [sic] to have James W. Porter's 
place on the board of county commis
sioners on January 1st, 1889. 

There had been considerab~hard 
feeling in evidence between the north 
and south ends of the county in this 
election, and the fellows designated to go 
to Miami for the records fully expected 
trouble when they arrived there, so three 
husky young men were selected to take 
the election returns to Miami and to assist 
in removing the more important records 
for transportation to Juno. 

D. E. (Ned) Brown, Patrick Lennon 
and a young man from New Jersey were 
the three huskies. Allen E. Heyser, coun
ty judge elect, and Quimby, the clerk 
elect, made up the rest of the party that 
accompanied Commissioner Porter on 
that walk down the beach to Miami to 
canvass the vote and remove the records. 
Patrick Lennon, an Irishman exiled from 
Great Britain because of his fighting 
proclivities, was asked to be one of the 
party because they thought he would 
be very useful if the Miami men started a 
real fight. 

They had a stormy time at that meet
ing of the county commissioners when 
the vote of the county was canvassed 
and the result made known. A number 
of the Miami men openly declared they 
would not let the records leave Miami, 
that they would use force if necessary 
to keep them there. And then the argu-

ment "waxed hot and furious," but con
fined entirely to mere words at that 
time. E. L. White, county commissioner 
from the Bay country, took the floor. 
He said, "Gentlemen, I am opposed to 
moving the records just as much as 
anyone, and I certainly hate to see them 
go, but Lake Worth and the north end of 
the county have won in a fair fight by 
an honest vote of the majority of the 
citizens of the county. We have got to 
take our medicine, however much we 
dislike it, and let the records go." 

When Commissioner White finished his 
little speech, there was a prolonged howl 
of dissent, followed by cries of "Never!" 
"Not on your life" and various other 
expressions of anger and disagreement. 
This state of affairs kept up until late 
in the afternoon, when the larger and 
more turbulent part of the crowd, many 
of whom lived some distance up or down 
the Bay, departed. They promised tore
turn bright and early next morning, 
well-armed and well-heeled, to take care 
of the situation, and prevent the Lake 
Worth men from removing the records. 

They believed they would be per
fectly safe in waiting until the morrow 
to settle the question. They were sailors 
enough to know the sea was far too 
rough for any of the Bay boats to venture 
upon it, and there was no other way, or 
so they thought, to make away with the 
records before the next day. 

One man was heard to remark to the 
ill- tempered and disgruntled crowd that 
)le had a big jug of "Dutch courage" at 
home. [He] said he would bring it next 
pay and soon have his party in fighting 
trim. 

After all the agitators had departed, 
the Lake Worth men and a few of the 
cool- headed Miami men agreed to meet 
again immediately after supper and hold 
a "Council of War" at the clerk's office, 
pn what was best to do and when to do 
lt. 

The factthat the Lake Worth men, 
expecting trouble, had come well-armed, 
and it was plainly in evidence at the time, 
no doubt acted as [a] deterrent on the 
turbulent men of the Bay that afternoon. 
But now they had declared they would 
be on hand in the morning, prepared 
to "Hold the fort." In other words [to] 
prevent the removal of the records. So 
whatever was done would have to be 
done that night under the cover of 
darkness. 

By eight o'clock they had again as
sembled at the Clerk's office, located in 
the east end of the barracks building 
of Old Fort Dallas. After a few pre
liminary remarks by first one and then 
another on the rather awkward situation 
confronting them, A. F. Quimby arose 
and said, "Just before I went to supper, 
I overheard two Miami fellows telling 
one another what they were going to use 
in the morning. They said McC. was 



going to bring enough whiskey for the 
crowd, and after getting well fixed they 
would do up that Lake Worth bunch in 
a hurry. Of course they did not see me, 
or if they did they thought I was one 
of their own crowd. I made a sneak 
and without waiting to consult you fel
lows, for after what I had heard [I] 
did not think there was any time to 
lose. I went upriver and borrowed a big 
Indian canoe. It is large enough to carry 
the most important of the records and 
three men. I have the canoe at the dock 
now and, 'By the Great Horn Spoon!' 
I am for loading the records into that 
canoe and starting for New River at 
once, by way of the Glades. I know the 
way and can take her through without 
a hitch. Faulkner will have to remain 
here in charge of the office equipment 
that we will have to leave behind until 
a boat can be sent from the lake for it. 
Pat had better go with me to help push 
the canoe, and Jim Porter to handle the 
artillery in case our flight is discovered 
and they overtake us before we reach 
the Fort Lauderdale Station." 

"If we can get to the Lauderdale 
Station we can stand them off there 
until they get tired or help comes from 
the lake. Meantime you fellows that are 
walking back can take word to Palm 
Beach, and tell Cap Dimick to hurry a 
boat to New River to pick us up or raise 
the siege, as the case may be. Now, 
'By the Eternal King!' don't you think 
my plan is the only way out of this 
mess?" 

When all had agreed that Quimby's 
plan was the best and should be carried 
out without delay, Quimby again said, 

"There is one more thing I want to 
call your attention to, and it is a situa
tion that I am just a little bit afraid of. 
In going up the Bay, we will have to keep 
near the west shore in order to reach 
bottom with our poles. Some of these 
fellows might see us passing and open 
fire on us. In that case we would have 
to surrender the records or get killed." 

Then a young man named Fred 
Morse spoke up and said, "I can elimi
nate Friend Quimby's fears on that score 
by towing the canoe to the head of the 
Bay with my sharpie. There they can 
enter Snake Creek, whose headwaters 
are the Everglades, and without fear of 
molestation too, for no one lives on 
that creek but a few Indians." 

Fred Morse was from Boston, Mass., 
and had been living on the Bay for three 
or four years, not long enough however, 
to go wild as many of the residents seem
ed to have done that day. Mr. Morse's 
offer was quickly accepted with many 
thanks and other expressions of satis
faction from the much worried men. 

It was now ten o'clock. [It was] a 
very dark night with a stormy and over
cast sky, so there was small danger of 
anyone seeing them at work carrying 

the most important of the records and 
loading them into the canoe, which was 
taken in tow by Mr. Morse's sharpie, 
Amy. And away they went up the Bay 
at a good rate of speed before a fresh 
southeast wind, on their first leg of 
the flight away from the bad men of 
Miami. 

They arrived at the mouth of Snake 
Creek at midnight without any untoward 
event occurring on the sail up the Bay. 
Here, Quimby, Porter and Pat Lennon 
crawled on board the canoe, and after 
saying "Good night" to Fred Morse, 
and again thanking him for his assistance, 
headed the canoe up the dark channel 
of the creek. At midnight on a cloudy 
moonless night, it was black both above 
and below, but Quimby knew every 
inch of the channel. He had been this 
way many times before, as he now 
told his companions in answer to a ques
tion from one of them. "But, Holy 
Mother of Smokes!" he exclaimed, "I 
never was through here before when I 
expected to be chased by an armed mob. 
No sir! This is the first time that has 
ever happened and I hope it is the last. 
But I am telling you now, if they are 
after us they will never catch up with us 
this side of New River." 

Then for some time thereafter no 
word was spoken by the little band of 
history makers. Each man was too 
busily engaged plying his paddle - for 
they now had to use paddles. In this 
part of the creek the water was too deep 
for poling, and [the men] had no breath 
to spare for conversation, as they en
deavored to make good time against the 
swift current. 

When the Amy sailed away from 
Miami that night, the three men that 
had brought the election returns from 
Lake Worth stood on the old stone 
dock and watched the sharpie until she 
disappeared in the blackness of the night 
to the northward. Then they crossed 
over the river and obtained lodging for 
the night at Brickel[!] 's [trading post]. 

The next morning they hired a man 
to take them over the Bay to the House 
of Refuge located near the north end of 
Indian Creek. Here they started on their 
long tramp up the beach to Lake Worth 
and home. 

After all the excitement at Miami the 
day before, they found this walk up the 
lonely beach rather monotonous and un
doubtedly very tiresome. They expected 
to arrive at the Lauderdale Station in 
time for supper, and if they kept moving 
at a brisk pace they might get there by 
five o'clock. In the meantime they 
talked about the exciting events of the 
day before and wondered, "How were 
the men in the canoe with the precious 
records coming along, and would they 
see them that night at the Fort Lauder
dale Station?" 

Through the balance of the night the 

three men in the canoe kept driving on 
up Snake Creek. Once or twice Pat 
paused in his paddling to suggest to 
Quimby that they should keep farther 
away from the south side of the creek. 
"Why?" asked Quimby, in answer to 
Pat's question. 

"Why, some of those fellows might 
have seen us sailing up the Bay and 
come up through the woods to head us 
off as we pass up this creek. They might 
be laying in ambush on one of these 
hammock points ready to shoot us 
down as we pass," said Pat rather ner
vously. 

"Well, Pat, you may be a fighting 
Irishman, but you certainly do not know 
this country. 'Why! By the Eternal 
King! It would be as much as a man's 
life is worth to find his way through 
these woods on a night like this. Be
sides we are miles away from the last 
settler to the north on the Bay, and 
they never could overtake us by way 
of the woods, not even in broad day
light and with six hours' start." 

Quimby's explanation appeared to 
quiet Pat's fears for the time being, 
and the speed of the canoe, which had 
diminished during the conversation, again 
picked up as they settl!!d to the job in 
hand once more. 

They made good time, however, des
pite the swift current and the intense 
darkness of the tortuous channel of the 
creek so well named. Many times the 
question had been asked, "Why is it 
named Snake Creek?" Some said be
cause of its crookedness, while old 
settlers contended it was named Snake 
Creek by the first white man that found 
and explored it, he having seen an enor
mous snake on its northern bank. 

The water shallowed in the upper 
reaches of the creek. Then Quimby 
laid aside his paddle and resumed the 
long pole. By a vigorous use of it, in 
addition to the paddling of Porter and 
Pat, [he] greatly increased their speed. 

Daylight was breaking in the far east 
over the ocean miles behind them when 
they passed out into the Glades. Turning 
to the northward through a small, very 
narrow channel, they passed into the 
real Glades that extended north to New 
River. A myriad of small green islands 
dotted this inundated country as far 
as the eye could reach to the south, 
west and north, interspersed here and 
there with long reaches of tall brown 
sawgrass, all growing in water about 
two feet deep that was in many places 
crystal clear with a firm sandy bottom. 

Here they paused just long enough 
to eat a hasty cold lunch. And in the 
meantime Pat kept a sharp lookout on 
the back track. 

From here on the paddles were laid 
aside and the pole used exclusively, 
the men taking tum about at the push
ing job. By this means the canoe kept 
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moving ahead rapidly without tiring 
anyone to any great extent. 

When the headwaters of New River 
were reached, their progress was much 
more rapid, for they were now aided 
by a swift current carrying them toward 
the coast. At three o'clock they arrived 
at their destination by canoe. 

From here they had to carry the 
heavy records up the beach about half 
a mile to the Station. The keeper of the 
Station was surprised to see the three 
men coming along loaded down with 
big books. He joined in and helped with 
the work, so by four o'clock everything 
was safely housed in the Station. 

Some fifteen minutes or so was then 
spent in giving the keeper a history of 
their adventures, and the hazards they 
had encountered since leaving his place 
on their mission to Miami to remove 
the County Seat. Then one of them 
happened to look to the south down 
the beach and saw three men coming up 
the shore at a rapid walk. 

To their excited imagination they 
were sure they could recognize in the 
oncoming men some of the more tur
bulent men they had encountered at 
Miami the day before, and they just 
knew it was some of them coming to 
take the records and return them to 
Miami. 

Now they quickly decided to fight 
it out to the bitter end in defense of 
the hard-earned records, so they hur
riedly carried them to the attic of the 
Station. There Porter, Quimby and Pat 
stationed themselves at the head of 
the stairs, ready to repel the attack they 
expected within a few minutes. 

Quimby armed himself with a piece 
of iron pipe, a crossbar belonging to 
one of the sleeping cots furnished by the 
Government for the use of ship-wrecked 
sailors. Pat produced his shooting iron 
but stood back a little out of range of 
anyone coming up the stairway. Porter 
took his stand at the head of the stairs, 
saying as he did so, "I can shoot as well 
with my left as my right and, by doggies!, 
no man shall come up here as long as 
I have a cartridge left, or can pull a 
trigger." 

They were even in numbers now. 
That was an advantage over their former 
situation in Miami. And their location 
now made it impossible for more than 
one to attack them at the same time, 
unless they lined up in single file, in 
which case one well-directed bullet 
might drop all three. 

The keeper, of course, was not ex
pected to take any part in the antici
pated scrimmage. It was nothing to 
him one way or the other unless fighting 
started inside the house. Then of course 
he would be duty bound to stop it if 
he could. 

The men in the attic were kept in 
suspense but a few moments. Soon was 
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Dock along the southeast Florida coast, probably at Lake Worth, drawn by George W. 
Potter (illustration courtesy of Marjorie P. Stewart). 

heard the pounding of bare feet on the 
porch floor as the three men came around 
to the west door of the living room 
which, as usual, was open and was the 
main entrance to the Station. 

First they heard the keeper talking 
to the new arrivals in a sharp quick tone, 
and a few quiet words in answer that 
were immediately followed by a shout 
of laughter from the keeper. Then he 
called to the men in the attic, "It's al
right fellows. Put up your guns and 
come down. These are your owr. men 
on their way home. The fellows you left 
behind at Miami last night." 

Well, even after all their preparations 
for a big fight, it was a great relief to 
know it was a false alarm, and there 
would not be a battle to preserve the 
records. Hastily putting aside the guns 
and other implements of strife, they 
came down from the attic, with broad 
grins on their faces to greet their com
panions, and then demanded that Keep
er [Charles] Coman make for all hands 
a big pot of strong coffee to brace up 
their shattered nerves. 

In their excitement over the events 
of the past day and night, they never 
thought to ask on their arrival at the 
Station if their friends had passed on 
up the beach ahead of them So much 
had happened since the day before, and 
they had such a strain of nervous excite
ment and hard work, it seemed to them 
that days had passed since they left 
Miami. Had they stopped to think for 
one minute, they would have known 
their companions left in Miami only 
the night before could not arrive at 

Fort Lauderdale before late that day. 
And in that case they would be cer
tain to meet there. They forgot all these 
facts, so intent were they in bringing 
the records through safely. 

Their companions reported there had 
been no particular excitement around 
Miami before they left that morning. 
Ned Brown said he had heard one fel
low using some pretty strong language 
in telling another how the Lake Worth 
men had got the best of them, and 
run off with the most important records 
some time in the night. 

That night after supper, they talked 
the matter over for some time, and at 
last it was decided that as there was now 
very little danger of anyone following 
them from Miami, Quimby would re
main at the Station to guard the records 
until a boat could be sent from Lake 
Worth for them The rest would go on 
up the beach in the morning, and would 
have a boat coming down the coast 
for Quimby and his records on the 
first fair wind and sea. 

Next morning, as the homeward
bound men were about to depart on their 
long tramp of thirty miles up the beach 
to Lake Worth, Quimby said to Porter, 
"Say Jim! I think you had better leave 
one of your guns with me. Holy Mother 
of Smoke! What would I do if a bunch 
of them fellows came from Miami after 
the records and me without a gun?" 

At this point Coman joined in the 
conversation by telling Quimby he 
had a good breechloading shotgun he 
would let him use if attacked. That 
settled the controversy, and the beach 
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tramps departed for home. 
A boat was sent in due time from 

the lake to New River for Quimby and 
the records. And later the Heron, with 
George Potter in command and Ben 
Potter and Fred S. Dewey as shipmates, 
made the run to Miami and removed the 
balance of the clerk's office equipment 
and Clerk T. W. Faulkner, who would 
remain in charge of the office until 
January 1st. All was landed in due time 
at Juno, the new County Seat of Dade. 

AI Fields' little house at Juno was 
used to house the clerk and his outfit 
until a court house could be built to 
take care of the rapidly increasing county 
business. 

The new court house was built the 
following summer. It was a large two
story frame building. The Clerk's, County 
Judge and the Sheriff's office were on 
the ground floor. The upper floor was 
one large room the full size of the build
ing. This was the court room, and was 
frequently used for dances when the 
people of Jupiter and the Lake would 
combine to have a good time. 

In the election that moved the county 
seat, George W. Lainhart was elected 
commissioner to succeed James W. Por
ter, Mr. Porter having refused to run for 
reelection. A man named Church, then 
living near Juno, was elected sheriff. 
Lake Worth now had not only the county 
seat, but all of the county officers, ex
cept one lone little county commissioner 
from Miami. And that little fellow was 
E. L. White, little in stature only. He 
was a smart man and had a great big 
head on his shoulders. He was largely 

identified with the early builders of 
Dade County. 

TH E 
LANTANA -LEMON CITY ROAD 

The first road on the lower east 
[coast] of Florida created by white 
men was the old Military Trail, starting 
at Saint Augustine [should be Fort 
Jupiter] and ending at Fort Dallas on 
Biscayne Bay. It was made by United 
States soldiers during the Seminole 
wars from 1836 to 1840 [1842] to con
nect the various military posts along the 
coast. That section passing through the 
counties of Brevard and Dade was not a 
road properly speaking, but a mere 
blazed trail through the swamps and flat 
woods on the backcountry of the coast, 
coming into Fort Capron and Fort Pierce 
on Indian River, then back again to head 
the Saint Lucie river. Then fording the 
north and south fork of the Locohatchee 
[Loxahatchee] River [it] came in to the 
eastward to Fort Jupiter located on the 
south bank of the Locohatchee [sic] River 
about a mile west of Jupiter inlet. Leav
ing Fort Jupiter it bore away to the 
southwest and south through a trackless 
wilderness of swamp and glade to Fort 
Lauderdale on New River. Here they had 
to have a ferry, for New River was far 
too deep to ford and they could not go 
around its head for that was the Ever
glades. 

Leaving Fort Lauderdale this old trail 
went through rocky pine woods for 
some distance and then again bore away 
to the westward to ford Big and Little 
Snake creeks, Arch Creek and Little 

George W. Potter's drawing of the first steamer on Lake Worth, February 1883 (illus
stration courtesy of Marjorie P. Stewart). 

River. Then turning again a little to 
the east of south to end at Fort Dallas 
on the north bank of the Miami River, 
the end of a long, long trail. 

The first known man- made roads 
or trails along the east coast were the 
haulovers made and used by the Indians 
hundreds of years before the coming of 
white men. They were four in number. 
One [was] near the head of Indian River 
that connected Mosquito lagoon, the 
next one near the head of Lake Worth, 
where a south bound Indian would haul 
his canoe from the swamp and creek that 
connected with the Locohatchee [sic] 
and Indian Rivers into Lake Worth. 

At the south end of the lake was a 
third haulover; here the Indians hauled 
their canoes from lake to ocean if south 
bound, and coasting along shore for 
five miles they arrived at the fourth and 
last haulover located near a small grove 
of wild sour oranges. Here they again 
hauled their canoes back to the swamp 
that connected with Hillsborough, New 
River, the Everglades and Biscayne 
Bay. 

When the first settlers arrived on 
Lake Worth in 1872 and '73 there was 
plenty of evidence that the lake had 
been landlocked and fresh water over 
a period of many years, and its over
flow found an outlet through the swamp 
to the south into the Hillsborough river, 
and at one time through Boca Raton 
inlet, to the sea. 

A few years ago I was a witness in a 
land hearing of a case between the State 
of Florida and the United States. I was 
much interested in the story told by 
another witness of an account he had 
read in an old book giving a history of 
the military occupation of Florida 
during the Seminole war of 1836 to 
1840. 

The story was of an officer and a 
detail of men sent from Fort Lauder
dale to have a talk with an Indian chief 
of a village located on a big freshwater 
lake some miles up the coast to the 
northward. This officer related how 
they had made their way towards the big 
freshwater lake without much diffi
culty until they passed the Orange Grove 
haulover. From there on, tho' the dis
tance to the big lake was only five miles, 
it took them five days of extremely 
hard work to reach the lake. Many years 
later this big freshwater lake was named 
Lake Worth, and the Orange Grove haul
over is now Delray Beach. 

In the first fifteen years of the actual 
settlement of the lower east coast, no 
thought was given to the subject of roads 
as a means of transportation in the 
county. What need was there for roads 
when everyone traveled by small sail
boat, rowboat or walked the ocean 
beach? River, Lake and Ocean were 
their highways when traveling by boat. 
When a boat was not available, or the 
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sea too rough they made their journey 
up or down the soft sandy ocean beach 
on foot. 

Before the moving of the county 
seat to Juno, the county officials living 
on Biscayne Bay never gave a thought 
to the idea of a road connecting the Bay 
with the Lake. They were at that time 
in the majority, and lived within easy 
distance of the court house. They were 
satisfied for conditions to remain as 
they were. As for the Lake Worth fel
lows, let them walk if they wished to 
hold a county office; and the Lake 
Worth men walked to their post of 
duty at the county seat, taking it as a 
matter of course and one of the re
quisites of a county job. 

But after the moving of the county 
seat to Juno, and following two or three 
pilgrimages of the Bay men to the county 
seat, there arose a mighty howl from 
the citizens of the south end of the coun
ty for better transportation facilities 
between the two sections. They demand
ed a road of some kind should be made 
between the Bay and Lake. Many new 
settlers had moved into the Biscayne Bay 
country, and they did not take kindly to 
beach walking as a means of reaching the 
county seat when they had business at 
the court house. 

About a year after the new court house 
was completed [i.e., about 1890] I was 

t
'; in Palm Beach; going into the office of 
~ the Coconut Grove hotel I saw George 
, Lainhart there talking with Cap [E. N.] 

Dimick [owner of the hotel]. When 
Mr. Lainhart saw me he said, "Come 
here Charlie; I have something to tell 
you." When I had taken a seat near him 
he continued, "At the commissioners' 
meeting yesterday we appointed a board 
of road commissioners, consisting of four 
men, one for each district. I appointed 
you on this board. Your district extends 
from Juno south to the Hillsborough 
inlet. The other members of the board 
are Jimmy Kingsley from Jupiter, Peter 
Merritt from Lemon City and a man 
named Thompson from Coconut Grove. 
Your work will be to put a road through 
from Juno to Lemon City." 

"Just why did you appoint me on that 
board? I do not know a thing about road 
making or bridge building." 

"We want the road put through as 
soon as possible and located along the 
best route at the least expense. We know 
that no one in the county knows the 
country through which. this road will 
have to pass except you. I mean, of 
course, the country from the south end 
of the lake to the bay. That was our 
reason for appointing you on this board," 
said Mr. Lainhart in answer to my ques
tion. 

Mr. Lainhart then said the other three 
had been notified of their appointment 
and that we would attend and organize 
at the next commissioners' meeting 
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which would be on the first Tuesday of 
the following month. 

"The people of the bay country," 
Mr. Lainhart continued, "are clamoring 
for a road to the county seat, and a more 
certain transportation than that afforded 
by sailboat on the ocean or walking on 
the beach. When Miami was the county 
seat, and we had to do the beach tramp
ing, the people down there were not in
terested in a road to the lake; now, how
ever, the situation has a different aspect 
to tbose fellows and we have got to put a 
road through to the Bay before they will 
be satisfied." 

On the day before the commissioners' 
meeting I sailed up the lake to Palm 
Beach in the afternoon, intending to 
spend the night there and go on to Juno 
in the morning. This was a regular custom 
for the Juno-bound. They would spend 
the night at the Coconut Grove hotel, 
and go on to Juno on the Steamer Lake 
Worth the next morning. 

Going into the hotel office that eve
ning I found a number of Juno- bound 
men there, and among them my brother 
road commissioners from the Bay, Peter 
Merritt and Mr. Thompson. The next 
morning we went on to Juno, where a 
small room on the ground floor was al
lotted to us for our office. 

We then proceeded to organize our 
board, and at once bumped into a num
ber of difficulties. In the first place, not 
one of us had any experience in work of 
this kind and did not know how to 
begin. I was about twenty years younger 
than the youngest of the other three 
men, yet they depended on me to tell 
them what to do, and when I informed 
them we would have to have a chairman 
they promptly elected me to that posi
tion without giving me a chance to say a 
word of objection. It was three against 
one, and I had to submit. 

Then I informed them that nomina
tions for a secretary were in order. This 
was another "poser" for that primitive 
board of road commissioners. Not one 
of them would agree to even try to do 
the work. Each in tum, when I asked 
the question, said it was quite impos
sible for him to do it. They gave all 
manner of excuses, but the principle 
one was they were too nervous to write. 
They would not change their decision -
I had to do the secretary work too. 

Well, I had a rather hard time with 
my "Board," a hard time keeping them 
on the subject for which we had orga
nized, that of building or putting a road 
through to Lemon City on Biscayne Bay. 
Every few minutes something would 
happen that would remind Jimmy Kings
ley of something that happened when he 
was "With Sherman in the Civil War." 
And we would have to listen to a long 
story from him about his war expe
riences. Then Peter Merritt, who was a 
bridge builder by trade, would com-

mence to talk of bridges and their con
struction. I had to continually remind 
him that the road would have to be 
made before we could build the bridges. 
Mr. Thompson never said anything un
less asked a question. He appeared to 
think that as there was no roads or 
bridges to build in his district, there 
was not any need of him saying any
thing. 

Time came for adjournment before 
we had made any great headway in 
our road business. There had been so 
many stories of bridge building and 
war adventures they had taken a good 
part of our time. But we had made a 
start and would be ready to show results 
at our next meeting. The commissioners 
had informed us they wanted a road plat
ted and surveyed from Juno to Lemon 
City. We were now ready to attend to 
that at our next meeting. 

At our second meeting the following 
month we advertised for bids for a 
survey and plat of a road from Juno to 
Lemon City. This was the first advertise
ment I had ever written, and I had to 
have some instructions on the wording 
of it. My board could not tell me or even 
suggest anything. I then went to George 
Lainhart, who gave me the information 
I needed. 

It was at this meeting that Peter Mer
ritt got in his bridge work. He insisted 
that I write our specifications for the 
bridges that would have to be built 
over Hillsborough River, Cypress Creek, 
Middle River, Big and Little Snake 
Creeks and Little River. Peter dictated 
and I wrote it down. It was in this part 
of our work that Peter Merritt was of the 
greatest help to us. He certainly knew his 
bridges. We decided that New River was 
too wide and deep for the county to 
hridge, so we planned a ferry for that 
river as the most feasible at that time. 
The county did not have a very large 
amount in the road fund. It would take 
about all there was to put the road 
through and build such bridges as we had 
to have. 

When we arrived at Juno for our third 
meeting we found two bids on the road 
survey waiting for our decision. The first 
bid opened was from George Potter, who 
was at that time county surveyor. Mr. 
Potter offered to survey and plat the 
road from Juno to the Hillsborough 
River, which was only about half the 
distance from Juno to Lemon City, for 
$400. The other bid was from E. L. 
White; his offer was $350 for the entire 
distance from Lemon City to Juno. 
These were the only bids received, and 
they left us no chance for argument or 
discussion. As E. L. White's bid was at 
a rate less than half asked by George 
Potter, we awarded him the contract, 
and considered it reasonable enough 
when the kind of country he had to 
make his survey, or his way, through 



and the various difficulties he would 
be forced to overcome, was taken into 
consideration. He would have to haul 
his camp outfit with horses and wagon 
through swamps and jungle, and six 
creeks and rivers to cross the best way 
he could. All of them [were] too deep 
to ford at the point where the road would 
go. It was a big job and no one knew it 
as well as I. 

Mr. White completed his survey in 
good time and delivered a plat of same 
to the board of road commissioners at 
Juno. Then the county commissioners 
informed us we would have to inspect 
the survey before accepting it. As the 
entire road was in Peter Merritt's and my 
districts the work of inspection fell to 
us two. I was to go over the survey 
from Juno to the Hillsborough, a distance 
of 37 miles through all kinds of scrub, 
pine woods and jungle, but no streams 
to cross. Peter Merritt had about the 
.same distance to travel, but also had five 
creeks and rivers to negotiate in some 
manner. Truly I had the best of the deal 
for once, tho' it could not be considered 
a pleasure trip at its best. 

When talking over this inspection busi· 
ness with the county commissioners it 
occurred to me that the survey from 
Juno to Lantana and the inspection 
thereof was entirely unnecessary as boats 
could make that part of the trip quicker 
and much easier than horse and wagon 
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Frank Stranahan drew this layout of his 
overnight camp on New River on Jan. 31, 
1893, shortly after his arrival to operate 
the ferry for the Bay Biscayne Stage Line 
(illustration courtesy of the Fort Lauder
dale Historical Society). 

through soft sand. When I brought this 
to the attention of the commissioners 
they agreed that I was right, and I was 
then instructed to inspect the survey 
from Lantana to Hillsborough only. 

When the report of the inspection 
was received by the county commission
ers that the survey was O.K. all the way 
to Lemon City, they said the board of 
road commissioners had served its pur
pose and then disbanded it. 

Then the county advertised for bids on 
the clearing and grubbing the road and 
for building the bridges over the various 
streams and a ferry boat at New River. 
The work went on without delay and in a 
comparatively short time the road was 
open to travel. 

Peter Merritt was the successful bid· 
der on the bridge work, and when they 
were finished he went to Juno for his 
pay. I met him there and he told me with 
a whimsical grin that he had to build 
those bridges according to the identical 
and same specifications that he dictated 
to me while on the board of road com
missioners. 

When the road was finished [in 1892], 
the post office department was notified 
that there was now a better route open 
from Lantana to Lemon City. They dis
continued the old barefoot route down 
the beach and called for bids to carry 
the mail over the new road from Lan · 
tana to Lemon City three times a week 
by hack. Guy Metcalf, who was then 
publishing the Tropical Sun, a weekly 
newspaper at Juno, was ·the successful 
bidder. He put on two hacks and es 
tablished a halfway camp at New River 
(now Fort Lauderdale). He secured the 
services of a young man from Melbourne, 
Florida, to operate this camp. His name 
was Frank Stranahan. 

The camp was composed of a num
ber of large tents with board floors and 
sides. They were put up in a wide circle 
and at night a large campfire was started 
in the center of this circle to light this 
small city of tents. It was a very romantic 
looking place on a dark night with a big 
fire burning, whose light was reflected 
back by the white tents backed by im
mense oak trees all covered with a heavy 
drapery of Spanish moss. 

Frank Stranahan was the only resi · 
dent at this camp during its first year. 
He was general manager, cook, dish· 
washer, chambermaid and entertainer 
for the guests of the camp when there 
were any, and that was very seldom in 
the summer time, and not so frequent 
either in the tourist season. Of course, 
he had the two hack drivers in camp 
every other night. But on the off-nights 
he was entirely alone. His nearest neigh
bor was the keeper of the House of Re 
fuge on the ocean beach, more than two 
miles distant by boat. 

It took the hack from Lantana 14 
hours to make the trip to New River, 

while due to less mileage the Lemon 
City hack would arrive at the camp in 
about seven hours. Here they exchanged 
mail and passengers and returned to 
their starting place the next day. This 
seems at first like a long time to cover a 
few miles, but when one considers the 
soft sand road, so soft the mules never 
went faster than a slow walk, it was 
not so bad. And the people of Biscayne 
Bay thought it a great improvement on 
walking on the ocean beach 60 or 70 
miles. 

WRECKING 

It was in the month of May while 
the road commissioners were still on the 
job that a party of men from Biscayne 
Bay came up the beach with the mail 
carrier, Henry John Burkhardt. They 
were jurymen, Biscayne Bay's contin
gent to the circuit court at Juno. 

They brought very important and 
exciting information, which was [that] 
the beach from the Bay to the Lake was 
strewn with sacks of flour and boxes 
of cheese, and at Boca Raton a large cask 
of lard. While the flour and cheese would 
be a valuable addition to our household 
supplies, the lard had a commercial 
value of about $25, and could be readily 
sold on the lake at any time, so I made 
haste to organize a wrecking party to 
salvage the flour and cheese and more 
particularly the cask of lard. 

When informed of the wreckage ori 
the beach, Louie Bradley and Andrew 
Garnett were eager to go as crew of the 
Illinois on the proposed wrecking trip. 
'We landed at Brelsford's store in Palm 
Beach, to lay in stores for the trip. Here 
I obtained all of the empty flour barrels 
they had, nine of them, and a large scoop 
to transfer the flour from the sacks to the 
barrels. All of these preparations occu
pied us until late in the afternoon, and 
it was dark when we arrived at the inlet 
where we anchored for the night. 

Underway early next morning, we sail
ed outside. There was a light east wind 
and a smooth sea, so we sailed close along 
shore to the southward, keeping a sharp 
eye for wrecked goods. We sighted the 
first sack of flour near the south end of 
the lake, came to, close to the beach, 
lowered the foresail and let go the anchor, 
paying out cable until the stem of the 
Illinois was close to the beach. Then 
Louie and Andrew jumped overboard 
and waded to shore. [They] pulled the 
sack of flour into the water and floated 
it alongside, then we parbuckled it on 
deck. Cutting the sack open from end to 
end we found it wet only about an inch 
deep; the balance of the flour was as dry 
as it was before leaving the ship. Quickly 
transferring the dry flour into a barrel, 
we up sail and anchor and continued on 
our way down the coast. 

Sacks of flour became so numerous as 
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we sailed along the coast, we soon had 
our nine barrels full, but this work also 
delayed us to such an extent that it was 
well along in the afternoon when we 
came in plain sight of Boca Raton. And 
there we saw a schooner at anchor near 
the beach, and close to the place where 
we had been told we would find the cask 
of lard. 

I now told the boys our cask of lard 
was a goner for certain, the schooner 
was taking it on board. She got under
way shortly after we sighted her, and 
as she passed us close aboard we saw it 
was the schooner Manatee, Captain 
Fred Hoag, from Indian River. They had 
our cask of lard on deck. 

We were greatly disappointed in 
losing the lard as it was the main ob
ject of our cruise, but now that it was 
gone, determined to keep on as far as 
Biscayne Bay and pick up everything we 
could find worth the taking. It was late 
when we passed Boca Raton. The wind 
freshened and of course the seas picked 
up, so we did not look for anything 
more on the beach, but headed for New 
River inlet where [we] would spend the 
night. 

Next morning Bill Pent, of Lemon 
City, hailed us from shore, and asked if 
we were going to the Bay, and if so would 
we take him with us. Louie went after 
him with the small boat. He said he had 
come up from the Bay the day before, 
had a lot of cheese piled up along the 
beach, and if we would pick it up on our 
way he would give us two-thirds of it. 
To this we readily agreed and were glad 
of the chance to get some cheese, for we 
had not found any so far. 

The sea was still smooth enough to 
work along close in, and we picked up 18 
boxes of cheese, mostly Edam and some 
Swiss. We also picked up a case of can
ned asparagus and a case of Fellows 
Compound Syrup of Hypophosphites. 

We landed Bill Pent and six boxes 
of cheese at Lemon City next morn
ing, then sailed up to Baker's haulover, 
where we found another box of Edam 
cheese and a lot of Coats O.N.T. white 
thread. The water had swelled the thread 
and busted the end of every spool and it 
was in a tangled mess. We carried off 
about a bushel of it and decided to let 
the women folks at home untangle it. 

A lot of portable knocked- down 
houses, or at least complete material 
for such had been thrown overboard 
from the stranded steamer on Foy 
[ Fowey] Rock reef, from whence 
had come all of the wrecked plunder, 
and the crew of the Illinois cast long
ing eyes at the bundles of fine clear 
white pine lumber used in those houses 
that had been carried upon the grass, 
high beyond the reach of the waves, 
there to be sold by the U.S. Marshal, 
the salvagers to get the benefit of the 
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profit on the auction sale of the wreck
ed goods. 

No watch over the salvaged stuff 
had been placed, and it looked to us 
that we might have as much of this 
lumber as we could use providing no 
one saw us doing it. Of course this was 
a regular hi-jacking project, but the 
word "Hi- jacking" was then unknown. 
We simply called it taking something 
we needed without asking anyone for 
it. 

The wind had been coming from 
the west after dark for the past two 
nights and the sea very smooth. I pro
posed we sail out of Norris Cut at sun
down, and when the wind shifted after 
dark we would land and take on board 
some of that fine white pine lumber and 
sail away for home. When daylight came 
we would be out of sight up the coast, 
and no one would know what became 
of the lumber. 

With full intention of carrying out 
this plan we sailed at sundown but fate 
intended we should not commit robbery 
on the high seas. No sooner were we 
outside than the wind freshened from 
the southeast, and the sea picked up 
enough to prevent our landing on the 
beach, so we were forced to run for 
harbor in New River. We did pick up, 
however, about a ton of brown wrap
ping paper afloat in the sea. We thought 
this might be used to wrap tomatoes 
when shipping them to market. 

It was some time after dark when we 
sailed into New River, and we kept on 
up the river to the Station landing, as 
the indications were for stormy wea
ther the following day. After breakfast 
the next morning we went to visit Den
ny O'Neil[!], the keeper of the Station, 
and found there all of the Biscayne men 
that had been attending court at Juno. 
The weather being much too stormy for 
them to proceed on their tramp down 
the beach, they remained at the House of 
Refuge. On the secona day of inclement 
weather Denny called me to one side 
and said, "Charlie, have you any extra 
grub on your boat, and can [you] let me 
have some? These fellows have nearly 
eat me out of house and home; there's 
not enough to last another day." 

"Sure," I replied, "we have any 
amount of flour and cheese. We can let 
you have all you can use, but that is all. 
This trip having extended much longer 
than we expected, we are out of nearly 
everything else." 

We went on board and came back 
with a sack of flour and two Swiss 
cheese. Denny said this would be ample 
if the weather cleared that night so the 
crowd could go on in the morning. 

The beach walkers informed us the 
Indians had hauled out of water quite a 
lot of 2x4 between the Station and the 
Hillsborough inlet, and as we could not 
see just what use an Indian could make 

of all this timber, we determined to pick 
it up. The next morning the weather 
moderated. The Biscayne crowd de
parted for Miami, and we sailed for 
Hillsborough, picking up every stick of 
2x4 along the way, and went into Hills
borough for the night. 

There still was plenty of room for 
cargo in the Illinois hold, and when we 
turned out next morning we could see 
quite a number of 4x9 plank lodged 
in the mangroves inside the river, so we 
commenced to gather them in, and by 
the time we had picked up all we could 
find, had a full load. 

The morning we put to sea from Hills
borough, the wind was very light from 
the southwest. We headed northeast for 
the Gulf Stream. We sailed out about 
two miles, out of soundings, and then 
discovered there was a strong current 
setting us to the southward. We could 
not anchor; the water was too deep and 
the wind was too light to stem the cur
rent. When the wind did come at last 
we were far to the south, and did not ar
rive off the inlet we had left in the early 
morning until 12 o'clock noon. 

We continued on up the coast, and 
arrived off Lake Worth inlet some time 
in the small hours of the morning. Too 
dark to venture with a loaded boat, we 
anchored and waited for daylight. It was 
high water at 1 :30 that day when we 
entered the inlet, but we ran hard aground 
on the inside flats, and were unable to 
get off before the tide dropped. We were 
forced to wait until next high tide, and 
that would be about one o'clock in the 
morning. I told the boys as I had not 
had any sleep the night before, I was 
afraid I would not awake at high tide, 
and we did not have an alarm clock. We 
had a passenger that had asked passage 
with us to the lake; he had come along 
while we were in the Hillsborough. He 
now said he could wake at any hour in 
the night. I could go to sleep and he 
would call me at two o'clock if I wanted 
him to. I said that would be fine, and I 

went to bed fully expecting he would 
call me at the time indicated, as he had 
said he would. 

Some time in the night I awoke; no 
one had called. The night was perfectly 
calm and the only sounds to be heard 
were the rippling of the tide against 
the boat's sides and the heavy breathing 
of my sleeping companions. 

I crawled out on deck to have a look. 
The tide was full high, and the Illinois 
was afloat and tugging at her cable. 
Going in the cabin I routed Louie out 
of bed to help and soon had the boat 
floating in the deep water of the lake, 
and then went back to my bunk and 
finished my sleep. 

The alarm passenger never awoke 
until the morning sun was shining bright 
ly over lake and ocean. I did not fail 
to remind him of his broken promise 



and of where he would have been until 
two o'clock that afternoon if my sub
conscious self had not aroused me at the 
exact time needed for our purpose. 

ROUGH SEAS AND 
WILD COUNTRY 

l Trolling lines were over the side soon 
as we were well out at sea [on a return 
voyage to Hypoluxo from Key West in 

• February 1893], and it was not long 
before we had four or five kingfish trail
ing over the stern to keep them fresh. 

All of a sudden Harry [Chestnut, a 
visitor from Fredericton, New Bruns
wick] called out, " Look back there 
behind us! A big shark, and what a 
queer looking head he has." 

Looking back I saw a good sized ham-
merhead shark following in our wake. 
" He smells the blood of the kingfish 
you are trailing behind us," I told them. 
Get out the shark line and bait it with 
half a king and you will catch him." 

The shark hook was baited as di
rected and the line slowly slackened 

· back to the shark, who took it with
out mincing matters at alL Then the 
boys were in for a hard pull for a few 
minutes. 

But an eight foot hammerhead was 
no match for Harry and Will [Chest
nut, Harry's brother, also from Fre-

, dericton, New Brunswick] when they 
settled down to business of pulling him 
in. Soon they had the shark close under 
stern. Then, after they emptied a .32 

~1 Smith and Wesson into his head, he 
I gave up and was hauled upon the weather 

deck. 
We went into New River and sailed 

up to the Station landing, where we 
·, anchored and ate an early supper, after 

which Will and I went to the Station 
and spent the night with Denny O'Neil[!). 
Harry remained on board to keep ship. 

When we returned to the boat next 
, morning Harry had a story to tell us. 

[He] said he baited the shark hook and 
had thrown it out before going to bed. 
He was awakened sometime during the 
night by the Oriole going around and 
around like a button on a door. Some 
thing big had hold of his shark line, but 
by the time he got out of the cockpit 
to take a hand in the business, the thing, 
whatever it was, had broken loose and 
was gone. We told Harry he had been 
dreaming, had a nightmare caused by 
the excitement of catching a shark in 
the Gulf Stream. But he insisted he had 
been wide awake and his story was true. 

Wind and sea was too rough for out 
side sailing that day, so we remained at 
anchor. After dinner we went again to 
the Station for another visit with the 

eeper Dennis O'Neil [!) . We were all 
sitting on the west porch, talking, when 
a stranger came walking in from up the 

• beach. He introduced himself as John 
Coman. I at once asked him if he was 

any relation to Charlie Coman, a former 
keeper of this Station. He said yes, Char · 
lie was his brother and was the cause of 
his tramp down the beach to the Fort 
Lauderdale Station. 

Charlie Coman had come to Florida 
to spend a two weeks vacation in Jan
uary. I had met and talked with him at 
Fort Pierce, when he was buying .his 
camping outfit for a cruise up the Saint 
Lucie River. Mr. Coman said their last 
letter from Charlie was dated January 
17. Since that time no word came from 
him, and becoming alarmed for his 
safety, Mr. John Coman had left Chicago 
and come to Indian River looking for 
some tidings of his brother. But beyond 
the fact that Charlie had been at the 
store at Fort Pierce on the 17th of Jan
uary buying supplies and returned on 
another trip up the Saint Lucie River, 
no word or trace of him could be found. 

Knowing Charlie had been a keeper of 
the Fort Lauderdale Station a year or 
so before, he thought it possible he might 
be there or somewhere nearby, and as 
there was no other transportation avail
able had walked down the beach from 
Lake Worth. Charlie, however, had not 
come to Lauderdale or New River, so 
Mr. John Coman, on learning that we 
were on our way to Lake Worth , asked 
for passage with us, which we readily 
agreed to give him if he was willing to 
wait with us for a smooth sea and a 
fair wind. 

The next morning the wind was blow
ing a gentle breeze from tlie west and, of 
course, the sea was smooth. Underway 
immediately after an early breakfast, 
we sailed down to the inlet and put to 
sea. All that day the wind was light and 
we made rather slow time up the coast. 
So slow indeed that by four o'clock in 
the afternoon we were only off Hypo· 
luxo, sixteen miles from Lake Worth 
inlet, and I did not like the looks of 
the weather at this time. There was a 
low dark bank of clouds making up far 
in the north; that meant a norther was 
coming down the coast, and if it hit us 
before we reached Lake Worth inlet we 
would be compelled to turn and run 
back down the coast for shelter in some 
inlet. And this might mean we would 
have to run all the way back to Biscayne 
Bay. It would depend on the force of 
the wind and the sea. 

We had caught some kingfish and 
Will was taking particular pains with 
one of them. When I asked why he 
was doing it, he answered, " I am saving 
this one for Cap Dimick's breakfast 
tomorrow morning. I want him to have 
some nice fish for his breakfast." 

" Do you think Cap Dimick will ever 
see that fish?" I asked. 

"Sure, why not?" he answered. "Well," 
said I, "from the looks of the weather 
up there to the north I am afraid we will 
not see Lake Worth for some days yet. I 

may be wrong and I hope I am, but I 
don't like the looks of those clouds away 
up there to the north." 

Will looked in the direction I was 
pointing and laughed, "Aw, they don't 
mean anything. Cap's sure to have this 
fish for his breakfast tomorrow morn
ing," said he and kept on fixing the fish. _ 

A few minutes later the wind suddenly 
changed into the north and commenced 
to blow a brisk breeze. In only a few 
minutes it was too much for all saiL I 
told Harry to take in the jib and lower 
the mainsail part way, we would have 
to put in a reef. When the reef was in 
I hauled on the wind, heading to the 
northeast. It was my intention to hold 
on for a spell and, if the wind did not 
blow any harder or the sea pick up, to 
keep on beating up the coast. We had the 
Gulf Stream with us and if the sea re
mained smooth would be able to make 
Lake Worth inlet by midnight. But the 
sea did pick up in a hurry. We had not 
sailed a quarter of a mile when the 
ocean was covered with breaking white· 
caps, and the wind kept increasing. 

Without saying a word to anyone, I 
reached for the mainsheet and eased it 
off, at the same time jammed the tiller 
hard up. The Oriole fell off until she 
headed south down the coast, and we 
were now running for harbor, going 
back the way we had just come. 

When Will saw the change in the 
boat's course he never uttered a sound. 
He looked to the north with a longing 
gaze, then at the bow of the boat; then 
he muttered a word I had never heard 
him use before. "D---n," he growled, 
and made a dive for his bunk in the 
cabin and there remained without speak 
ing until we were safe at anchor inside 
the Hillsborough inlet at eigh t o'clock 
that night. 

Harry came back aft, after Will had 
made his dive for his bunk, and asked 
me where I expected to fetch up. I told 
him I hoped to make Hillsborough inlet 
before the turn of the tide. If we did not 
reach there until the tide was running 
out we would have to keep on down 
the coast for New River or the Bay. 

Hillsborough was now 21 miles away, 
and we had three hours in which to make 
it before the turn of the tide. That meant 
we would have [to] keep up a speed of 
seven miles an hour. We would make it 
all right if the wind held, and there was 
not much danger of it going down. It 
was more apt to increase but that would 
not cause us any trouble if the sea did 
not get too high ; if that happened we 
might have to run all the way back to 
Biscayne Bay. 

For the next two hours the wind and 
sea did not pick up and I now had high 
hopes of getting into Hillsborough be
fore the turn of the tide. But it was 
some job keeping the boat on her course 
after dark. I did not have a compass of 
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any sort, and there were no stars to be 
seen. The sky was overcast with dense 
black clouds, and it was now spitting 
rain. The only thing there was to assist 
my steering was the dim outline of the 
shore right abeam. Sometimes the shore 
appeared to get almost in front of us 
and again it would show up off the star
board quarter, which meant I was steer
ing wildly, but it could not be helped 
when there was nothing to steer by. 

Later on I sailed in quite close to the 
beach and made a better job of keeping 
her on our course to the south. When 
we passed Boca Raton rocks I could 
just make them out in the darkness 
of the stormy night. Now only six miles 
from Hillsborough, I looked at my watch 
and saw that we had a little better than 
an hour in which to make. The wind was 
still blowing a good breeze and the sea 
was not quite as rough as it had been. I 
now told Harry we were going to make 
Hillsborough all right, and we did. At 
exactly eight o'clock we sailed into Hills
borough inlet. The tide was just on the 
tum as we came to anchor inside under 
the lee of the north shore. 

When the anchor was down and the 
sails furled Will came crawling out from 
his bunk and started supper. We had fried 

kingfish and of course we had potatoes. 
This was the first and only time that 

I ever saw Will Chestnut in what Harry 
called a "funk." It was bitter disap
pointment to him when we had to turn 
back; it was to all of us but it could not 
be helped under existing circumstances. 

Here we were, after sailing all day and 
part of the night, only nine miles up 
the coast from our starting place that 
morning when we sailed so gaily out to 
sea with high hopes of arriving at Palm 
Beach that night. This was the first time 
in all of my coastwise sailing that I had 
to run back down the coast; yet I felt a 
great deal of satisfaction when I thought 
of how well I sailed the Oriole through 
the inlet without once touching bottom in 
one of the blackest nights. Only a tho
rough knowledge of the place enabled 
me to do this, and it was not the first 
time I had sailed through this inlet on 
a night so dark one could hardly see the 
entrance into the river. 

We all enjoyed our supper, eating fish 
that had been intended for Cap Dimick's 
breakfast in Palm Beach. My bunk felt 
extremely good to me that night for I 
was very tired. With the exception of 
half an hour that Harry was at the tiller 
while I ate lunch, I had been sailing the 

boat about thirteen hours. And the last 
four hours were the hardest of all, run
ning down the coast before a norther 
and the night so dark we could not see 
where we were going. 

Next morning came in clear and cool 
with a fresh northeast wind blowing and 
in consequence too much sea for the 
Oriole. While Will was cooking breakfast, 
Harry and I pulled up anchor and poled 
the Oriole over to and behind the inside 
south point of the inlet. Here the bank 
was steep and deep water right up to the 
shore where we lay alongside the bank 
and used a plank for a gangplank, thus 
enabling us to go on shore at any time 
without using a canoe. 

The following morning while Will 
was cooking breakfast, I stepped on shore 
and was walking along the south side of 
the inlet, when all at once to my as
tonishment there appeared on the north 
bank of the inlet, coming out of the 
bushes of the beach hammock, two bird 
dogs, thoroughbred pointers I thought, 
and where did they come from? At 
first I was so surprised I just stood and 
stared at them, then I called to them. 
They looked at me for a minute or so, 
then trotted up along the shore and 
disappeared behind the bank of beach 

Camp scene at Narrows Cut, December 28, 1881, sketched by George W. Potter (illustration courtesy of Marjorie P. Stewart). 
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sand on the north point. 
As the dogs disappeared over the bank, 

Will called all hands to breakfast. I hur
ried back to the Oriole, my mind full of 
wonder and considerable excitement 
about the dogs and how they got there. 
Bird dogs were very uncommon on the 
ower east coast at that time. The first 
ird dog brought to Lake Worth was 

one imported by Captain Ed Breis· 
ford [an early Palm Beach area settler], 
and was the only one I had ever seen 
in all Dade county, and that dog had died 
some years before. Besides, how did 
these dogs get to Hillsborough Inlet? 
There were only two ways for them to 
arrive there, that was certain, down the 
ocean beach or by boat on the sea; 
yet we had seen no signs of man or 
boat since we had arrived at this inlet. 

When I explained all this to the boys 
while at breakfast they did not appear 
to see anything strange in the incident, 
but that was because they did not un
derstand the situation as well as I. 

We had just about finished our break
fast when a rifle shot rang out suddenly 
and startled us from our meal. It was 
fired from the hammock on the north 
side of the inlet, and we distinctly heard 
the whine of the bullet as it passed close 
to and a little above our heads to the 
eastward of the boat. Harry jumped to 
his feet and yelled at the top of his voice, 
"Look out where you are shooting! 
There are people over here." 

It was a quiet morning, the wind had 
not yet commenced to blow hard, and 
there was no question but the man that 
fired the shot heard what he said, but 
there was no response to his hail. All 
was silent in the hammock from whence 
it came. 

Hurriedly finishing my breakfast, I got 
out my 45-60 Winchester. Looking to see 
if the magazine was full, I then got into 
one of the canoes and picked up the 
paddle to shove off when Harry said, 
"Where are you going, Cap?" 

"I am going over there to see if I can 
find the fellow that fired that shot," 
was my answer, "and trail those dogs if 
I can." 

Landing on the north shore, I at once 
found the tracks of the dogs and follow
ed them out on the beach. They went 
up the beach for a short distance, then 
turned up into the hammock; here I 
lost the trail on account of many dead 
leaves and hard ground. Then [I] beat 
back and forth from beach to river and 
river to beach throughout the entire 
length of the hammock without finding 
a trace of man or dogs. 

On arriving at the north end of the 
hammock I came out on the top of the 
· dge. From here on the growth was low 

saw palmetto; a man could not hide in 
it without sitting down or crawl[ing] 
on his hands and-knees. There was no
thing to indicate a man or dogs were 

anywhere about. From here to Boca 
Raton, a distance of six miles, the en
tire beach was in plain view and there 
was nothing in sight that was alive in that 
direction. I walked some distance up the 
beach looking for tracks, thinking they 

· might have come out on the beach and 
again returned to the jungle of the 
beach ridge, but there was nothing to 
be found. 

After a few minutes of sharp in
spection of the ridge from beach to river 
I gave up the search and started back to 
the boat. I watched the beach very care
fully on my return, looking for tracks of 
man or dogs, but, beyond the tracks that 
I had followed into the hammock there 
was nothing. "They must have left by 
boat going up the river," I thought,· · 
"and in that case the boat will be some 
place upriver; I shall find out if such is 
the case." 

Returning to the Oriole with the re
port of my failure to find anything at 
all of man or dogs, I asked Harry if he 
would paddle me upriver in search of 
the supposed boat that I now thought 
must be there; at the same time telling 
him if man and dog were in a boat we 
would be sure to find it. "For," said I, 
"at this time of year there is no possible 
way for a boat to leave or enter this 
river except by way of the inlet from or 
to the ocean.". 

As Harry brought the canoe along
side, he suggested that I take his shot
gun and a box of shells. "You might have 
a chance to kill some birds . that are good 
to eat and at the same time give us a 
change from a fish diet," he said. 

We went clear up to the end of navi
tation on the main river and into many 
of the small side streams; there was not a 
boat or sign of where one had been. No 
man, no dogs and nothing to indicate 
they had ever been there. It was an in 
explicable incident, a mystery that has 
never been solved. 

On my return to Hypoluxo, which 
was my home, I made it my business 
to see Steve Andrews, the keeper of the 
Orange Grove House of Refuge, which 
was at that time the only house or ha
bitation of any kind between Hypoluxo 
on the north and Fort Lauderdale House 
of Refuge on the south. Mr. Andrews 
said in answer to my questions, "No 
one has passed here going down the 
beach except Mr. Coman for nearly 
two months, and rro one with dogs 
or without had passed going north in 
the same time." 

So that was that, but did not explain 
the mystery in any degree. Some might 
say it might have been an Indian, but 
that was out of the question. Besides, 
Indians do not have bird dogs. And again 
an Indian would have come in a canoe 
or on the beach, and would have showed 
himself when Harry hailed after the shot. 
No, it was not an Indian; of that I am 

certain. It must have been a white man 
that was either crazy or in hiding from 
his fellow men, as it was evident he ef
fectually evaded me while I was search
ing the hammock, and I have no doubt 
that he saw me at the time. 

It was about three o'clock in the 
afternoon when we arrived on board of 
the Oriole and hungry enough to eat 
fish without potatoes. As Will set out 
the food for our lunch he said, "You 
did not bring back much game after 
using up a whole box of shells. I'll bet 
Cap missed every other shot." 

"No sir! Cap never missed a shot, 
but some of the things he killed we did 
not bring back as we did not think you 
would care to cook them. A six foot 
alligator was one that we left where it 
was killed, and some [of] the birds 
fell back in the swamp where we did 
not care to go after them," Harry an· 
swered. 

That night Mr. Coman said he thought 
he had better start up the beach in the 
morning if the weather was such that we 
could not go outside. [He] said his 
business in Chicago needed his attention 
and he had wasted so much time he 
felt he must be getting back. A little 
later I told Will ·what Mr. Thman had 
said about leaving. As we were turning 
in for the night Will said to Mr. Coman, 
"Well, Mr. Coman, I hear you are going 
to 'Pound the porshay' (portage) in the 
morning." 

Mr. Coman looked at Will, then turn
ing to me said, "What in the world does 
he mean?" I had to laugh as I answered 
his question. "He means that you are 
going to walk up the beach tomorrow. 
Pound the porshay is a Canadian woods 
term for tramping from one place to 
another." 

"Well," said Will, after I had made 
my explanation, "I think that you had 
better wait another day. That's a long 
walk and if anything should happen to 
your feet, or you should sprain your 
ankle, you would sure be in the Mul
ligatawney." 

Again Mr. Coman turned to me say
ing, "There he goes again; these fellows 
get the best of me with their woods 
jargon. What does he mean this time?'' 

"He means that if you should hurt 
your feet so that you could not walk 
you would be in the soup, or in other 
words in a bad fix." 

But Mr. Coman decided he had bet
ter take the risk rather than stay on here 
on such an uncertainty as a change of 
the weather. 

The next morning came in fine, calm 
and clear. A light wind was blowing from 
the southwest ancf ~ tne sea was · very 
smooth. I told Mr. Coman that he could 
give up his long tramp up the beach. We 
would sail for Lake Worth as soon as the 
tide was up enough to float us over the 
outer bar of the inlet ; that would not be 



until around midday as the tide was now 
on the first half of the ebb. 

Canoes were hauled on board ana 
lashed down and everything was stowed 
away in its place below. Then the rig
ging was gone over to see that all was 
tight and in shipshape for our last long 
run at sea. At least we hoped it would 
be our last for this trip. Then we waited 
for the tide to tum, and while waiting 
ate an early lunch. 

Before lunch time the wind had shift
ed to south southeast and was blowing 
a stiff breeze, but the sea did not pick 
up much although it now looked as 
if we were in for some rough water be
fore reaching Lake Worth inlet. 

About half an hour after lunch the 
tide had swelled and started running in. 
We put a single reef in the mainsail 
and started out. The wind was dead 

' ahead, but as the tide had just started 
running in, it did not interfere with 
our progress to any extent. We were 
soon on the ocean deep and easing 
sheet for a run before the freshening 
wind. We ran northeast until about two 
miles off shore then kept away on our 
course due north. 

R eprinted by 
permission of the 
Historical Society 

of Palm Beach County 
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A map of settlements in Dade County, which then stretched from St. Lucie Inlet to the 
upper Keys, appeared on every issue of the "Miami Metropolis" in the late 1890s and 
early 1900s . 



Stagecoach visits 

Fort Lauderdale in 1893 
A Trip to Biscayne Bay 

Description of New River, Biscayne Bay 
and the Keys 

From the Titusville Advocate, reprinted in The Tropical 
Sun (]uno), March 9, 1893, page 2 

Starting from Titusville on one of the 
through boats of the Indian River Steam
boat Co. , about four P.M., or on the ar 
rival of the afternoon train of the J.T. 
& K. railroad, a run of about 24 hours 
brings one to Jupiter between 5 and 6 
P.M. on the following day. At the later 
point close connection is made over the 
Jupiter and Lake Worth railway for Juno, 
the run being about 12 miles. At Juno 
steamers connect for various points on 
Lake Worth. Passengers for points south 
of Palm Beach take the mail steamer 
Hypoluxo, and those bound for southern 
Dade stay on board until Lantana is reach
ed. This point is the most southern settle
ment on the westsl.d"e of Lake Worth, 
and is the northern terminus of the hack 
line between Lake Worth and Biscayne 
Bay. 

Lantana is reached three hours after 
leaving Juno, or at late bedtime, and the 
traveler finds a comfortable hotel kept by 
Mr. Bassett. Lantana has in addition to its 
hotel, which is a great convenience to 
those who propose to take the hack line 
trip, one of the best stores on Lake Worth, 
kept by M. B. Lyman, a very energetic 
and sensible man, who does a surprising
ly large business. He not only commands 
all this custom ot this his locality, but 
does heavy trade in the way of mail 
orders from points all along the Lake, and 
has his regular patrons as far north as 
Jupiter. He also runs a large boat which 

transports all his merchandise from Juno, 
and receives orders and delivers goods to 
customers at all points on Lake Worth. 
Lantana is beautifully situated and from 
present indications, bids fair to become 
one of the most thriving settlements and 
one of the most important trading or 
business centers on Lake Worth. 

After a good night's rest you are 
awakened at an early hour for breakfast 
so as to be ready to take your seat in 
the hack, which is scheduled to leave for 
New River at 7 A.M. The hack is a com
modious vehicle which will seat six pas
sengers comfortably. It has a cover and is 
provided with side curtains which may be 
lowered when necessary to protect pas
sengers from the sun or rain. Usually 
they are rolled up so that one has an ex
cellent opportunity of seeing the compa
ratively unknown country lying between 
Lake Worth and New River. The distance 
between these points is about 40 miles 
and is made in about 13 hours. 

The land between the south end of 
Lake Worth and New River, with the 
exception of a small tract of beautiful 
hammock on the Hillsborough River, at 
which point we stopped for lunch about 
noon, is anything but attractive to either 
tourists or land seekers. When the railroad 
or canal is completed to New River or 
Biscayne Bay, this territory may become 
settled up, but to anybody who may feel 
disposed at present to buy or to even 

accept as a gift, any of the spruce prairie 
or ordinary pine land between Lake 
Worth and New River, we would simply 
say, "don't." 

After lunch at the bridge over the 
Hillsborough River, we are off again, and 
after about six hours riding, pull up at 
New River about 9 o 'clock P.M. After 
an all day ride, which must be admitted, 
though rather tiresome, affords ample 
opportunity to see the country, or in 
other words to judge for yourself just 
what there is in the way of land. 

At New River we disembark and find 
a good supper waiting, and after doing 
justice to the same, we are ready for 
bed, and find very comfortable quarters, 
a large-sized tent, which is furnished in 
such a way that it will compare favorably 
with the ordinary Florida hotel bedroom. 

We are up at an early hour and while 
breakfast is being prepared we use the 
time in looking over the land in the neigh
borhood of the river and "half-way 
house," as it is called, although as a mat
ter of fact the crossing at New River 
where we stop is forty miles from Lan
tana and only 26 miles from Lemon 
City, which is the terminus of the hack 
line on Biscayne Bay. The location of the 
camp at New River is in the midst of a 
beautiful hammock, which was settled 
upon by a man named Frank Lewis 
[actually Frankee Lewis, a woman] some 
fifty years ago, but shortly after aban-
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New River, deepest stream on the stage route, was crossed 
by ferry rather than by bridge. It was around the ferry 
crossing, rather than the inlet as predicted by the "Titus-

ville Advocate," that the Fort Lauderdale settlement grew 
(photo courtesy of the Ft. Lauderdale Historical Society). 

doned it. The property is now held by the 
Brickell family of Miami, who place a 
very high value upon this particular spot. 

Close by the tent where we spent the 
night is an old clearing which has been 
cultivated more or less by the Seminoles, 
who have erected several rude huts or 
shanties close by the river, and at certain 
seasons of the year the red men with 
their squaws and papooses have been 
wont to come and spend a few weeks at 
this spot. Now that the hack line is in 
operation the Indians will probably drop 
this spot from their camping grounds and 
seek a substitute further removed from 
the white man's road. 

The camp at New River is very close 
.to that stream which at the point where 
coach and passengers are ferried across 
is about forty feet deep, although its 
average depth from its mouth at New 
River Sound, which is about a mile east 
of the crossing, is not more than five 
feet. 

The New River country is undoubted
ly destined to become thickly settled in 
the near future, and will support quite 
a large population. This neighborhood 
has many attractions for the homesteader 
or seeker after cheap real estate. New 
River inlet is about fifty miles south of 
Lake Worth inlet and about twenty-five 
north of Cape Florida or the principal 
entrance to Biscayne Bay. The inlet has 
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an average depth of about four or five 
feet, and connects the ocean with New 
River Sound, which runs parallel with the 
ocean and distant therefrom only about 
two hundred yards for five miles. On 
New River Sound, five miles north of the 
inlet, is the mouth of New River, and a 
few miles further north we come to the 
mouth of Middle River. Both of these 
streams are navigable for more than five 
miles westerly from New River Sound, 
and Middle River divides into a north and 
south fork, both of which are also navi
gable. Along the banks of these streams is 
a large amount of good land, consisting 
more or less of hammock and some first
class pine land. The eye of the home
steader is already being directed to that 
locality, and during the next few years 
there is no doubt scores of families will 
be hard at work clearing land and building 
homes along the banks of these beauti
fully picturesque rivers. 

The trading point for this territory 
will be located on New River Sound, 
somewhere near the mouth of New 
River, and as the banks of the several 
streams tributary to New River Sound 
become settled up the business will na
turally center somewhere within a few 
miles of the inlet. After looking the 
situation over carefully, we are inclined 
to predict that here the largest town 
between the mouth of the St. Lucie 

River and Biscayne Bay will be located. 
It cannot be otherwise. 

Old Fort Lauderdale was located 
about four miles north of the inlet 
on the very narrow peninsula which 
separates New River Sound from the 
ocean. The name of this coming town of 
southern Dade ought to be "Lauder
dale," in honor of the old fort by that 
name, the ruins of which are visited with 
so much interest. 

The fishing in New River Sound, 
especially for tarpon, is something 
especial, even for Florida; and the inlet 
is said to be the only one on the coast 
which is absolutely free from sandflies 
at all seasons of the year. We do not vouch 
for its freedom from these pests, and 
before relying upon the truth of this 
claim we would prefer to look into the 
matter ourself by spending a few weeks 
on the spot, during the months of July 
and August. We are also told that mos
quitoes are very rare in this locality 
during the summer season. We cannot 
help being a little skeptical on this mos
quito report, but hope someday to find 
out the facts in person. We have no hesi
tancy in saying, however, that during the 
only visit we have ever paid to New River 
we failed to come in contact with either 
a single sandfly or mosquito, but it was 
not the season to expect them; and yet 
we brushed away both sandflies and mos-



quitoes at a certain promising town where 
we stopped for a few hours between 
Titusville and New River, but the Advo
cate has too much regard for its pros
perity, and the editor is not so foolhardy 
as to name the place referred to. 

The fishing in New River Sound would 
open the eyes of Senator Quay to the fact 
that there are other places in Florida 
where fish will bite outside of St. Lucie, 
and sportsmen who are after big game 
will think we are exaggerating when we 
report what came to us as a fact by those 
who live in the vicinity that schools of 
no less than seven manatees are frequent
ly seen sporting about the mouth of 
New River. The back-woods abound with 
deer and wild turkeys. The mouth of 
New River has many attractions to com 
mend it to sportsmen and tourists, and 
as a location for a club house or camping 
quarters is not surpassed, if equalled, by 
any State. 

Very little, if any, superiority can be 
claimed for its climate over that of Lake 
Worth or Indian River, but it possesses 
special charms for sportsmen. The land 
along New River and both forks of Mid
dle River are either government or canal 
lands. The latter may be had at reason
able prices, ranging from $2.50 to $10 
per acre. Of course the fronts on New 
River Sound are held at much higher 
figures; but if our judgment is worth any
thing as to the future of this locality high 
prices are well warranted, and present fig
ures will double or treble within the next 
few years - for whatever settlement is 
made in the extensive territory traversed 
by New River and Middle River with its 
two forks, must do its trading at some 
point at or near the mouth of New 
River. 

On Middle River is located the planta
tion of the Florida Fiber Company of 
which we have read so much from time 
to time . Very little has been done by this 
concern in the way of cultivating sisal 
hemp; the actual area planted out being 
less than two acres, it is not worth talking 
about. 

So much for New River. Breakfast 
being over and mules, hack and passen
gers safely ferried across, we are off for 
Lemon City. After several hours ride 
through what is almost a wilderness, we 
finally came to one of the most beautiful 
spots in Florida, known as Arch Creek. 
The county road crosses over this stream 
on a natural bridge. The creek is a nar
row, deep clear stream, which finds its 
way from the everglades, and at this point 
it has burrowed or burst its way through, 
or under a ledge of solid rock. The upper 
strata of rock remain intact and makes 

•a bridge which will never cost the county 
anything for repairs. The opening under 
this rocky arch is quite large, so that 
when the water is at its usual height 
boats may pass up and down the stream 
under the natural bridge without any 

trouble; although it is said that at times 
in the past, after heavy, continuous rains 
the creek has been so swollen as to fill 
the entire opening under the rocky arch. 
It is a beautiful sight to stand on this 
natural bridge and look down into the 
clear water and see fish of all sizes gliding 
gracefully about its crystal depths . 

Soon after leaving Arch Creek we be
gan to pass scattering homesteads and be
fore long it is apparent we are nearing 
Lemon City. Shortly before reaching 
that point we cross the bridge over Lit
tle River, a narrow but navigable stream, 
which empties into the Bay about two 
miles north of Lemon City. It is said 
there is considerable good land along the 
banks of Little River. This report is pro
bably correct, for we noticed what ap
peared to be quite a fine body of ham
mock land lying about half a mile west of 
the bridge where the road crosses. This 
body of hammock land is said to contain 
enough wild lemon trees to set out 500 
acres. 

The impression received by the travel
er as he approaches Biscayne Bay is any
thing but inviting or encouraging. A few 
miles before reaching our destination we 
pass through a settlement which twenty 
years ago must have been quite attractive, 
but at present the locality has the ap
pearance of neglect and decay. Several 
once fine properties appear to be a ban
doned. The buildings, which all show 
more or less signs of decay, were no 
doubt quite attractive a score of years 
ago. Much money must have been spent 
on the old Sturvedent [Sturtevant] 
place, where a field, which appeared to 
have at least forty acres, is completely 
enclosed by a stone wall, built from the 
rocks which dot the surface of the land 
in this locality. The homes formerly 
occupied by ex-governor Gleason and by 
his friend and partner W. H. Hunt, show 
from the tangle of flowering vines and 
shrubbery which surround the old domi
ciles, that at one time well kept flower 
gardens adorned the premises. 

The neglected appearance of this 
settlement, which still boasts of a post 
office called "Biscayne," gives a sad and 
gloomy cast to our thoughts as we began 
to feel the breeze and realize that in a few 
minutes we will be in sight of the clear 
waters of Biscayne Bay ; before this medi 
tative mood has had time to develop into 
a genuine case of the blues the hack pulls 
up in front of the Lemon City hotel , 
which is kept - and by the way well 
kept - by Mrs. Keys. We lose no time in 
depositing our autograph on the register 
and devote the hour which remains be
fore supper to taking a look at the Bay, 
and "sizing up" Lemon City, which 
place is known on the postal guides and 
maps as Motto. Why the place is generally 
spoken of as Lemon City and the post 
office should be called Motto, we did not 
ascertain, but such is the case. 

The place boasts of about fifteen 
buildings, but many homesteaders have 
their dwellings scattered through the pine 
woods from one to five miles from the 
settlement. The hotel would probably 
accommodate 25 to 30 guests. It is new, 
the rooms are clean, and the table is 
fully as good as one would expect to find 
in a place of its size. It is, in fact, much 
better than some it has been our lot to 
sample, which were the best to be found 
in a town ten times the size of Lemon 
City, or as John Wanamaker has it, 
Motto. 

There are two stores, in one of which, 
kept by William Filer, the post office is 
located. There is, of course, the inevitable 
real estate agent and land dealer, which 
exists in the person of E. C. Harrington, 
who is also deputy clerk of Dade County, 
and notary public of the State at large. 
He is enthusiastic in regard to the growth 
of Lemon City, of which he owns a con
siderable portion, and to intimate in his 
presence that any other point on Bis
cayne Bay can compare its advantages 
or attractions with those possessed of 
Motto, would be to invite a duel - of 
words at least. We pled ignorance as to 
the various ambitious settlements on 
Biscayne Bay; tried to be non-commit
tal and let Mr. Harrington and Filer do 
the talking, while we attempted to do 
justice in the capacity of a listener. 

There is no doubt Lemon City is a 
growing place; it will continue to grow, 
the lay of the land is admirable for a 
town; it rises gradually from the Bay 
front. The water in front of the place 
is a little deeper than at Cocoanut Grove, 
which, of course, is an advantage to any 
place which aspires to develop as a com
mercial centre. Some of the buildings are 
quite pretentious, but to the majority 
that term would not apply. It is not 
claimed that Lemon City is particularly 
noted as the resort of wealthy people. 
What its future will be, it would be more 
than we are warranted, from our obser
vations, to say just at present. We are sa
tisfied, however, that money invested in 
property at this point would pay good 
interest during the next few years; but 
that much can be said safely of almost 
any locality on Biscayne Bay. 

Just before supper we walked to the 
end of the short dock at the post office 
to take a look at the Bay. The impres
sion was very similar to that experienced 
when we saw Indian River for the first 
time from the railroad dock at Titusville 
seven years ago. A stiff southerly breeze 
was blowing, and the Bay looked beauti
ful; but just as when our eyes first rested 
on Indian River, the most prominent 
feeling was a desire to see more of it, and 
next morning at 9 o'clock we embarked 
on the mail boat Spray, Captain Sawyer, 
and in consideration of one dollar secured 
passage for Cocoanut Grove, which lies 
about ten miles south of Lemon City. 
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Frank Stranahan's rough map of the hack route, sketch· 
ed on the stationery of Guy Metcalf's Tropical Real Es-
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tate Exchange, 1893 (illustration courtesy of the Fort 
Lauderdale Historical Society). 



The first stop was made at Buena 
Vista post office, about two miles south 
of what, for sake of variety, we shall call 
Motto. At Buena Vista there is a store 
kept by Mr. Truitt, who runs his schooner 
regularly between the Bay and Jackson· 
ville. A boarding school is being built 
at this point, which will be opened in a 
few months. It will be conducted by the 
Misses Merritt, two very worthy ladies 
from Kentucky, and come highly re
commended. They are prepared to teach 
all the ordinary English branches, and will 
also give instruction in music. Parents 
who contemplate sending their children 
to boarding school could not send them 
to a more healthful or pleasant location 
than Buena Vista; and from what we 
could glean the facilities for receiving a 
good education will be excellent. The 
school will be open all the year round. 
As to the terms of tuition, board, etc., 
we are informed they will be reason
able. 

Judge J . A. McCory, well-known in 
Brevard County, has his home at Buena 
Vista. He is doing what he can in the way 
of law and real estate. He is highly re
spected in this section. We did not have 
the pleasure of meeting our old friend, 
who was off on a trip down the Bay in
specting lands. We had the pleasure of 
meeting Mrs. McCory, however, and 
found her a very pleasant lady. 

By this time the mail had been 
changed, and in a few minutes we were 
gliding along over the clear water for 
the next post office, Miami, which is 
three miles distant and reached the 
landing in less than half an hour. 

The shore of Biscayne Bay, at the 
mouth of the Miami River, is beautiful. 
High banks rise to the north and south, 
and the land is covered with a heavy 
hammock growth. 

A mile south of the Miami River 
there is a high , rock bluff, which in our 
opinion, is one of the finest building 
si tes in Florida. A large tract of land lying 
on the north bank of the Miami River 
and on Biscayne, containing over 600 
acres, is owned by Mrs. Julia D. Tuttle, 
who has a beautiful home. On this 
property old Fort Dallas stands. On the 
south bank of the Miami River, at its 
mouth , stands the store of William 
Brickell , whom we met for a few min
utes while the mail was being changed. 

Anybody who goes to Biscayne Bay 
will hear lots about Mr. Brickell. He has 
his friends , and those who can hardly be 
termed by that name. He is a somewhat 
eccentric character. Our acquaintance 
with him was not sufficient to form any 
marked impression. Some of the people 
think he has been an obstacle to the 
development of Biscayne Bay, on account 
of refusing to sell land at reasonable 
prices. Many wealthy people during the 
past few years have attempted to acquire 

:a few acres of front on the Bay from Mr. 
Brickell, but without success. Recently 
he has had his property surveyed and 
cut up into large lots. He will not sell , 
however, to anyone unless they will bind 
themselves to erect a certain class of 
residence, and we are told, though we 
cannot vouch for the truth of the report, 
that his price is in the neighborhood of 
$1,000 per acre . Under these circum
stances some of his neighbors look upon 
him as a detriment to the country. 

For many years Mr. Brickell has done 
a very heavy business at Lemon City, 
Buena Vista and [but] Cocoanut Grove 
has diverted a large amount of his trade. 
The Indians, however, still stick to 
Brickell and swear by him. It is a well
known fact that the red man is a good 
judge of character, and the fact that the 
Indians who have dealt with him for so 
many years think well of Brickell speaks 
strongly in evidence of his fair dealing. 
The gentleman referred to owns about 
2,000 acres, which comprises three miles 
of the finest Bay front. This, with Mrs. 
Tuttle's, is land certainly embracing the 
cream of all that can be found in the 
way of land on Biscayne Bay. 

After a few minutes chat with Mr. 
Brickell, we are once more aboard the 
mail boat, and shortly after arrive at 
Cocoanut Grove, just in time for din
ner. This settlement presents a very fine 
appearance from the Bay. We counted 
twenty-eight buildings, and, as a rule, 
they are of a very neat and tasteful 
character. There are two ·large stores at 
this point, and they do an immense busi
ness. It was a surprise on Saturday eve 
ning to witness the scene at Peacock's 
store. Four attendants were waiting on 
customers and had their hands full. The 
fact is, there are over one hundred home 
steads taken up on the land just west of 
Cocoanut Grove, or in township 54. 
These people come in to do their trading 
at the settlement, and from what we 
could observe, the principal merchant at 
the place does as large a business as any · 
body in his line at Titusville. There is a 
good hotel kept by Charles Peacock and 
his estimable wife, at which the rates are 
very reasonable. There are some eight or 
ten northern tourists stopping at the 
place when we were there, and they all 
seemed delighted with the surroundings. 
During our stay we had the pleasure of 
making the acquaintance of Hon. J. W. 
Ewan, who has been honored with the 
title of "Duke of Dade." This gentleman 
has in the past wielded a powerful in flu
ence in South Florida politics. He is a 
good conversationalist, and having lived 
at Biscayne Bay for over seventeen years, 
he is very well informed on all points 
which might prove of interest to the 
tourist or land seeker. We spent several 
hours in his company, during which time 
we gleaned much valuable information. 

Our object, however, was to learn from 
personal observation all we could about 
this region. 

To carry out this purpose, we engaged 
a boat and started on a cruise, which 
lasted four days, and skirted along the 
shore of the entire Bay from Cocoanut 
Grove south, to the southern end of Card 
Sound, some thirty-five miles, and then 
crossing to Key Largo we skirted within 
a few feet of the shore of that large island 
as far north as Angel Fish Creek, then we 
sailed out on the ocean and southerly 
along the east shore of Key Largo. 

There is a smooth waterway from Bis
cayne Bay to Key West, between the 
Florida reefs and the coast, averaging 
five miles in width. This passage, in or
dinary weather, is as smooth as the Indian 
River or the inside of Biscayne Bay. We 
had often heard of the Florida reefs; we 
had studied them from the charts, but no 
one can realize what they are without 
seeing them. We had supposed they were 
submerged almost entirely, and that they 
had some effect in breaking the seas 
which sweep in from the east. We had no 
idea, however, that at low water thousands 
of these rocks are exposed, and that they 
break the waves entirely, so that there is 
no surf on the shore of Key Largo or 
the other islands which lie to the east of 
Biscayne Bay. During our cruise of four 
days we learned much that should be of 
great interest to our readers. This article, 
however, is already too long. At some 
future time we will take the opportunity 
to speak of the lands lying off the west 
shore of Biscayne Bay, south of Cocoanut 
Grove, and of the beautiful islands lying 
to the east of the Bay. We will also tell 
certain facts about the Seminole Indians, 
which will undoubtedly prove very inte
resting, but our present article must close 
with a few remarks in regard to the pe 
culiar features of the Biscayne country. 

It goes without saying that the whole 
East Coast of Florida possesses an health
ful climate and equable temperature . The 
old military records kept at Fort Dallas 
show that the mean variation of the 
temperature between winter and summer 
is only about ten degrees; that of the 
winter being about 70 degrees and of the 
summer of about 80 degrees. It was our 
desire, however, to learn what advanta
ges this section possesses, which are pe
culiar to itself, and not found elsewhere 
in South Florida. We wanted to know 
what there was that would especially 
attract the tourist and homeseeker. We 
think we are successful on this point. 

The climate of Biscayne Bay must 
always be a great attraction. To say that 
it is superior to that of any other part of 
Florida, would not convey our meaning. 
It is. simply incomparable. Indian River 
and Lake Worth are really land -locked 
waters connected by one or more narrow 
inlets with the ocean. The air which arises 
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from these waters mingling with the 
breezes from the ocean, produces a 
balmy, sunny temperature, which is 
restful and soothing to the invalid, to the 
wornout man of business, and the ner
vous female. The breeze is restorative in 
its effect. Standing on the wharf at 
Cocoanut Grove, we felt for the first 
time the peculiar vitalizing effect of that 
indescribable breeze of Biscayne Bay. We 
spent five days and five nights in the vici
nity, and if the breeze slackened for five 
minutes it must have been when we were 
asleep. 

We tried to satisfy ourselves as to the 
cause of its peculiar quality. It was ap
parent that the Bay, ten miles wide and 
fifty miles long, with an inlet five miles 
wide, which was tide water, clear as 
crystal, was different from the Indian 
River inlet, and one would expect the 
breeze to be stronger, fresher and purer; 
but bear in mind it was far ahead of any
thing we had ever felt on the face of the 
ocean itself at Long Branch, Newport, 
Pablo or Cape Canaveral. There was a 
peculiarly exhilarating effect about it, so 
that one might walk for miles in the sun 
over the rocks and yet not feel tired. 
We had heard of this effect before, but 
had always believed it imaginary. When 

we emerged on our cruise from Angel 
Fish Creek into the open ocean, and 
saw for the first time the Florida reefs, 
it was a revelation. The waves dashed 
against these thousands of rocks, and 
lashed into a foam and clouds of spray. 
The trade winds blowing from the south
east, blows steadily in through these 
clouds of salt water, sparkling and glis
tening in the sunshine. This peculiar con
.dition, we believe, explains the peculiar 
quality of the breezes which is so charm
ing and so exhilarating at Biscayne Bay. 

Almost everybody will recall the con
dition on a hot summer day when the sun 
is shining and a sudden thunder-squall 
comes up. While the rain is falling, with 
the sun shining, and a breeze is blowing 
through the rain, it strikes the cheek 
with a peculiar freshness. There is some 
peculiar electrical condition present. It is 
so with the breeze at Biscayne Bay. As 
the breeze passes through this cloud of 
spray, caused by the Florida reefs, and 
continues some ten miles inward until it 
reaches the west shore of Biscayne Bay, 
passing through the glorious sunlight, it 
acquires a peculiar quality. It is just 
right. It is indescribable, and whoever 
feels it for a few days will ever after
wards long to return to its influence. 

1893 TIMETABLE FOR THE 
BAY BISCAYNE STAGE LINE 

Ho! For Bay Biscayne! A New and 
Novel Trip Via the Bay Biscayne Stage 
Line through the wonderful East Coast 
Ree:ion between the Everl!lades and the 
Atlantic across the many streams and 
inlets along the sunny sea coast from the 
far-famed Lake Worth to the beautiful 
Bay Biscayne. 

There is now established a regular tri
weeklv passenger service between Lake 
Worth and Bay Biscayne. Comfortable, 
Easy-riding, Well-equipped Covered 
Stages, constructed especially for this 
service, leave each terminus of the route 
three times each week. 

This trip is one of the most unique and 
interesting ever arranged for the tourist. 
The road passes through a series of beau-
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tiful hummocks, spruce pine forests, 
heavy timber lands and prairies, crosses 
ten streams of wondrous scenic beauty 
and historic interest in the Seminole 
Indian War times, skirts the marvelous 
Everglades on one side and the numerous 
sounds and bayous of the Atlantic on the 
other, and finally terminates at the head 
of that noble expanse of inland water, 
beautiful Bay Biscayne. 

Detailed Time and Rate Schedule. 
Stages leave Lantana, Mondays, Wed
nesdays and Fridays .. . 6 a.m. Stages 
arrive New River, Mondays, Wednesdays 
and Fridays ... 6 p.m. Stages leave New 
River, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Satur
days ... 6 a.m. Stages arrive Lemon City, 
Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays ... 5 

Many people have felt this breeze and yet 
have not realized its peculiar quality. 

There are those who prefer a cup of 
rank, strong Rio coffee, or a cheap cigar, 
and there are people who, when they 
taste a cup of genuine Java or Mocha, 
properly made, know that they have , 
found something rare. Those are the 
kind of people who will appreciate the 
incomparable breeze of Biscayne Bay. 
It is only a question of time when this 
locality will be the most noted resort in 
the United States. 

To sum it up in a few words, the 
people of that section have never known 
what they possess, or if they have, never 
understood how to describe. The impres
sions we have given are honest. They are 
as they appeared to us. Other eyes may 
see them differently. 

There are other peculiar attractions 
possessed by the Biscayne Bay region, but 
we will have to tell of them some other 
time. We wish, in closing, to acknowledge, 
with thanks,the courtesies received at the 
hands of Guy I. Metcalf, editor of THE 
TROPICAL SUN and proprietor of the 
hack line; and also from Mr. Frank Stra
nahan, manager of the half way house at 
New River. -Titusville Advocate 

p.m. Going North Stages leave Lemon 
City, Mondays, Wednesdays and Fri
days ... 7 a.m. Stages arrive New River, 
Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays ... 4 
p.m. Stages leave New River, Tuesdays, 
Thursdays and Saturdays . . . 6 a.m. 
Stages arrive Lantana, Tuesdays, Thurs
days and Saturdays ... 6 p.m. Round 
Trip Fare $16; One Way Fare $10. Splen
did accomodations at New River for 
twenty ladies and gentlemen. Rates $3 
per day. Tickets for sale by M. B. Lyman, 
Agent, Lantana, Fla. Guy I Metcalf, 
General Manager, Juno, Florida. 

Leaving Lantana, at the foot of Lake 
Worth, early in the morning, you take 
dinner at Hillsborough River, pass through 
a long stretch of picturesque country in 
the afternoon, and nightfall finds you at 
New River, near a Seminole Indian Camp 
and on the banks of the finest tarpon 
fishing grounds in Florida. 

Here you enjoy a good night's rest at a 
well-conducted, typical "Adirondack 
Camp" with every comfort and conve
nience provided for the accommodations 
of ladies and gentlemen, and at 8 o'clock 
next morning you are spinning along 
through hummocks and salt streams until 
at noon you halt at the wonderful Na
tural Bridge over Arch Creek, a spot of 
weird and rare beauty, have dinner, on 
again, and before dark you are in Lemon 
City in full view of Bay Biscayne. Tour
ists and Sportsmen should not miss this 
most delightful of all trips in Florida. 



Through the Country 

From Lemon City to Lantana by Hack 
Reprinted from 

Business Directory, Guide, and History of Dade County, Fla. for 1896-97, 
pages 70-13. 

The following was written in November, 1893, before 
the railroad was finished to Lake Worth, and about the begin
ing of the cutting of the canal between Lake and Bay: 

We commence at Lemon City on the Bay, and writing 
up, taking notes as we ride up on the old trap then called a 
hack, the motive power being mules that had not been curried 
since their arrival in Dade county, and had seemingly lost the 
devilish spirit supposed to be forever lurking beneath mule 
hide, ready to break forth at the most inconvenient time and 
tear things all to smash. These did nothing of the kind, but 
seemed on the point of lying down and going to sleep at any 
moment. 

It was a long, tiresome trip at best - sixty- three miles 
with little to relieve the eye, after having once been over it 
and having nothing new in the way of scenery to expect. The 
fact is, one really gets a very poor idea of the country, as the 
road either follows on the high ridge next the saw grass flats 
adjoining the ocean beach ridge, or is in the low beach scrub, 
only seeing good land (except the saw grass) when crossing 
streams. 

These saw grass flats are really the muck lands for the 
most part and run all the way down with only the beach ridge 
betwe~n them and the ocean and are from a half to two miles 
wide, with lakes, some of considerable size and having names, 
viz: Boca Ratone, Dumfoundland Bay and Lagoon. This was 
once an inside water course or an estuary the same as Indian 
River and of which Lake Worth is a part or continuance. We 
have been told by old residents that during one of the "high 
water" seasons several years ago parties sailed from Lake 
Worth into Biscayne Bay. 

The route of the East Coast Canal is through this stretch 
or old river bed, taking advantage of the lakes and lagoons on 
the way. 

Much of this muck land is amenable to cultivation now, 
but the canal will drain and reclaim all of it, and at the same 
time afford means of transportation to the truck growers 
settling along its route. 

The high lands back afford fine residence sites and suit
able soil for fruit growing. The Everglades are back from a 
mile to six or seven and even more in some places, while, as 
will be seen further along, there are numerous creeks and 
rivers, rising in the Everglades and flowing into each other and 
finally finding their way through New and Hillsboro Inlets, or 
into the northern end of Biscayne Bay. 

Along these streams, in the edge of the Everglades and 
in them, there is abundance of fine timber, mostly cypress, 
some pine, and the various woods peculiar to the country, 
but of little service in building. The first named is very fine . 

On the streams the land is termed hammock, of which 
there are two grades, high and low, but all good. 

LITTLE RIVER 

Little River is one-and-one-half miles from Lemon City, 
is three miles long, narrow and deep; rises in Wood's Hammock 
from five iron springs, so claimed, but we think it must be 
some other mineral as there is nothing in the country indicat
ing the slightest approach to an iron formation; it runs into the 
Bay. 

Four miles out and where we change mail is 

BISCAYNE BAY POST-OFFICE 

This was at one time the county seat, but nothing re
mains but a few old timbers and some lime and lemon trees. 

Little Arch Creek is the next stream reached, six miles 
out, and one mile farther we come to 

ARCH CREEK 

proper. This is quite a stream and quite a curiosity, as it is 
crossed on a natural stone bridge of solid lime stone, and the 
banks are also high and rock-lined. Little Arch runs into Arch 
and it empties into the Bay. 

LITTLE AND BIG SNAKE CREEKS 

These are quite large streams near together, ten miles 
out, and flow into the Bay, the former joining the Big Snake 
first. Here we stop and eat dinner on the bridge. We don't 
think we ever saw so many trout and bream, and such fine 
ones as would rush for crumbs of bread thrown over. The next 
place is of considerable interest, as it was our stopping place 
for the night. 

NEW RIVER 

This place is fifteen miles farther on and twenty-five 
from Lemon City. Here is the Camp Hotel composed of a 
number of tents situated on the banks of the river and a most 
beautiful place. A post-office has been established there 
known as 

FORT LAUDERDALE 

from the proximity of an old Indian fort established by our 
troops during the Seminole troubles, and which was located 
down near the inlet. The river is about one hundred and fifty 
yards wide at the camp; rises in the Everglades about three 
miles westward and flows into the ocean about five miles east, 
forming a very safe inlet, bearing same name, with full six feet 
of water on the bar at ordinary tide. Sail craft of considerable 
size easily ascend, bringing supplies to the camp or to the 
dredge, cutting north from near the inlet, but now completed 
up and beyond Hillsboro Inlet. This portion of the canal was 
completed into Lake Worth in April, 1895, one dredge working 

south from Lake Worth and meeting the one cutting north. 
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NEW RIVER FIBER FARM 

This is an enterprise of a Jacksonville corporation, of 
whose operations we shall have more to say hereafter. The 
house of the manager is located a couple of miles from New 
River, while the farm where the sisal hemp plant is being 
grown, or started, is a mile or so farther on. They are using 
one of the grassy savannas spoken of in this article and have 
succeeded in successfully ditching it. Everything points to the 
ultimate success of the company, who are pioneers in growing 
sisal for market. 

SNOW CREEK 

Snow Creek comes next, three miles from New River. 
It rises in the Everglades and empties into New River. This is 
properly Middle River, with north and south fork, both being 
close together. 

HILLSBORO RIVER 

This river is nineteen miles from New River and about 
the same distance to Lantana. It rises in the Everglades and 
runs into the ocean about four miles from crossing. It is quite 
a large stream and has an inlet with sufficient water to admit 
light draft crafts. 

INDIAN MOUND 

A little over half way to Lantana will be seen the largest 
Indian mound in the state. In fact, the largest of the many the 
writer ever saw. 

Plat of "Palm City, Dade County, Florida," Arthur T. Williams' 
proposed development on the south fork of New River, 1887. 
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~~ Many pr~~~:: ~:~~Sin the His-

torical Commission's archives and 
collections come from private 
,iQurces. Beginning in this issue of 
, the Broward Legacy, the Commis-

1 

sion will periodically acknowledge 
.,. and thank those making donations. 

I 
The following individuals and or

ganizations have donated a wide 
' variety of material, including docu

, ments, photographs, and artifacts, 

I 
to the Historical Commission in 
recent months: 

.I Gertrude Boyd 

Verlon Burrell 

Town of Davie 

Emily Dietrich 

Bob Gates 

Anne Moore Griffis 

Mercie LeGrand 

Mark Mahannah 

Frank F. Meech 

Larry E. Metz 

Dottie Nance 

City of Oakland Park 

Oakland Park Shuffleboard Club 

Susan Reid 

Brownie Robertson 

South Florida 
Historical Preservation Society 

Harold Vreeland 

Mary Ann Woods 

CORRECTION 

On page seven of Cooper 
Kirk's article 11 Foundations of 
Broward County Waterways, 11 

in the Winter/Spring 1985 
issue of Broward Legacy, it is 
stated that the General Hospi
tal of Massachusetts was among 
the various owners or control
lers of the Florida East Coast 
Canal. This is an error, and 
should be the Rhode Island 
Hospital Trust Company. 
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Spring 
Housecleaning? 

The Broward County Historical Commission 
is interested in any items relating to 
Broward's history, such as: 

PHOTOS 

YEARBOOKS 

CLIPPINGS 

SCRAPBOOKS 

POSTCARDS 

MAPS 

FLORIDA HISTORY BOOKS 

HISTORICAL ARTIFACTS 

All make excellent donations to the 
Commission's archives of Broward history. 

If you have items of historical interest that 
you would like to keep, the Historical 
Commission would be happy to borrow, 
copy, and return them. 

Call 765-5872, or visit the Historical 
Commission office at 100 South New River 
Drive East, Fort Lauderdale, Florida 33301. 

- - -
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In the late 19 20s, the shallow waters of Lake 
Mabel were dredged to form the turning basin 

of Port Everglades, and an inlet was cut to form 
the port's channel. This photo shows the port as 

it appeared in c. 1948. (Photo courtesy of An
thony Kozla collection.) 
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