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New River scene in front of the R. H. Gore, Jr. home, 
drawing by Austin Smith from "Historical, Mysterious, Picturesque New River," 

(Friends of the Library of Fort Lauderdale, Inc., 1978-1979). 
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"Of all the animals 
the boy is the most 

unmanageable." 
- Plato, 3rd Century B.C. 

Dialogues 

NEW RIVER: AN OLD LEGEND 

COMPTEHATCHEE. That's 
what the Mikasuki and Seminole In
dians called it. "Coontie-river"-be
cause of the hundreds of acres of the 
primitive cycad called "coontie" that 
grew in the pinelands and shallow 
wetlands along its length. The 
Mikasuki and Seminole Indians, fol
lowing earlier aboriginal tradition, 
pulverized the roots, dried the pow
der into flour, and baked it into bread. 
We have no idea what the earlier In
dians-the Tequesta and their Key
dwelling relatives who lived along its 
banks from time to time-called the 
limpid stream. They and their lan
guages were eradicated by Spanish 
disease, slavery, and warfare nearly 
300 years ago and almost a full cen
tury before the Seminoles and their 
Creek Indian allies and Yemassee 
friends arrived. The last pitiful rem
nants of the Tequesta then fell before 
the slave-raids of their northern In
dian brethren, and they are now for
ever lost to history. All that remains 
are broken clay potsherds, piles of 
marine shells, and scattered animal 
bones in garbage heaps the anthro
pologists call "middens." One such 
site on New River now reposes un
der the Performing Arts Center on 
Southwest Fourth Avenue. 

THE SEMINOLES AND 
MIKASUKIS HAD A LEGEND -
not originally their own - but one 
they heard from others, perhaps even 
from the Tequesta. The crystal clear 
stream was supposed to have origi
nated overnight after the ground be
gan shaking, when the waters burst 
through the underlying rocks and 
spilled across the pine and forest 
lands before gathering together to 
forge a new channel toward the sea. 
Twisting and turning, the waters 
rushed eastward until they met the 
long barrier island and were diverted 
southward. There the flowing stream 
broke through the shifting barrier 

island sands and emptied into the 
curling waves of the Atlantic Ocean. 
It was a "new" river for the Indians, 
and thus purportedly arose the name. 

IT'S A FICTION. New River is 
merely one of a dozen or more 
streams and creeks that have drained 
the vast waterdish of the Everglades 
to the west for millennia. The Ever
glades in turn are fed by the tilted 
overflowing saucer of Lake 
Okeechobee. Together nearly all of 
this great mass of slowly flowing 
water moved south and then west
ward to eventually spill out into the 
Gulf of Mexico on the southwestern 
coast of Florida. Nearly, but not all. 

MUCH OF THE WATER WAS 
DIVERTED EASTWARD by lime
stone channels where it pushed up 
against an even longer limestone 
ridge called the Atlantic Coastal 
Ridge . Here, among the high 
pinelands and freshwater marshes, 
the Everglades waters carved new 
channels, cascading down over bro
ken stone waterfalls, swirling in 
great snakelike bends, rotating in 
small gyres and larger whirlpools, as 
they made their way eastward down 
the shallow, tilted limestone terraces 
of southeastern Florida. Geological 
evidence indicates that New River is 
not new-on the contrary it is very 
old, perhaps as much as 4,000-5,000 
years old, and maybe as old as the 
Everglades and Lake Okeechobee it
self, some 7,500 years in age. 

AT A WIDE SPOT IN THE 
RIVER just beyond the old Seaboard 
Coastline Bascule Bridge was New 
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River's famous Whirlpool. This vor
tex, presumed to have been caused 
by freshwater draining down through 
an opening in the limestone some 
forty feet beneath the river's surface, 
was periodically active until the late 
1920s. A second, smaller whirlpool 
appeared from time to time off the 
Pioneer House landing but disap
peared just after the turn of the cen
tury. A third occurred at Tarpon 
Bend, a ninety foot deep limestone 
basin just downriver from the Fed
eral Highway bridge, and was active 
until the late 1940s. The vortices for 
all of these whirlpools appeared to be 
most turbulent at low tide, adding 
support to the supposition that river 
water was draining out to sea 
through limestone sinkholes in the 
river bottom. As drainage of the Ev
erglades commenced and more sedi
ment and debris flowed downstream, 
the once crystal clear waters of New 
River turned turbid. The whirlpools, 
their lower openings choked with silt, 
eventually disappeared. 

THAT THE SEMINOLES AND 
MIKASUKIS HAD BORROWED 
THE LEGEND is also evident in the 
early maps of the European conquer
ors. An intriguing but unproven 
name, based on its positioning on a 
Portuguese map dated 1502, is "Rio 
de Don Diego." The implication was 
that Christopher Columbus might 
have discovered and named the river 
after his older son- if the Portuguese 
themselves on their slaving expedi
tions through the Spanish backdoor 
in the New World did not beat him to 
the punch with their own "Don Di
ego" to honor. One hundred years 

New River has always held a central place in the history of Broward 
County. As a member of a pioneer Fort Lauderdale family who grew up 
on its banks, Robert H. Gore III is well-qualified to describe life on the 
river, both from a historical perspective and from a highly personal point 
of view. In "Reminiscences of a River," he outlines the river's long his
tory and relates a colorful, descriptive account of his childhood in Fort 
Lauderdale during the late 1940s. These reminiscences capture the fla
vor of childhood in a simpler time and place, and provide a unique 
glimpse at some of the personalities and landmarks along the river. Dr. 
Gore currently resides in Naples, where -he serves as Director of the 
Naithloriendun Wildlife Sanctuary, a private, 130-acre preserve dedi
cated to the environmental education of school children. 
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later the Spanish missionaries called 
it "Rio Nova" or "Rio Nuevo." The 
name "Rio en Medio" (Middle River) 
appeared on another early map in the 
late 1700s. Perhaps even "Rio Boca 
de Ratones" or River of the Rat's 
Mouth is applicable. This river was 
prominently featured on many Span
ish charts, and the name may allude 
to the long barrier island that 
stretched eastward like the snout of 
a rat before it opened in the inlet near 
today's Port Everglades. No matter. 
Whatever the original names, and for 
however long its history, New River 
is not new. 

AND EVEN ITS LONG-AC
CEPTED NAME was not sufficient 
for some. During the Boom days of 
the late 1920s, the City Chamber of 
Commerce proposed renaming the 
river Himmarshee-hatchee, an un
likely combination of two Seminole 
names that reputedly meant "New 
Water River." It didn't take, and the 
only remnant left today of that re
dundancy is the old Himmarshee Ca
nal that branches off northwesterly 
from New River near the oldAngler's 
Club before threading its way up to
ward East Side and St. Anthony's 
schools. Many of the Gore and 
Palmer cousins crossed the bridges 
over the Himmarshee Canal on their 
way to school, the orthodontist, the 
Casino Pool, or the Youth Center. So 
even the Himmarshee figures in our 
history. The Himmarshee Canal was 
itself figured on an 1845 surveyor's 
map just up the way from the second 
old stockade to be named Fort Lau
derdale. 

THERE ARE OTHER "RIV
ERS" ASSOCIATED WITH NEW 
RIVER, and in fact New River is hy
drologically not a single river, but a 
series of interconnected flowways 
and streams all coursing out of the 
Everglades to the west. Middle River, 
Tarpon River, North Fork, South 
Fork, Himmarshee Canal- all are 
properly part of the New River sys
tem. Their different names merely 
reflect the penchant for humans to 
call everything geographically sepa
rated by a new name. We pigeonhole 
everything, even things that belong 
together. 

The undeveloped New River, as it was seen by Broward County's early 
pioneers. 

THE THREE FORTS OF 
MAJOR LAUDERDALE -

FORT LAUDERDALE FITS 
RIGHT IN WITH THIS SUPERFLU
ITY of names. The "fort" of Lauder
dale consisted of not one but three 
military outposts that were con
structed at various times, and vari
ous locations, directly on New River. 
The oldest picket was located well up 
river near the North Fork and was 
soon abandoned when the logistics of 
keeping it supplied by sea, and pro
tected from the Indians by land, be
came evident during the Second 
Seminole Indian War. The second 
fort was located farther downstream 
and was soon also abandoned. The 
third more permanent site was estab
lished on the barrier island beach 
somewhere in the vicinity of present
day Bahia Mar in 1839 because it 
could be more easily provisioned from 
the sea. 

ALL OF THESE STOCKADES 
WERE NAMED after the first com
manding officer, Major William Lau
derdale of the Tennessee Volunteers, 
a militia outfit posted to the area in 
1838. None of the outposts were ever 

of much military significance. Sev
eral search and destroy missions by 
Colonels James Bankhead and Wil
liam Harney, and U.S. Navy Com
mander Isaac Mayo and Lieutenants 
John T. McLaughlin and William 
Rodgers were organized from the 
forts between 1839 and 1842. The 
army and navy men rowed up New 
River into the Everglades in pursuit 
of the wily old Mikasuki Chief 
Arpeika, also known as Sam Jones. 
They never found him. At the end of 
the Second Seminole War the third 
fort was abandoned once and for all. 
But the name became part of the ge
ography of southeastern Florida. 

FOR MORE THAN HALF A 
CENTURY after Florida was admit
ted to the Union in 1845 little hap
pened around ex-Fort Lauderdale. A 
few settlers and stragglers returned 
to the area and set up homesteading 
along the clear, freshwater stream 
that twisted out of the Everglades. 
The only other inhabitants were the 
Mikasuki Indians who had inherited 
the Everglades after the end of the 
Third Seminole War in 1858. A truce 
between whiteman and redman, born 
of the philosophy of the motto on the 



first territorial flags, held sway: "Let 
Us Alone." 

FORT LAUDERDALE WAS 
RESURRECTED, at least in name, 
and stepped into the twentieth cen
tury primarily through the efforts of 
one man - an Indian trader named 
Frank Stranahan. In 1893 he set up 
his first camp at Tarpon Bend. Just 
to the north, at the site of the Pio
neer [Stranahan] House today, 
Stranahan built a more permanent 
trading post, married a girl named 
Ivy Cromartie, and put down the first 
roots of the new town. His soon-to
be wife established the first school
house in 1899. The Stranahans were 
no fools - both could see the poten
tial of the area, particularly in locat
ing a town on either side of the crys
talline river that wound its way 
through the hammocks and swamps 
to the Atlantic Ocean. But others also 
had this vision, including a man 
named Henry Flagler who was build
ing a railroad southward along the 
Florida east coast, after which he 
named his railway. The first train 
arrived at the railhead of Fort Lau
derdale in 1896. Prophetically, it con
sisted of a boxcar and a passenger 
coach. Three decades later during 
the boom-time the SeaboardAir Line 
arrived and the town was really put 
on the map. 

BUSINESS WAS GOOD FOR 
THE STRANAHANS. The residence 
that was to be the "Pioneer House" 
was built in 1902 directly on the wa
terfront. Four years later Stranahan 
expanded his commercial base and 
built a two story "department store" 
upriver and just west of the present 
Andrews Avenue Bridge. This store 
was the nucleus around which the 
village, the town, the city, and even
tually the metropolis of Fort Lauder
dale would grow. Brickell Avenue, 
fronting directly on the river, was the 
street of business, later to be 
outcompeted byAndrewsAvenue and 
Las Olas Boulevard. Tourism was 
already evident, and would play a 
major part in the town's development 
for the next fifty years. Agricultural 
produce and fish, both from the newly 
opened farmlands in the interior 

around Lake Okeechobee, swelled 
the town. 

BY 1910 THE FIRST OF SEV
ERAL BRIDGES across the river was 
built, a lowrise truss at the point that 
would someday become thriving 
Andrews Avenue. Now New River 
could not only be travelled-it could 
be easily crossed. A tourist camp 
quickly sprang up on the south side 
- a portent of things to come. In 
1911 Fort Lauderdale's first newspa
per, The Sentinel, went into business 
onAndrewsAvenue. The newspaper's 
name would change in later years 
and then finally be resurrected by a 
wealthy newspaperman from Ken
tucky, but that was a score of years 
in the future. By 1912 two other im
portant factors had come into play
Governor Napoleon Broward had be
gun to drain the Everglades, and in 
the process clouded the waters of 
New River forever; and Fort Lauder
dale had become one of the largest 
vegetable shipping ports in the 
United States. The town on the river 
was here to stay. 

TIME AND THE RIVER-

TRACING THE COURSE OF 
NEW RIVER is to trace the course of 
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history for Fort Lauderdale in gen
eral and for the Gore Family in par
ticular. Upriver, beyond the railroad 
bridges, the stream twisted and 
turned through quiet estates, pass
ing under the old Seventh Avenue 
bridge and then meandering away 
into the North and South Forks. A 
boat traveling all the way to the head
waters some ten miles up would, be
fore 1915, have come to the falls, a 
series of limestone ledges formed by 
the ancient Atlantic Coastal Ridge. 
New River shared this feature with 
a host of other streams on the south
eastern Florida coast, including the 
Little and Miami Rivers andArch and 
Snapper Creeks. All were dredged 
and dynamited when the Everglades 
drainage projects were in full swing. 

DOWNRIVER THE TURNS 
BECAME LESS TORTUROUS. The 
first bend became historically marked 
by the railroad bridges. The next 
occurred just before the Pioneer 
House. After that came Tarpon Bend, 
located just behind the present-day 
Riverside Hotel on the north bank. 
The south side formed the subdivi
sion called Rio Vista. Tarpon Bend 
was itself famous for three features. 
First, it was the reported site of the 
notorious Cooley Massacre which 

Downtown Fort Lauderdale, looking southeast, with the second 
Andrews Avenue bridge at far right, 1910. 
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took place January 6, 1836 during the 
early years of the Second Seminole 
Indian War. The second, of course, 
was its whirlpool. Third, it was al
legedly the deepest spot inN ew River, 
having been sounded to ninety feet. 
Fishermen might tell you that there 
was a fourth claim to fame. The fea
ture wasn't called "Tarpon" Bend for 
nothing! 

IT WAS IN THOSE EARLY 
DAYS that Fort Lauderdale first be
came touted as "The Venice of 
America" because of the numerous 
canals that had been dredged to make 
the waterfront property beloved by 
displaced Yankees. These dead-end 
channels were created by, and 
flanked, small (and eventually very 
high-priced) peninsulas made of 
dredged up muck, sand, and rock. 
Nurmi Isles and Idlewyld (1920) were 
two of the most prominent along the 
lower reaches of the River. Another 
well-known landmark was built in 
1925 on one of these same peninsu
las and became known as the 
"Angler's Club." Governor R.H. Gore, 
Sr. made it his home for a while be
fore abandoning it for the air-condi
tioned comfort and convenience of a 
penthouse suite in the Governors' 
Club Hotel in the heart of downtown 
Fort Lauderdale. 

IN THE YEARS DURING AND 
IMMEDIATELY AFTER WORLD 
WAR II, Fort Lauderdale was still a 
subtropical paradise, a sleepy little 
Old Florida town on the Gold Coast, 
pretentiously wearing Spanish tile 
and stucco architecture, busily re
writing its pedigree, and trying to 
ignore its Cracker ancestry so preva
lent in the clapboard and shiplapped 
houses scattered along the River. 
More a village than a city, it lay un
discovered and as yet relatively un
developed, languidly relaxing by the 
River, its most attractive physi
ographic feature, and showing off its 
small-townness with remnant south
ern pride. 

BECAUSE NEW RIVER ME
ANDERS THROUGH DOWNTOWN 
FORT LAUDERDALE, it both de
fines and delimits the neighborhoods 

on its banks. The River is bounded 
by River Drives on either side, with 
the Andrews Avenue bridge as the 
dividing line between east and west. 
The neighborhoods on the northeast 
and southeast were genteel, those of 
the southwest less affluent. The 
northwest was essentially a commer
cial district containing several tav
erns, old hotels and rooming houses, 
and a variety of fish houses and 
boatyards. This area was as indus
trial as Old Fort Lauderdale got. 

JUST BEYOND THE END OF 
NORTHWEST RIVER DRIVE lay 
the Florida East Coast railroad 
tracks, and still farther to the west 
those of the SeaboardAirline Railway. 
Both railways crossed the New River 
on bascule bridges that seemed to be 
perpetually elevated-in deference to 
the almost constant boat traffic sail
ing both up and down river. We could 
always tell when the streamlined 
Orange Blossom Special passenger 
train or the Fruit Growers Express 
Freight was coming because the 
bridges would slowly bow downward, 
stretching their black iron plates and 
curved iron arms across the River 
just in time for the trains to pass. Bi
cycle-posses of River Rapscallions 
would ride to the FEC station and 
look down the track to try and be first 
to see the weaving headlights of the 
streamlined diesel locomotives. Bets 
were made, handshakes given, faith 
pledged, as to whether the oncoming 
train was freight or passenger. Prizes 
ranged from a collection of nickels 
and pennies to the use of a cherished 
toy for a day. 

THE FIRST ANDREWS AV
ENUE BRIDGE, the crossroads of 
the neighborhoods, was an immov
able truss. The second bridge was a 
hand-operated truss. The latter span 
was set on a large cogwheel which 
connected to a second smaller cog. 
Whenever a boat needed passage the 
bridge tender would lower the gates 
at either end by hand and then walk 
out to the bridge center and insert a 
large toothed rod with a long 
pusharm into the coghole. Then he 
would walk around and around in a 
circle and slowly swing the bridge lat-

erally open. It usually required ten 
minutes or more to open, and a simi
lar time to close. But in those days 
"hurry" was not yet a well-worn word. 
A second hand-operated truss bridge 
extended from what is now called 
ldlewyld across New River Sound to 
the beach. A third was located far 
upriver west of Southwest Ninth Av
enue. The latter was still in service 
in the late 1950s; the former two had 
been replaced much earlier with 
draw spans owing to the increasingly 
large volume of traffic on Las Olas 
Boulevard and Andrews Avenue. 

RIVER DRIVE: 
THE NEIGHBORHOOD 
ALONG THE RIVER-

THE ANDREWS AVENUE 
BRIDGE WAS AT ONE TIME the 
defining point for both the main com
mercial district of town and the 
neighborhoods along the River. A 
prominent landmark on the north
east corner was the old Lighthouse 
Tavern, a dark, beery-smelling bar 
that sported a diorama of a working 
lighthouse and several clipper-type 
sailing ships on the wall above the 
bar. Here the charterboat captains, 
fishhouse operators, and assorted 
rummies and ne'er do wells spent 
their time and money, and occasion
ally purchased newspapers from the 
braver newsboys in the neighbor
hood. The doors were always open. 

ACROSS THE RIVER ON THE 
SOUTH SIDE rose two prominent 
landmarks-the County Courthouse 
whose tower and chimes could be 
seen and heard from all along the 
riverfront; and the Fort Lauderdale 
Public Library. The latter formed a 
home away from home for at least one 
of the neighborhood children and his 
school chums who spent an inordi
nately long time reading every book 
that dealt with World War II in any 
context, and refought the battles and 
wrote long epic sagas of poetry about 
it all. 

THE OLIVER HOUSE WAS 
ANOTHER LANDMARK for the 
neighborhood, particularly after it 
had fallen into disrepair and was to 



Aerial view of downtown Fort Lauderdale, looking northwest, in the late 1940s. The R. H. Gore, Jr. home 
is at bottom right, marked with an arrow. Other landmarks in relation to the Gore home include the 
Bailey house immediately left, the small building used by the Gore children as a western saloon behind, 
and the Dot Firlit house just to the northeast. The large boat docked in front of the Gore home is Joe 
Dowd's "Joey" (courtesy of Paul Gore). 

be torn down. Originally, it was a 
grand home on the corner of South
east ThirdAvenue directly on the wa
terfront. It became an apartment 
house and then outlived its useful
ness. Abandoned, it formed a 
bombed-out building, haunted house, 
burned out ranch, and any variety of 
other imaginary play sites for the 
overactive imaginations ofthe neigh
borhood kids. Beyond the Oliver 
House heading eastward were two 
other old apartment buildings, the 
Yohe House, and then Grover Kline's 
two-story frame home. Grover 
Kline's wife, whose first name was 
"Mrs.," made a fortune in baby-sit
ting fees from the R. H. Gore, Jr. 
household. Her commercial advan
tages were that she was nearby, she 
was a no-nonsense Baptist who could 
handle children well, and she was al
most always available. 

TWO MORE OLD CRACKER
STYLE FRAME HOUSES followed 
one behind the other across the va
cant lot east of the Kline house. The 

house fronting Northeast River Drive 
was owned by an old southern widow 
lady named Mrs . Bailey. Mrs. 
Bailey's house was always dark, and 
smelled of a combination of too-sweet 
perfume and musty linen. A promi
nent feature, under the large old oak 
tree in the front yard, was a bird bath 
filled with mosquito larvae and pale 
green water from which the neigh
borhood children would dare each 
other to drink. 

HOME FOR THE R. H. GORE 
JR. FAMILY came next-221 North
east River Drive. It was a typical Old 
Florida, white-painted, clapboard 
frame structure, called a "Cracker 
House" by the natives. Located di
rectly on New River in the oldest sec
tion of downtown Fort Lauderdale, 
at the end of a row of similar homes, 
the house (like all the others) looked 
south across the dark, slow-moving, 
ocean-bound waters toward the 
equally genteel Cracker-style neigh
bors on the other bank. All the homes 
were painted white, but splashes of 

color were provided by the variegated 
crotons, the lavender, yellow, and or
ange bougainvilleas, and scarlet hi
biscus that vegetatively ruffied the 
hems of white wooden lattices. The 
lattices had a dual function, first to 
keep unwanted animals (including 
neighborhood children) from crawl
ing underneath, and second, they 
attempted to hide the unlovely con
crete supporting blocks that raised 
each house above the ground, and 
river flood level that rose ominously 
during the late summer hurricane 
season. 

THE HOUSE AT 221, like 
many others of that time, had not the 
questionable benefits of air-condition
ing. But fans were abundant, and a 
wide, screened and breezy front porch 
opened onto a "living room" (really a 
parlor because it was so small). Three 
still smaller bedrooms extended off 
either side of a central passageway 
that led to the dining room and then 
the kitchen at the rear. A single, long 
bathroom held a claw-foot tub. 
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THE PARLOR BECAME THE 
SEAT OF ENTERTAINMENT on 
Saturday evenings when Bob and 
Margaret hosted the weekly poker 
and pinochle fests . Laughter loud 
and long into the early night told the 
Gore Jr. children that Sunday break
fast might be ad libitum. In the early 
hours just after sunrise we would 
scurry out to the great green circle
table to eat the maraschino cherries 
and drink the dregs of the cocktail 
glasses left at each seat. Then, mak
ing our own breakfasts ofKix, Shred
ded Ralston, or Rice Krispies, milk, 
and tablespoonsful of sugar, became 
easy. Sunday morning on the River 
- it didn't git no better'n that! 

OUTSIDE ON THE SUNRISE 
SIDE, a huge banyan tree dominated 
the eastern yard. Laurel oaks and 
the requisite coconut palms were 
scattered in the back, and front 
yards. Large, rubbery-green wine 
lilies guarded the front walk and pro
vided seasonal dining for the multi
colored, orange-bodied, tobacco-spit
ting lubber grasshoppers in summer. 
The banyan, called a rubber tree be
cause it oozed a milky latex-like sap 
when wounded (which was often in 
a neighborhood full of kids all of 
whom showed some tree-climbing 
abilities), was the only tree provid
ing a modicum of shade to the house. 
Together with paddle and window 
fans it constituted our only air-con
ditioning during the summers of the 
war years in 1944-45 and thereafter. 
The tree rang to the shouts and 
laughter of children for another ten 
years before it fell ungracefully, and 
resisting all the way, to progress. 

BEHIND 221 ACROSS A 
WEEDY VACANT LOT that was 
home to various species of neighbor
hood wildlife and stray cats was Dor
othy Firlit's house, known to the 
River Rapscallions as "Aunt Dot." 
Aunt Dot's house faced Southeast 
Third Avenue but was less than a 
block from the River. She lived here 
with her two daughters, Caroline and 
Jeanine (called Bonnie), who were 
more adjunct than active members of 
the local gang. Painted a light or 
faded yellow, this house had two 

This March 1949 photo shows, in front from left to 
right, the R. H. Gore, Jr. children, Bob, Ann, and Paul. 
Standing behind is cousin David Krebs. The "Aunt 
Dot" Firlit house is in the background (courtesy of 
Paul Gore). 

porches, one in front and one behind. 
The architecture was that of a "shot
gun house," so called because a shot
gun discharged at the front door 
would pass all the way through and 
out the back without hitting an in
tervening wall. Porch led to living 
room, then to dining room, and 
kitchen, and back porch. Bedrooms 
extended off the north side. Aunt 
Dot's house became something of a 
local shrine to the neighborhood chil
dren because it was under her house 
that 'the Guinea Hen sometimes re
sided. From where this bird came we 
hadn't a clue. But we did consider it 
fair game and whenever it was spot
ted we would all rush off yowling and 
howling like the pack of filthy little 
savages that we were, chasing its ter
ror-stricken blue and polka-dotted 
form from under one house to an
other until told to cease and desist 
by one of the neighborhood cranks. 

NEXT TO AUNT DOT'S WAS 
THE LAST HOME ON THIRD AV
ENUE, the Durwood Hixon house. 
Durwood was an older, heavyset boy 
who occasionally deigned to play with 
us. He had a cousin named Rusty 
who stuttered when excited, and 
whose last name changed periodically 
from Justice to Justinelli. These were 
legal obfuscations of little moment to 
us. More important was whether we 
could cajole Durwood to purchase 
boxes of explosive caps for our pis-

tols. At five rolls to the box and fifty 
shots to the roll, for a quarter we had 
several minutes of noise made avail
able. When pistols failed, hammers 
were the recourse, and the sidewalk 
in front of 221 became further 
cracked and powder-stained. Pop
click-click-click-pop-pop-pop-pop
eli ck -eli ck-pop-click -click -click-pop
click-pop-pop-pop ... and so it went on 
any given afternoon, ad distractionis. 

ACROSS THE RIVER AND 
DOWN BY THE BEND was other 
Gore Territory- Uncles and Aunts 
and assorted cousins. On the south
east side stood the stony-porched two 
story home of Joe and Pat, and chil
dren Paula and Mike. Behind was 
the elongate stucco frame home of 
George and Mickey, then childless. 
Adjacent to both was Ted and 
Marion's. Three blocks farther to the 
east in yet another Cracker-style 
clapboard home lived Fitz and 
Bettylou with their children Orin, 
Lorena, and Marilyn. All of these 
aunts and uncles formed both an en
clave and a vanguard along the River 
as it wound its way eastward from 
the Everglades to the Atlantic. 

THE RELATIVE CLOSENESS 
OF ALL THE UNCLESANDAUNTS 
and cousins made for an easy family 
gathering. Summer holidays were 
particularly loudly celebrated with 
fireworks. Even impromptu softball 



games were formed on the playing 
field at 221 among the uncles and 
cousins, while the aunts cheered ev
eryone on from the sidelines. There 
was in those halcyon days a closeness 
of kith and kin that soon would di
minish as fortunes were made, fami
lies moved away, and contacts even
tually became stretched and then 
broken. 

SLIGHTLY FARTHER TO THE 
EAST the old Federal Highway 
Bridge leaned over the River. This 
ancient draw span regularly became 
stuck in the up position thus detour
ing the heavy U.S. 1 traffic down both 
River Drives to the Andrews Avenue 
Bridge-which also regularly became 
stuck in the up mode. The old 
Andrews Avenue Bridge eventually 
was replaced with a higher, wider, 
more modern span. The Federal 
Highway bridge was soon destined to 
become a tunnel, in spite of the cru
sading efforts of R. H. Gore, Sr. to 
prevent such a calamity. Crossing 
back over the River on the northeast 
side one approached the old 
Stranahan residence. Once part of 
the late nineteenth and early twen-

tieth century Seminole Indian trad
ing post, the house had been con
verted to the "Pioneer House" restau
rant where the R. H. Gore, Jr. chil
dren, if exceptionally well-behaved 
(and mother Margaret simply refused 
to cook that particular evening), were 
taken to eat out. The return walk 
was always along the River to see the 
River lights. 

TWO SHORT BLOCKS 
NORTH OF THE RIVER JUST OFF 
LAS 0 LAS Jack and Betty Lou re
sided between two favorite land
marks, the Colony movie theater on 
Las Olas Boulevard (home of the first 
3-D movies) and the Fort Lauderdale 
High School "Flying L's" football field. 
Autumn weekend nights meant the 
brisk walk to the field with fathers 
and uncles. There in the bleachers 
beneath the pressbox (to which Jack 
Gore always gained admittance) we 
sipped root beer snow-cones and 
cheered for the Flying L's, although 
if they lost we never viewed it as 
much of a catastrophe. 

JACK AND BETTY LOU'S 
LARGE,OLD, THREE-STORIED 

Aerial view of Fort Lauderdale High School and the "Flying L" foot
ball field, ca. 1950. 
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HOUSE with its wide gray-floored, 
coral-rock porch was the most impos
ing house on the street to the foot
ball game, and backed up to an alley 
where Jack Gore in a moment of 
weakness taught his oldest son Chris, 
and two nephews how to ride bicycles 
by running alongside as we teetered 
and tipped down the road. Chris, 
even in those days, eschewed our 
roughshod Rapscallion philosophies, 
preferring to espouse the gentler the
atrical arts. A master of coercion, 
many of us wound up in co-starring 
or supporting actor roles in his sev
eral productions. We much preferred 
the imaginary killings of Indians or 
North Korean Communist "gooks" 
but could never get Chris to accept 
our screenplays. 

SUNDA\S ALONG THE 
RIVER were days of rest and visita
tion. Catholic Masses in those days 
were said in Latin and only in the 
morning. Old St. Anthony's gothic 
and stone facade was a short two 
block walk away. There, in a perva
sive gloom and un-airconditioned dis
comfort we fidgeted and fussed while 
Father John J . O'Looney rambled on 
in his thick Irish brogue, and large, 
overweight strangers crushed us 
slowly to nausea against the pew end. 
The church interior always smelled 
of candlewax, smoke, and an indefin
able aroma that bespoke sanctity and 
holiness, however distant. The sac
risty held three red lights over the 
ornately-spired alter, and tier upon 
tier of flickering blue-glassed and red
glassed votive candles in front of the 
open-palmed, sad-eyed statues of 
Mary and Joseph and selected saints. 
Overhead the morning light clothed 
the stain-glassed ascetes with dia
dems of red, blue, and green, and 
tinted the hypnotic Irish-Latin dron
ing from the alter with the pure pris
matic colors of heaven. We counted 
the seconds toward the second collec
tion because that signalled the begin
ning of the end, and return to day
light, fresh air, and freedom. 

IN THOSE MORE LANGUID 
TIMES when walking was still con
sidered honorable transportation, 
Granddad and Grandmother Gore 
would make the Sunday rounds along 
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the River. Visits lasted approxi
mately a half hour, and invariably 
produced three noteworthy events as 
far as the children were concerned. 
First, we would hear all the gossip 
from Grandmother Gore about the 
relatives; second, a small gray pile of 
cigar ashes would inevitably collect 
by the chair where the Governor had 
sat; and third, each child received a 
shiny half dollar at the end of the 
visit. Fifty cents in the late 1940s 
would buy a bunch of things essen
tial to the proper enjoyment of child
hood. No Indian accepted a paltry 
piece of silver to remain peaceful with 
more enthusiasm. 

EASTER SUNDAY WAS ESPE
CIALLY ANTICIPATED because we 
knew that Grandmother Gore would 
come around with the inevitable Eas
ter Lamb Cake from Gainey's Bak
ery on Third Avenue just up from the 
Governors' Club Hotel. As cakes go 
it wasn't much in our estimation be
cause the interior was white rather 
than chocolate. But we scrabbled, 
squabbled, and scratched to get the 
two choicest portions-either the 
white-frostinged lamb's head, or the 
equally frosting-covered lamb's tail. 

Governor and Mrs. Robert H. Gore. 

That was the only lamb that we 
would gladly eat- leg of, roast of, 
haunch of, and chops of, were simply 
too vile to be considered as food. 

BOATS AND BOATING 
ON THE RIVER-

THE RIVER WAS HUGGED 
BY SEAWALLS, a non-sequitur that 
we never had satisfactorily explained 
to us-why weren't they called "river 
walls?" we persisted. "Ask your fa
ther," was the typical response. Along 

(Left to right): John 
Gornto, Joan Gornto, 
Robert H. Gore III, 
and Paul Gore, on the 
waterfront at North
east River Drive, 1946 
(courtesy of Paul 
Gore). 

these seawalls numerous "live 
aboard" boats were moored. Directly 
in front of 221, just east of the 
Florentine concrete steps leading 
down to the River, was the most fa
mous in our neighborhood-a boat 
owned by Captain Joe Dowd. 

CAPTAIN JOE DOWD lived on 
what appeared to be an old Lake 
Okeechobee excursion steamer. All 
polished mahogany and oak, the 
"Joey" was a neighborhood meeting 
place of sorts inasmuch as his two 



grandchildren, Joan and John 
Gornto, who often slept aboard, were 
also charter members in good stand
ing of the River Drive Rapscallions. 
We knew little of Grandpa Dowd's 
background save that he talked with 
a northeastern accent, always carried 
a white crockery mug of coffee, had a 
semi-invalid wife who (so it was whis
pered) came originally from Cuba, 
and, most importantly, always kept 
a large supply of ice-cold Coca Cola 
and N ehi Grape Soda in the bait box 
on the back deck. 
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GRANDPA DOWD BECAME, 
ALMOST BY DEFAULT, the neigh
borhood daylight baby-sitter, and 
from time to time would load all the 
kids up and motor us down the River 
and briefly out through the Port Ev
erglades inlet into theAtlantic to fish. 
There, we would all proceed to regur
gitate the several bottles of soft 
drinks we had greedily consumed in 
the outgoing, and be allowed to re
place them as a means of settling 
stomach and nerves on the incoming 
trip. When you are young, and the 
fish are biting, there is no time in 
your schedule to bemoan the effects 
of mal de mer. Of much more impor
tance was just who was going to blow 
the old gray metal-coned boat horn 

Fort Lauderdale's River Lights, looking east from the Andrews Av
enue bridge. 

so that the rusting and relic Federal 
Highway bridge could be raised for 
our inbound passage. Grandpa Dowd 
merely smiled at it all and continued 
to sip his coffee. 

GRANDPA DOWD HAD AN
OTHER IMPORTANT FUNCTION. 
He was keeper of the Riverlights. 
Strung along above the sidewalks 
that ran the length of the River from 
Andrews Avenue to Federal Highway 
was the Chamber of Commerce's con
tribution to Riverside beauty-a se
ries of multicolored lights that re-

Wearing the angel costumes which won them first prize in the 1946 
Halloween Costume March are (left to right) Joan Watson, Paul Gore, 
Bob Gore, and Jane Watson (courtesy of Paul Gore). 

sembled Christmas tree bulbs. These 
lights were controlled by a switchbox 
located at the corner of Southeast 
Third Avenue, and were under the 
care and attention of Joe Dowd. They 
were turned on every evening at sun
down, and their multiple colors 
danced and shimmered across the 
darkening waters of the River as twi
light turned into night. As darkness 
fell, the individual families on the 
live-aboard boats turned on their own 
cockpit and cabin lights, and soon the 
entire River became a tropical fairy
land of scintillating stars. It was a 
scene of absolute tranquility and 
peace as the River seemed to snuggle 
down between its twinkling banks 
and prepare itself for sleep. For the 
children of the R. H. Gore, Jr. family, 
it was an all-too-real indication that 
bath time was imminent as well. We 
could play in the yard until the 
river lights came on-then inside and 
into the tub-and no backtalk. 

ANOTHER NEIGHBORHOOD 
BOAT, periodically moored to the 
west of the Florentine Steps, was the 
"Phyllis Joan" from Philadelphia. On 
board were two tomboys of our age 
and enlightenment named Joanie 
and Janie Watson who became sea
sonal members in good standing of 
the River Rapscallions. The Watson 
girls came by weekly to share the 221 
bathtub (there being only a small 
marine head on board their parents' 
boat), and joined us in our only claim 
to fame one Halloween when we all, 
dressed as angels (a profound oxymo-
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ron), won first prize at the annual 
Halloween Costume March held at 
Stranahan Field. The five dollar 
prizes we each received were worth 
the wait in scratchy costumes and the 
seemingly interminable parade 
around the football field. 

THEN THERE WAS THE 
"ABEONA," first of a series of tour
ist excursion boats that sortied up 
and down the River. Captain Harry 
Kestner had the concession all sewed 
up and we rode the double-decked 
"Abeona" anytime the relatives came 
down from Evanston. The trip was 
exciting in its sameness-the 
AndrewsAvenue Bridge and the FEC 
railroad bridge now viewable from 
underneath; the whirlpool that didn't 
whirl anymore; the houses of the rich 
and famous (none of whom we knew, 
and cared even less about); and fi
nally the "Authentic Seminole Indian 
Village." There, at an imprecise lo
cality far upriver we disembarked 
and followed the clots of tourists 
through what seemed to be a raggedy 
cluster of open shacks sitting in the 
middle of a flat, stomped-down, sun
baked arena. Scattered here and 
there within the "chickees" were sev
eral heavily-beaded and mightily
bored Indian women, none of whom 
exhibited the cool and haughty seren
ity we had come to expect when we 
saw them walking in so stately a 
manner through Burdine's. Off to 
one side of the village a large con
crete wall encircled another, deeper 
arena, in the middle of which was a 
small, concrete pool filled with evil
looking and even more evil-smelling 
greenish-brown water. A torpid alli
gator lay half in and half out of the 
pool, eyes closed in sleep or total en
nui. 

THE REST OF THE DAY WAS 
LOST IN THE HEAT, but recollec
tions are of a burly Indian continu
ally pulling the alligator out of the 
water, and the alligator just as con
tinually crawling back into it. The 
wrestle was finally made, the gator 
was pinned under the heavy-set 
Indian's jaw, tourist cameras clicked, 
and everyone adjourned to the wel
come shade of the soft drink stand to 
buy orange juice, Nehi, and RC Cola. 

The sightseeing boat Abeona (le{t) and charterboats docked along 
the north bank of the New River in the 1940s. 

Invariably we returned to the 
"Abeona" with half a dozen authen
tic, hand-carved coconuts with funny 
faces, several small palmetto fiber 
dolls, and a genuine Seminole toma
hawk handmade from wood of the 
rare Ply tree, and decorated with 
green and purple feathers from the 
now-extinct Great Everglades Os
trich. Later that evening, the 
"Abeona" made a downriver cruise. 
Upon her return the house owners 
along the River would flash their 
porch lights and the "Abeona" would 
respond with a couple of toots on her 
horn. It was a pleasant ritual on a 
pleasant River, and enjoyed by all. 

HUDDLED ALONG THE SEA
WALLS TO THE WEST on either 
side of the oldAndrewsAvenue bridge 
the charterboat captains also once 
docked in the days before Bahia Mar. 
From there they carried their cargoes 
of shouting, sun-reddened tourists 
down the River and out to sea and to 
the edge of the Florida Current in 
what was usually a successful pur
suit of sailfish. Indeed, the area off
shore of Fort Lauderdale, between 
Palm Beach and Miami, was known 
at one time-before pollution and 
overfishing occurred- as Sailfish Al
ley, a fishing ground sought by 
bluewater angling devotees as avidly 
as any Norseman would seek 
Valhalla. 

THE RETURN OF THE CHAR
TER FLEET upriver was a daily 
event ofboth festive and mythic·pro
portions, with boat after boat pass
ing in review before all the houses 
fronting the River, often to the accom
paniment of applause, blowing of 
horns, and exchange of witty repar
tee between boat and shore. It was 
every bit a triumphal parade, each 
vessel flying from its long outriggers 
the blue and white burgees imprinted 
with sailfish or marlin. Success and 
fame was adjudged not only by the 
number offish caught, but also by the 
number released, with captains often 
held in higher approbation not by the 
tally of billfish they brought back to 
dock, but rather by those they did 
not-sort of like the Lakota Sioux 
"counting coup" -ichthyomatically 
speaking, to be sure. 

THERETURNALWAYSTOOK 
PLACE AROUND COCKTAIL 
TIME, which is to say shortly before 
5:00 p.m. It was always watched by 
the adults, particularly relatives vis
iting from up north, giving them oc
casion to remark in awe and wonder 
at the number of boats and the num
ber of fish caught, while sipping on 
prepandial libations and regaling 
each other with past piscatorial ex
aggerations. For us, the events were 
a time-keeper of sorts, foretelling that 
evening was nigh, dinner was immi-



nent, and the day had once again too 
rapidly slipped away. In a vain at
tempt to halt time in its flight we 
would run down to the docks next to 
the Andrews Avenue Bridge, and 
view upwards of ten and more bill
fish displayed on the photo-hooks. To 
aid us in our identifications of the 
others we had recourse to the glass 
case at the foot of the bridge in which 
resided at least twenty different, 
brightly colored, wall-eyed, buck
toothed, gape-jawed, plaster of Paris 
game fish, all courtesy of "AI 
Pfleuger-Taxidermist." Those were 
languorous times, indeed. 

THE RIVER DRIVE 
RAPSCALLIONS -

THE CHILDREN OF THE 
NORTHEAST RIVER DRIVE 
NEIGHBORHOOD were a motley 
and polyglot group. Bobby, Paul, and 
sister Ann ruled the east end from 
221, with a little help from Rusty 
Justice. Joanie and Johnny Gornto 
held the Riverbanks across the street. 
A tall, dark-haired, thin Hungarian 
girl named Yolanda Yohe lived four 
houses to the west. Behind her in 
another Cracker house was a girl 
named Louise - a pale, frail, 
redhaired wisp of a thing who rarely 
took part in the rough and tumble 
shenanigans to the east. In later 
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years she would remind one curiously 
of "Margaret" in Dennis the Menace. 
Back to the east and just down the 
road behind the Benevolent and Pro
tective Order of Elks Club off Third 
Avenue behind Fannin Funeral 
Home resided a short-haired, blue
eyed, freckle-faced tomboy named 
Judith. Judith entered the neighbor
hood clan suddenly one summer, and 
quickly established herself as a for
midable presence standing second to 
none in the group. One day Judith 
didn't show up to play, and when we 
went to her apartment we found out 
that she and her folks were gone. We 
never saw her again. 

HONORARY MEMBERS OF 
THE NEIGHBORHOOD could come 
from almost anywhere, and included 
cousin David Krebs who arrived ev
ery spring with parents (Uncle) Hank 
and (Aunt) Mary Jane and older sis
ter Nancy from Evanston, Illinois. 
Vacation was the mode, and fishing 
was the chief reason to come south. 
Internecine territorial squabbles 
were effectively nipped in the bud by 
Uncle Hank's commanding, "Hey, 
Rube!" which brought either instant 
silence or instant retribution across 
the back of the head. Other honor
ary members included cousins 
Marilyn Gore from across the River, 
and Charlie and Patsy Palmer from 

Bob and Paul Gore and cousin David Krebs (with hat) in front of the 
building they used as a "western saloon," January 1948 (courtesy of 
Paul Gore). 
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up St. Anthony's way, who visited 
from time to time. Charlie (who came 
more often than Patsy) was always a 
welcome addition (another boy) be
cause he had a fine sense of imagi
nation and participation, both impor
tant requirements when the banyan 
tree was to become a military fort, a 
cowboy saloon, a pirate ship, or an 
army bomber. 

IN THOSE UNBLIGHTED 
AND BENIGHTED DAYS OF FREE 
FANCY, imagination was more im
portant than accoutrements. Toys 
were often the simplest of utensils 
modified for the specific pretend-pur
pose at hand. Broomsticks became 
horses, pieces oflumber were Indian 
knives or rifles, palm fronds were 
pirate swords, small coconuts were 
hand grenades, refrigerator cartons 
from McFarlane's For Frigidaire's 
trash bin became hand-carved tanks, 
rocketships, or F-86s. A handful of 
pebbles from the new parking lot be
hind 221, dipped in gold paint, be
came nuggets and thus legal tender 
to be spent in the "Backhouse Saloon" 
after the de rigueur barfight and 
High Noon showdown. Gold caches 
robbed at capgun-point by 
neckerchiefed desperadoes aroused 
the Sheriff-of-the-moment and his 
town posse who thundered away af
ter the thieves on broomstick ponies 
and ultimately cornered the villains 
in the burning chaparral of nearby 
vacant lots. There they shot them 
down in a flurry of cap smoke and 
popping, all with accompanying his
trionic contortions. Those unfortu
nate enough to be captured were re
turned to town, doomed to be hung 
from a nearby laurel oak-a fate al
ways righteously interrupted by 
somebody's mother, or lunch, which
ever came first. 

WHEN WE TIRED OF PLAY
ING PRETEND there was always a 
cane pole with bits of string and a 
piece of pork rind. We would hie our
selves across the street to the 
Florentine Steps, there to sit for an 
hour or two dangling porky baits into 
the oily black River while looking for 
manatees to throw lead sinkers at. 
If we were lucky we snagged several 
small catfish and long, black, slippery 
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Saturday matinee at the Florida Theater on East Las Olas Boule
vard in the late '40s. 

eels, and then called for Grandpa 
Dowd to come take them off the hook. 
Eventually, we would have a bucket 
full of gasping and dying trash fish. 
And eventually a black man would 
come by (the same one) and ask what 
we boys was gonna do wif dem fish 
in de bucket. And we were only too 
happy to give them away, feeling jus
tified, and good, and satisfied in our 
hearts. 

SATURDAYS DURING THE 
SCHOOL YEAR were days of respite 
and relief. Downtown Lauderdale 
sported five movie theaters. The 
managers of three of these, the 
Warnor, the Sunset, and the Lyric 
(the old Queen Theater from the 
1920s), in a moment of insanity, 
agreed to run Saturday Morning 
Matinees. This was a euphemism for 
allowing several hundred school chil
dren from all parts of town to form a 
pushing, pulling, and pummeling line 
in front of the theater-of-the-day for 
the privilege of paying twenty-five 
cents (fourteen cents at the Sunset 
Theater; nine cents at the soon to go 
defunct Lyric Theater) to see a 
double-feature cowboy movie, five 
cartoons, two selected short subjects 
(one of which was invariably "Behind 
the Eight Ball") and a Captain Mid
night, Sky King, or Flash Gordon 
serial, plus previews of coming attrac-

tions. It was also instant child care 
as far as the parents were concerned. 

ALSO ACCRUING TO THE 
TICKET HOLDER came the addi
tional privileges of running like Vi
king berserkers up and down the 
aisles, sailing popcorn boxes at the 
screen, stretching well-chewed 
bubble gum across the arms of the 
theater's seats, licking caramel Sugar 
Daddies into long, twisted ribbons 
that were then permanently fastened 
to the cloth fabric of the seats, pelt
ing total strangers with jujubes and 
milk duds, and laughing uproariously 
as at least one child, overcome with 
overstimulation, became violently ill 
in a nearby seat, thus adding an ad
ditional and permanent layer of 
stickiness to a theater floor already 
coated with several inches of hard
ened candy, rancid popcorn butter, 
and dried cola. All of which would 
suddenly cease when the theater 
lights came on and Jack the manager 
stalked out to center stage to 
threaten total and complete eviction 
of anyone who DID NOT SIT DOWN 
RIGHT THIS MINUTE AND BE 
STILL AND WATCH THE MOVIE! 
By the end of the afternoon we were 
as totally spent and exhausted as any 
crusader who had walked on his 
knees to Jerusalem. But we were 
happy. 

SUMMERS FOR ALL OF US 
WERE GREEN BOTTLES OF COCA 
COLA, chips of froth-filled ice from 
the patrolling neighborhood ice 
truck, St. Vitus dances in the toxic 
clouds behind the mosquito-spray 
jeep, and miniature glass jar zoos 
with perforated lids. The usual ur
ban fauna of turtles, goldfish, lizards, 
grasshoppers, grass snakes, and cat
erpillars were sought, caught, 
bought, traded, or trapped for scien
tific scrutiny and even a bit of real 
nature study under a toy microscope, 
before eventually suffering merci
fully quick demises from neglectful 
childhood curation. 

WE WERE WALKING ENCY
CLOPEDIAS OF MISINFORMA
TION in the best Plinean sense: "De 
His to ria N aturalis Lauderdalense." 
We knew which lizards were deadly 
poisonous (most), where hoop snakes 
lived (under rotting leaves by old 
Mrs. Bailey's birdbath), where the 
Guinea hen could be found (under 
any neighborhood house), and how 
to avoid scorpions, wasps, spiders, 
and grasshoppers, all of which would 
inevitably do something bad or nasty 
to you. Along the way we honed and 
sharpened our hunting and trapping 
skills, knocking wasp nests down 
from under house eaves, urinating en 
mass onto red ant hills, and catching 
bumblebees deep inside the throats 
of bright red hibiscus blooms and 
then offering the flowers to the girls 
for a smell. Thus we drifted through 
the warm and golden summers and 
winters of childhood, slowly filling 
the cup of experience with the sweet 
and heady nectars of self-taught na
ture lore, and spicing it with an oc
casional hurricane. 

EDUCATION IN REAL NATU
RAL HISTORY WAS A CONTINU
OUS PROCESS, maintained during 
numerous early morning father-and
son walks from 221 in downtown Fort 
Lauderdale along Las Olas Boulevard 
eastward toward the rising sun, At
lantic Boulevard, and the deserted 
beach across from the Elbo Room. 
Here we took quick swims in a still 
cool ocean made of silver and blue 
glass, riding tiny waves that curled 



Above is the corner of Andrews Avenue and Las Olas Boule
vard after the 1947 hurricane; below, Paul and Bob Gore stand 
amidst debris at their home on New River after the storm (bot
tom photo courtesy of Paul Gore). 

and licked at the edge of the sand, 
before we toweled off and made the 
slow walk home. 

HURRICANES WERE AN UN
UNDERSTOOD PHENOMENON in 
our lives. All we knew was that regu
larly every summer all the boats on 
the river moved upstream and the 
city crews came by and cut all the 
fronds and coconuts off the palm 
trees. Parents would become rather 
short-tempered, and spend a lot of 

time hustling and bustling about and 
buying inordinate amounts of canned 
green peas and stewed tomatoes
both of which we thought food fit only 
for the elephantitis troll that Uncle 
Ted said lived under Grandpa Dowd's 
boat, near the bilge outflow pipe. The 
saving grace was that we were invari
ably packed off to the Governors' 
Club, suitcase and three carefully
selected toys in hand, there to be 
firmly ensconced in the upper floors 
after dining sumptuously in the Or-
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chid Room. Then, for the rest of the 
evening we listened to the wind howl 
and wail all night long while asking 
(again and again) why the hotel was 
swaying so badly. Mornings-after 
were always mind-boggling. We had 
never seen so much water, so many 
tree limbs everywhere, so many 
sparking and cracked powerlines, 
and so much litter. Nor could we ex
plain why Grandpa Dowd's boat was 
resting in our front yard. Wading 
without shoes and socks became the 
accepted mode of travel, which both
ered us not at all, having lived that 
lifestyle for years. The high point of 
all this was the absolutely hysterical 
sight of seeing outboard motorboats 
cruising up and down Third Avenue 
and Las Olas Boulevard. The latter 
truly and eponymously reflected its 
Spanish name-the waves. 

THE RESULTING TYPHOID 
EPIDEMIC throughout the city 
again had little import-we were sim
ply bagged and baggaged up and sent 
north on the steamliner to Evanston 
for the autumn until the threat of 
disease died down. We became more 
motion sick from the train ride than 
any three plagues of typhoid. But it 
was a step upwards of sorts, attend
ing St. Mary's Elementary in 
Evanston and sitting in real stone
walled classrooms, not the stiflingly 
hot, muggy, wooden portables that 
always smelled faintly of stale pea
nut butter and banana sandwiches, 
ancient vomit and urine, sawdust ab
sorbent, and nun's deodorant. 

ST. ANTHONY'S BECAME AS 
MUCH A PART of the Gore Family 
as any Mafia godfather, and often 
along the same lines. Most of the 
children would walk or bike-ride to 
school in those days-traffic and 
crime were both low, and the passage 
from River to school could (with 
proper dawdling) take upwards of an 
hour. Important side events were the 
bombing of ducks in the Himmarshee 
Canal with old whiskey bottles, and 
trying to plink the fiddler crabs on 
the muddy banks with road pebbles. 
Once at school we were subject to the 
gentle ministrations of Celtic nuns, 
most of whom had fought at the battle 
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of Balm oral Castle for Bonny Prince 
Charley, and could wield yardsticks 
with the same grace and aplomb 
(and, we suspected, as well and as 
often) as they did halberds against 
the forces of the Hated Pretender. 

THE SCHOOL DAY WAS DI
VIDED into three important parts
Morning, Lunch and Playground, 
and Dismissal. Mornings were al
ways fresh and cool, and learning 
came easily if not often. Lunch con
sisted of standing in long lines to 
purchase tomato soup made from 
used rusty battery acid, peanut but
ter and banana sandwiches, and 
small, half-pint cartons oflukewarm 
chocolate milk. And then explaining 
in tearfilled voice to the cafeteria nun 
(who, we felt certain, had been in 
charge of the shower handles at 
Auschwitz) why we didn't have our 
lunch ticket. The fortunate and wise 
soon learned to brown-bag it. Lunch/ 
recess comprised a half hour offever
ish and dervish-inspired play at high
est-heat midday, so that a half hour 
later, upon returning to the cloying 
and tepid warmth of the classroom, 
we could count on at least one child 
returning his or her lunch to the 
classroom floor. This repetitive event 
always insured evacuation of the 
room until James, the sainted colored 
janitor, could come by with a mop and 
sawdust and clean things up. 

SCHOOL-DAY'S END WAS 
GREETED in much the same way 
that the settlers greeted the opening 
of the Oklahoma Territory land rush. 
The afternoon trip home might take 
an hour or more, depending on how 
long one tarried at Grandy's corner 
grocery drinking cream sodas and 
eating purple popsicles or chocolate 
fudgesicles, or prowling the adjacent 
dime store to watch "Phil the Hocker" 
shoplift diamond-studded Duncan yo
yos for all his friends. 

THE TRUE IRISH GODFA
THER TO ALL OF THIS was then 
Father (later Monsignor) John James 
O'Looney. He too had fought at 
Balmoral, but the centuries had been 
kinder to him than to the nuns . 
White-haired, blue-eyed, and dressed 

Aerial view showing St. Anthony's Catholic Church (left) and school 
(right) on Northeast Third Street in Fort Lauderdale, ca. 1950. 

always and all in black, Father 
O'Looney's main function, as the 
nuns defined it anyway, was to show 
up and dispense three things: first, 
short homilies of advice, second, the 
report cards and necessary criticisms, 
and then his blessing. A sort of com
petition arose among those with good 
report cards to be the first to ask for 
this benison, while the nuns looked 
on with hands clasped under habits 
and smiled beatifically. The more 
perverse among us often wondered 
what would happen if O'Looney had 
said, "No! I'm tired of giving you little 
spalpeens blessings! It does ye no 
airthly good whatever! Git out of me 
sight, every devil's one of ye!" But 
he never did-at least not audibly, 
anyway. 

HANGOUTS
HOMES AWAY FROM HOME -

LIVING IN OLD FORT LAU
DERDALE was easy. As children we 
had our choice of several hangouts 
to which we repaired whenever the 
press of circumstances or parents 
required. Walgreen's Drug Store on 
the corner of Las Olas and Third Av-

enue was nearby and allowed us to 
view exotic tourist geegaws and gim
cracks and check out candies at the 
cigar counter as well. Here were 
clear glass toy telephones filled with 
hundreds of little multicolored hard 
candies. Fleer's chiclets came in a 
small green and white box with a tiny 
little trapdoor in one corner that al
lowed the dispensing of a single 
chiclet at a time - a feature we con
veniently ignored. Lifesavers re
posed in multi-hued tiers behind 
their exact metal duplicates. A glass 
bowl full of Fleer's Dubble Bubble 
gum (one cent each) sat next to the 
cigarettes. And various caramel
filled chocolate bars, all of which 
would pull your fillings out, were 
piled in gay abandon in the glass case 
beneath the cash registers. Zhoke
Zhing! "Here you are boys, don't eat 
it all at once." "No, ma'am. We 
won't." ... Sure. 

THE DIMESTORESAND THE 
TROPICAL ARCADE offered other 
exotic temptations. Forrest Eno, the 
printer, was the only person in the 
entire Universe whose name was a 
number spelled backwards! Marvel-



ous! Woolworth's, in addition to mak
ing the best hotdog and coke combi
nation for a quarter, had an exten
sive toy section. Truly a "five and 
dime," we could wander the aisles 
and see objects from around the world 
for which we could discern no earthly 
use, but which adults (and particu
larly the multi-hued Seminole 
women) took a fond delight in pur
chasing. McCrory's, directly across 
the street and just down from the 
corner Royal Castle, was the place to 
go if goldfish watching was the order 
of the day. Hundreds of the little fish 
jostled and bumped each other in fu
riously bubbling tanks, but our de
light was in counting those that 
swam upside down or rolled lan
guidly back and forth in pop-eyed 
wonder on the floor of the tank. Our 
minds were simple and so, therefore, 
our pleasures. 

THE ROYAL CASTLE ON THE 
CORNER OF WALL STREET was 
always redolent of grease, fried meat, 
and cigarette smoke. Here, for fif
teen cents, and later for the outra
geous price of a quarter, we dined in 
aliphatic luxury on small, almost 
black, hamburgers and long strings 
of greasy onions, all drowned in gobs 
of bright yellow mustard and uncom
monly red catsup. Birch beers, the 
libation of choice, were a nickel and 
came in frosted heavy mugs. It was 
an afternoon snack absolutely guar
anteed to spoil our dinners, and we 
delighted in it. We were still too 
young for heartburn. 

FURTHER TO THE NORTH 
LAY THE NETHER REGIONS
Burdine's Department Store and the 
City Bus Station. Burdine's was al
ways good for several trips up and 
down the newly installed escalators 
(the only store in town that had them) 
before being run off by some spoil
sport assistant manager. The Bus 
Station and shuffie board courts gave 
us a view of the downside of town. 
Here we could watch from a safe dis
tance, and in open-mouthed wonder 
and elbow-digging humor, the inebri
ated antics of the drunks from the 
several bars around the Greyhound 
Station across the road. Our trips 

back to the River then became ste
reotypic parodies of the reelings and 
rantings of these unfortunates, re
plete with falling down, weavings, 
singings, and stumblings. Charlie 
Chaplin had nothing on us. We gave 
no quarter- and asked for none. 

NEWSBOYS WE WERE, 
ONCE, not particularly by desire but 
by design, inasmuch as parents had 
decreed this learning process to give 
us experience in the hard world of 
low finance, as well as to keep us busy 
and out of trouble after school. We 
were part of the large, unwashed and 
sweaty army of grade-school kids 
called "gutter sales" by the older, in
finitely wiser high-school route boys. 
But we maintained a perverse pride 
in sharing the streets with old Pop 
Crist who held the territory in front 
of the M&M Cafeteria, across from 
the Hobby House, with acerbic tenac
ity; and with Johnny-The-Newsman, 
who suffered (we learned later) from 
muscular dystrophy and rode a large 
three-wheeled tricycle around town 
in a usually vain attempt to keep us 
from poaching his customers. 

TIME ON THE STREET WAS 
MEASURED by the large pedestal 
clock next to the First National Bank 
building across the street from the 
Sweet Building. Territory extended 
from River Drive through center city, 
with particular attention to the tav
erns on the River, on Las Olas and 
Andrews Avenue, and by the Grey
hound Station, where tips and sales 
were equally large. ~rofits, even at 
a nickel a paper, came easily enough 
every afternoon and were spent as 
quickly in appetite-spoiling chunks of 
chocolate purchased by the ounce at 
Woolworth's candy counter. We later 
graduated to hot fudge and coffee ice 
cream sundaes at the Colonel's Table, 
the emporium that replaced 
Walgreen's. We became such regu
lars at that corner cafe that Marie, 
the waitress behind the soda foun
tain, would never even ask what we 
desired, but on our sitting would have 
the usual sundae ready for us to eat. 
It was a feeling of immense power, 
and we never even had to say "the 
usual," like Humphrey Bogart did in 
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all his movies. 

THE SWEET BUILDING, the 
tallest building in town, formed the 
highest site of deviltry. Riding the 
elevators to the topmost floor, after 
carefully concealing packages of bal
loons purchased at Woolworth's, we 
would hit the eighth floor restroom 
outside Dr. Kott's DDS office and load 
the balloons with water. Sneaking 
out onto the roof, nine stories above 
town, we struck a typical John 
Waynean pose, and at the given sig
nal, hollered some anti-Japanese or 
anti-Nazi slogan, and hurled our 
water-filled hand grenades out over 
the roof's edge onto Andrews Avenue 
far below. Then, shrieking and 
laughing, we ran down the stairwells 
to the street, knowing that the build
ing personnel would be riding the el
evators up to catch us. 

A VARIATION OF THIS 
SPORT was conducted from the pent
house porch of the Governors' Club. 
At certain times Granddad Gore went 
out of town and, on the promise of 
eating out, we agreed to stay over
night to hear the telephone for 
Grandmother Gore (who conve
niently turned her hearing aid off at 
night, anyway). The next day after 
breakfast, while Grandma was at 
daily mass praying for the salvation 
of our souls, we would take small bits 
of concrete and pebbles and clots of 
dirt from the plants on the penthouse 
porch and pretend that the hotel was 
a Flying Fortress and we were high 
over Bremen or Schweinfurt. The 
cars on Third Avenue and Las Olas 
became enemy targets. So the game 
went until Frank White, the hotel 
concierge and elevator man, snuck 
onto the porch and collared us. His 
threatening to inform our parents 
had the proper effect and we ceased 
and desisted-until next overnight 
stay. 

CLOSEST HANGOUT TO 
HOME WAS BECK'S DRUGSTORE. 
Dr. Beck was the very model of the 
kindly old country doctor, although 
his primary calling was as a pharma
cist. He resided with his wife Annie 
in an old Cracker-style house next 



The Governors' Club Hotel dominates this view, looking eastward 
down Las Olas Boulevard ca. 1938. 

door to his drugstore, located on Las 
Olas Boulevard, when the Venice of 
America was still a coastal town with
out pretensions and portentiousness. 
Although not a corner pharmacy, Dr. 
Beck's was still the neighborhood 
hangout when we all were younger, 
more debonair, and certainly over
flowing with savoir-faire. On days of 
summer, when the sidewalks were 
concrete griddles, the cool darkness 
of his marble-topped soda fountain 
was a Sanctum Sanctorum from the 
July heat. The counter stretched the 
length of the mirrored side wall, and 
was furnished with stainless steel, 
red-cushioned stools whose seats 
twirled at the slightest provocation, 
thereby easily inducing an orbital 
giddiness curable only through the 
effects of caffeine, theobromine and 
phosphoric acid, all residing in a won
drous invention by Joanie Gornto 
called a "Cherry Smash." This was 
simply the standard soda fountain 
Coke, with a splash of cherry syrup. 
Price: a nickel. 

THERE WE WOULD SIT, 
neighborhood ruffians and ragamuf
fins, twirling incessantly while dis
cussing affairs of household, town, 
and the world, replete with advice 
gleaned through the hard experience 
of all of our eight to ten years on 
earth. Advice given, consent decreed, 
decisions all soundly and roundly 
behind us, we adjourned meeting and 
had another round, this time of choco
late Cokes, perhaps the second hap
piest marriage of ingredients with 

Coca Cola after the original and ubiq
uitous rum and lime juice, which we 
discovered only much much later. 

DR. BECK EVENTUALLY 
SOLD HIS DRUGSTORE to Dr. Tom 
Dooley (yes, that was his real name). 
Dr. Dooley was equally long-suffer
ing and tolerated much. He was no 
fool. He knew that rambunctiously 
playing children customers might 
well become paying adult customers 
in the not too distant future. Thus, 
he kept in place all policies initiated 
by Dr. Beck, or established by cus
tom through the auspices of the 
neighborhood pedological parlia
ment, including the well-known 
Cherry Smash and Chocolate Coke. 
His pharmacy was also a reading li
brary of sorts where we could sit in 
the nearby booths and peruse the lat
est copies of Saga, True ("The Man's 
Magazine"), Collier's, and Saturday 
Evening Post, plus all the assorted 
comic books of the day including Su
perman, Batman, Captain Marvel, 
Green Hornet, and Dick Tracy. Es
capism in those days cost a dime. 

DOWNTHEROADANDOVER 
THE HIGHWAY was the Rexall Phar
macy then being run by Uncle Pete 
Palmer. Because it was at the east 
end of Rapscallion territory (which 
ended by definition and parental de
cree at Federal Highway) we only 
went there when in the immediate 
vicinity-such as after filling our bike 
tires at the corner Firestone garage. 
Uncle Pete always seemed glad to see 

us and was good for at least one 
chocolate soda at the fountain and 
occasionally a yachtsman's cap from 
the large pile of tourist-hats he kept 
on a central counter. 

SO WENT OUR DAYS, 
FILLED WITH INNOCENCE AND 
BLISS, and just a touch of devilment. 
High-jinks were mild and none of us 
ever got into serious trouble. In those 
days, Fort Lauderdale was still and 
truly a small town, with a small town 
feeling and the neighborhoods to 
prove it. More than that, the neigh
bors not only knew who you were but 
where you lived. It made for a kind 
of mutual restraint-we knew just 
about how far we could go; they knew 
just about how much they were go
ing to take. 

THE OLD NEW RIVER, 
FLOWING THROUGH THE GROW
ING CITY, simply reflected, in a 
slower and more languid way, our 
own growing up. Sometimes we 
played a game called "Fortune Teller." 
Lying on our stomachs and leaning 
over the concrete river walls to peer 
into its dark depths, we saw the faces 
of our childhood wavering and dis
solving on the River's surface, chang
ing with each small ripple and eddy, 
and being pulled by currents then in 
the River and later in life toward an 
ultimate destination somewhere un
known and farther away. We never 
knew just what it all meant, but we 
were equally certain it would all hap
pen. 

TODAY, THE FLORENTINE 
STEPS IN FRONT OF 221 Northeast 
River Drive are still there-as per
manent and timeless as the River. 
But across the street the house, the 
yard, and the great Banyan Tree, and 
all the laughter and sounds of the 
neighborhood children who lived and 
played there are gone. In their place 
is a large, commercial, asphalt park
ing lot where the weeds of memories 
grow on a childhood's grave and the 
headstone is a concrete bumper. 
Along Northeast River Drive, just in 
from the roadway edge, is a short 
sidewalk to nowhere. Only a portion 
of the cracked and hammer-pitted 
entrance walk to the front door of a 
house, now also a ghost, remains. 
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JESUP•s STRATEGY, 
THE FOUNDING OF 

FORT LAUDERDALE 
AND THE ROLE OF 

LIEUTENANT COLONEL 
JAMES BANKHEAD 

The founding of Fort Lauder
dale has always held fascination for 
the historians of Broward County. 
Dr. Cooper Kirk became so interested 
that he worked many years research
ing and writing the biography of 
Major William Lauderdale that re
mains the standard work on the sub
ject. Kenneth Hughes has written 
well on the campaigns that led to the 
founding of the fort(s) named for the 
major, and added greatly to our 
knowledge of the episodes which cul
minated in the final campaigns 
against the Seminoles in southeast
ern Florida. 1 Nevertheless there re
main several unknown factors in the 
founding of the original fort on New 
River, and confusion in the primary 
documents intensifies these myster
ies. The following will attempt to 
penetrate some of these unknowns 
and bring to light some of the little
known players in the drama of the 
founding of Fort Lauderdale, espe
cially Lieutenant Colonel James 
Bankhead. 

The context of the founding of 
the forts along Florida's Atlantic coast 
has been explored in depth by Ken-

by JOE KNETSCH 

neth Hughes in his earlier pieces on 
the Second Seminole War in south 
Florida. Briefly stated, Hughes 
points out that the fortifications were 
constructed as the troops of General 
Thomas Jesup moved south to at
tempt to capture the forces of Sam 
Jones and other Miccosukee and 
Seminole leaders. He also correctly 

argues that Jesup's movements were 
coordinated with those of forces sent 
up the Caloosahatchee River under 
Persifor Smith and those coming 
down the Kissimmee under Zachary 
Taylor. A fourth column of soldiers, 
mostly Florida militia and other vol
unteers, was led by Colonel Joseph 
Hernandez and combed the grounds 

In late 1837, Major General Thomas Sidney Jesup, command
ing United States troops in Florida, designed and launched a campaign 
intended to force the Seminoles into the southern tip of the peninsula 
where they could presumably be surrounded and captured. Jesup's cam
paign, stretching over the winter and spring of 1838, resulted in the 
Second Seminole War's first large scale military operations in south 
Florida and the establishment of a number of army posts, including 
Fort Lauderdale. Although Major William Lauderdale is remembered 
as the founder of the fort named in his honor, the man primarily respon
sible for carrying out Jesup's plans in the New River area was the major's 
successor, Lieutenant Colonel James Bankhead, a capable officer whose 
activities in what is today Broward County have been largely overlooked. 

In this article, former Broward County Historical Commissioner 
and frequent Broward Legacy contributor Joe Knetsch examines Fort 
Lauderdale's significance and Bankhead's role in Jesup's campaign. Dr. 
Knetsch is currently historian with the State of Florida's Department of 
Environmental Protection in Tallahassee. 
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between the Atlantic Ocean and the 
St. Johns River.2 These converging 
columns were designed to entrap the 
Indians in southeastern Florida and 
prevent them from attacking settle
ments to the north. The movements 
of these troops and the establishment 
of posts to provide shelter and stor
age facilities for them provides the 
broad context for the construction of 
the fort on New River. 

A more detailed look at the 
troops involved and the correspon
dence of the leaders show that the 
planning and execution of these 
movements was very intricate from 
the outset. General Jesup, as quar
termaster general for the U.S. Army, 
devised the plan of attack and sought 
to bring it to fruition in the campaign 
of1837-38. The success ofthe opera
tion depended upon proper 
reenforcements, well-executed tacti
cal movements, and timely deliver
ies of troops and supplies to the re
quired destinations. In true 
Burnsian fashion, these plans often 
went awry. Instead of the steady, 
metered, rhythmic arrival of men and 
supplies, the general experienced the 
frustration of seeing his plans sink 
with the boats in the Jupiter Inlet, 
while the boats ordered specifically 
for this mission arrived from the St. 
Johns piecemeal, when they arrived 
at all. Forage for the animals lagged 
woefully behind schedule. And, to 
add further insult, the men suffered 
greatly for want of shoes and thus 
could not march further south in 
pursuit of the enemy after the Battle 
of the Loxahatchee. 3 Few things 
could have frustrated a general of 
Jesup's caliber and background more 
thoroughly than the inability of the 
suppliers to get goods to the front. 

Problems with the specially 
built boats, ordered from Philadel
phia and New York, arose almost as 
soon as the troops left Fort Mellon. 
In December of 1837, Jesup wrote, 
"In relation to the boats at Fort 
Mellon, which you supposed were 
ready for service when the troops 
moved, General Eustis informed me 
this morning that Lieut. Collins had 
reported to him that not more than 
six of them were serviceable. Let the 
large Macinac [sic.] boats be sent 

up-the bulwark boats. We shall 
have to rely on oars and poles for our 
supplies."4 To understand the sup
ply problem in some depth, it will be 
useful to explain what was entailed 
in establishing a forward depot for op
erations against the Indians of 
Florida. In a letter of January 2, 
1838, two months prior to the found
ing of Fort Lauderdale, General 
Jesup wrote to Lieutenant C. 0. 
Collins, the assistant quartermaster 
for the troops operating in Florida at 
that time, detailing the needs of such 
a post: 

The accompanying list of Ar
ticles should be provided and 
kept at the advanced depot. 

I have ordered Major Brant 
to send one hundred and fifty 
packsaddles-this will leave two 
hundred and fifty to be provided 
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MILITA.RY OP~RATIONS 

for. 
... Memorandum of articles 

required to be kept on hand at an 
advanced Depot, a copy sent to 
Major Whiting with the forego
ing letter, viz; 

400 Cast Steel Axes 
2 dozen hand hatchets, 
500 pounds double 1 Od nails, 
2000 horse shoes, with nails, 
20 iron wedges, 
200 pounds of spikes 
20 Broad Axes 
20 Froes 
6 Crosscut saws, 
6 dozen crosscut saw files, 
3 sets of Black Smiths tools 

complete, 
12 iron wedges, 
20 coils of Rope for packing, 
2 dozen drawing Knives, 
1" Grind Stones, half fine, 
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1837 military map of peninsular Florida, showing the relatively un· 
explored state of the southern portion of the territory when Jesup 
began his campaign. 



half coarse, 
800 packing Bags, 
400 Blankets for Pack 

Saddles 
2 Dozen Nail Harnesses, 
6 in Giblets assorted, 
[number blurred] Hand 

saws 
100 [illegible] files, 
I in Foot Adzes ... 

And this listing reflects only 
half the articles named. Other items 
of note included wood rasps, augers, 
2,000 pounds of iron, chisels, "2 Large 
Ferry Ropes," scythes, oakum, caulk
ing irons, cane knives, "400 pack
saddles," pitch for boats, and, finally, 
''Tarpaulins to cover stores at all tem
porary advanced posts."5 

The amount of planning and ex
ecution to get these materials to the 
front lines was considerable. Consid
ering all of the possible hazards to 
travel and communication during the 
campaign, it is a tribute to the 
Quartermaster's Corps that any post 
was successfully established. When 
one considers that this campaign was 
designed to encircle the enemy in 
southern Florida by creating a num
ber of posts out of which to operate, 
the enormity of the task becomes 
apparent. 

The immediate cause of the es
tabli~hment of Fort Lauderdale as an 
advanced post was the frequency of 
reports that Sam Jones was en
camped at the headwaters of New 
River. General Jesup related that 
another reason a New River post was 
needed was the murder of two sol
diers on the river during a recognized 
truce. As Jesup reported: 

Major Lauderdale had been 
detached with a company of the 
3rd artillery, and two hundred 
Tennessee volunteers, to explore 
the country south, and to estab
lish a post at New river. Previ
ous to his arrival there, two of our 
people had been killed by some of 
Toskegee's warriors. We were 
then in the midst of a truce; the 
Indians were afterwards cap
tured, and the property of the 
murdered men found upon them. 
Hearing from the Indians who 
had come in , that Appiacca [Sam 
Jones] was in the everglades near 

i I 
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Nineteenth century tools such as those ordered by General Jesup, 
include (left to right) a froe, adze, and hatchet. 

New river, I ordered General 
Eustis to proceed to that point 
with additional force; but, in con
sequence of depredations commit
ted by the Indians in Middle 
Florida, his destination was 
changed, and he was sent to the 
north frontier of the Territory; 
and Lieut. Colonel Bankhead, 
with a strong detachment of the 
1st and 4th artillery, was ordered 
to New river.6 

Jesup's report leaves out the de
tail that prior to the appointment of 
Lieutenant Colonel James 
Bankhead, Lieutenant Colonel Ben
jamin F. Pierce was to have set up 
the advance post south of Fort Jupi
ter. However, Pierce was incapaci
tated at the time, and Bankhead re
ceived the assignment.7 

Lieutenant Colonel James 
Bankhead, the man who was to join 
Lauderdale on New River, was an 
experienced officer with service dat
ing back to June of 1808. A native of 
Virginia, he saw extensive service in 
the War of 1812, rising to the rank of 
colonel during that conflict. He re
mained in the regular U.S. Army as 
a captain of infantry following the 
war, but was soon breveted to major 
of artillery on December 2, 1815.8 

Bankhead was no stranger to Florida; 
he had been in charge of United 
States forces at Amelia Island when 
the pirate Luis Aury was expelled in 

1818, and had retained control over 
Fernandina until the end of U.S. oc
cupation. This command also en
gaged him in the defense of Lieuten
ant Frederick Griffith, who was sued 
for seizing slaves at Fernandina 
while under Bankhead's command. 9 

Bankhead was promoted to lieuten
ant colonel on April 26, 1832, and 
assigned to the Fourth Artillery at 
that time. 10 As noted in Jesup's re
port, cited above, it was while serv
ing with the Fourth Artillery that he 
was ordered to the command on New 
River. 

There can be little doubt that 
the first official army post established · 
on New River was the camp founded 
by Major William Lauderdale. How
ever, some question remains as to 
whether this post was initially a 
"camp" or a "fort." The diary of Cap
tain Robert Anderson offers the best 
evidence as to the nature of the evo
lution of this position when he called 
the place "Fort Lauderdale" on March 
6, 1838. That this was Jesup's inten
tion is made clear by the general's 
Special Order No. 74, dated March 
16, "The new post established on New 
River .. . will be called Fort Lauder
dale." Yet, until the picketing was 
commenced on April 11, every other 
reference in Anderson's diary is to 
"Camp Lauderdale."11 

Kenneth Hughes has noted that 
when Lieutenant Levin Powell's na-
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Major General Thomas Sidney Jesup (left) and Lieutenant Colonel 
James Bankhead (Bankhead portrait courtesy of Fort Lauderdale 
Historical Society). 

val command joined Lauderdale he 
established "Camp Powell" on the 
south bank of the New River. 12 A let
ter from General Jesup to Major Lau
derdale dated March 3, 1838, while 
the latter's command was still en 
route from Fort Jupiter, indicates 
that from the outset the general con
sidered whatever facility the major 
would establish to be an official post. 
Jesup wrote, "I learn from Capt. 
Webster that a number of Indians, 
principally women and children, are 
in the vicinity of New River. I wish 
you to communicate with them, and 
require them to encamp near your 
post on the River."13 As noted ear
lier, Jesup's official report indicated 
that Lauderdale had been sent to 
New River with the expressed inten
tion of establishing an official post. 
Nevertheless, on March 28, Lieuten
ant Colonel Bankhead was ordered 
to cut off direct use by the Indians of 
the old coontie and hunting grounds 
on New River by establishing his 
command further upriver, implying 
that the location of Lauderdale's 
camp was not satisfactory: 

Colonel, 
The Major General com

manding has received your letter 
of the 25th instant reporting your 
operations against that party of 
Indians at the head of New River 
and in the Everglades. He directs 

me to say that he desires you will 
take a position with your com
mand as high up the river as pos
sible in order that as much as 
practicable to narrow their lim
its and prevent them from re-oc
cupying the main land. If they 
can be kept to the glades and be 
prevented from hunting and the 
opportunity of making Countee, 
it is hoped that the want of sub
sistence will soon drive them to 
listen to the terms prescribed 
them. The command will remain 
in the position which you may 
select until further orders, which 
will be duly communicated. 14 

The question that arises from 
this letter is, did Bankhead establish 
a new post up-river from that created 
by Lauderdale? Unfortunately, the 
Anderson diary, which contains a 
sketch of the fortification and de
scribes the location as one eighth of 
a mile above "Cooly's patch," men
tions no other post or encampment 
which could be construed as a differ
ent location for Fort Lauderdale. 15 

A final clue to this mystery can 
be had from the fact that Jesup's 
March 28 letter preceded the replace
ment of Bankhead by Lieutenant 
Colonel William S. Harney by only 
three days. The letter directing 
Harney to Fort Lauderdale is dated 
March 31, 1838, and the Anderson 

diary indicates that Harney arrived 
on April 2.16 Anderson indicates no 
further movement of the post from 
its original position, and no letter 
from Harney has been found to sig
nify a change of location from that 
first established by Major Lauder
dale. Therefore, despite Jesup's sug
gestion to the contrary, one can logi
cally conclude that the position of 
Fort Lauderdale did not change from 
that established by the man for whom 
it was named.17 

Thus, it was from the original 
site of the fort that Lieutenant Colo
nel Bankhead led his forces into the 
Everglades to tangle with the Indi
ans in the Battle of Pine Island. As 
the "Skirmish at Pine Island" has 
been discussed in earlier editions of 
the Broward Legacy, there is little 
need to cover it here. 

However, returning to General 
Jesup's overall strategy, it can be seen 
that the intended purpose of having 
Bankhead establish his command 
higher up the river was to cut off sup
plies of coontie and game to the Indi
ans. When looked at in its broadest 
context, this strategy is in keeping 
with the concept of containing the 
Indians within the confines of the 
Everglades. Once the ring of fortifi
cations and depots was established, 
Jesup envisioned a general squeez
ing of the Indians from all fronts. 
Troops from Persifor Smith's column, 
established at Fort Center on 
Fisheating Creek and at Fort Keais 
near the Big Cypress, would push the 
enemy south and east into the wait
ing arms of the troops from the south
east coast and guard the escape 
routes to the Big Cypress and other 
western south Florida haunts. Colo
nel Zachary Taylor's forces would 
push down the Kissimmee to control 
the northern and eastern shores of 
Lake Okeechobee from Fort 
Bassinger and Fort McRae. Any 
movement of the enemy to the south 
would be intercepted by troops un
der Lieutenant Colonel Thomas 
Lawson from his post on Cape Sable 
or by forces stationed at Fort Dallas 
on the Miami River. In this respect, 
the little engagement at Pine Island 
takes on a much more important as
pect than generally recognized be-



Letter written by Colonel Bankhead at "Fort Lauderdale, New River, 
EF (East Florida)" to General Jesup. 

cause it forced the Indians under Sam 
Jones to retreat from the coast, where 
they could receive supplies, and 
pushed them deeper into the Ever
glades, where the army thought it 
was establishing an entrapment. 

Bankhead was well aware of his 
commander's concepts. On March 29, 
1838, he wrote: 

I enclose an important sketch 
of the country between the 
Hillsboro and Miami River. ... If 
the Indians driven from Pine Is
land have gone north west to
ward Okeechobee, it would be 
absolutely impossible to pursue 
them in that direction, but if they 
have gone south, which I shall 
soon ascertain, I will pursue 
them; and at the same time ad
vise Lt. Col. Lawson at Cape 
Sable of it with the directions to 
him to move with his command 
northerly. I shall learn from 
Hallek Hadjo on his return in 

what direction they have gone. 18 

This idea of pushing the Indi
ans further into the Everglades, and 
either starving them out or driving 
them into the arms of the awaiting 
troops from surrounding posts was 
well communicated by Jesup to his 
subordinates, and they attempted to 
carry this plan into full operation. 
Unfortunately for the general, the 
Indians were more adaptive to their 
situation than he anticipated and 
much more elusive than ever con
ceived. No matter how hard Jesup's 
subordinates, including Bankhead, 
Lauderdale, Smith, and Taylor, tried, 
they could not force the Indian foe 
into some preconceived corner where 
all resistance was futile. 

As early as March 30, 1838, 
Jesup was beginning to realize the 
futility of attempting to corner the 
Indians in the Everglades. In one of 
the more telling letters in the adju
tant general's correspondence, Jesup 
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wrote to Colonel W. I. Mills: 
Colonel, 

. . . The war will continue, 
how long is uncertain, but at all 
events, until the whole race of 
Seminoles be exterminated: for 
while a warrior remains we have 
him to fight. 

I do not believe the enemy can 
ever concentrate again, they are 
broken and dispersed, and if we 
can prevent all intercourse be
tween them and the white popu
lation, or rather the blacks and 
the Spanish fishermen, and thus 
cut off their supplies of ammuni
tion and clothing, they may ulti
mately be destroyed if we cannot 
pick them up. 

I think a corps of Rangers 
should be raised in Florida of 
about six companies. They 
should be mounted and stationed 
at convenient distances from each 
other along the frontier. They 
should be kept in constant mo
tion, never allowing the enemy to 
rest for a moment. This corps 
should be raised entirely in 
Florida and the southern coun
ties of Georgia, it should be raised 
for the war, and each man should 
in addition to his pay and emolu
ments, be allowed a quarter sec
tion of land in receiving an hon
orable discharge after the termi
nation of the war. I wish you 
would see your Delegate on this 
subject. I will write to him in a 
few days. 19 

The thinking reflected in the 
above statement can be readily iden
tified with that shared by Senator 
Thomas Hart Benton and other ex
pansionists who were to formulate 
the Armed Occupation Act of 1842 a 
little over four years later. By 1842, 
Jesup was back in Washington and 
William J . Worth commanded the 
troops in Florida, where he was busy 
recruiting forces to settle along the 
frontier of the peninsula. The "Del
egate" referred to in Jesup's above 
quotation was none other than David 
Levy Yulee, whose work on behalf of 
the Armed Occupation Act has long 
been recognized. 

Jesup's thinking about a pos
sible war of extermination also re-
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fleeted the reality of frontier Florida. 
The long, harsh, and brutal Second 
Seminole War became the longest and 
most expensive in both casualties and 
costs of any Indian war in American 
history. The vicious nature of the 
war, the constant attacks, ambushes, 
and ruthless killing of women and 
children by both sides took a toll on 
the collective psyche. The push for 
the removal of the Seminoles and 
their allies continued into a Third 
Seminole War which lasted an addi
tional three years, from 1855 to 1858. 

One of the men lucky enough 
to escape the confines and brutality 
of Florida was Lieutenant Colonel 
James Bankhead. Rising to the rank 
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PROGRESS or DOOM? 

''Life's a Beachr' 
In the remote beginnings of 

what is today called Florida, dark, 
pest-ridden swampland was filling in 
to create the future shape of the pen
insula. At the same time, thousands 
of waves were cresting in a to-and
fro movement that formed underwa
ter crystals which gradually surfaced 
to become sand dunes edging the land 

by MARY McGREEVY 

with glistening, sun-kissed beige 
beaches- pristine, clean, untouched 
for centuries by either natives or 
those interested in the commercial 
exploitation of the area. 

It is a parcel of this beach today 
that is the crowning feature of the 
eighty-five-year-old City of Fort Lau
derdale, the center of which stands a 
little over two miles inland, at the 

Las Olas Boulevard is perhaps the most prestigious and cel
ebrated of Fort Lauderdale's major roadways. Tht, as author Mary 
McGreevy demonstrates in this article, the boulevard has presented 
a variety of environments and functions to its inhabitants, visitors, 
and travellers through the years. Dr. McGreevy, herself a resident of 
Nurmi Isles, off Las Olas, examines the many faces of the boulevard 
from the nineteenth century to the present day, and contemplates 
whether current and future plans will provide advancement or de
cline for the historic roadway. 

Author of several articles in past issues of Broward Legacy, 
Mary McGreevy is founder and executive director of the Dora 
Achenbach McGreevy Poetry Foundation, Inc., an active member of 
the Broward County Women's History Coalition, and has published 
several books of poetry. 

highest point of Las Olas Boulevard, 
the town's foremost commercial tour
ist street. This boulevard runs per
pendicular to the beach, and was long 
ago termed "Las Olas" -Spanish for 
waves-because it runs eastward 
from downtown Fort Lauderdale to 
the ocean, becoming, in the process, 
the principal artery for local traffic 
between the shore and the center of 
town. 

Few residents would call Las 
Olas the "gateway into the beach," as 
did Joe Bordello at the State Depart
ment of Transportation in a recent 
Fort Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel inter
view.1 But gateway to the beach had 
indeed been the original purpose of 
this beautifully landscaped, divided 
avenue that Bordello claimed has 
"long been a signature roadway for 
the city of Fort Lauderdale." The 
Sun-Sentinel article went on to ex
plain that workers would soon begin 
the rejuvenation of the boulevard, 
which had been sinking during the 
past decade. New, lush landscaping 
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would be planted, more antique lights 
added (as already installed in the 
boulevard's commercial area), im
proved drainage instituted (flash 
flooding often occurs in heavy rain
storms), and a new sea wall built 
along the finger canals on the north 
side, banded with new pedestrian 
sidewalks. The cost to the city is es
timated at $5.4 million. Pete 
Witschen, assistant city manager, 
commented in the same article, "We 
want to set the tone we've been able 
to set at the beach," where new, 
white-walled beach sidings and old 
fashioned lamps, plus flowers on the 
sidewalks have been added. "We also 
want to maintain the ambience on 
the islands and carry it through as a 
link between downtown and the 
beach."2 

Relevant as these comments 
are, most townspeople ignore Las 
Olas' linkage to the beach, as do many 
of the older tourists. For them the 
boulevard is a site of commerce, of
ten directed at tourists, but also a 
prestigious place for local denizens to 
enjoy good restaurants, purchase 
unique items in small shops, conduct 
bank business, and engage the ser
vices of local architects. There are 
also many service industries located 
there-beauty shops, poodle-groom
ing parlors, film developing and sales, 
framing shops, and art galleries. 
Those in the wealthier echelons of 
society can find elegant clothing 
stores- for either men or women
as well as jewelry stores, bridal shops, 
and chic accessory boutiques. A re
cent addition is "thrift" shops, sell
ing used clothing and household 
items of a quality and price lower 
than the boulevard's ornate antique 
shops, which charge dearly for un
usual items, fine china, or old silver. 
Furniture can be purchased both at 
antique stores and through interior 
decorating establishments. Real es
tate agencies are common, as are 
travel agencies, frequented by office 
workers and local residents. Restau
rants, food stores, including a Seven
Eleven, two hospitals, and several 
dry cleaners and shoe repair shops 
round out the list of conveniences 
offered along Las Olas-although the 
years have seen much variety and 
many comings and goings of both 

•• --- ·•• 

Above is a typical "Spring Break" scene at Fort Lauderdale Beach, 
1961; below, the beach as it appears today (bottom photo courtesy of 
Mary McGreevy). 



long-established enterprises and 
short-sighted investments which did 
not allow the owners to keep up with 
the overhead and high rents inher
ent on the prestigious street. 

For the most part it is the young 
who seem to appreciate Las Olas Bou
levard as the "gateway to the beach." 
Up at the beach end of the street, 
young people's shops predominate 
and then run on to line A-1-A, which 
meets Las Olas at its eastern termi
nus and runs parallel to the beach. 
There the young have restaurants 
and snack bars of their own, as well 
as inexpensive clothing stores that 
sell "necessities" such as bright, phos
phorescent bikinis, shorts, shirts with 
wild tropical scenes screened on 
them, scuba gear, beach balls, sun
tan lotion, and film, items without 
which many local and tourist teen
agers could not "live." 

"Life's a beach" is the slogan of 
a generation, which has been drawn 
to the beach, the water, the fresh 
winds, frequent tropical sunshine, 
and seashore and water sports like 
generations of young people before 
them. The youth-oriented atmo
sphere of the beach traces its roots 
to the 1930s, when the city invited 
college swim teams to participate in 
an annual winter Collegiate Aquatic 
Forum, at the municipal casino pool. 
The beach's reputation as a magnet 
for students spread slowly at first, be
fore exploding with the annual 
"Spring Break" invasions which be
gan in the late 1950s.3 Perhaps the 
predomination of the beach by the 
young reached its apex in the 1970s, 
when many were choosing a "hippie
style" life so they could be free to sun 
and seabathe as much as possible. 
Others rigged surfboards with sails 
or taught scuba diving, learning to 
live and support themselves by as
pects of their free lifestyle. Their 
campers were often found parked at 
the beach, while parents played with 
young, small children nearby. Out
of-state and out-of-the-country li
cense plates were frequent; casual 
meetings and conversations were 
possible, inducing some to stay in the 
area and take up residence where 
they could always find friends, sports, 
and good weather. 

Over twenty years later, there 
are still many brightly striped sails 
belonging to Robie Cats resting on 
the beach or out on the ocean, heel
ing over with the strength of the 
trade winds in the winter season. 
Today most of these boats are either 
privately owned or for rent, and the 
spirit of enthusiasm for a unique 
lifestyle has diminished, as many of 
those who camped and lived "On the 
Road" like the "beat generation's" 
heroes have now disappeared into 
bank jobs, small cottages, and chic 
apartments. The "free" lifestyle of the 
"Age of Aquarius," as it was titled in 
the pop rock musical Hair, is over, as 
is the Spring Break phenomena, dis
couraged by local entrepreneurs as 
having been "too wild." A new con
servatism has taken over the town, 
and a new conformity to more rigid 
standards infuses today's youth. Al
though young people, both local and 
tourist, still frequent the beach and 
the nearby stretch of Las Olas Bou
levard, campers painted with 
brightly colored tropical scenes have 
vanished from the roadways and 
parks, as has a lenient attitude to 
drugs and alcohol. 
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In the Beginning 

It is difficult, seeing the hustle 
and bustle of the beach today, to imag
ine it before the town built Las Olas 
Boulevard across the mangrove 
marshes and the Intracoastal Water
way. The beach was a natural cen
ter of activity from the region's earli
est years, the scene of the third and 
most permanent of the forts from 
which the City of Fort Lauderdale 
would take its name. The House of 
Refuge for shipwreck victims was 
established there in 1876, and the 
beach was the path of the legendary 
Barefoot Mailman. With the estab
lishment of a stagecoach route and 
ferry crossing on New River, the cen
ter of activity moved westward in the 
early 1890s, a shift accentuated by 
the arrival of Henry Flagler's railroad 
and the opening of fertile river-bot
tom and later Everglades lands to 
agriculture. When the railroad plat
ted the town of Fort Lauderdale in 
1896, it laid out the first section of 
the future Las Olas Boulevard, with 
rio apparent thought to that 
thoroughfare's future use as a route 
to the beach. The brief street ran 

The House of Refuge on Fort Lauderdale Beach, constructed in 1876. 
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The 1896 A. L. Knowlton plat of Fort Lauderdale, showing North Sec
ond Street (Las Olas Boulevard). 

eastward four blocks from Andrews 
Avenue to the town boundary, and 
was titled simply "North Second 
[Street]."4 

Nevertheless, the beach re
mained home to a few and a place to 
relax for more in the last years of the 
nineteenth century and the begin
ning of the twentieth. These early 
years are colorfully expressed by Au
gust Burghard and Philip Weidling 
in their famous history of Fort Lau
derdale, Checkered Sunshine: 

and the antics of sandpipers, 
which were always present in 
large numbers at the beach. 
Downtown seemed far away; and 
of future destiny there was not an 
inkling.5 

The "big lodge" mentioned 
above was a hunting lodge con
structed in 1902 by pioneer contrac
tor E. T. King for John MacGregor 
Adams, who owned this stretch of 
beachfront property and who first 
applied to it the name "Las Olas-by-

the-Sea." The lodge occupied the site 
of an earlier cottage built by Adams 
and Hugh Taylor Birch before they 
divided the approximately three 
miles of oceanfront property they had 
purchased jointly in the 1890s. In 
1905, the beach area became the win
ter home of a nationally recognized 
figure when Adams' widow sold the 
lodge and surrounding property to 
Thomas E. Watson of Georgia, former 
Populist Party presidential candi
date. Watson, who also published the 
popular Jeffersonian Magazine, 
wrote glowingly of his tropical home: 

This is Las Olas - he, 
Adams, called it so, in the indul
gence of that fondness for giving 
pet names to those things which 
one especially loves. He had al
ready grown old when he 
chanced upon this spot - old and 
rich - and the joyousness of his 
boyhood had come back to him, 
and he found pleasure in nature 
and his fellowman. 6 

Watson, like Adams, "found 
pleasure in nature" and the solitude 
of his seaside estate, to the point of 
getting himself into a legal scrape 
when he ejected a fisherman at gun
point from a cove west of his lodge. 
Watson's sale of the property to David 
Clifford Alexander in 1913, however, 
signalled a significant change in its 
use. Alexander subdivided the thirty
three acres into 100 lots and con
verted the lodge into an inn-the first 

Youngsters who were bold 
enough to brave the stingaree-in
fested bay could walk down the 
canal bank to its edge and, from 
there, alternately wade and swim 
their way to the beach. There they 
found little company. During the 
winter season Hugh T. Birch, the 
recluse, resided at his home a 
half-mile north, but Birch for
bade trespassers. Seldom were 
there people at the big lodge. 
Until the bathhouse was com
pleted and tended, there was only 
Captain A. C. Skogsberg .and his 
family at the House of Refuge. On 
Sunday the excursion boats 
brought bathers and picnickers. 
On other days of the week it was 
a lonely place, wildly beautiful, 
alive with the chirping of birds The Las Olas Inn, ca. 1920. 
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Las Olas Beach residents Thomas E. Watson (left) and D. C. Alexander. 

hotel on Fort Lauderdale's beach. 
Most importantly, the far-sighted 
Alexander included in his plat a road, 
the futureA-1-A, running parallel to 
the shore and permitted no construc
tion east of this street, thus preserv
ing public accessibility to the beach 
for future generations. Lots in 
Alexander's "Las Olas-by-the-Sea" 
sold briskly, but construction was 
slow since the subdivision could be 
reached only by boat. 7 

In spite of the overgrown 
swampland which separated the 

town from the East Coast Canal and 
the beach, businessmen who had an 
eye for tourism and the economic fu
ture of Fort Lauderdale recognized 
the need for a boulevard and bridge 
to the beach. When the newly-formed 
Broward County passed a bond issue 
to build roads and bridges, the Las 
Olas project got first attention. The 
building contract for the road went 
to Bryan and Snyder, and the con
tract for the bridge over the canal 
went to the Champion Bridge Com
pany of Wilmington, Ohio. This first 

bridge was hand-operated and moved 
sideways on a turntable to let boats 
pass. It was reached by means of a 
narrow, wooden, pier-like trestle. 
The bridge and road opened in Janu
ary 1917, with appropriate ceremo
nies which included speeches by lo
cal dignitaries and a parade which 
included most of Fort Lauderdale's 
automobiles. 8 

The completion of the roadway 
and bridge allowed full use of the ca
sino built on the beach in 1915, but 
formerly open only on Sundays when 

Las Olas Boulevard's wooden causeway across New River Sound 
(the Florida East Coast Canal, later Intracoastal Waterway), 1917. 
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excursion boats transported passen
gers from town. The building had a 
large dance floor on the second story 
and food service. The bathhouse con
tained seventy-four dressing rooms 
as well as showers, and local children 
enjoyed the adjacent playground. 
The remaining years of the 1910s saw 
the beach grow as a focal point for 

the town1s enjoyment. Tourism, new 
to many economic classes in post 
World War !America, was just begin
ning to take hold, as were further 
plans for the Las Olas bridge and 
boulevard. 

Altogether there have been four 
bridges over the waterway at the Las 
Olas Boulevard crossing-or three 
bridges and a major parts replace
ment. The 1917 bridge was replaced 
in 1926 by a better bridge, and a 
causeway was dredged to replace the 
old wooden approach. The replace
ment part was a Warren truss-type 
swing, installed in 1940. The latest 
bridge, still operating, was a draw
bridge completed in 1958 and dedi
cated to State Representative and 
U.S. Congressman Dwight L. Rogers, 
the father of Homestead Exemption. 9 

The swing bridge was saved and 
shipped to Hendry County, where it 
was placed across the Caloosahatchee 
River at Fort Denaud, some five miles 

The first Las Olas Beach Casino, constructed in 1915, 
seen in a 1918 photo. 

west of LaBelle.10 

Another dedication on Las Olas 
was that of the monument to the vet
erans ofWorld War I, erected in 1923. 
At that time the center line row of 
royal palms, which so distinguishes 
the roadway, was planted. 11 

Above is the second Las Olas Boulevard bridge 
with island causeway, photographed in 1934; at 
right is the present Dwight L. Rogers Memorial 
bridge, shortly after its 1958 completion. 

"The Venice of America" 

On the west side of the Las Olas 
bridge and to the south is a lovely 
anchorage where several small sail
boats are usually attached to moor
ings and moving gently with the cur
rent. This very picturesque area 
sometimes provides a visitor's first 
pleasant glimpse of Fort Lauderdale's 
nautical enterprise, with many small 
boatyards and small-boat warehouses 
and stores making up a large part of 



the economy. These facilities are uti
lized both by resident boat owners 
and by owners from all parts of the 
east coast who are attracted by the 
excellent workmanship of the Fort 
Lauderdale labor force. Many plea
sure craft crowd the waterways and, 
especially on Sundays, long lines of 
boats wait for the Las Olas bridge, 
among other spans, to open and al
low them through. Conversely, when 
the bridge is open, long lines of cars 
form at each end, waiting for it to 
close and allow regular traffic flow 
again. This phenomenon forms both 
part of the charm of Fort Lauderdale, 
whose many waterways demand nu
merous bridges, and an annoyance 
for those rushing to or from work, 
waiting anxiously for the long horn 
signal that the bridge is closing. 

The area immediately west of 
the Intracoastal crossing, a region of 
waterfront homes placed on small is
lands and peninsulas and known col
lectively as the Las Olas Isles, is one 
of the most beautiful residential lo
cations in Broward County. How this 
tropical wonderland grew from the 
tangled mangrove marshes that once 
bordered that stretch of the Intra
coastal known as Las Olas Sound is 
one of the more fascinating chapters 
of Fort Lauderdale's history. 

As early as September 1916, 
four months before the bridge to the 
beach at Las Olas Boulevard was 
completed, a group of Fort Lauder
dale businessmen led by newspaper 
publisher and editor Colonel George 
G. Mathews discussed the possibili
ties of dredging canals through these 
tidal marshlands and using the fill 
to create islands large and dry 
enough to sustain homes, making the 
as-yet uninhabitable region a "mod
ern Venice, the winter resort of the 
wealthy of the nation. "12 While 
Mathews described himself and his 
fellow promoters as "a visionary 
group, dreamers if you are pleased," 
their dreams were not long in taking 
shape.13 

By early 1920, the creation of 
the Las Olas Islands began when lo
cal realtors M.A. Hortt and R. E. Dye 
teamed with a group from Anderson, 
Indiana, led by Thomas N. Stilwell 
to form the New River Development 
Company. By the end of the year, the 
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This 1920 photo shows the present Las Olas Isles area 
as it appeared before dredging and development began. 

company had cleared the mangroves 
from the western edge of Las Olas 
Sound, dredged a semi-circular pen
insula extending south from Las Olas 
Boulevard, and begun laying out 
streets and lots for Idlewyld, as the 
new subdivision was called.14 

The success ofldlewyld, coupled 
with the growing momentum of the 
Florida real estate boom, precipitated 
several subsequent island develop-

ments along Las Olas Boulevard dur
ing the 1920s. Stilwell himself 
dredged and developed the area di
rectly west of Idlewyld as Riviera, 
advertised as the "Lauderdale Sub
urb Splendid." Perhaps the most 
notable of these early island devel
opments was Charles G. Rodes' 
Venice, a name which recalled Colo
nel Mathews' 1916 prophecy, and 
which in turn would give Fort Lau-

Dredging at Charles G. Rodes' Venice subdivision, early 1920s. 
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derdale its enduring nickname as 
"The Venice of America." Rodes' prop
erty, east of the Sospiro Canal and 
south of Las Olas Boulevard, was too 
swampy to dredge into a sizeable, 
contiguous peninsula like Idlewyld. 
As a result, the persistent and inno
vative Rodes pioneerer" the technique 
of "finger-islanding;- dredging just 
enough fill to create a ser: s of slen
der, parallel, one-street isl.ands, upon 
which every lot was waterfront prop
erty. Rodes' success was widely cop
ied during the boom years of the mid-
1920s. At the western edge of the 
marsh, and south of New River, Wil
liam F. Morang constructed "Rio Vista 
Isles," adjoining the older, mainland 
development of Rio Vista. Morang 
also began construction of Lauder
dale Isles, across Las Olas Boulevard 
from Rodes' Venice.15 

A visitor to the Las Olas Islands 
today, impressed by their peaceful, 
almost timeless tropical beauty, 
might assume that the area has 
rested in the sunshine, warm waters, 
and gentle breezes for the sixty years 
which followed the boom. Such is not 
the case. Along a small anchorage 
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near the bridge, the Las Olas Bight, 
is a small green park, to which boat 
owners may row their small tenders 
and tie up, leaving their larger ves
sels at anchor while they make their 
way to buy groceries or boating sup
plies for the rest of their trip. In this 
park is a monument to Merle Fogg, 
who established the Merle Fogg Fly
ing Service in 1925, at the height of 
the Boom, when he built a small run
way and hangar there. Fogg flew the 
first airplane from Fort Lauderdale 
to the Bahamas, landing at Nassau. 
Fogg's experiences also recall more 
turbulent times among the isles. In 
September 1926, he took his friend 
August Burghard, a reporter for the 
Fort Lauderdale Daily News, up in 
his plane to survey the devastation 
of the beach area after the great hur
ricane of September 18-one of the 
fiercest storms ever known on the 
coast. Burghard's description ofwhat 
he saw from the air in the Las Olas 
Beach area is an outstanding ex
ample of descriptive newspaper ac
counts of disasters. He used the 
metaphor of a toy city, vulnerable to 
destruction with the sweep of a hand, 
to explain the violence of the hurri
cane, which broke seawalls and side
walks alongA-1-Aand Las Olas Bou
levard. Boats and barges were run 
aground on the beach, houses were 
roofless, trees dislocated, and new 
"lakes" everywhere. Lake Mabel had 
joined with the Atlantic Ocean dur
ing the storm to sweep away 
bridges.16 This was the other side of 
the coin to living in the tropical sun
shine on the beautiful waterways of 
the Las Olas Isles. 

The 1926 hurricane finished off 
a boom already weakened by 
overs peculation and logistical compli
cations. The resulting "bust," and the 
Great Depression which followed, 
ended the development of the isles for 
nearly two decades. The years im
mediately following World War II, 
however, brought a new surge of 
growth to Fort Lauderdale. Among 
the developers who exploited the Las 
Olas Isles for real estate interests was 
Victor Nurmi, who rose to promi
nence during the post-World War II 
era. He was among the most fabu
lous Fort Lauderdale visionaries and 
deserves recognition. 
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ldlewyld, looking across New River Sound, after the 1926 hurricane. 

Born in Finland, a sailor at age 
twelve, Nurmi travelled the world, 
worked in the construction of the 
trans-Canadian railroads, built 
bridges, developed properties, en
gaged in wartime production in 
Michigan, and worked to end the 
Depression in Florida, where he had 
been a winter visitor since 1929. In 
1944 he bought four dredged but un
developed islands that were to be
come "The Nurmi Isles," named in 
order of descent from the beach: 
Royal Palm Drive, Nurmi Drive, Fi
esta Way, and Isle of Venice. The first 
three islands he planned totally for 
single-family homes, whereas Isle of 
Venice was slated for apartments, 
which are closely packed together on 
it today. Since the dockage at these 
apartments is short, boats are al
lowed to tie stern-to the docks, and 
their many masts make the canal 
look more crowded than any other an
chorage in Florida or the Caribbean. 
The lots and homes are smaller and 
more economical on Fiesta than on 
Nurmi or Royal Palm Drive. At the 
time he built, Nurmi's motives of ef
ficiency and economy did not allow 
him to envision magnificent estate 
homes. Rather, most of the houses 
he built were one-story, cinder-block 
stuccos; and when he added a second 
story, it was usually only half the floor 
plan. For some purchasers, their 
Nurmi Isle homes were only vacation 
houses; for others, Nurmi's vision of 

a simple life with reduced costs 
among the tropical lushness of nature 
was most appealing for full-time resi
dency. Few of these houses, sadly, 
remain in their original state today, 
having been replaced by large, 
brightly-colored Spanish-style villas. 

Victor Nurmi's plans and execu
tion of the islands exceeded city re
quirements. 17 These islands were the 
"highest in Florida," according to 
Nurmi, with canals 120 feet wide at 
a depth of eight feet, which allows 
large keels to transverse them. All 
utilities were buried underground; 
wide, low-level bridges with well
lighted sidewalks connecting them to 
Las Olas Boulevard were built, along 
with new, concrete seawalls and wide, 
paved streets with low-level lighting 
which gave them a garden effect, or 
that of a "lover's lane." A rather for
mal effect was achieved by planting 
royal palms on each property at the 
street edge. As these grew majesti
cally tall and dignified, it made the 
drive along Royal Palm or Nurmi look 
like a private roadway to some his
toric southern plantation, although 
the design of the homes at the time 
they were built was hardly historic, 
but rather innovative and daring. 
Nurmi saw to it that each lot was 
planted with the very decorative, red
blooming ixora bush, adding much to 
the landscaping and conformity of the 
individual lots to a greater, integrated 
whole. 
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The design of the homes was 
also one-of-a-piece, being white, mod
ern, with the simple geometric planes 
and lines and large glass openings of 
the Bauhaus style of architecture 
which developed after World War I 
and was popularized by such Euro
pean greats as Mies van der Rohe and 
Marcel Breuer. These men later be
came so well-known that their work 
and that which it inspired was called 
the "International Style." Other 
parts of Fort Lauderdale today show 
appreciation for Bauhaus architec
ture, the most notable being the 
prize-winning Broward County Main 
Library, completed in 1984. 

Although William F. Morang, 
the 1920s developer, had begun 
dredging Nurmi's islands, he had left 
the job unfinished when the boom col
lapsed, and they had partly filled in 
during the intervening years before 
Nurmi purchased them. Thus, in 
order to execute his plans, the "Fabu
lous Finn" had to buy a dredge, which 
he tells us in his autobiography was 
called the Hallandale and was pur
chased from theArundel Company of 
Baltimore. Fortunately, this machine 
was capable of cutting rock, which 
the fifty-five man crew did around
the-clock for about ten months .18 

Then the awesome task of building 
five miles of seawalls around each 
island was begun. 

The first coral-filled lots were 
sold in 1946, but economic difficul
ties prevented Nurmi from building 
until 1947. At that time he started 
about seventeen homes on Royal 
Palm and Nurmi Drives. Although 
Nurmi had been told he could not 
dredge enough rock in that area, he 
refused to give in to this depressing 
prediction or any other difficulties he 
encountered. Fort Lauderdale archi
tect Robert Hansen said, "A good ex
ample goes a long way. Nurmi set 
that example."19 

Mr. and Mrs. Nurmi's ideals of 
beauty and quality combined with 
simplicity and efficiency were appre
ciated by the buyers and future resi
dents of Nurmi Isles, who joined the 
townspeople in a new mood of opti
mism as they emerged from the De
pression and the World War II years. 
Victor Nurmi had indeed worked a 
near miracle turning mangrove flats 

into the highest rock-filled islands in 
Florida and surrounding them with 
uniform, concrete seawalls and deep 
yachting highways. With only the 
Las Olas bridge and the Seventeenth 
Street Causeway bridge (completed 
in 1956) between Nurmi Isles and the 
open Atlantic, owners of tall-masted 
yachts are especially attracted by the 
possibility of docking their boats be
hind their homes. 

The development ofNunni Isles 
completed the construction of the Las 
Olas Isles, stretching on both sides 
of Las Olas Boulevard from the In
tracoastal Waterway westward to 
about Sixteenth Avenue, where the 
commercial area of the street begins. 
However, Las Olas Boulevard, and 
countless notable avenues in count
less cities across the United States 
are much more than just residential 
and commercial streets. Those who 
see Las Olas only in these terms are 
unaware of the background of archi
tectural planning, urban studies, 
landscaping, and civic movements 
which have contributed to the devel
opment of the boulevard. 

"Avenues of the Ambitious" 

Dr. Anthony Cantanese, now 

Victor Nurmi 

president ofFloridaAtlantic Univer
sity, headquartered in Boca Raton, 
points out in his anthology, Urban 
Planning, that the Renaissance "es
tablished the concept of urban de
sign. "20 During this period, cities 
grew rapidly, and new aesthetic val
ues prompted planners to embellish 
and enhance the city centerline not 
only to indicate the importance of 
rulers, but to add classic grace for the 
appreciation of all. 

Aerial view of the Las Olas Isles, ca. 1926. 



Such motives as these also in
spired the "City Beautiful" movement 
in the United States during the late 
nineteenth century. As population 
increased, central city areas, over
built with apartments, hotels, stores, 
and office buildings, fell under the 
influence of"ugly" commercialism. To 
counteract this trend, art societies 
and park-and-boulevard commissions 
were formed to preserve the cher
ished streetscapes. One of the great
est endeavors to come out of this 
movement was what the authors of 
one book call "avenues of the ambi
tious," created by and for influential 
businessmen to build up and enhance 
their images as enlightened leaders 
of their communities.21 Inspired by 
the grand boulevards they had seen 
in Europe, such as the Champs 
Elysees in Paris and the Unter den 
Linden in Berlin, urban planners 
such as landscape architect Frederick 
Law Omsted and architect Richard 
Morris Hunt joined forces with cap
tains of industry to shape the face of 
America's grand avenues. Thus Fifth 
Avenue, marking John D. 
Rockefeller's stature in New York, or 
Massachusetts Avenue, which rein
forces the image of Andrew Mellon 
in Washington, or Ward Parkway in 
Kansas City, the legacy of developer 
J. C. Nichols, still remind us of these 
"ambitious" leaders. 

While such grand designs for 
America's Gilded Age population cen
ters had little meaning to Fort Lau
derdale in its frontier village infancy, 
the growing community soon at
tracted world travelers who were 
aware of the grand boulevards in 
Europe as well as those in prominent 
American cities. Although Las Olas 
Boulevard began its existence in a 
haphazard way, with one "foot" in 
Fort Lauderdale's downtown and the 
other on the beach, with no compre
hensive or unifying plan, the devel
opment of the Las Olas Isles in the 
1920s, and the creation of an upscale 
shopping district in the 1940s in
spired attempts to decorate and plant 
the boulevard, embellishing it in an 
effort to emulate these earlier mod
els. As a result of these efforts, Las 
Olas has become, in a small way, Fort 
Lauderdale's own "avenue of the am
bitious." 

Although several beautiful 
homes from the 1920s grace the Las 
Olas Isles, one grand mansion re
mains on the boulevard itself-the 
Sheppard Estate, which has been 
recently renovated. Although the 
1926 Mediterranean Revival style 
house on a 1.3-acre lot was restored, 
the surrounding centuries-old ham
mock was destroyed by the building 
of townhouses adjacent to the man
sion. About eighty trees were lost 
from the Sheppard property, some of 
them forty to fifty feet high.22 Al
though the mansion had been de
clared a historic site by the city com
mission in 1987, several years passed 
before architect Michael Shiff came 
up with a plan to save and renovate 
the structure that won city and 
neighborhood approval. However, 
many have regretted the loss of the 
trees and the natural habitat which 
provided a sanctuary for the animals 
and birds of the region. "It does look 
pretty barren now," said Susan 
Bryan, president of the Colee Ham
mock Association. 23 The restored 
Sheppard home was decorated by lo
cal commercial interests and has 
served several non-profit organiza
tions for benefit events recalling the 
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glitzy, glamorous era of the aflluent 
'20s. 

An important planning and con
trol organization for the boulevard is 
the Las Olas Association, a society of 
owners and merchants. In their 
magazine, Las Olas Boulevard, they 
date the "coming of age" of Las Olas 
as a commercial center of significance 
to the building of the Champ Carr 
Hotel, now called the Riverside, 
which was completed in 1937.24 In 
1940, another event contributed to 
the style and future elegance of Las 
Olas's shopping district-the opening 
of the Maus and Hoffman store for 
menswear. The owners were at first 
interested only in the "winter trade," 
when they opened their enterprise 
next to the hotel as a branch of the 
thriving store they already had in 
Petosky, Michigan. They persuaded 
other top stores in Petosky to join 
them:Alice John Rogers and the Car
riage Trade for women's clothing; Bob 
Baker for beautiful leather goods, 
women's shoes and bags; Games Im
ported; Flora Ottimer for children's 
clothes-all of these were among the 
first "prestige" stores on the street. 
Other luxury stores followed, includ
ing Robert Drake's sportswear, 

The Sheppard Estate at 1620 East Las Olas Boulevard, 1976. 
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Michal Reid's bath shop, Carroll's 
Jewelry and Fine China, a leading 
desideratum for the town's brides, Ed 
Behan's Tweed Shop, and Shep's Ltd., 
the popular owner of which, Otto 
Young, once remarked, "Since there's 
no strictly 'for men's store' anymore, 
[Shep's] is a good place to buy but
ton-down shirts for the whole fam
ily."25 

Another men's store has re
placed Young's on Las Olas
Sterling's, which has had a long his
tory in Fort Lauderdale since "Pop" 
Sterling founded it in the mid-'30s on 
First Avenue, near the New River.26 

Sophie Curson's, from Philadelphia, 
a luxury shop for women's apparel, 
is still on the street after many years 
of tenure. According to her daugh
ter Susan, Pearl Gouldner, the owner, 
still works in the shop during the 
"season," although she is now in her 
eighties. 27 Among the restaurants 
advertised in the Las Olas Magazine 
in 1981 were the Riverside Hotel's 
"Copper Cup," the French Quarter, 
Le Cafe de Paris, and il Giardino's 
Italian fare. 

A man who left his mark on Las 
Olas was Wells Squier, who died in 
March, 1993. A monument in his 
honor has been erected in the median 
of the divided street, near the 
Chemist's Shop, appropriately. The 
interior of this shop, a popular local 
pharmacy, includes a restaurant for 
lunchers and a gift shop. It was one 
of Squier's first designs after he 
moved to Fort Lauderdale to be near 
his parents in 1957.28 

"I think the sense of continuity 
up and down the boulevard is due to 
Wells, which I think is what gives the 
boulevard its feel," said Robert Van 
Fleet, executive director of the Las 
Olas Company, the largest property 
owner along the boulevard. Bill 
Maus, Jr. ofMaus and Hoffman com
mented, "His designs have lasted a 
long time because they have a time
less quality to them. They look as 
good today as they did all those years 
ago."29 

Some feel that Squier's crown
ing achievement was Las Casas de 
Las Olas, a Mediterranean-style 
building for shops and offices which 
has become "a magnificent polarizing 
point for the boulevard. Squier ad-

The Champ Carr (now Riverside) Hotel, 
soon after its completion in 1937. 

Las Olas Boulevard, looking east from U.S. 1, ca. 1948-49, a period 
when its reputation as an elegant shopping district was beginning 
to take shape. 



hered to a sense of tradition that 
started in the residential areas adja
cent to the boulevard."30 At this site, 
graceful colonnades reminiscent of 
Europe contribute shade and cool
ness for the passers-by, while time is 
told by a pale blue clock tower high 
above the rooftops. The building, 
painted in subtle shades of terra 
cotta, fits in well with the ambiance 
of its surroundings. 

The spirit of the merchants on 
the street was perhaps best described 
by editor Henry Kinney of Las Olas 
Magazine: 

. . . Las Olas with its shade 
trees and fiowering shrubs, its 
Mediterranean-fiavored architec
ture, its arched galleries, distinc
tive places, carries well the re
sponsibility for presenting Fort 
Lauderdale the way the first-time 
visitor expects the city to be. 

The city merchants, ·the res
taurateurs, the landlords, and 
the city fathers themselves have 
been working at this since the 
1940s. It is no mere stroke of 
chance that Las Olas is flowered 
with tropical blossoms, accented 
with plots of grass, shaded by 
neatly trimmed trees, lined with 
broad walks meant for strolling 
and bordered by fronts of old 
brick, leaded glass, aged stone 
and ironwork, giving it a look 
that lies somewhere between 
Paris, Brussells, and Rome. 31 

Both patrons and merchants 
have contributed to this special feel
ing of Las Olas Boulevard as a cen
ter of commerce. In 1971, the street 
won first prize in a nationwide con
test to find the outstanding highway 
in an urban setting. The competition, 
sponsored by the U.S. Department of 
Transportation's Federal Highway 
Administration, attracted 723 entries 
from 123 contestants in eleven cat
egories. Fort Lauderdale's prize was 
awarded for improvements made by 
the city in cooperation with the Las 
Olas Merchants' Association, which 
shared in the cost of landscaping 
median islands and sidewalk areas 
in a $73,000 venture. Old-fashioned 
street lights were donated by busi
nessmen. The road was resurfaced 
and curbs reconstructed. The Miami 
Herald congratulated the city and the 

Monument to designer Wells Squier, showing the 
beautiful landscaping of the Las Olas shopping 
district (photo by Mary McGreevy). 

merchants: "Any visitor to Fort Lau
derdale can testify that East Las Olas 
is a good street. It is an example of 
what can be done with imagination 
and cooperation. "32 

Just as quaintly-designed shops 
and lush landscaping characterize 
the boulevard's famed shopping dis
trict, the western portion of East Las 
Olas, firmly rooted in Fort 
Lauderdale's downtown, is domi
nated by large buildings, many of 
them housing banking establish
ments. Among the several banks that 
have been located on the street, Cen
tury Bank advertised itself as "the 
oldest financial institution in Fort 
Lauderdale, having been there since 
1928. "33 SunBank, successor to Cen
tury Bank, has recently occupied a 
huge skyscraper on Las Olas just 
west ofU.S. Highway 1, adding to the 
city's growing skyline, which was vir
tually non-existent until1970, when 
the Landmark First National Bank 

broke ground for a twenty-eight story 
tower at Broward Boulevard and 
Southeast Third Avenue, which, de
spite others now silhouetted against 
the bright Florida sky, still dominates 
the Fort Lauderdale skyline. 

The original First National 
Bank was organized on March 17, 
1937, on a lower floor of what was 
then called the Sweet Building at Las 
Olas Boulevard and Andrews Av
enue.34 Hardly a skyscraper by 
today's standards, this nine-story of
fice building was the tallest edifice 
in the city for many years after its 
1926 construction. As one looks west
ward down the boulevard, it is this 
building that marks the end of East 
Las Olas, planted across the street 
on Andrews Avenue. Now a curve in 
the boulevard leads drivers to turn 
on Andrews Avenue where East Las 
Olas terminates. Several blocks 
westward, the street name is carried 
on as West Las Olas Boulevard 
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through the historic Sailboat Bend 
residential district. 

One of the most significant new 
towers in the downtown Fort Lauder
dale skyscape is that which now 
houses the Sun-Sentinel at 200 East 
Las Olas Boulevard. Under various 
names and in various locations, the 
Sun-Sentinel has been the city's lead
ing newspaper since it began as a 
weekly, titled the Fort Lauderdale 
Sentinel, in 1911.35 In 1925, the pa
per was purchased from founder 
George G. Mathews for $140,000 by 
Leroy and W. J . Galvin, who consoli
dated it with another local paper, The 
Herald. The Galvins renamed the 
paper the Fort Lauderdale Daily 
News and Evening Sentinel, selling 
it at the end of the year to Idlewyld 
developer Tom Stilwell and his 
brother Horace. In 1929, the 
Stilwells, in turn, sold it to Robert H. 
Gore. Gore transformed the newspa
per plant on Southeast First Avenue 
and North New River Drive into a 
modern facility with the addition of 
plentiful floor space and state-of-the
art equipment.36 By the 1960s, the 
Fort Lauderdale News and Sun-Sen
tinel was no longer a small town press 
in what was no longer a small town. 

Besides the newspaper, Gore, "a 
loner who rarely fraternized with 
others outside his family," purchased 
the unfinished Wil-Mar Hotel (a relic 
of the real estate bust of the '20s), 
located at the intersection of Las Olas 
and First Avenue. Gore completed 
the hotel and called it the "Governors' 
Club," after a meeting of the South
ern Governors' Conference held there 
soon after the facility opened in 1937. 
He conducted some of his business 
from the ground floor restaurant of 
the hotel. Gore created a dynasty 
with his nine children, the youngest 
of whom eventually ran the hotel, 
which served as a center of Fort Lau
derdale for local businessmen and a 
place of prestige for visiting dignitar
ies until it closed in the mid-1970s.37 

The Chicago 'Ihbune bought the 
newspaper itself in 1963, a time when 
the old era of big business and big 
businessmen in general were disap
pearing from the town to be replaced 
with a more anonymous bureaucracy 
in both public and private concerns. 
Today, the news of the world and the 

nation are published in complete, if 
brief, coverage, and local develop
ments are summarized each day and 
fatten out the newspaper for heavy 
Sunday editions. 

If the "avenues of the ambitious" 
were only downtown business thor
oughfares or residential and commer
cial streets with small "beautifica
tion" projects, they would hardly 
have the significance they do today. 
However, ambitious men of com
merce have always wanted their cit
ies to be known for culture and the 
arts, for education, and to stand for 
America's version of what Europeans 
had accomplished in centuries of ur
ban endeavor. The construction of 
civic institutions and museums did 
much to achieve this goal. These av
enues are also ideal locations for 
churches, which, along with other 
monumental structures, give a spiri
tual dimension to the lives of those 
who dwell in the community. 

Typically, the first St. Anthony's 
Catholic Church was located on Las 
Olas Boulevard, but as the parish 
grew, the 250 available seats in the 
building proved inadequate. The an
nouncement of plans to build a larger 
church at 900 Northeast Third Street 

was made in the Fort Lauderdale 
Daily News on August 1, 1946. At 
that time, St. Anthony's was the only 
Catholic church in town. St. 
Anthony's original church building 
on Las Olas, constructed in 1921, was 
later moved to Northeast Third Av
enue, where it now serves a Lutheran 
congregation. Fort Lauderdale's 
First Baptist Church occupied a 
building on the corner of East Las 
Olas and Southeast Third Avenue 
from 1913 to 1946, and the First Pres
byterian Church met in a small build
ing at Las Olas and Southeast First 
Avenue from 1920 to 1942. Like St. 
Anthony's, these churches left their 
Las Olas sanctuaries for larger quar
ters elsewhere as their congregations 
grew.38 

The Fort Lauderdale Museum 
of Art, as it exists today, a large, beige, 
building at the corner of East Las 
Olas and Andrews Avenue, with a 
rounded wall on its Las Olas side, was 
begun in 1980, when the Downtown 
Development Authority sold the 
trustees the site for $365,000.39 Ar
chitect Edward Larabee Barnes was 
commissioned to design the building, 
and the development campaign re
ceived a much-needed boost when 

The Fort Lauderdale Museum of Art at Las Olas and 
Andrews Avenue (photo by Mary McGreevy). 



August Urbanek of Fort Lauderdale 
donated $1,000,000 toward what was 
then estimated as a $7,000,000 build
ing cost.40 The museum opened in 
1986 with much fanfare and news
paper notice. Besides its own collec
tions, principally of ethnic art, Cobra 
Art, and William Glackens' American 
Impressionism, the Museum of Art 
has featured many impressive exhib
its, including the opening show on a 
Renaissance of Modern Art, a collec
tion of impressionist work from the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, and a 
unique exhibit of work by the famed 
Columbian sculptor Fernando 
Botero, which utilized the museum's 
facilities perfectly. The massive, 
monumental statues were displayed 
on a sculpture terrace off the second 
floor, in a big, rotund space on the 
second floor, and at the dramatic en
trance off Las Olas Boulevard, where 
one of Botero's gigantic torsos was 
displayed for all in the city to see.41 

The Multiversity 

With the development of av
enues, museums, monuments, 
churches, parks, art, and architec
ture, it is no wonder that urban plan
ners and patrons, as well as the gov
ernments which support them and fa
cilitate their use, have paid so much 
attention to education, not only for 
its commercial uses and values, but 
also for the intangible qualities by 
which it informs and enhances the 
life of the community in which it ex
ists. Indeed, East Las Olas Boule
vard, an unlikely setting for a college 
campus in the traditional sense, has 
become a center of higher education 
in Fort Lauderdale as a result of 
changing concepts in education and 
the boulevard's significance as a hub 
of commercial and cultural life. 

Traditionally, a university has 
been a "center oflearning," as Cardi
nal Newman defined it about 150 
years ago when he helped found the 
Irish university at Dublin. Clark 
Kerr, a leading American educator 
and president emeritus of the Uni
versity of California at Berkeley, ex
pressedAmerica's current attitude to 
higher education as taking place in a 
"multiversity," a new development 
since World War 1.42 Not a single, 
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Florida Atlantic University's Las Olas Boulevard "Tower." 

centralized, unified community, the 
multiversity has no single campus 
location, but comprises a huge sys
tem built over several campuses in 
various cities or suburban locations. 
It is comprised of separate schools 
and colleges, each administered on its 
own and having some autonomy 
from the main college administration, 
and is held together spiritually by 
student, faculty, and administrative 
enthusiasm and endeavor. 

For most of its 150 years of 
statehood, Florida has been slow in 
the development and funding of 
higher education, giving it primary 
status beginning in the 1950s, when 
Tallahassee became aware that tre
mendous population and economic 
growth demanded more institutions 
of higher learning. As a result, the 
state government planned twenty
eight junior colleges, among which 
was Broward Community College. 
Today, BCC operates a large central 
campus in Davie, branch campuses 
at Coconut Creek and Pembroke 
Pines, and administrative offices on 
Las Olas Boulevard.43 Broward Com
munity College opened in the fall of 
1960, with only 701 students and Dr. 
Joe B. Rushing as president.44 It has 
now joined forces with rapidly grow-

ing Florida Atlantic University, so 
that holders of the BCC Associate of 
Arts degree will be able to continue 
and graduate from FAU with that 
university's four-year degree. 

FloridaAtlantic University was 
founded in Boca Raton, and, like the 
community colleges, developed out of 
the population boom of the '50s.45 

Despite difficulties in its planning, 
the university, originally established 
as an upper level institution offering 
junior and senior level courses pri
marily for community college gradu
ates, was constructed on a World War 
II military airfield, and opened for 
classes in September 1964. It was 
formally dedicated in October with 
President Lyndon B. Johnson as the 
speaker.46 

Just off Las Olas Boulevard, 
somewhat behind the BCC building, 
is Fort Lauderdale's FAU Tower, lo
cated in the heart of downtown. The 
university's College of Urban and 
Public Affairs and the Graduate 
School of Business are housed in this 
building. This division ofF AU's "mul
tiversity" also offers graduate pro
grams in public administration, busi
ness administration, and related 
fields. Nearby, the Broward County 
Main Library on Andrews Avenue 
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houses an outstanding collection of 
books for the school's use. In conjunc
tion with Miami's Florida Interna
tional University, a doctorate in busi
ness administration is offered at the 
FAU Tower. While attempting to gain 
support for his plans to extend the 
College of Urban and Public Affairs 
at the Las Olas complex, Dr. 
Cantanese, a leading force in estab
lishing FAU's strong presence in 
Broward County, confessed, "If we 
want it, we're going to have to pay 
for it. "47 His listeners highly ap
proved of his aggressive and costly 
foray into the downtown area, and 
he got the $4,500,000 needed to pur
chase the site of the old Governors' 
Club, which was subsequently demol
ished in 1995. 

Whatever the cost, the univer
sity was desirous of obtaining the site 
on prestigious Las Olas in the rap
idly re-developing downtown area. 
As early as November 1991, the uni
versity had announced plans for a 
College of Architecture and Construc
tion Management, plans which were 
later modified to create a School of 
Architecture within the College of 
Urban and Public Affairs. By 1995, 
the state Board of Regents granted 
planning approval for a professional 
architecture degree program, which 
will make FAU the only public uni
versity south of Florida A & M to of
fer a five-year bachelor of architec
ture degree. 

Also scheduled to be housed at 
the Las Olas site is FAU's newly-ap
proved graduate program in justice 
policy and management, which will 
be part of the College of Urban and 
Public Affairs' School of Public Ad
ministration. With the opening and 
expansion of these facilities on promi
nent, historic, and prestigious Las 
Olas Boulevard, FAU is launching 
further into the concept of the "mul
tiversity" as part and parcel of the 
community as the twenty-first cen
tury rapidly approaches. 

Progress or Doom? 

In the century since Fort Lau
derdale was platted, and the nearly 
eighty years since Las Olas Boule
vard was extended eastward to the 
Atlantic, the boulevard has provided 

residents and visitors alike with a 
multiplicity of functions and environ
ments. From its beginning as a road 
through a wilderness of hammocks 
and mangrove marsh, it has evolved 
into a "grand avenue" that for many 
captures the essence of Fort Lauder
dale. It has served at once as the core 
of a youthful, tourist-oriented 
beachfront, as the center of a beauti
ful, waterfront residential section, as 
a quaintly-designed, upscale shop
ping boulevard, as an integral part 
of Fort Lauderdale's dynamic down
town, and as a nucleus of the city's 
cultural and educational activities. 

Today, the future of the boule
vard remains in question. A major 
concern, for example, surrounds the 
plans of large development interests 

to introduce high-rise buildings to the 
Las Olas shopping district and adja
cent properties. Such plans have met 
strong opposition from more preser
vation-minded citizens, who appreci
ate a quaint village atmosphere and 
tropical foliage near the downtown 
area. The construction of large con
dominiums near the shopping dis
trict, or on the street itself, they ar
gue, would destroy the intimate 
qualities of the boulevard. While Fort 
Lauderdale continues to redefine it
self, it remains to be seen whether 
the demographic and economic 
trends and redevelopment plans of 
the present and future will preserve 
and enhance the boulevard's signifi
cance and appeal, or consign them to 
the colorful but vanished past. 

D. f . 6-Fa:nous Royal Palms akong Las Okts Blvd., fort Lauderdale. Fla. 

Postcard view of Las Olas Boulevard in the 1940s. 
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The years of war were rapidly 
approaching this country in 1940 and 
1941. Already the tranquility of our 
small town of Pompano shattered 
rather abruptly in the early morning 
hours of December 4, 1939, when 
windows rattled and the ground 
shook with the offshore sound of war
ship cannon fire jarring people 
awake. 

The British cruiser Orion had 
happened upon the German freighter 
Arauca as it steamed along the coast. 
In trying to intercept, Orion had fired 
a warning shot across the bow of the 
German ship which had turned to
ward the coast to get inside the pro
tective three mile limit of the United 
States and escape the British man-o
war. Britain was already in a de
clared war with Germany. 

The Arauca made it into Port 
Everglades, and the Orion steamed 
back and forth just outside the three 
mile limit hoping it would be deprived 
of sanctuary and be forced to leave. 
This never happened. The German 
freighter was allowed to remain in 

by BUD GARNER 

port, with the crew restricted to the 
ship, guarded by sheriff's deputies. 
When the United States declared war 
on Germany after the attack on Pearl 
Harbor by the Japanese, the crew of 
the Arauca was interned in a POW 
camp, and the ship was towed to 
Mobile, Alabama, where it was over-

hauled and placed in service in the 
U.S. Merchant Marine. The towns
people had other evidence of war. 
Huge amounts of debris washed up 
on the beaches of Pompano, and Ger
man submarines torpedoed ships all 
along the coast of Florida. My bud
dies and I actually found bodies and 

With German submarines attacking Allied shipping off Florida's 
Atlantic coast, and the armed forces establishing major training bases 
throughout the region, World War II made a direct impact on virtually 
every resident of Broward County. Here, Bud Garner recounts his expe
riences as a young volunteer observer on Pompano's lonely and some
times frightening beach during the war. As he points out, his contribu
tions to the war effort in this regard exemplify the dedication of count
less citizens thoughout Broward County and the nation who did their 
part to win the war. 

E. L. "Bud" Garner moved to Pompano in 1927, when he was nine 
months old, and graduated from Pompano High School. He served in 
the Navy in the Atlantic, Pacific, and Mediterranean during World War 
II, farmed, and was employed by the W R. Grace Company for thirty 
years. Now retired, he is the recording secretary of the Pompano Beach 
Historical Society, and a member of the Naval Air Station Fort Lauder
dale Historical Association. 
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'Ibdd-8 observation post certificate (courtesy of Bud Garner). 

body parts at times, and the dense 
black smoke to the east in the ocean 
and the dull red glow after dark was 
testimony to the fact that ships were 
burning and sinking offshore. 

When the Japanese bombed 
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, 
events in the peaceful community of 
Pompano escalated almost overnight. 
Gone were the carefree days we were 
used to. Immediately, U.S. soldiers 
appeared at the bridge across the 
East Coast Canal (Intracoastal Wa
terway) on Ocean Drive (now Atlan
tic Boulevard). To this day I don't 
know where they came from. I had 
never before seen a soldier in Pom
pano. 

From then on, everyone had to 
have a pass to cross the bridge to get 
to the beach. At night you could not 
cross unless you had proof that you 
lived there or had official business. 
Because of blackouts, the headlights 
of cars were painted black, except for 
a half-inch strip to drive by, and we 
also observed blackout rules in our 
homes at night. If the blackout war
den saw lights from your windows, 
he would knock on your door to give 
you a warning. The call went out for 
volunteers for a multitude of commit
tees, boards, and groups being formed 
by the military to assist in civil de
fense. The one I joined at age four
teen provided help for coastal defense 

and was under the direct control of 
the U.S. Army and the Fighter Com
mand. It was named the AWS (Air
craft Warning Service) and became a 
network of lookout posts along the 
entire Florida coast. 

Mr. A. L. Brown of Pompano 
was appointed "Chief Observer" of 
the Ground Observer Corps, Aircraft 
Warning Service, First Fighter Com
mand, U.S. Army Air Corps, in a vol
unteer capacity in TODD 8. This 
authority was vested on May 5, 1942, 
by Brigadier General J. K. Cameron, 
U.S. Army. Mr. Brown would be as
sisted in this job by Bob Pool and 
Spooney Williams. The lookout posts 
would be manned by volunteers 
twenty-four hours a day, seven days 
a week, terminating with the end of 
the war, whenever that would be. 

I was a volunteer for this opera
tion along with dozens of other citi
zens in Pompano, some of them 
standing two four-hour shifts to fill 
in gaps when needed. We attended a 
training session that would prepare 
us for this job. An arm band and an 
I.D. card with the AWS logo was is
sued to all the "spotters." 

There was a telephone in the 
lookout towers built on the beach just 
a little above the high tide mark. The 
phone linked us with the U.S. fighter 
command in Miami, and when we 
spotted an airplane or anything of an 
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unusual nature, we were to fill out a 
form that described the incident or 
plane in detail. We reported the num
ber of planes, type, altitude, where 
they were seen or heard, observation 
post code name, directions of planes 
from post, distance of planes, and 
headed in what direction. The pro
cedure was then to pick up the phone, 
say, "ARMY FLASH, Pompano 2345" 
(post phone number), give our spot
ting post code name, TODD 8. They 
would answer, "Army Central, go 
ahead," and then read off the infor
mation we had gathered on the inci
dent or object. 

Many, many interesting things 
happened on these watches both day 
and night. Unfortunately, the logs we 
kept cannot be found, despite ex
hausting searches by myself, Leroy 
Brown (son of A. L. Brown), newspa
per reporter Eliot Kleinberg of the 
Palm Beach Post, and others. 

My watch was from 2:00 a.m. 
until6:00 a.m. every Saturday morn
ing. Duane Howell and I stood this 
watch together, just two scared four
teen year olds on that cold, dark, 
spooky beach alone with one flash
light between us (which we were not 
allowed to use). The Coast Guard 
mounted patrol was stationed at the 
Silver Thatch Inn a few hundred feet 
north of our lookout post, and the 
men that rode their horses on the 
beach would pass our place about 
once an hour, except when it was 
foggy and visibility was almost zero. 
On those nights, they would ride on 
the beach road, which was close to a 
hundred feet behind us. This made 
us the "front line" of defense between 
Pompano and Germany, and those 
nights were a thousand years long. 

We made many reports in those 
early morning hours. Many times 
Duane and I would hear the diesel 
engines off in the darkness of the 
ocean. They were from submarines 
running on the surface and recharg
ing their batteries. Our "ARMY 
FLASH" on some of those sounds re
sulted in surface or air actions by ei
ther the Army, Navy, or Coast Guard. 
Several times we saw flares from 
ships and depth charges dropped. 

Duane and I still remember 
what happened long ago on one dark, 
foggy night when clopping horse's 
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A. L. Brown's commission as 
chief observer (courtesy of Bud 
Garner). 

hooves on the paved road reminded 
us just how alone we were on that 
dark beach. First, we heard scratch
ing and bumping at the base of the 
tower. Something or someone was 
trying to get the door open to the 
stairs that led up to our post! We 
dared not shine our light, and it was 
too dark and foggy to make out any
thing but a large, black shape about 
twenty feet below us. We knew it was 
not the Coast Guard; he had already 
gone past on the road some time ear
lier. It just so happened that Duane 
had brought his dad's German Luger 
pistol with him this night, and we 
were feeling a little better knowing 
at least we weren't defenseless. 
Duane and I whispered our fears to 
each other and discussed what our 
course of action would be. Who 
knows, this might be a life or death 
situation-what did we know? 
Duane chambered a round, and the 
gun was ready to shoot if the occa
sion arose. We continued to watch the 
object, and it seemed to be getting 
more aggressive and trying hard to 
get inside. Duane said, "I am going 
to shoot if they get inside." I told him 
to go ahead. He aimed the gun down 
towards the object and kept the 
weapon pointed a long time as we 

tried to make the intruder out. I told 
Duane that maybe I had better shine 
the light on it and take our chances 
on getting reported rather than 
maybe shooting someone. He agreed, 
and I took the light and told him that 
I would point it down towards the ob
ject and just flash it on and off 
quickly. Then we could see what it 
was that was about to get shot. 

The light from the flashlight on 
that dark night was so bright it 
nearly blinded us, but before I 
snapped it off, the object of our fear
ful concern leaped back and away 
from the tower. Only then could we 
see a very large black dog. He took 
off running down the beach, leaving 
us shaking and quaking. 

On another night, the sky was 
suddenly lit-up close to our post by 
brilliant flashes of light and sparks 
which lasted for a minute or so. We 
never did discover the source of that 
light. We did get a return call from 
"Army Central" later that morning, 
quizzing us about the lights. 

Mter I left for the service in May 
of 1943, I was replaced by Wesley 
(Junior) Harper to stand watch with 
Duane Howell. Duane tells of an in
cident that happened just before 
dawn one night that year. The sound 
of diesel engines was heard offshore 
and the call to Army Central made. 
The Army fighter command then 
called the Coast Guard base at the 
Silver Thatch, and a Guardsman was 
dispatched to the look-out post on 
horseback. By this time it was be
ginning to get a little light, and 
Duane, Junior, and the Guardsman 
could faintly make out the outline of 
a submarine. Then a Navy patrol 
blimp arrived. Duane heard gunfire, 
then saw flashes of light. He said 
that the blimp appeared to be hit by 
gunfire and dropped down towards 
the ocean. 

About this time, a surface pa
trol craft appeared and joined in the 
firing at the submarine. Duane said 
it looked as if the sub was in some 
desperate trouble, and the patrol 
craft put men on the deck of the sub. 
Eventually, a tow line was secured, 
and the patrol boat started towing the 
sub to the south. All of this was ob
served by the men in the tower plus 
the Guardsman, who was relating 

the action over the phone to Army 
Central. The whereabouts of the 
blimp was lost, and it wasn't seen 
again. By this time, the watch 
changed, and Junior and Duane had 
to leave the post. During the next 
several days they tried to find out 
details of this incident but were un
successful. 

Rumors circulated around that 
on the submarine fresh loaves of 
Merita bread baked in Fort Pierce 
were found. Duane says this was an 
actual happening and was duly re
ported and is part of the official 
record as they recorded it in the log 
of"TODD 8." 

Hilda Davis and FrancesAllison 
(maiden names) were manning their 
post on the afternoon of December 5, 
1945, and their log entry showed they 
spotted and reported five TBM tor
pedo bombers eastbound south of 
"TODD 8." They believed this was 
U.S. Navy Flight 19 from Fort Lau
derdale, the "Lost Patrol" that van
ished in the "Devil's Triangle" with 
fourteen men aboard who were never 
seen again. 

The people of Pompano, whose 
efforts in the civil defense and other 
related aspects of the war effort were 
multiplied by thousands of other com
munities, helped bring an end to the 
war just over fifty years ago. The 
seven young men from Pompano who 
gave their lives to help win this war 
will always be remembered, and to 
them Pompano is eternally grateful. 
They are: 

• MARION FUGATE 
USN 

• JAMES "SOCKS" HARDIN 
USMC 

• DEVAN KNIGHT 
US ARMY 

• STERLING McCLELLAN 
ARMY AIR CORPS 

• HARVIN MULKEY 
ARMY AIR CORPS 

• JAMES MULKEY 
ARMY AIR CORPS 

• H. C. ROWLE'IT 
US ARMY 

~ 



Back cover photo: 
Aerial view of Las Olas Boulevard, ca. 1938, showing 

U.S. 1 at left, crossing New River, and the 
Riverside Hotel in the center. 
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