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The President’s Message

West Florida Genealogical Society continues to make strides to
provide and promote genealogy to our community. The West
Florida Genealogy Library has a new outside street sign to aid in the
identification of the building. Inside, the library has improved Wi-Fi
capability and added two additional Windows 10 computers for the use
of library patrons. A PowerPoint virtual tour of the library and its hold-
ings was created and can be viewed on the WFGS website. Society volun-
teers continue to make the library “go,” assisting patrons and the county
librarians. Large numbers of genealogy books have been donated to the
library; approximately 2,000 in the last two years, plus other related ma-
terials have significantly increased the books available for research.

In promoting our Society, we have nametags for members; business cards with website, meet-
ing information, library hours, telephone number, etc.; in addition to a large Society banner for
our meeting room. We have set up a Society Facebook page, and additional information has been
uploaded to our website. The Society was featured in the November issue of Florida Currents
magazine along with the Florida State Genealogical Society. Two of our members, Shirley Davis,
and Mary Ellen Clark, were honored as Florida Pioneers by the Florida State Genealogical Society.

In the Society’s outreach to youth, we offered assistance and training to local Boy and Girl
Scouts to obtain the Genealogy merit badge. Society members have served as judges in the
Escambia County History Fair, with fair winners making presentations at our Society meeting.

Community outreach began with “By These Hands,” an African-American cemetery initiative
that the Society partnered with the University of West Florida Archaeology Institute to promote
preservation of the cemeteries. This was followed by “Digital Day” at UWF, where people from
the community could bring their historic, family documents to UWF Archives where they would
be scanned and catalogued. The Milton Library held its first Genealogy and Local History Fair.
WEGS participated with a booth, brochures, and society material that was used to meet and
promote the Society. There was a large turnout, and many people showed interest. Our last com-
munity outreach was to initiate an “Ask Granny” program. Several of our Society members held
a genealogy program at a Senior Community Center, which walked participants through filling
out a descendant chart. It went well, with more planned for the new year at other assisted living
centers.

The West Florida Genealogical Society celebrated its 33" birthday this year and is a “going
concern.” The new year promises to be just as active with new “user groups” starting, a DNA
workshop, and a live webinar with Mark Lowe.

We encourage you to contribute your time and effort in whatever way you can in making our/
your society even better.

BIG THANKS to all of you!
Beortt Outlow

Bert Outlaw
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Muriel E.“Betsy” Tetlow
WFGS Charter Member #0015
Muriel Elizabeth “Betsy” Tetlow, 65, of Pensacola, passed away March 22, 2015.

Her beloved companion, Jim Brady; her sons, Gordon M. Tetlow and wife, Pauline, of San
Diego, California; and Andrew C. Tetlow and wife, Marianne, of Scottsdale, Arizona; and many
loving relatives survive Betsy. She adored her three granddaughters, Caroline, Anna, and Robyn.

Her husband, Philip C. Tetlow and her parents, Willard L. Smith and Muriel B. Smith, pre-
ceded Betsy in death.

Calling Pensacola home for over 30 years, Betsy nurtured roots throughout the community.
Her meticulous nature came through in everything she touched, a trusted Paralegal with Linne
Law, a board member for the Francis M. Weston Audubon Society, and as a charter member of
the West Florida Genealogical Society. A lifelong Birder, she enjoyed birds all over the world as
well as simply sitting at her kitchen window watching the birdlife in her own backyard.

The wife of a Naval Officer, she traveled extensively, building friendships along each path
taken. Betsy kept abreast of all that was going on with friends and family, near and far. She will be
remembered for seeking the good in people and the world, a caring nature and giving of herself to
help those experiencing difficult times. But mostly, Betsy will be remembered and cherished for
the happy times filled with laughter and warm conversation we had the fortune to share.

A Memorial service was held at First Presbyterian Church, Pensacola, Florida. A private inter-
ment was held at Barrancas National Cemetery, NAS Pensacola.




Lillian Fillingim King
WFGS Member #0924

Lillian Fillingim King, 73, of Molino, passed away on February 27, 2015. She was preceded in
death by her parents, A] and Cora Harris Fillingim, and brother Jack Fillingim.

Surviving are her husband and best friend, Ian (John), of 54 years; daughters Deborah Rossi
(Robert) and Angela Bonifay, and sons David King (Jackie) and Ted King (Jenny); grandchildren
Stephen Rossi, Jordan Jacks, Jennifer Sanderson, Ian Nowling, and Olivia and Amelia King; step-
grandchildren Christopher and Selena Jacks; and two great-grandchildren; sisters, Marian Mobley
and Maxine Smith; and a loving extended family.

Lil was a faithful member of Aldersgate United Methodist Church serving as Sunday school
teacher, funeral food director (the best sweet tea maker ever!), and vacation bible school registrar.

She established the Molino Mid-County Historical Society in 2000 and served as its president
until her death.

With the help of local Escambia County officials, she was instrumental in transforming the
vacant Molino School into the much needed Molino Community Center providing a library, mu-
seum, meeting rooms, and multi-use auditorium.

Interment was at Aldersgate Methodist Church Cemetery.

Jean Swanson Cobb Stuckey
WFGS Member #1210

Born on August 31, 1927, in Castleberry, Alabama, she passed away on August 22, 2015,
in Rogers, Arkansas. She is preceded in death by her husband, Alexander Hill Stuckey, Sr., and
leaves behind six children: Richard Stuckey, his wife Debby; Debra Lewis; Sally Stuckey and her
husband, William Thacker; Kelle Kabaci; Alexander H. Stuckey, Jr. and his wife, Karen; Ruth
McWilliams and her husband, David; 15 grandchildren and 7 great-grand-children. She loved ex-
citement and the color red, her family, Pensacola ice hockey, fishing, bridge, golf, and genealogy.
She and Alex lived in the Far East in the 1950s, and in Germany in the 1960s and 1970s, which
fed her love of travel and collecting beautiful things. Jean and Alex lived in Pensacola from 1981
until Alex’s death in 1999. Jean stayed in Pensacola until 2012, when she moved to Bentonvillle,
Arkansas, to live with her youngest son and his family.

The interment service was held at Barrancas National Cemetery.




David Leonardt Reinhardt
WFGS Member #1343

David Leonardt Reinhardt was born in Pensacola on March 22, 1935 to Leonardt and Leona
Deloney Reinhardt.

He was a member of Immanuel Lutheran Church where he was baptized, confirmed, and
married to Nancy McGraw and served in many positions, such as president, elder, treasurer, and
sang in the choir. By profession, he was an accountant in the comptroller’s office at the University
of West Florida until his retirement. He died sometime between Tuesday evening, Dec. 29, 2015
and midnight on Wednesday.

David was predeceased by his parents, his wife, and his elder son, Karl Leonhardt Reinhardt, a
brother, The Rev. Ronald A. Reinhardt, and a sister, Barbara Faye Kurzweg. He is survived by his
son Frederick Martin Reinhardt who is a Lutheran missionary in Africa and two grandchildren,
Paul and Cody, who are sons of Karl. David’s grandfather J. . W. Reinhardt was the second pastor
of Immanuel Lutheran Church.

David was a long-time member of WFGS and served as treasurer for a number of years.
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Lil's Memories

Lillian Fillingim King

One of my earliest memories is standing in our living room. My tiptowed view of the great
outdoors was a sensation of being high in the air, as if I were several stories high, and my stomach
was a bit queasy from looking over the window sill and trying to look down. In fact, my feet were
only four feet from the ground, but the old wavy glass I was peering through gave me the sensa-
tion of being high in the air.

The 1900-built house we lived in was stout—no holes for the wind to blow through—and
there was a fireplace in the living room with a wood stove in the kitchen. The house was high off
the ground in the front, but only around eighteen inches up in the back. This allowed room for air
to flow under it during the hot summer months. It also protected the house from wood fires that
were natural in the 1800s and 1900s. Also, flooding was never a problem in our semitropical cli-
mate, because water could flow under it. My great-grandmother Willie Drucilla Lambert Vaughn
had lived there. Although she died before my birth, we use the name “Mother” when we refer to
her. Her husband, William T. Vaughn, had built the house for her. He built it out of cypress and
heart pine which was grown in the area, perhaps even on the property.

Our house faced east. Eight cedar trees lined the driveway. It was actually lined for a horse and
buggy, but that was in Mother’s day. There was a big front porch with a swing on the south side of
it. The house was L-shaped, and the rooms were big. The kitchen and dining area were the size of
two big rooms. The girls (Maxine, Marian, and I slept in the front bedroom. It was big enough for
two double beds, a chest of drawers and a dresser—even more—and all of the cousins and friends
we could get to visit. We slept sideways in the beds for our cousins to stay with us, and it was fun
with girlish giggles and wonderful made-up stories much of the night.

The next room was a big living room. We went through a wide hall to get to it. The open hall
(foyer) became my brother Jack’s (only son) bedroom. He got to sleep on the studio couch. There
was a hall rack and a library table in the hallway. It not only opened to the front porch, but also to
the back. This hallway bedroom was darkened because the doors were solid, and there was a huge
front porch and an L-shaped back porch.

The living room had a fireplace, piano, couch, chair, small tables, and when we were older
we had a record player. The entire house was wooden, so the walls were tongue-and-groove
pine boards nailed horizontally. This kind of structure seemed there to stay. The floor was rough
though. Mama had a linoleum “rug” in the living room. There was plenty of room for a Christmas
tree, couch, chairs, end tables, and enough room for Daddy to buck dance. We got a tall piano
when I was small. Mama also used the living room for her quilting frames part of the time.

A big bedroom was next to the living room (west of living room). It was Mama’s and Daddy’s
and it was the first room in the backward “L” top part of the structure. Their room was not quite
as big as the girls, but it did have a door that opened to the back porch. The other door in their
room went into the dining room. All of us kids were born in this room except Marian (the oldest
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child). Mama went to Pensacola to the Maternity Home to give birth to Marian, and she said it
hurt so bad she would just stay home to have the rest of her children. She did. The midwife who
delivered us was the beloved Bama Holly. A road has been name for that lady.

The dining room was incorporated to the kitchen in my early years. The two together were
huge. Our dining table was a rectangle with an oilcloth on it. I do not remember seeing it without
an oilcloth. Daddy always sat at the head of the table, and Mama sat at the other end. Jack was to
his right (on a bench) and then I sat next to Jack. Maxine sat next to Marian who was to Daddy’s
left.

When I was very small we had a pitcher pump. It was work for a grownup. At least we did not
have to go to the spring to get water. I remember when it was well primed and Jack was little and
that the handle sprang back and hit him under his chin. That was only one of many whacks Jack
would get.

Mama had a variety of stoves over the years. I remember the kerosene stove, but, of course, I
remember the electric stove the best. Although there was a wood stove, in my memory it was the
source of heat. Strange how no one minded; it kept us warm when we were in the kitchen. Daddy
kept a pot of coffee on it in the winter, and Mama used it to heat her iron when I was grasshopper
high. The atmosphere was cozy, and the smells were good.

Wires were run for electricity in other parts of Molino a few years before our dirt road was
blessed by the power company. There was not a house in sight of ours. Daddy had a generator for
our rarely used lights, and his wiring was the dangerous old kind. It is all you have; you know no
better. On occasion he would go out and crank the gas powered generator, and the filaments in
the clear light bulbs would glow a lovely orange. The light bulbs flicked when the generator used
up the gas. That is all we had that required electricity—light bulbs. As small children, we saw no
need to get electricity. The iceman brought ice, and Mama never complained about her stove. The
kerosene stove was interesting.

I remember the huge oak that was cut down on Main Street (now Fairground) to put in the
power pole. It was a beautiful tree, and there is still a big hole where it was. The inadequate house
wiring did not burn the old house and us up. Mama finally got an electric iron, but clothes were
still washed outside in a pot. Years later she got a wringer washer.

Our back porch served the family like most living rooms or dens. We read the Sunday paper
on it. There was a clamor for the funnies on Sunday, and I have often wondered if that is where we
acquired our love for reading. The wooden back porch is probably the spot. We were not allowed
to handle the big family Bible that much. It sat on the library table. We did have our own little
Bibles given to us by the Gideons. This porch was where we learned our sheer love of music—the
Grand Old Opry was on every Saturday night. Also, the Yankees or Dodgers were on the radio
during baseball season.

A water board was between two porch posts with a bucket and a dipper. A wash pan, also,
was on the water board, and a spigot was over the bucket. I spent many years of washing my long
dark hair with Prell on that back porch. Before I started to school, we had a hand pump. When we
got an electric pump, Daddy put in galvanized pipe to run the water to the back porch. After the
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water was used we just threw it onto the yard, or it was thrown on the elephant ears. Of course,
Mama threw her greasy dishwater on the gardenias to prevent white flies. There was always a little
oil/grease in it.

Down a bitterweed-lined trail was our toilet. Yes, it was a two-holer but not the horrors we
read and hear about now. We did have some sort of catalog, but the toilet was far enough from the
house that it only had an opening and not a door that closed. It never seemed terribly hot, and the
half that was a permanent wall created our privacy.

The house was encircled by dirt. If ever there was a woods fire the house was protected, be-
cause the yard (right by the house) was always clean of leaves, grass, or weeds. Sweeping the yard
was a weekend chore. Away from the house were weeds. No one we knew had a “lawn.” We all had
yards. The yard weeds were cut back with a hoe and weed slinger in the summer, and that was a
hot job. The yard held a wonderful scuppernong arbor with peaches and pears nearby—also a big
fig tree by the back porch. There were enough of each to can for the winter. Pecan trees were plen-
tiful, not to mention all sorts of huckleberries and black “briar” berries. Wild sweet persimmons
were plentiful as well.

Daddy had catawba trees for his fishing bait, and there were always plenty of worms in the or-
ganic soil. If they were hard to get, we all knew how to fiddle for worms. River mussels were also
plentiful for bait. It seems the simple art of fiddling for worms is gone. We enjoyed getting our
earthworms by fiddling a board driven a few inches in the ground.

North and to the east of the house was a camphor tree. Its branches reached like arms plead-
ing to embrace you. It supported our rope swings. Next to it was a magnolia frescatia with its
wonderful fragrant banana-odor flowers in the spring. I remember a little green snake being in
it—eye high. It startled me, so I knocked it out, put a string around its neck and dragged it behind
me like a pet puppy. We often used nature for our toys—even watched tumblebugs tied to string
to pull a matchbox. We just turned them loose when we were through playing. I never remember
killing them from fear—except snakes.

There was a little formal garden in the southeast part of the yard. It had bridal wreath and aza-
leas. Seven sister roses adorned a trellis. Not far away toward the back yard was a small duck pond
near the clothesline. Mama loved the flowers. I think her favorite was the gardenias. We always
had gardenias.

Back in the house, looking out, there were no screens until later. Doors were in line to al-
low summer breezes to flow through. We slept through the summer nights with little trouble.
Sometimes the sheets would stick to us, but we just moved to a cooler spot on the sheet. The
wooden shingles did eventually leak, and Daddy put tin on the roof. What a wonderful sound that
is! Later we had regular roofing shingles. We also got screen doors and screens for the windows.
By then we had electricity, and Daddy would say that someday he wanted a fan that could blow
the wings off flies.

My grandmother on Mamas’ side was Lillie Marian Vaughn. She married my grandfather Neil
Frederick Harris when she was young. In 1909 they lost their firstborn child—a little girl named
Marian who only lived to three months. Mama was the oldest surviving child and the only girl.
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Behind her were six brothers whom she loved as if they were her own. Nobody, but nobody, loved
children like Mama. She didn’t care if you were mean, dirty, sassy, or whatever, you were a child
and she wanted to love and please you. She wanted to feed you, play with you, and tell you stories.
If she could get you to laugh, it made her day.

In political vernacular, Mama would be called a “she coon.” She walked before the break of
day. Mama started her daily chores by milking the cow. We had only a few animals, but they
needed tending. Mama would milk the cow and always squirted milk in your or the cat’s face;
then, she giggled about it. She never stopped grinning. There is nothing tastier than fresh butter-
milk with cornbread crumbled in it—well, maybe, except unpasteurized, un-homogenized, sweet
milk poured over leftover rice with just a dab of sugar.

We had to slop the hogs. They were not near the house but out in a pen in the pasture.
Another job was getting a few ears of dried field corn and feeding the chickens. The chickens
would not stay in the chicken pen or the barnyard. They often paraded around in our backyard
looking for grit for their gizzard. We went barefoot as much as we could and did not like the
chickens in the yard. There was a lot of squawking going on, and, no matter how careful you
watched, you stepped in certain spots you did not want your feet to be.

Daddy butchered the hogs near the house. He stuck them, bled them well and gave us a sharp
knife to shave them after they were scalded. One day Mama asked me if I could wring the neck of
a chicken. To her delight I said, “Yes, Maam.” I caught a chicken and wrung and wrung. It was just
a torment to the dizzy chicken that ran to the barnyard when sheer squirming terror caused me to
let it go. Mama laughed and laughed at me. What a horrible experience! Never again!

Maxine was born two years after me. That means I had someone to pick on. I started school
a couple of years before her and guess some tricks were just waiting for me to learn. As we sat
on the back porch one day I asked her if she would like something. She said, “Yes!” I said, “Open
your mouth and close your eyes and I will give you a big surprise.” She did as I asked her to, and
did I mention that chickens were running around in the yard? Well, they do not leave to go to
the bathroom, and after a day or so it gets pretty dry and is shaped like a Hershey’s Kiss. I had a
dry surprise in my hand, which went into Maxine’s mouth. She never forgave me. Mama did not
laugh.

The first grade was scary. We caught the bus down the hill, over the creek, around the bend
then on the corner. Our ride was only a couple of miles but seemed longer to a six-year-old. The
school hallway was huge. The floors were smooth and shiny, and there were strange iron things
by the walls that we learned were radiators for our heat. My first-grade teacher was Mrs. Stewart.
She was tall and lean. I think her hair was almost red—at least a strawberry red. I remember her
scolding the entire class for something, and I cried—can’t remember what we did, but she scolded
us. It seems she left us alone, and some of us got out of our chairs. Being scolded was all it took to
upset me. Amazing how we aimed to please and sought approval of our adults in those days.

Reading was easy, because I wanted to learn it. I remember coming home and telling Daddy
that I knew my ABCs. He replied that it was good but wanted to know if I knew them frontward
and backwards. Of course, I said, “No, sir.” Little did I realize that he meant did I know them well.
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In a week or so I came home and told him that I knew them backwards. He bent over with laugh-
ter when I recited them in reverse. It is easy to do to this day. Z, Y, X, W, V, U....

Mrs. Brown was our second-grade teacher. It seems she was a sweet gentle lady who looked
much like Mrs. Stewart (in a child’s mind). The third-grade teacher was wonderful also. We were
her first class. Miss Doris Nowak was just out of college when she began teaching in Molino. She
took a special interest in all of the children in school and went above and beyond teaching. Laws
were different then, and we all were blessed because of that. She even took us to Girl Scout Camp.
What a wonderful experience going to Camp Inky. It was equivalent to a European vacation
today.

The next year was Mrs. Lottie Gilley. Mrs. Gilley had lovely olive skin and dark hair. She
taught a great grade with sternness. We needed that by the fourth grade and appreciated her even
more as we aged. Following Mrs. Gilley was Miss Gloria Nowak. She was a pretty lady. The sixth-
grade teacher was Mrs. Myra McLean Hicks, a sweet and gentle person at school and away.

When we entered the seventh grade we changed classes. Several of our teachers were Mr.
Burke, Mrs. Schipman, Mrs. Helms, Mrs. Mitchell, Mr. Dunaway, Mr. Brown, and Mrs. Jacobi.
What a wonderful beginning we had with these fantastic people helping to shape our lives. Our
principal was Mr. Garland Stewart for the entire nine years. The community feeling was great, and
the teachers somewhat followed up on us. They knew our brothers, sisters, parents, cousins, aunts
and uncles and, often, our grandparents. How could we embarrass all of our relatives with bad
behavior at school? Well, sometimes, we did, and a peach tree switch was waiting when we got
home.

This is an era when children played outside in the schoolyard with no supervision, and the
older ones generally watched for the younger ones. We carried our jacks to school and played
dodge ball, roller bat, and the like, before, during, and after school. And they talk about peer in-
fluence today. Even the worse older child would protect a younger one then.

A favorite spot in the schoolhouse for me was the library. I read every autobiography that we
had in the school. Our names were put on the index card and kept until we returned the book.
Topics of choice were the autobiographies, although almost anything in print was devoured. My
cozy place at home to read was either on top of Daddy’s shop or on top of a shed. They were both
private and shaded. I shared the emotions with the poets, fear with the suspense authors, and love
with the romantic novelists, and curiosity with the historians. Every child needs a private spot to
immerse himself in words of someone else. Reading reveals that life has a rhythm, and we must
discover the beat.

We loved our neighbors. Often the feeling was one of not really understanding them, or may-
be it was a childish competition of some sort that I have not understood. Yet, we loved them and
could rely on them. The term “neighbor” was anyone we knew in our little town, but especially on
our side of the creek. How blessed we were to come from a community of cousins and other rela-
tives. Our cousins were our friends and with whom we skipped school. Our parents were close to
their parents, so we could do little wrong without someone knowing, even if told in innocence.
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The church house was just a half-mile or so away when I was very small. As a matter of fact,
it was the Baptist church house that we attended first. Mama’s mother was Baptist, and don’t you
always go where your mother goes? However, the Methodist church was bigger and busier. As
the Baptist leadership dwindled, the Methodist grew. Contrary to the belief of some, southerners
are pretty versatile in their religion. You can dunk, dip, or dribble in many churches here. We just
want baptism with spirit, holiness, and sincerity, which we have felt is beyond the water event.

As I said, my earliest church memory is of the Baptist church house. It was dark and had ser-
vices once a month, but there were more frequent days of Sunday school. Mr. Lewis kept Sunday
school going, and there was a baptizing hole at Wilder’s creek on the Lewis property. As I grew a
bit older, we walked on down the road to the Methodist church house. Maxine and I walked the
dusty roads many Sundays. We often squatted on the wooden bridge not far from our house and
peered through the cracks to look at the water below. We carried a white handkerchief with a
dime tied in the corner. It was fun, and, if we did not stay for preaching, Sunday school was worth
it. On the way home, we stopped by the Union Baptist Church house. It was for colored people
and we loved quietly sitting outside and enjoying their singing. Untold joy!

Our Sunday school teachers were small, older ladies. They wore their hats and always smiled
at us. The loving sweetness of these people cannot be measured here on earth. Comfort surround-
ed the little children there, and their deeds and compassion live within me. I pray I have passed it
on to children behind me to keep these angels on earth alive.

Mama Harris died when I was nine years old, and I felt as if my heart would break. The rare
sound of the ambulance’s siren as it went past the school that day is etched in my memory. She
was a tubby little lady who was a friend to all. Like Mama, she loved her children without measure
and had this wonderful joy of laughter. Mama really depended on her and felt lost when she died.
Daddy loved her, too, and there was a cloud over our house for months after that sad October day.

Mama Harris had run the grocery store in Molino. Later, Uncle Cecil [Harris] and Aunt Katie
had it; then, Mama Harris opened a café. It was a smashing success, and all of the insurance sales-
men and other traveling salesmen ate there. The café was a busy place. She sold ice cream in a
cone! In the busyness of her life, she still had time for everyone—including me.

Small row houses stood along the same road as the café. Of course the road was dirt, and
often the ditches had bright yellow buttercup flowers in full bloom. (I now know they are Evening
Primrose.) Lining each side of the ditches was wild lantana. People buy those now, but we were
blessed to grow up with fragrant flowers that God left at our doorsteps each season. Butterflies
were everywhere.

Like Mama, Mama Harris milked her cow before she went to the café each morning. Not only
did she milk the cow, but she strained the milk and carried it to the café to be served. Anyone
who has not had the cream off the top has not tasted perfection! I remember her allowing me
to carry a gallon of milk all of the way to the café by myself. It was heavy, but I felt so important
because of the trust she had in me. The world is a better place because of Lillie Marian Vaughn
Harris.
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We had dogs! Boy, did we have dogs! Daddy fished and hunted. Someone once told me that
I had witnessed a dying breed. Daddy was really a free man. He had a family, yet he hunted and
fished often. I can faintly remember hides being stretched across the outside wall of the smoke-
house. We had a bobcat hide for a rug in front of the fireplace on top of the linoleum and never
thought a thing about it. Daddy trapped otter too.

We had a hog killing while it was still cold, and in the spring Daddy planted a garden. The
garden was the source of much of our food as long as the weather was good and Daddy was able
to plant. We kids had to keep some of it hoed. A daily chore in the summer was to hoe a row of
tomatoes or something like that. Watering the sweet potatoes often proved to be a time to slap
mosquitoes. Harvest time was busy with cleaning jars and processing the food. That was before
we got a freezer. We did the jelly in the late spring. Children who have not walked home smelling
sweet potatoes (which have been hoed and watered) baking in the oven are truly being deprived
and “neglected.”

Daddy’s daddy died before I was born. I really regret that I never knew him but cherish the
memory of Daddy’s mother who lived to be 97 years old. Grandma Fillingim lived within bicycle
riding distance. It was really too far to walk there, then back, in one day. We did not have a tele-
phone, and neither did she. We did visit and spend the night. Grandma also attended a Methodist
church. She played a piano by ear, and the family was musically inclined. Daddy was married and
had two young children when his father died. Grandma later moved to Brent when she was in her
sixties.

Speaking of music, Mama sang everyday when we were little. She sang “Oh, It Ain’t Gonna’
Rain No More, No More,” “Oh, My Bucket Has A Hole In It,” and favorite hymns. Often faintly
familiar words of songs leap into my mind. I wish every parent sang to their children, even if oft
key. They don't care.

Christmas time did not indicate a season that is thought of today. We did have a tree, but a big
thing was fruit. We kids got a gift, but by today’s standards it was meager. Yes, “ignorance is bliss.”
The tree finally had bubble lights, and we did have tinsel. Our tree was chopped out of the woods
and could be any type. We once cut down an American holly. It was beautifully laden with red
berries. The cedar or short leaf pine was usually shaped the best, and of all the trees the cedar was
the best and easiest to find. I would love to have bubble lights now.

Each year we put on a Christmas play for Mama and Daddy. That was so much fun...the
preparing and who was going to be what part. Marian dressed up, and we all participated. The
entire play probably lasted three minutes; then, we sang also. The performance was in our living
room with a fire in the fireplace with Mama and Daddy looking at us and smiling. When we got a
little older, we went to the Methodist church at night and always got a brown paper bag with nuts,
candy, and fruit. That was just wonderful! We also enjoyed Methodist Youth Fellowship—MYE

We had a wonderful dog most of my growing up years—all that I could remember. His name
was Jack, and that dog could hunt! He was a squirrel dog. Everyone who hunted squirrel used
him. The only problem was he wouldn’t quit hunting when the hunter wanted to leave the swamp
and go home. They often left him treeing a squirrel. It didn’t really matter, because he swam across
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the river and showed up at suppertime if he was left over on the island. I was in my fifties, and a
man and I were sharing a conversation about local hunting, and he brought up that dog and the
dog’s wonderful love of hunting.

Jack (not to be confused with brother Jack) was more than a hunting dog. He was our pet. The
summer months were long for a dog that yearned to be deep in the woods. He followed us kids
up to Mama Harris’ café when we walked up there each day. Jack would walk with us, then run to
the next shade on the road. When we caught up with him, he walked with us again, then suddenly
ran to the next shade and lay down. His coat was black with tan markings. I believe his father was
a Rottweiler. Jack lived to be 16. No medicine in his life. He was buried in the yard just north of
the living room—a real loyal family friend.

I remember Mama getting really mad at another dog—so mad that she got the rifle and shot
it then threw it in a hole in the woods. She said, “That old Clifford was a egg-sucking dog.” It was
not smart to be an egg-sucking dog at our house.

Daddy was going to breed one of his female hunting dogs, and I overheard part of the conver-
sation he made with a man talking about her. I was little and later referred to his female dog with
the same noun he used. That was one of the most severe scoldings he ever gave me. Little people
have big ears and wagging tongues.

A bunch of us cousins would camp for a few days in the woods. We had a horse named
Prince. Prince lived to be old. He would graze on the wild grass. Brother Jackie would hitch him
to our wagon, and we would pile all manner of things in it. We carried butter, eggs, cheese, bread,
and the like. Also, such things as jelly or anything that was not perishable. Mama let us use her
cast iron pots, quilts, etc., and never thought a thing about us riding off, even though none of us
were in our teens yet. We cooked, ate canned meat, got water from the spring, and “bathed” in the
creek. What fun it was. We could have walked home within a couple of hours. We listened to the
animals at night. Fox would howl, and our imaginations worked overtime. No one worried, and
we felt safe, except from the unknown, unseen wild animal that, perhaps, did not exist.

Some of our neighbors, eventually, got television. We rarely watched it, but when we did
we enjoyed Saturday Night Rasslin. For some reason we would just as soon be out in the woods
playing cowboys and Indians or swinging on vines like Tarzan. There were so many wonderful
radio shows that we enjoyed. We actually said, “Let’s go watch the radio” We envisioned the Lone
Ranger racing down a hill with Tonto right behind him, and he always left his silver bullet calling
card. We saw and understood that Only the Shadow Knows. Good was definitive, and evil never
won.

Every little girl wanted a doll, and every boy wanted a cap gun when we were little. Often we
shared what we got. We did get our own fruit at Christmas though. Mama would tell us of times
not too long before we were born that their food was gophers and anything else they could cap-
ture. I know we never saw deer close to where we lived at that time. The population must have
been decimated. Mama knew how to twist a coon out of a hole and showed us. I was afraid of
whatever else would come out.




No. 36 - 2015 West Florida Footprints
T

All of us were born while there was open range. That simply means your cows and other
animals roamed freely, and it was your responsibility to fence your garden. Why even the railroad
had to be fenced, because if your cow was hit they had to pay you the price of the beef. In 1952
the law was passed that it was your responsibility to fence your animals. Today, we wish the deer
knew that law.

Once Mama looked out and saw someone’s bull in our fenced garden. He had knocked down
a section. That garden was our winter food that bull was eating, and that fence was hard to put
back up. Mama got the rifle and shot at it, never thinking she would hit it. Bulls do not run when
you shoot, like a squirrel does. She was so angry she shot again, and—you guessed it—we had
fresh beef for days.

Daddy worked some for St. Regis and the Escambia County. He worked for the roads project
after the depression and had a variety of skills. His love was mechanics, and he could fix anything.
Grandma Fillingim always said he was the smartest child she had, and she had a houseful. My
brother was like that, also. They were born engineers and riggers. Daddy had his small shop on
the other side of the camphor tree, and he loved fixing cars.

Jack took our bicycles apart when he shouldn't have done it. He also cut tops off old cars and
put them together and rigged them, so if we sat in the back and held a rubber hose to keep gas
going to it we could ride through the woods, bending every pine sapling that was small enough.
Even as teenagers, young men would come up, and we girls would work with them on their
cars. Our hands smelled like gasoline when we cleaned the engine parts. The asset for us was we
could understand their conversations when they talked about pistons, cylinders, cams, rods, etc.
Actually, it was fun to understand that a high dip cam made your car sound differently and not
just the muffler.

I remember brother Jack carving—or whittling—a gun. It was a pistol, and he also carved
slingshots. He was good at it and did it to perfection. He also drew pictures. Jack was a year and
a half older than I. Something else he liked to do, which was unusual for his time, was cook. He
loved baking cakes, but we often only had half of the batter left when it was time to put it in the
oven. Mama never cared if we cooked and made a mess.

As we grew older we rode our bicycles out to the highway to see Mrs. Ola Maddox. She had
stacks of funny books, and we relished every word. Mr. Albert Maddox and Daddy fished togeth-
er. Daddy talked about such exotic places as Beaver Dam and Dead River, which was down the
river. We children just did bank fishing.

Mama was born on the east side of Escambia River, and Daddy was born on the east side of
Perdido. That is probably the reason we all love the rivers so much. We walked down to the river
in Molino and fished, and Daddy would take us out near his mother to Perdido River and cook
the fish. It was fun, and we all swam a lot.
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Nora Fleming married Asa Mountain Fillingim in Escambia County. They lived in Pensacola
for a while, then moved out to the “country” Grandma had grown up in Fig City. Fig City had a
name change after a bad freeze killed many of the fig trees and was renamed after the man who
had brought the fig trees in to give his platted town a name. It is still named Ensley, the “new”
name.

Mountain worked on the trolley cars in Pensacola when Grandma met him. She was a beauti-
ful young woman. She was also the daughter of an Irishman. Oddly enough, her first child was
a girl—Elsie—who lived to be nineteen years old when she died of tuberculosis. Daddy was the
oldest son, just as Mama was the oldest child and was a daughter. Daddy had four brothers and
four sisters. Elsie had died before my lifetime, leaving him as the oldest child. There were nine
children. We perceive our grandparents as being so old and out of touch when we are young. I
will never forget my Grandma Fillingim’s pondering out loud, “I never had to put a little baby in
the ground.” In her time little ones often died.

I could belabor the fact of not having a grandpa on Daddy’s side but would rather rejoice that
we had so many years with his mother, Grandma. She said little, but her words were weighty. I
guess she was a person we would say walked softly but carried a big stick. All four of my children
got to know her and enjoy her. She also had a knack of really enjoying children. Like all women of
her day, Grandma wore an apron. Hers had a pocket and was the bib type. When we were young,
she twisted her hair into a bun on the back of her head.

Grandma was the source of much of my genealogy. She gave me her pictures, and I only said
I would copy some so they could be shared. She knew she had the ones from the Falks who lived
down the road where I grew up. She also wanted all of our generation and those after me to have
them. What a sad day when Grandma Fillingim died at the age of 97.

My early memories of dirt roads are vivid, not only of our dog Jack resting in the shadows on
the road and the ditches lined with flowers but, also, of those people we would meet along these
roads. Our town had a barber we all loved. His name was Philip Blake, and his wife lived be-
tween Mama Harris™ café and us. Everyone called him Blake and called his wife Aunt Matilda. She
always wore an apron like most women of that day. There was a time I did not see her for a few
months. I remember her placing her hand on top of my head while she smiled down at me. “Lawd
have mercy, Young'un; how you have grown.” They were wonderful people, and we all loved them.
He had a barbershop, and she had a small store. She attended the church just across the road from
that store.

We rode our bicycles through the tractor trail to get on the road to go up to Molino. We lived
in the south part across the creek. It was an old road that actually led to our house many years
before my time. Trees were close to it, and I now wonder if a car ever drove down it. It was put in
for wagons and carriages and, later, used by a tractor to get to our barn. This trail was full canopy.

[Editor—Lillian Fillingim King (1942-2015) passed away before completing her memories. ]
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Pensacola Events

Transcribed by Denise Mowery

Card Party for Miss Chaffee’s Guest
Miss Adele Clara Chaffee entertained last evening from 3 oclock with a delightful card party
complimentary to her attractive guest Miss Erma Clara Ellis of Greenville, Ala.

There were five tables of merry players, and the first prize a hand painted plate was won by
Miss Daisy Golay. Miss Mcclay won the booby a miniature deck of cards. Mrs. E F. Bingham won
the consolation, a lovely picture of a “Spanish dancing gir]” which she very gracefully presented to
Miss Ellis the honoree.

Miss Chaffee was charmingly assisted in entertaining by her mother Mrs. John G. Wood, her
sisters Mrs. John L. Creary and Mrs. Floyd A. Manker of Indianapolis, Inn.

The guests were Mrs. James B. B. Roberts of Birmingham, Ala., Mrs. T. E. Welles, Mrs. E
E Bingham, Mrs. Harry Gibbs, Mrs. Frank Marstol, Miss Daisy Clara Golay, Miss Edna Golay,
Miss Katharine Wentworth, Miss Ellie Wentworth, Miss Ruby Johnson, Miss Mamie Ward, Miss
Gladys Davenport, Miss Madge Maclay, Miss Lillian Gladden, Miss Elizabeth Clara Rogers and
Miss Florence Haley.

A delicious salad course with coffee was charmingly served.

Miss Chaffee wore a smart frock of white serge and Miss Ellis wore cream Panama over white
silk.

A Family Reunion
Mr. Oliver ]. Semmes” home was the scene of a very happy gathering on Sunday, when he
entertained at a diner at 2 oclock, it being the first time in nine years that he has had his five
children with him at the same time. The dinner was a merry one with the ready wit of Mrs. E. S.
Colston, Mrs. Percy Finlay, Mrs. Raphael Semmes, Mrs. Esther Colston, Mr. Edmond Pendleton
Gaines, Dr. M. T. Gaines, Mr. Oliver Semmes of Pensacola and Mr. Raphael Semmes of Camden
to make it so.—Mobile Register.

Another Chief Operator Leaves to Be Married
Miss Genevieve Murphy, chief operator for the local exchange of the Southern Bell Telephone
Company, resigned that position and left the office last night. On Wednesday Jan. 31 Miss
Murphy is to be married.

Miss Murphy has been with the local exchange for more than four years, and has held the
office of chief operator for the last ten months, her two predecessors each marrying only seven
months after their promotion, she making the third chief operator who has married in less than a
year and a half.

The position is certainly a trying one and the young men seem to appreciate the advantages of
securing a wife who can keep sweet during such discipline, as Miss Murphy and her predecessors
succeeded in doing.
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While regretting her resignation, the patrons of “500” will join cordially with Miss Murphy’s
many personal friends in wishing her every happiness that wedded life can bring her.

Excelsiors Met with Mrs. A. M. McMillan
The Excelsior Flinch had a pleasant afternoon with Mrs. Angus McMillan Wednesday.

There were five tables of players for whom Miss Eulalie Hutchinson scored, the score cards be-
ing pretty white hearts decorated with Gibson heads.

One new member Mrs. Raymond Walters was welcomed and among the visitors were Miss
Lottye Rice of Century, Miss Daisy McAllister and her guest Miss Johns, Miss Maude Duncan,
Miss Mayme Willis Duncan, Miss Eulalie Hutchinson and Miss Townsend of Troy, Ala.

After the game a sweet course was served, including milk punch, ice cream, fruit salad and
cake. The next meeting will be with Mrs. Clyde Wilson.

La France Rose Wedding of Miss Mary Chaffin and Mr. Paul Clark
The beautiful, old-timey residence of Mr. J. A. Chaffin was in a rosy glow throughout last
night for the wedding of his daughter Mary and Mr. Paul Clark of Washington, D. C.

The entire lower floor was thrown open to the friends bidden to the wedding, and the spa-
cious rooms were radiant with La France rose and many pink shaded lights. There was a profu-
sion of dainty La France roses in garlands and clusters, which beautiful idea prevailed, even the
refreshments being served in the form of those exquisite flowers.

Rev. Julian S. Sibley of the First Presbyterian church read the marriage ceremony. The bridal
procession entered the drawing room at half past eight to Mendelsohn’s wedding march, played
by Miss Cora Mallory on the violin and Miss Mildred Anderson on the piano who rendered
“Good Night” by Nevin during the ceremony.

First came the maids, Miss Josephine Chaffin, sister of the bride, and Miss Daisye Hyer, lovely
in gowns of sheer white organdy and carrying La France roses.

The flower girl, little Miss Laura Belle Clark, niece of the bride, from Columbus, Ga., preceded
the bride who entered with her father. She wore a robe of Brussells points and a flowing white veil.

Mr. Harry Clark of Columbus, Ga., was best man for his brother.
The ribbon holders were Miss Mary Keyser and Mr. Chaffin Clark, nephew of the bride.

Guests present from out of town were Mr. and Mrs. Fred Clark, son Chaffin and daugh-
ter Laura Belle of Columbus, Ga.; Mr. Harry and Mr. Ira Clark brothers of the bridegroom, of
Columbus, Ga.; Mrs. George Creary and daughter Mary Emma, of Mobile, Ala.; Mr. and Mrs.
Thomas West of Milton, Fla.; and Mrs. Feltus of Natchez, Miss.

Miss Stella Avery, Miss Marie Sullivan, Miss Allie Willis, Miss Katharine Avery, Miss Bell
Whiting, Miss Alberta Hyer and Mrs. Charles H. Dishman served.

Many handsome presents were received.

Mr. and Mrs. Clark left on the midnight train for Washington where they will make their
home.

12
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Cottage Hill
Special to The Journal
Cottage Hill, Jan. 24—A telegram reached here yesterday from Mr. H. Bucher of Lisbon, Ia.,
giving the sad news of the death of his son Howard Bucher, who died in Des Moines Hospital
on Jan. 21. He made many friends here while at the home of Rev. W. J. Hahn two years ago this
winter.

Mr. George Nichols is working for Mr. Finch.
Mrs. W. J. Hahn and daughter Miss Julia were in the city on business last week.

Quite a number of Pensacolians were in our village Sunday; among them the following: Mrs.
W. L. Hahn and sister Miss Lois Houlette, Miss Arlon, Mr. Chas. Beall, Mr. W. H. Morgan, Mr.
Adams and Mr. Bennett.

Mrs. J. A. Leese returned to the city with Mrs. W. L. Hahn.

We are very much delighted that Mr. Egbert Beall and family of Pensacola have again moved
to the Hill.

Constable W. H. Smith has been quite busy of late.

Mrs. W. H. Finch is on the sick list at this writing.

Mr. Matties and family have moved into one of Dr. Cate’s houses.
Mr. Beaumeister of Quintette was here Monday.

Last Sunday was Rev. J. Becks Sunday to preach, but owing to the unpleasantness of the
weather he failed to appear.

The first quarterly meeting will be held the 27" and the 28" of this month at the M. E. church.
Mrs. Dr. Adams and daughter Neita are visiting her grandmother Mrs. Walters.

Olive
Special to The Journal
Olive, Jan. 24—Our little town is getting to be more like New York every day. We have now in
our neighborhood a little saw mill, which has improved our town greatly.

Mr. D. M. Merritt left today on the Mobile train for Atmore where he is called to the bedside
of his mother, who is very low.

Horseback riding is the popular sport nowadays. Mrs. Alice Creighton and brother Mr.
Robert Merritt and Mr. Will Smith spent a very pleasant evening on Sunday last, riding and look-
ing at the country.

We wonder what is so attractive to Mr. Jodie Creighton. He seems to have special business
over at Pine Forest.

Miss Maggie Owsley spent Saturday and Sunday last in Pensacola.
Mr. Billie Hoyt was a pleasant visitor here Sunday last.

—The Pensacola Journal, January 25, 1906, p 6
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West Florida Genealogical Society 2015 Seminar
with Kelvin Meyers

Topics

Plowing Through the Land Records to Find Your
Ancestor

Probate: More Than a Will

Who Cares Who Their Neighbors Were? You Do,
That’s Who!

The Hand That Rocked the Cradle Could Rule the
World

Questions / Answers

A fifth generation Texan and professional forensic genealogist since 1996, Kelvin is a
frequent speaker to genealogical societies and family associations throughout the United
States. As a graduate of Texas Tech University with a history major, he is an avid research-
historian. After being employed for ten years in the Genealogy Department of the Dallas
Public Library, Kelvin now has a solo practice as a forensic genealogist serving clients that
include probate attorneys, trust department of banks, the US Immigration Service, and
energy companies. Kelvin is a 1989 and 1990 alumni of the Institute of Genealogical and
Historical Research at Samford University and has returned to IGHR as lecturer. He is a
past board member of the Association of Professional Genealogist, a past President of the
Lone Star Chapter of APG, and a founding member for the Council for the Advancement
of Forensic Genealogy (CAFG). Kelvin currently serves as the chairman of the history and
archives committee for First United Methodist Church in Dallas.

\

Door Prizes and Winners Sponsors

What Did They Mean By That? A Dictionary of Historical Ancestry.com

and Genealogical Terms — Myra Pinney Fold3.com
1-Year Subscription to Newspapers.com — Ed Fabian Newspapers.com
1-Year Subscription to Fold-3 — Carolyn Kranz Members First Credit
Ancestry Autosomal DNA Kit — Dorothy Wallace Union of Florida
1-Year Subsciption to Ancestry Academy (self-paced Thank You To

courses from the experts — David Gonzalez Booker T. Washington
6-Month Subscription to Ancestry U.S. Discovery — High School

Clarence Brown Barbie R. Spears,
Ancestry Family Tree Maker for Microsoft — Corrine Drama Teacher and

Barrow Auditorium Manager
Ancestry Family Tree Maker for Mac 3 — Debra Mowery
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People and Events

E. Nellie Beck
Transcribed by Denise Mowery

Death of Howard Bucher Well Known in Pensacola
Mrs. John A. Leese of Boone, Ia.—who is visiting her brother Mr. W. L. Hahn, received a mes-
sage Monday evening announcing the death of Mr. Howard Bucher of Lisbon, Ia.

The young man, only twenty-three years old, will be pleasantly remembered by many
Pensacolians as a popular visitor two years ago when he was a guest of Mr. and Mrs. W. L. Hahn.

Mr. Bucher passed away Sunday afternoon in a hospital after an operation for appendicitis.
He was a very close friend of the whole Hahn family, and the unexpected news has deepened the
cloud of sorrow already enveloping them, and will be received with profound regret by all who
knew Mr. Bucher, thus cut off in the beautiful and promising morning of his manhood.

Pretty Little Romance of Pensacola Couple
A pretty little romance has just come to light by the expected return of a young lady known to
her many friends as Miss Lillie Callaghan but who has been Mrs. E. ]. Elliott for several months.

Mr. Elliott is a well known business man, and on May 12 last year he secured a license to
marry Miss Callaghan, but for reasons of their own they kept the wedding secret.

At the first hint of quarantine, Mr. Elliott sent his bride to the convent of Mercy in Atlanta
where she was educated after the death of her mother, but, having passed through the fever in
Jacksonville and considering himself immune, he decided to stick to his post here and look after
the interest of his employers.

Now, Mrs. Elliott is expected home in a few days and the friends of both will prepare to give
her a cordial reception and will unite in best wishes for the happiness of both.

Mrs. Pepper Entertains New City Flinch
There were no visitors at the New City Flinch Club meeting yesterday. Mrs. Bartow Pepper the
hostess having only the active members of the club.

A delightful chicken salad course with hot coffee, was greatly enjoyed after the game. The next
meeting will be with Mrs. James T. Gerelds.

Mrs. Anson Was Hostess of Neighborhood Euchre
Mrs. H. O. Anson was hostess of the Neighborhood Afternoon Euchre club Tuesday
afternoon.

There were six tables of five-hand euchre, and the lovely prizes were first, an ebony handled
silver tea strainer won by Mrs. Macgibbon, and the consolation, a cut glass violet holder won by
Mrs. Nellie Cravey Gilmore.

The club will meet next Tuesday afternoon with Miss Fannie Aiken at Mrs. J. Storm
McGaugheys.
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Mrs. Kenneth Bruce left yesterday for Atmore to spend a few days, after which she goes to De
Funiak Springs to join Mr. Bruce. Mrs. Bruce has had a most pleasant visit here and has been the
honoree of several beautiful functions—Mobile Herald.

Mr. Jack Brandon is at his home sick but not dangerously so, expecting to be out in a few days.

Miss Ella Dure of Mobile has arrived and is visiting Miss Philipa Wilkins at Fisherville for the
Wilkins-Lambert wedding at which she will be an attendant.

Little Carlise, the lovely baby daughter of Mayor and Mrs. Charles H. Bliss who was danger-
ously ill of pneumonia on Sunday was much improved, yesterday and the attending physician is
now hopeful that she will recover, to the great relief of the anxious parents and a host of sympa-
thizing friends.

Mr. and Mrs. E. R. Osborne of Jacksonville are in the city, visiting relatives and are the guests
of Mr. and Miss Roberts.

—The Pensacola Journal, January 24, 1906, p. 6

End of the Scare
Transcribed by Denise Mowery

Pensacola Has No More Fear of Yellow Jack.
Nevertheless People Are Fleeing the Town, and Other Cities Have Established Quarantine.

Special to The Morning Call.

Pensacola, Fla., Aug. 10.—No suspicious case of sickness was reported up to a late hour
tonight. The panic is over, and a committee of safety was appointed at a massmeeting tonight to
thoroughly investigate matters and request Surgeon-General Wyman to send an expert in yellow-
fever here to make a thorough examination.

Birmingham, Ala., Aug. 10—Birmingham has declared quarantine against Pensacola, Fla. A
special train passed through here this morning filled with refugees. They were not allowed to get
off, the doors being locked, and guards were on all the platforms. They went north from here.

Cullman, Ala., Aug. 10—Four passenger coaches filled with refugees from the yellow fever
scare at Pensacola, Fla., passed through here today, bound north. Cullman’s rigid quarantine pre-
vented any stop here.

—San Francisco Call, August 11, 1893
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Florida Pioneer Descendant Certification Program

Two members of the West Florida Genealogical Society,
Shirley Davis and Mary Ellen Clark,
were awarded the Florida Pioneer Descendant Certificate.

[BT

Shirley Davis

Descendant of Florida Pioneer John Nelson

Y ——— i
o y -

Lauren Hayes, Mary Ellen Clark, Leah Hayes, Peggy Clark Hayes

Descendants of Florida Pioneers
Reuben Bowman, James Dowling C. Bowman, and Mary Townley

I
=
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East Hill and West Hill

Transcribed by Denise Mowery

East Hill
What a Reporter of The News Found in a Day in the Northeast Portion of the City.

Lake View cottage, one of the most attractively located suburban homes in the South, is being
renovated and the carriage house and stables being put in good condition. Prof. John P. Patterson
will move into it on May Ist. The cottage has four rooms, a dinning room and kitchen, and lovely
scenery greets the eye from every window. A fine breeze strikes the place in the summer, and with
the modern improvements now being added to the place the principal of Public School No. 1 will
be well fixed for the warm season. He is to be envied.

Mr. Angus McMillans new residence on Hayne street near Belmont is nearly completed. It
contains three rooms, kitchen and bath room, and will be a cozy little home.

Mr. J. C. Green has laid the foundation for a two-story, brick residence on the corner of
Belmont and Hayne streets. The building will be pushed to completion as rapidly as possible.

Miss Maggie Sowell of Brewton, Ala., has returned home after a two weeks’ visit to Miss Addie
Myers.

Mr. Holtz, of Chicago, Ill. has purchased five handsome lots from Mr. Thomas McMillan, and
contemplates building a residence upon them at once.

Side walks are being laid in all directions.

Mrs. J. C. Pebley, Mrs. Prof. ]. P. Patterson, Miss Thompson of the Kindergarten, Mrs. Moreno,
Miss Mann of Cincinnati, Miss Folger of Cincinnati, Mrs. Dr. Ridgeway, Mrs. Dr. Riser, Miss
Gertie Patterson and Mr. Bishop yesterday picnicked to Jaffrey Bay near Capt. J. C. Pettersen’s
handsome place.

The Misses Folger and Manus, of Cincinnati, who are visiting the family of Mr. ]. C. Pebley,
will be pleased to have their friends call upon them.

Mr. Claude Donaldson, who has been severely ill for some time past with pneumonia, is
slowly convalescing. He is now trying the effects of a change of air, having gone to the country for
the purpose.

The family of Mr. J. M. Day, the popular jeweler who had been seriously indisposed quite
recently, are now all up and about again.

Several families are looking for residence location on Stoddard Avenue.
The residences of Mr. Frank Phillips and Mrs. Reese are being newly painted.
Several of Professor Patterson’s friends are speaking of building near Lake View cottage.

Mr. A. Stoddart of Fairnie Hill is enclosing and bringing under cultivation several blocks of
land on and near Stoddart avenue.
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The death is announced of W. S. Helterbrand, a brother-in-law of Mr. Frank Mayson, which
occurred at Pollard, Ala., from consumption on the 10" inst.

The Fairnie Hill management is looking daily for ten blooded milch cows from Alabama.

West Hill
A Reporter’s Jottings of a Day in the Northwest Portion of the City.

John Frear has just completed a four-room residence on La Rua near De Villier Street.

Col. Walter Tate’s three new cottages on De Villiers near La Rua street have been finished. One
of them contains five, the other two four, rooms.

Mr. Jos. McVoy is having the foundations laid for two four-room cottages on La Rua street
near the hospital.

Mr. John Burns has recently completed and moved into an elegant two-story, eight-room cot-
tage on De Villiers, beyond Reed’s store.

The Dallas place, on the corner of De Villiers and Jackson streets, recently damaged by fire,
has been repaired and put in good condition.

Mr. Calvin Henry has nearly completed a five room cottage next door to his own residence on
De Villiers street near La Rua.

Sidewalks are going down on every hand.

Mrs. S. E. Lewis has just had built a store room addition to her residence, No. 501 West La
Rua street.

Mr. E Kline has just completed a residence annex to his store, corner Belmont and Spring
streets.

Mr. James Burns contemplates building an addition to his house on Howell street near C.

The plank walk leading to St. John’s cemetery is in a bad condition and should be repaired at
once. Several people have partly fallen through the breaks, but so far no material injury has result-
ed from the tumbles. The people of the West Hill often use the walk as a promenade, and, besides
the dangerous condition it is in, rowdy boys often congregate on the corners and render passing
ladies very uncomfortable by their ill manners.

—The Daily News, April 21, 1889, p. 4
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Nursing at Pensacola Hospital in the 1920s

Personal Reflections of Crescencia Kramer Green and Mary Stubbins
Pulley and Wild Stories of What Went On in the Hospital

Submitted by Cynthia G. Dean

Nursing was much different in those days. Nurses had to scrub floors and beds, change bed
pans and numerous other unpleasant duties. Crescencia finished training in 1928, a three-year
program. Mary was a year behind.

In training, the girls wore blue and white striped uniforms, long-sleeved that buttoned up
with three buttons and white cuffs pulled over that and stiff white collars that had to be laundered
and bibs and aprons. Students could not come out of a room with sleeves rolled up, so after giving
a bath one had to hurry up and roll the sleeves back down and put the cuffts back down before
exiting the patient’s room. They finally let them cut the sleeves off.

There was a strict seniority protocol. If a nurse
got into an elevator in front of another who was six
months ahead of her, she would be snatched back.

Classes were every afternoon. Doctors would
lecture at night. By the time the students got oft
duty, they got in bed to study and fell asleep. Some
of their text books were Anatomy, Physiology,
Bacteriolgy, Obstetrics, Biology, and Materia
Medica. They took state boards in Jacksonville after
they graduated.

Nurses lived in a dormitory with three to a room
or, sometimes, six. Mary Locklin [Moore] and Isabel
Hurley [Philpot] were in a room of six, called the
“general ward.” Mary was on evening shift one night
and got off at 11:00. Isabel had already gone to bed.
Mary turned on the light to see how to undress.
Isabel got up and snapped it off. Mary turned it back
on, and Isabel got up and turned it off again. That
went on about three times. Finally, Isabel got some-
thing and climbed up to unscrew the bulb and put it
under her pillow. She had her way.

Crescencia Kramer in student uniform

They were taught by the nuns who were very knowledgeable. Crescencia was on Sister
Ludevine’s hall for a long time. Sister seemed to have eyes in the back of her head. She knew what
everyone was doing. If you didn’t do it right, you had to come back. She would even go get a night
nurse who had gone to bed, make her get dressed and come back on the hall and do it right. Sister
was tough but kind. After that, she would do something sweet.
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Sheets with any flaws were not to be put on the beds. One day, Crescencia put a sheet on with
a small tear at the bottom where it did not show. Sister Ludevine found it. She brought in all the
nurses on the hall to stand around in the room and turned back the bed and showed them what
Miss Kramer had done. Crescencia never again put a sheet on with a tear.

All head nurses were nuns. Students were taught how to stack the linens in the linen closet.
There were white, iron beds in the children’s ward. The “probes” had to scrub the white iron beds.
Ruby Appleby [Fritch] was very upset because she had to scrub a bed. She said, “I came in here to
learn nursing”

There was no air conditioning back then. It was very hot, and all the windows in the hospital
were left up in the summer, until it rained. Then, they would have to run around and pull down
all the windows. As soon as the rain stopped, they ran around and pulled them all up again. Just
one nurse would be on the floor from 7:00-11:00 PM. The nurse would have to give treatments,
take babies to their mothers for feeding, give all medications, and still run around pulling win-
dows up and down. One night, Crescencia was so exhausted that she went into the kitchen and
stretched out on the floor.

The “hall” was the whole
floor. The first floor was just
offices. The basement was the
lab and X-ray. The second and
third floors were for patients.
The fourth floor was the oper-
ating room. And there was a
colored section, a wing going
to the back of the hospital.

They did not have “hos-
pital beds” that rolled up and
down. To raise the head of the
bed, someone had to lift each
side of the bed onto a wooden
frame to prop up the bed. They
referred to this as a “bed elevator” One young man was hemorrhaging after a tonsillectomy. He
called out “Get me an elevator” A new nurse trainee ran out in the hall and punched the but-
ton for the elevator. She said, “It’s here” Could have been the same gal who sterilized a hot water
bottle by putting it in a pan of strong Lysol.

Pensacola Hospital

Gas was the first anesthetic. Nurses would put gas on their noses and get silly.

Mary could not stand a tonsil operation. Dr. Lischkoft would put a hook in the tonsil and
squeeze it off. The nurse would have to lift it out. Crescencia dropped one on somebody’s tongue
and the next one on his chin.

Nurses were not allowed to deliver babies, but sometimes the doctor was late, and the baby
did not wait.
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A young nurse asked Mary what to do if that happened. Mary told her she had to try to get it
back in before the doctor got there. Dr. Payne nearly cracked up when she told him that.

Mary witnessed her first abortion thinking she was observing a D & C. Sister Elizabeth was
standing behind her saying her beads. Mary said, “Oh there’s a little leg.” Sister nearly knocked
Mary down. Mary did not realize what was happening.

The things doctors did—nobody would dare say a word about it. No one would have ever
thought of suing a doctor back then.

Miss Tibia in the lab didn’t have any helpers. She had to do all the work. If they needed some-
body in the lab at night, she would have to get up out of bed and go take care of it. She would save
her urine and water the big ferns at the hospital. They did really well.

Mary hadn’t been in training too long when they took them all down to an autopsy to the un-
dertaking parlor—Fisher Pou. When they got back to the hospital, they had liver for dinner. Mary
couldn’t eat a bite.

A wealthy woman was killed in a wreck. Supposedly, she was buried with her ermine coat and
diamonds.

Families did not want their dead left alone. Mary and another nurse went to the undertaker
while they embalmed the woman. Nurses stayed all night with the coffin and went to the home.

Nurses were also trained in what to do for patients if they died at home. They had to prepare
them for burial if they were not going to an undertaker, which happened in those days. Usually, a
nurse was on duty at the time, because the patient was very ill. Nurses were taught what packing
to do. The body had to be buried right away. They were not allowed to keep them over night. So, if
the body was prepared that morning, someone was supposed to take it by afternoon and bury it.

Some families didn’t believe in embalming, nor in cremation. Their dead were buried within
24 hours.

A colored man walked into the hospital when Mary was on the desk. Any new patient who
came in got a tub bath. Mary never heard such screaming. “Please don’t make me get in that
water.” They strapped him to the bed. Only the doctor could go in. They gave the patient shots.
Police were stationed outside the room and were given orders to shoot him if he broke loose.
The patient was foaming at the mouth. Doctors came from Jacksonville and all around. They had
never seen a case of hydrophobia. The patient begged for water but would go mad if they showed
it to him. They put a $5.00 bill down on the table and told him he could have it if he would drink
the water. He couldn’t do it. They could run the water across the hall, and he would go crazy to
hear it running. He lived five days.

The 1926 explosion at Newport Industries was just horrible. Men were brought in by the
droves. The hospital didn't have enough beds. Some patients were walking up and down the hall.
Their clothes were burned off. You couldn't tell if some of them were black or white, and they
would just have a sheet draped around them. In those days, they used carron oil to treat them.
They soaked rags and sheets and draped them on the patients. Families heard about the explosion
and came to the hospital. It was awful.
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In 1926 was also a hurricane to remember. The skylight in the operating room blew in. They
had to sweep water from the fourth floor down to the third, to the second, to the first and out
the door. They had no electricity and no running water. They brought water to the hospital in
big tanks. Nurses were not supposed to take a bath or wash their faces in it. It was kept only for
medication and drinking. Faye Jernigan [Ames] wanted to brush her teeth. She had a rose bud in
a vase of water, so she took the rose out and brushed her teeth with water from the bud vase. They
only had flashlights and a couple of oil lamps at the hospital, and the doctors came visiting with
their flashlights. Some people who were scared of the storm came and stayed at the hospital.

A comical thing happened during the storm. Crescencia was in a patient’s room at the front of
the hospital and saw a man running north on 12" Avenue like he was in a race. He was in a bath-
ing suit and had a badly lacerated arm and was trying to get into the hospital. It was impossible to
drive a car during the storm; it would have blown all over the street. He was running so fast, and
the wind was blowing so hard that he could not stop at the hospital and, finally, caught hold of a
tree in the next block.

Intravenous fluids were given back then, but only the doctors were allowed to do that. Nurses
could not even take blood pressure. Crescencia did not learn how to take a blood pressure until
she finished training and was working with the Red Cross one time.

Oxygen was used and blood transfusions were given but not frequently. Operations included
laparotomies, appendectomies and plenty of tonsillectomies. One father had five children, one
had very bad tonsils. He said, “Well just get through with all of it,” and had all the children’s ton-
sils out at the same time.

Private duty nursing presented other challenges. One patient was upstairs at her home and
very sick with pneumonia. They didn’t have any help. There were two little children. Crescencia
had to wait on her and fix the little children’s breakfast and go down their long back steps to get
some coal to keep the fire going.

At another home, they were cooking out in the yard. They had a kitchen but not a stove. The
woman was not clean and had to have a bath, and there were ants crawling in her toenails. They
didn’t have much of anything, but the
mantel was lined up with empty liquor
bottles. Crescencia took out her ther-
mometer to take the woman’s tempera-
ture, and her husband said, “You ain’t
putting that nasty thing in my wife’s
mouth.”

Nurses on roof the hospital in scrub caps
holding a post surgery blanket.
Crescencia Kramer, Lenora Golson,
Essie Mae Gannon, Carrie Manci
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Nurses were never to touch the umbilical cord after the baby was delivered and the dress-
ing was put on. They called them belly bands, which would be left on till the cord fell off. At one
home, when Crescencia was about to leave, the father said “You don’t need to come back. You
didn’t change the dressing on the cord.” She tried to explain that it wasn’t supposed to be changed.

Private duty nurses in a home had 24-hour shifts. The nurse slept there but was on call at
night. She got four hours off in the afternoon and was paid $7.00 for the 24 hours.

There were no antibiotics back then. People used home remedies to treat the flu, particularly
Life Everlasting Tea (rabbit tobacco). They would go out into a wooded area and break oft a lot
of plants and hang them up to dry and then make tea out of. It was very bitter, so they put a little
sugar in it. It caused people to perspire freely.

According to Crescencia, the worse thing they ever did was to close up the red light district.
Now, prostitutes are all over town. When they had the red light district, they made all those girls
come up to the clinic and get blood tests and smears and kept them clean. They would not let
them come to town except on Wednesday afternoon, Mary said. When one of them came to the
hospital, the nurses always liked to nurse them. They gave good presents and were always really
nice.

Both Mary and Crescencia confessed that the wildest thing they ever did was to ride down
Zarragossa Street, which was the red light district at that time. Mary said that the time she went
she saw girls sitting out on the porch with those negligees with feathers all over them and all
painted up. Crescencia said that after a youth group meeting at church her brother had their
daddy’s car with a crowd in it, and that was the most exciting thing they could think of to do. So,
they drove through the red light district really fast but didn’t see a soul.

The Pensacola Hospital, built in 1915, was on 12" Avenue between DeSoto and Gonzalez
Streets and was later called Sacred Heart Hospital, which eventually relocated to north 9" Avenue.
The older hospital has offices and restaurants, now.

Sources
Tape recording Cynthia Dean has of conversation between Crescencia Green and Mary Pulley on
July 10 and 11, 1987.

Tape recording of interview of Crescencia Green by Betty Vickers on March 12, 1986.
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Warrington and Woolsey

Gayle L. Sweet

Warrington and Woolsey were villages that were
founded as a result of the building of the Pensacola Navy
Yard in1826, authorized in 1824. They were located out-
side the wall that enclosed the Naval Station, and both
were named for Navy Yard commandants. Captain Lewis
Warrington was the first commandant and Captain
Melancthon T. Woolsey was his successor. Woolsey was
located north of the wall, and Warrington was built west
of the wall and was the larger of the two. These villages
were built as a result of the Navy Yard workers that needed
a place to live, as Pensacola was too far away, and at times
the roads were impassable, while water transportation was
too unpredictable in inclement weather.

Most of the
people living in
Warrington were Captain Lewis Warrington
skilled workers and
bar pilots. A number were immigrants from Europe, while
others came from various places in the United States. Some
who settled on this property as early as the 1820s were
given permits, and built at their own expense. In reality,
they were considered squatters, as they received no title to
the land; in addition, they were not allowed to vote. As the
need arose, the Navy permitted the building of churches,
schools, stores, and other buildings for public usage.

Some of the larger homes that were built became rooming
houses for the carpenters, machinist, blacksmiths, masons,
; s and painters that worked at the yard. In the meantime,
Captain Melancthon T. Woolsey Woolsey became home for the naval officers and civilian
supervisors.

By the 1850s there may have been 1,500 people living in the two towns. A substantial building
slip and floating dry dock was built for repair and construction of combatant ships. At this time,
the Navy Yard built two warships—the Pensacola and the Seminole. By 1861 Florida seceded and
became the Republic of Florida. Florida troops, aided by troops from nearby Alabama, captured
the villages, the Navy Yard, and the forts without firing a shot. However, a Union officer and a
small number of sailors and soldiers had occupied Fort Pickens on Santa Rosa Island. By control-
ling the entrance to Pensacola Bay, the Union personnel made the Navy Yard almost useless to
the Confederates. A number of residents of Warrington and Woolsey were granted permission to
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leave when they expressed their loyalty to the United States. By November 1861, the Union forces
fired 5,000 rounds in the direction of the Navy Yard. The cannonballs tore huge holes in homes,
and fires burned the others. Another bombardment on January 1, 1862 added to the destruc-
tion. In May 1862 the Confederates abandoned the entire bay area, but before leaving burned
everything from the Navy Yard to the junction of the Mobile Road. When Union forces occupied
the area, they found few buildings standing. Occupation of Pensacola lasted less than a year, and
when they pulled out they took over 1,000 Pensacolians to the vicinity of the Navy Yard. Near
where Woolsey had stood, the shack town of Barrancas sprang up. Following the ending of the
Civil War, the Navy destroyed Barrancas and its hovels. Again, Warrington and Woolsey were re-
established on the old sites.

Life was routine at the Navy Yard, Warrington, and Woolsey until the Spanish-American War.
The nearest important Navy Yard installation to Mexico was the Pensacola Navy Yard; therefore,
the facility took on added importance during that period of time.

After the Spanish-American War, life resumed as routine until 1911. The Navy Yard was
closed. During this period of time, from 1911 to 1914, Pensacola experienced one of its worst eco-
nomic periods. In 1914 the Naval Air Station was established. New roads were built. The Dummy
Line, preferably called the Bayshore Line, an electric street car, made the run from Pensacola in
about 30 minutes. World War I brought more expansion to the Naval Air Station.

By 1918, Woolsey was in the way of the expansion. Therefore, the people of Woolsey were giv-
en 30 days by the Navy to move. Many of the houses were too large for the bridge; therefore, they
had to be razed. Warrington got the ax in 1930. Again, the inhabitants were given 30 days to move
from the reservation. The order was signed by Admiral A. W. Marshall and was issued on August
25, 1930. All civilians had to leave their homes. Those who could afford to move their homes
bought lots in New Warrington and moved their houses that were cut in sections and loaded
aboard trucks to be transported to their new home sites. For those who could not afford to move
their home, an “act of God occurred.” The houses burned to the ground. In addition to individu-
als moving, a number of members of their family who had predeceased them were reinterred to
various cemeteries in the area. There still remain a number of graves of previous employees of the
Naval Station buried now within the confines of Barrancas National Cemetery. Those individuals
who were born at the Navy Yard or Naval Air Station and were forced to move referred to “Old
Warrington” as their birth place. A few of those individuals are still alive but are greatly decreased
in numbers.

—Original article, written by W. B. “Woody” Skinner, historian and history teacher at
Pensacola High School, appeared in the Pensacola News Journal, Sunday, May 2, 1971 (Much of
Mr. Skinner’s information was obtained from A. E. Forster and J. D. Robinson, who, between
them, served the Pensacola Air Station a total of 80 years.)
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Scenic Highway

Submitted by Suzanne Weathers

In 1927, with an eye toward tourism and as part of Escambia County’s road program, con-
struction of Scenic Highway began and was completed in September 1929. (See Highway
Construction Camp Memories.) The highway runs along Escambia Bay from the Bayou Texar
Bridge to the junction of Highway 291 near
Riverview.

A bridge across Bayou Texar was built in
1921 by Charles Hill Turner. Beyond the east
end of the bridge to the south is Emmanuel,
or English, Point where just offshore are the
remains of a 16™ century Spanish ship believed
to be from the first Spanish attempt at coloni-
zation of America by De Luna.

Around the bend in East Pensacola
Heights is Magnolia Bluff where the Pensacola
and Atlantic Railroad in 1883 built a resort for =0 iy
escaping city life. The area was also used by the Bayou Texar Bridge (
navy for maneuvers.

-5

¢. 1906-1907)

At the foot of Summit Boulevard is the
19-acre Bay Bluff Park, established in 1980 as
a grassroots effort led by Patricia Brettman to
save a portion of the area.

Gaberonne Point was the home of Charles
LaValle, partner of Marianna Bonifay,
Pensacola’s first business woman. Later the
Abercrombie, Bacon, and Raiford Brick Co.
operated on the site.

Marianna Bonifay built a house in 1812
at the intersection of Old Swamp Road and
Old Spanish Trail which was the main road
to Pensacola from Gull Point. From 1809 to 1827, Manuel Bonifay, Marianna’s oldest son, oper-
ated the brickyard. Then, Juan de la Rua made the bricks for Ft. Pickens. Before the Civil War, the
Yniestra Brick Co. was here. In 1883, it was a train stop. In the 1850s, John McCrary invented a
brick making machine here. Bricks were made for Ft. Taylor and Ft. Jefferson.

Magnolia Bluff

At Bohemia are the remains of The Chimney. It was over 30 feet high and is the remains of
the Hyer-Knowles steam powered sawmill constructed in 1854. It was destroyed in the Civil War
by Lt. Col. Beard. M. E Gonzalez rebuilt, in 1881, a mill using the old chimney. In 1883, Bohemia
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became a train stop. The mill closed in the 1920s, and the community disappeared. In 1935, light-
ning cracked the chimney. The DOT repaired it in 1971 and installed a lightning rod. The mill
here was the largest of its kind in America, producing 2,000 wooden shingles and finished planks
a day. At one time, a rice plantation was located in the wetlands of the area.

Juan de la Rua and wife, Margaretta
(Bonifay) built a house on three acres at
Gull Point (Puerto Diablo). It was a two-
story house with framework entirely of
red cedar. Subsequent owners were Walker
Anderson, the Wright family, Celestine
Gonzalez, and Moses Yniestra. In 1833, it
was sold to Judge John Cameron for $716.00.
Dr. John Brosnaham purchased it in 1875.
It had many orange trees at the time, and
the book Pensacola and Its Surroundings
Illustrated says about the Yniestra Brothers’
place, “These bluffs extend for miles, offering
the most desirable location in all Florida for orange groves.” Dr. Brosnaham shipped oranges to
Pensacola for sale. The house burned in 1998.

i
Gull Point home of Dr. Brosnaham

It was at Gull Point where American delegates from Pensacola and St. Augustine gathered at
the home of Juan de la Rua for the first Florida Legislative Council to begin the framework of ter-
ritorial government.

The Noriega brickyard and plantation was just below Stony Point. Bricks were first made here
by the British at Robert Waugh's brickyard in the 1770s. The site was later the Gonzalez brickyard.
Joseph Noriega was elected mayor in 1820, the first and last Spanish mayor. From 1902 to 1945
the Pensacola Tar and Turpentine Co. and “Company Town” produced naval stores here. Many of
the vats and structures remain.

At Lora, or Lauras, Point, the first bridge across the Escambia Bay opened on August 15, 1882.
On a VIP excursion across the bay, the train stopped in the center of the bridge, and a champagne
toast was made. The opening was called the greatest thing to occur in Escambia County.

A little north was E. E Skinner’s Mill. It had three drying kilns, and he owned his own tug-
boat. Years later, this was a popular picnic area known as Skinner’s Park with many huge, moss-
draped oak trees. In about 1791, the British dug kaolin, a type of white clay, from these cliffs and
sent it to England where English clay pipes and some Wedgewood pottery were made. Wells” Mill
was just north of here.

In the northern reach of Scenic Highway is the area where the settlement of Campbell Town
was started in January 1766 by 46 French Protestants under British Lt. Gov. Monfort Browne and
Pastor Peter Levrier. It was an experiment intended to harvest silk and produce wine. The area
was later owned by Joseph Noriega, followed by the Pritchetts and the Slayback brickyards.
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At the mouth of the Escambia River, the Beelersville settlement was promoted by Charles and
Thomas Beeler. In 1814, about a dozen investors bought 192 lots. The streets were named, but,
when the capital of Florida was moved to Tallahassee, none were ever developed, and the Beelers
moved out to escape debts.

A 3.7-mile causeway bridge opened on July 8, 1926, replacing the ferry crossings. Ten thou-
sand automobiles are said to have crossed it in the first five hours it was opened.

In 1973, the Pick 'n Poke Garden Club asked for it to be designated as a scenic route by the
state, and it was, but no special protection was given. In 1989, Mary Ann Talbert founded the
Scenic Highway Protection group and was able to get billboards banned. The road was widened
and resurfaced in the early 1960s. Westinghouse built a plant at Lora Point in 1967, then sold it to
GE about 2000.

Sources
Lee Sutton
E. Bowden newspaper articles
Pensacola Historical Society
Judy Bense
Jules Wernike
Pioneering in the Panhandle
Pensacola and Its Surroundings Illustrated, W. D. Chipley, 1877, p. 18.

Scenic Highway Construction Camp Memories

Submitted by Suzanne Weathers from Memories of Gladys Bunch

In 1927, I was hired as cook and housekeeper by the Orange State Engineering Company,
which had a contract to build three miles of Scenic Highway (State Road 10A). My employer was
Captain Turner, a retired Army captain. He was nicknamed Red, as he had a shock of fiery red
hair.

My husband was hired to transfer the men from Pensacola to the job each morning and
evening. We had a camp house on a ridge behind the old Gonzalez homestead at the old chimney
site. The Gonzalez family at the time was the only white family around for several miles. Captain
Turner built a dinky railroad through the swamp and ran a dinky train in to clean away the de-
bris. We had very little mechanical equipment in those days and had to use oxen to remove tree
stumps, etc. The great beasts worked from morning till night, until it seemed they were com-
pletely exhausted. The drivers were very kind to the teams. They were rough, hardened men; yet,
they would speak so kindly to the oxen, sometimes crooning to them softly, stopping to rub them
down after a hard, long pull.

The camp house was a rough, old-fashioned structure, unfinished inside. It had never seen a
brush of paint. It had four rooms and a breezeway in the middle, only wooden doors, shutter-type
windows made of wood with wire tacked over the windows but no screen doors. The kitchen door
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and the front door stood open at all times, but we could shut our bedroom off from the flies and
mosquitoes. We had to keep a watchful eye out for rattlers, coral snakes, coons, and opossums.
There were always a few chameleons in the bed before we got there. I have seen the great, steam
shovel come up dripping with water moccasins. It was a rugged life and no place for a tenderfoot.

I had from twenty to as high as thirty-two men to cook for, three times a day. About fifteen
stayed at night; the rest came back and forth. The food was very plain and had to be cooked as
used, as there was no way of keeping leftovers. It consisted mostly of salt meat and milk gravy,
hot biscuits, syrup, oleo, and coffee for breakfast; beans, potatoes and cornbread for dinner and
supper. Sometimes the men would go out in the bay after work and get shrimp, oysters, fish, etc.,
and we would have a feast. I baked hot bread three times a day—biscuits for breakfast and sup-
per—cornbread for dinner.

I will never forget the captain getting a barrel of salt mackerel. It was without doubt the salti-
est fish I ever tasted. The men despised it. I tried fixing it every way, only to have to throw it out.
The men decided they would get rid of it, so they would take a bundle of it and throw it out in the
woods as they went to town. Soon the barrel was empty.

The captain came in one day to take inventory of supplies and noted that the barrel was empty
and said, “Well, the men must have like the salt fish” and straightway brought another barrel. Ha!
They nearly had a fit. But, I wouldn’t let them throw it away. I sent word to Mrs. Gonzalez to ask if
she knew of any way I could remove enough of the salt so the fish would be edible. She told me to
take three or four red bricks, put them in a dishpan of cold water, put the fish in, and soak them
overnight. So I did, and they really were good. The bricks had drawn the salt out.

We had many funny things happen, but at the time they seemed like a crisis. My garbage dis-
posal was a big, white hog. It was just a pig when it started hanging around the camp. My husband
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warned me not to feed it, or it would be a nuisance, but when I would have leftovers that soured,
and potato peelings I would put them out, and the pig would get rid of them for me.

One day while I was gone to the dentist, he rooted the door open and took over the camp,
broke into a 100-pound sack of flour and tracked it all over the place. Oh, what a time I had try-
ing to get it cleaned up before the captain saw it.

The captain was surely a hard man, but I suppose he had to be. One day he came in and gave
the men a pep talk. He said, “This fine lady came out here to keep house for us, and I want no
vulgarity or cursing or drinking in this camp.” As he turned to walk away, to the surprise of all of
us, there was a pint of whiskey sticking out of his pocket.

We all worked very hard. I was up at 4:00 AM each morning and built a fire of fat pine. My
husband would leave for Pensacola by 5:30. I would feed the men who stayed in camp. He would
pick up the colored help at Garden and Palafox and the white men at their homes, and they would
be on the job by 7:00 AM. Then, he would have to get up the water from a well about 400 feet
from the house and then go cut firewood and run errands for the captain in the truck. For this we
received $65 a month and our board—$30 for me and $35 for him.

Much hard work and planning by men with great vision and artistry went into the building of
this beautiful highway. Leaving so much of its natural beauty was even harder work and greater
expense.

Source
Memories of Gladys Bunch, 1970

San Carlos is Appropriate

Transcribed by Denise Mowery

The name “San Carlos” is to be given the new hotel now being erected for Charles B. Hervey
at Pensacola, Fla., at a cost of $500,000. This was decided upon last week at a meeting of the
stockholders of the Pensacola Hotel company. There is an ancient little fortress known as Fort San
Carlos at the entrance of Pensacola Bay, which, during the occupation of the city by the Spanish,
guarded it from invasion by foreign powers. The selection of this title for the new hotel would,
therefore, appear to be very appropriate. Pensacola is a most interesting city with a very delight-
ful climate, and it is believed that the completion of the Panama canal will make Pensacola a great
commercial point, so that there will be not only a heavy tourist business for the new hotel, but a
large amount of commercial patronage as well. The San Carlos has been leased for a long term to
the Herveys, of Mobile, Ala. who will furnish it in fine style. It is expected that the building will be
completed ready for occupancy early in the winter of 1909-10. —National Hotel Register, Chicago.

—The Pensacola News Journal, February 13, 1909, p. 4
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Escambia County School District History Fair
Leadership and Legacy in History

'y
15t Place Winner m

Margo Mason
Blue Angels Elementary School
Project Title

“Cary Carlson Ward, Jr.: A Freedom
Fighter Who Left Behind a Spirit of
Determination”

Project related information about a
cousin who fought heroically in Vietnam.

2nd Place Winner
Mary Brock
St. Paul Middle School
Project Title

“John Huntsman and the Battle of
Trenton”

Project featured an abbreviated family
tree showing the links between her-
self and her ancestor John Huntsman,
a patriot who fought with Gen.
George Washington in the American
Revolutionary Battle of Trenton.
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How the “War of Northern Aggression”
Affected the Shelby Family

Virginia Shelby

I am not sure who coined the phrase “War is Hell,” but those who have survived the perils of
war know that it can be hell. War is never fair—no matter which side you fight for. I know for the
family of my great-great-great-great-grandparents John Shelby and Martha Jones Shelby that they
surely could agree with both these statements.

John was a patriotic man and believed in America. He was a veteran of the War of 1812 and
served proudly in Captain Welch’s Company of the South Carolina Militia under Major Fields 3™
Regiment commanded by Austin. There are even records to indicate that John was a part of the
Battle of New Orleans campaign.

John married Martha Jones on February 14, 1815, one month before he was released from
service, and Rev. McKnight married them. As with many young couples of the time, they moved
west from South Carolina to Alabama when it was just becoming established as a state. He was
a true pioneer. By the mid 1830s, John and his family were in Tuscaloosa County, Alabama and
Walker County, Alabama. He owned several pieces of land in the area. But, even though he had
some land holdings, John did not own slaves. As with most true pioneers of the south, John could
not afford the cost of slaves. The cost of one slave would purchase over 500 acres of land. His only
“slaves” were his children. In the 1850 Tuscaloosa County Alabama Federal Census, John lists the
value of his property at over $600.

John and Martha were fortunate to have eleven known children in their marriage: five boys
and six girls. I am sure John and Martha’s children worked very hard on the farm. There was al-
ways a lot to do with clearing new ground, building structures on the farm, and growing food to
eat. John was a farmer and a logger. The 1850 U.S. Federal Census lists his occupation as a saw-
yer, meaning he sawed logs for a living. His family would continue to carry on this tradition for
almost 100 years.

The 1860 U.S. Federal Census lists John as a farmer with land holdings of a small amount, but
the family were landholders. John and his family were not wealthy plantation owners, but they did
own a fair amount of land prior to the “War of Northern Aggression.” It was not the people like
John who wanted a war. They had no need for a war. Their life was good—even without slavery.
However, we don’t always have that choice when war comes.

When the War of Northern Aggression started, all of John’s sons were old enough to fight,
and all of them did go to fight. However, since they owned no slaves, they were not fighting to
keep the institution of slavery alive, like many historians want us to believe, but rather to keep the
South free from Northerners who thought they should control the ways of the south. Families
like John and Martha were doing fine without slavery. If fact, in the 1860 U.S. Federal Census, less
than 12% of the residents of Alabama owned slaves.
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Historians also fail to mention that slavery was also in the northern states, even though
they were “free states” In the 1860 census, several New Jersey landowners and business owners
owned slaves. Also, history fails to mention that it was the Northerners who introduced slavery in
America. The cold climate of the North was not suited to slavery, so slavery moved to the South.
I guess that since the North could not have slavery they decided to prohibit anyone from owning
slaves. Now don’t get me wrong. Slavery in any fashion is not acceptable, but we do need to put
history in perspective. With only 12% of the population of the south owning slaves at the time of
the war, can we really say that the war was fought entirely over slavery? I think not!

The 1860 agriculture census showed that John owned 20 acres of improved land, 60 acres
unimproved; $150 of farm equipment; one horse; one milk cow; five sheep; 10 swine; with a value
of $119 for livestock. He had 80 bushels of corn on hand; five pounds of tobacco; and 15 pounds
of wood products; four pounds of beans and peas; 50 pounds of potatoes; butter; one pound of
cheese; 18 pounds of honey; with a value of $19; and the value of animals slaughtered during the
year was $10. This means that John and Martha’s family lived “comfortably” for the day.

Since most families of the time depended on news to guide them, they were dependent on
the bias views of the newspaper reports or whoever was providing the news. We all know there is
no such thing as “unbiased reporting.” Every newsperson, no matter how much he tries, always
includes a little of his own bias in his reports. That is just human nature. Before the war, there was
no difference. Each side was very sure they were right. Sides had to be chosen. Because John and
his family lived in the South, all the sons chose to fight for the southern cause. I dare say, when
the boys went off to war they did not really know what the cause was for which they were really
fighting but, instead, got caught up in the moment. Young men of the time on both sides thought
the war was something in which they needed to participate. Very few, if any, understood the cost.

John's oldest son, John M. Shelby, served in the Baldwin County Home Guard, which was a
group of men who were considered too old to go fight for the cause. There was a group of fami-
lies who thought they would move to Brazil because of advertisements in the local papers stat-
ing new land offerings in Brazil. However, the war stopped this adventure. Even though John M.
did not fight, except for the Home Guard, John’s oldest son, John, did go fight. Young John joined
Company H of the 22" Alabama Infantry in September 1861. He fought several battles until he
was wounded at the Battle of Shiloh in April 1862. He died 21 days later as a result of his wounds.
Records show he may have also seen one of his uncles at the battle.

John and Martha’s second son, William Andrew, also fought for the cause. He joined Captain
Freemans Company B Prison Guard as a private but was promoted to a corporal before the end of
the war. He served part of the war at Salisbury Confederate Prison in Salisbury, North Carolina.
He must have been a faithful solider, because almost all of his muster roll cards show he was pres-
ent for the entire war. William Andrew survived the war but died a few years after the war. It is
possible that he contracted a disease at the prison from prisoners. Communicable diseases were
very prevalent during the war due to lack of sanitary conditions, as well as no antibiotics.

John and Martha’s third son, Elijah B. Shelby, also joined the war effort as a private in
Company G of the 5" Alabama Infantry. He also was a member of the 26™ Alabama Infantry.
Elijah was also promoted to corporal during the war. His command fought at the Battle of Shiloh,

35



West Florida Footprints No. 36 - 2015
T

so it is quite possible that he was re-united with his nephew John M. Shelby during this battle,
and, possibly, even saw him wounded and later die. We can only speculate about this, as no re-
cords have been found to support this theory, except many letters that have survived from other
members of this Battle. Less than two months later, Elijah B. Shelby would also fall in battle on
June 10, 1862. His company, apparently, was fighting in Mississippi when he was killed. Elijah left
a young widow at home with two small children who were deprived of the opportunity to get to
know their father. Both children were less than three years of age when their father was killed.

John and Martha’s fourth son, James A. Shelby, also joined Captain Freeman’s Company B
Prison Guards as a private but was promoted to corporal as well. James died April 1863 leaving a
young bride of only 18 months behind. His wife, Martha Hataway Shelby, presented a claim for
her husband as being deceased on April 27, 1863, only 11 days after his death.

John and Martha’s fifth and last son, Abram M. Shelby, joined Captain Freemans Company B
Alabama Prison Guards as well. Abram enlisted as a private but was, also, promoted to corporal.
Abraham died August 22, 1862, only a few months after enlisting.

The fact that all four of these men were promoted showed they must have been good southern
soldiers. They served their county well and fought for what they believed. John and Martha had
much to be proud of for their sons and grandson.

What a loss this mother had to endure. All of her sons but one were gone, four of whom died
in the war, and the eldest left because the war was coming. In fact, by the time of her death none
of her 11 children were alive, and only one was alive at her husband’s death. The heartbreak must
have been tremendous. Every time she saw a soldier coming, she knew in her heart another had
fallen—she just did not know which one.

Losing all but one of her sons to war (even though her oldest did not die in the war but was
lost as a result of the war’s coming) was more than any one woman should bear—especially when
historians want to say the War of Northern Aggression was fought for slavery. I am sure John and
Martha would be rolling over in their graves at that statement, because their sons were certainly
not fighting over slavery.

They had lost what mattered most, but, unfortunately, things did not stop there. I am sure
when the war started John and Martha gave all the food they could spare to the war effort. They
probably only kept what they needed for them and the rest of their family to survive. But, I am
sure John was proud to do so.

We know from history and stories that as Union troops came through the area they were ruth-
less and plundered and stole everything left of value. They had no respect for lives or property. All
that John and Martha had worked for was gone. These ungrateful Union soldiers destroyed John
and Martha’s land that was left and stole anything of value. It was obvious these Union soldiers
did not have the gracious upbringing as the southern young men enjoyed, or they would have
respected the private property of others. But these sorry excuses for human beings did not see it
that way. They had been indoctrinated that the South was evil and stood for wrongs. They never
stopped to see that none of the South was wrong. They, like our Southern boys, had gotten caught
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up in the war. But, if they were taught right from wrong, they surely did not show it. I guess that is
why, even today, you don't hear of “Northern Hospitality” but only “Southern Hospitality.”

The 1870 U.S. Federal Census shows that John and Martha no longer had the land holdings.
Those had been robbed from them. They no longer had their sons to work the farm—the Union
saw to that. However, somehow they survived. John lived until 1875, a broken man, and Martha
lived until 1883, but only with the help of her grandchildren who took her in. Martha did receive
a small pension from John’s service in the War of 1812 but never received any compensation for
the loss of her property or the lives of her sons. The Northerners did not give back their land; in
fact, they moved down and took more of the land after the war. The Southerners were never com-
pensated for all of their livestock, crops, or land that the Northerners stole and destroyed, but the
Northerners were paid for their service while it took several years for the South to be paid.

Today, we hear different factions say the government owes them for the treatment of their an-
cestors. Maybe John and Martha should apply for some of that relief as well. But, we in the South
know that life is more important than any money that could be given them. I am sure John and
Martha would love to have turned back the clock and saved all of their children, rather than any
filthy compensation the Union could provide them today. Also, I like to think that John would
have turned down any such compensation, because he was a man of pride. He knew that working
for something was more satisfying than a “handout.”

It is hard to live in the South today and see and read of the harsh treatment of Southerners
during the war—both white and blacks. However, we still offer our “Southern Hospitality” and

> »

invite the Yankees to enjoy our “Mint Julep’s.

Sources
1850 US Federal Census of Tuscaloosa County, AL
1860 US Federal Census of Tuscaloosa County, AL
1860 Alabama Agricultural Census
WPA Project of Slave Narratives of Alabama
WPA Project of Slave Narratives of Florida
WPA Project of Slave Narratives of South Carolina
Prison History of Salisbury Prison, North Carolina
www.fold3.com pension records

“(Hive me your tired, your poor, your
huddled masses 5eamimg to breathe Free, the
wretched refuse omcgour teeming shore. Scnd
these, the }’lomeless, tempcst~tost to me. ] lift

my lamp beside the go!clen door??

MFoct E_mma Lazarus
(inscribed at E_His ]s]and)
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‘Mother Falzone’ Celebrates Her Own Century

Alice Crann
Submitted by Yolanda Falzone

Giuseppina Licciardello Falzone loved the idea from the start.

The possibility of having a 100™ birthday party made her
smile back when she was about 90 or so, just the way the party
planning is making her family smile now.

Mrs. Falzone, known as Josephine, will mark her personal
century on Sunday at Sacred Heart Hall.

The moment is near, but time has not crept by quietly and un-
noticed for the family’s loving, silver-haired matriarch.

This is what the honor is all about, the celebration of living
life to its fullest.

Josephine Falzone is the sole survivor of the Licciardello fam-  Gjuseppina Licciardello Falzone,
ily, which includes 18 brothers and sisters. Her children are proud better known as Josephine to
of their mother and her husband, Libertino, who died in the friends and refatives, will be 100
1930s, their Italian and Sicilian heritage and the little bit of Italy ~ Y*2" old Sept. 12. A party will

be given in her honor Sunday at
the Falzone’s shared with Pensacola. Sacnged Heart Hall. y

Visiting with Mrs. Falzone in her East Hill home, Billie
Falzone, a daughter-in-law, adjusts the recliner on which Mrs. Falzone is napping. “Oh, you
should have seen her just two weeks ago,” whispers Billie Falzone. “She was full of energy.”

One of the daughters, Katie Barberi, sits on the sofa sorting through her mother’s mementos,
clips and family portraits, curled at the edges. Many of these will be used for a special presenta-
tion to be given at the birthday party by a family member.

“The stories she could tell,” says Barberi, looking at her mother, lovingly.

“She has lived a good, whole life. To this day, there are no doctors, no special diets and no
medicines in her life. She has worked hard for everything she owns. No one gave it to her”

“I think she enjoyed the restaurant more than anything,” adds Billie Falzone.

“I can remember them making their own wine and beer,” says Barberi. “Oh, yeah, we
squeezed many a grape when we were kids,” she laughs. “And when daddy had the store on
Devilliers and Garden streets, he made the best grape ice cream, and now nobody has the recipe”

Chatting together, Billie Falzone and Barberi piece together highlights of Mrs. Falzone’s ad-
ventures as a mother and as one of Pensacola’s first Italian restaurateurs and grocers.

Josephine was born in Aciplatanii, Sicily, on Sept. 12, 1884.

Her children offer two reasons why she came to the United States in 1906 with her mother
and sister Rosa. Barberi says they came to visit a brother who live in Appalachicola, and Billie
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Falzone says they came because Rosa was promised to a man in
marriage.

“Aunt Rosa was young, and the man in Appalachicola was old, so
Aunt Rosa refused to marry him,” says Billie Falzone with a chuckle.

“Oh, I didn’t know that,” says Barberi, pleasantly surprised by the
new information.

Whatever the reason for coming to America, fate had a few sur-
prises in store for the inexperienced travelers, according to the family
story.

The women were caught up in the energy and commotion of New
York City. Getting off the boat was the last correct step they made in
the right direction.

Neither of the ladies could speak English very well. When they
attempted to purchase a train ticket from New York to Appalachicola,
the teller thought they asked for tickets to Pensacola.

Needless to say, their brother was not standing at the Pensacola
train station waiting to greet them.

Panic set in until a gentlemanly train conductor came to their
rescue.

The train conductor introduced the young ladies and their mother
to Libertino Falzone, an Italian grocer who owned a store across from
the station. He arranged for the stray newcomers to board in a room

Libertino, top photo, and behind his store until they could contact their brother the next day.

Josephine Falzone celebrated . . . .
their silver wedding Meanwhile, Libertino became very fond of Josephine and con-

anniversary on August 27, vinced the mother and two sisters to stay in Pensacola for a while.
1931.

The Falzone family is not
sure how long the engagement
was, but they do know Josphine
and Libertino were married in
St. Michael’s Church on August
7, 1906. The ceremony was per-
formed by Father Max A. Goevert.

Josephine and Libertino had
seven children: Jasper, Jerome,
Neno, Vincent, Peter, Catherine
and Anita. The Falzones owned

Libertino Falzone stands in front of the first store he ever opened, in
and operated grocery stores 1900.
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together until Libertino Falzone
died in 1935 of heart and asthma
problems.

After his death, Mrs. Falzone
opened and worked at a store on
Romana Street until World War I1.

Barberi says at this time there
was a huge buildup of servicemen
at the Naval Air Station and that
her mother sensed a need to open
up an Italian restaurant to serve
these people in her own way.

The Falzone Restaurant opened
at 202 W. Romana and was an in-
stant success. Many of the military
men were from large cities where
they were accustomed to this type
food, says Barberi.

Men would stand in line and
wait for Mrs. Falzone’s spaghetti
and lasagna.

While operating Falzone’s, Mrs.
Falzone made friends with service-
men, their wives and girlfriends.
Barberi says she treated everyone
like family, and they in return
called her “Mother Falzone.” Years
after the war, she received cards
and visits from her friends living
around the country.

After World War II, Mrs.
Falzone continued cooking and
bottling her famous spaghetti sauce

Libertino posed for a photo at the grocery store at Garden and De
Villiers streets, a place where the Falzone children remember papa
making his homemade grape ice cream.

Josephine Falzone, center, called “Mother Falzone” by her patrons,
opened Falzone’s Restaurant at 202 W. Romana St. during World

War Il. Servicemen used to stand in line, waiting to chow down on
spaghetti and lasagna. (Photos courtesy of the Falzone family)

and sold much of it to local grocery stores, including the commissary at the Naval Air Station

Pensacola.

The hard-working woman never remarried.

Instead, she worked long hours in another grocery store she owned and spent free time with
her children and friends. Barberi says she can remember many beautiful summer days at Gulf
Beach with her mother, friends and family.
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Mrs. Falzone could be seen driving around town until she reached her middle 80s, and it took
something as drastic as a car accident to put an end to that.

“She has lived a good, whole life,” says Barberi. “To this day, there are no doctors, no special
diets and no medicines in her life. She has worked hard for everything she owns. No one gave it to
her”

But on Sunday, Mrs. Falzone will be getting an extra dose of something she’s always had—the
love of all who have crossed her path.

—Pensacola News Journal, September 6, 1984 (Reprinted with permission.)

N
By These Hands: The Vernacular Markers of Pensacola’s

Historic African American Cemeteries

The University of West Florida Division of Anthropology and Archaeology and John the
Baptist Church hosted a public workshop exploring Pensacola’s historic African American
burial grounds.

“By These Hands” focused on Pensacola’s historic African American burial grounds.
AME Zion, Magnolia, and John the Baptist Cemeteries were featured. They are considered
outdoor museums that reflect cultural attitudes and adaptations and house works of art
handcrafted by local artisans and craftsmen.
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Pine Barren Church

Marc Ward

The Pine Barren Missionary Baptist Church played an important part in the lives of the Ward
family members. The church sits beside the Pine Barren Creek where it has stood since its estab-
lishment in 1852. A total of five buildings of worship have stood on the property since its incep-
tion prior to the Civil War. On the old maps from about 1800, Pine Barren Creek was listed as
the Paxesco River that flowed out of the Quareta Swamp (also known as the Great Swamp) where
the town of Atmore now sits. The land had belonged to the Spanish until 1821 when it was trans-
ferred to the United States. After the transfer the land was opened up to aggressive settlers such
as the Dockins, Graham, Baker, Harper, Ward, Bryars, Franklin, Beck, and Dennis families that
established their own settlements on the numerous creeks and rivers in the area.

The first church on the site was a one-room
log cabin with a front and back door built by the
members for the purpose of worship. Baptisms
were held at the creek, and drinking water was sup-
plied by the spring. The area was sparsely settled
with each settlement connected by a three-trail
road. The road earned its name because the wagon
wheels created two ruts down the road, and the
horse cut another one in the middle making a First Pine Barren Church Building
three-trail road. Flattened logs crossed the narrow
creeks for those on foot, though many traveled by mule, ox cart, wagon, or buggy. Since travel-
ing the back roads was so difficult, the members arrived at church early and stayed all day. They
packed ample supplies of food and brought bedding so the children could sleep in the back of the
wagon on the way home. Sundays were a day for socializing with friends and neighbors as much
as it was for worshipping.

The Civil War brought unbelievable hardships on the women and children left at home in the
Atmore and Escambia County area. Church attendance at Pine Barren dropped off as the women
fought to keep food on the table and clothes on their back. When they did attend, it was to offer
prayers for their men folk fighting the northern aggressors on far off battlefields. Members of the
15™ Confederate Cavalry Regiment operating in the area used to camp on the nearby Riley Farm
on Highway 4 across from the old Beck property and today’s entrance to Pine Barren Church.
Some of them were local boys, and they attended services at the church on Sundays during their
encampment. During this time period, a second building was built to replace the original log
cabin and was constructed of hued, squared logs on a site to the west and north of the first one. It
was more spacious but still only contained one room for the congregation.

The third building was built in the 1880s about the time that Reverend James L. Bryars be-
came its pastor. It was not too much of an improvement, but it was made of cut timber rather than
logs. It was unpainted and still small by the standards of the later buildings.
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The fourth building was constructed of vertical boards made of rough timber and resembled
many of the homes in the area at the time. It was around 1900 when Reverend Bryars made his
last contribution to his congregation, which was to build a house of worship with plenty of room
for the services as well as their social activities and Bible studies.

In order to pay for this fourth cha-
pel, the members raised money by hold-
ing box suppers for raffles, candy draw-
ings, quilting, and other such activities.
When they had collected enough, they
built a large chapel building of good
heart timber that seated around 200
people. The clapboards ran horizontally,
and the building had a steep, gabled roof
for proper ventilation. The floors were
of rough planking with a raised wooden
platform for the pulpit. Wooden bench-
es made out of lumber, rather than
split logs, were installed for the seating
comfort of the congregation. There was
a separate room attached to the right side of the chapel for Sunday school and other social enter-
tainment. This side building burned down in 1916 and was never replaced. Also, in 1949 a severe
storm hit the Atmore area with such force that it blew the church completely off of its foundation
blocks, damaging it to the point
that it was useless to repair it. They
continued on with the main struc-
ture until the members once again
dipped deep into their pockets and
raised enough to build the present
concrete block and brick structure
that you see today.

During the early years of the
church, the congregation be-
longed to the Bethlehem Baptist
Association where it was accepted
as a newly constituted church
in 1859. The association itself was constituted as early as 1816 and contained a few churches
in Clarke and Washington counties. One of the most influential forces behind the church was
Pastor J. L. Bryars who tended the flock at Pine Barren in 1885 and 1886 and then again from
1894 through 1900. Long before there were any organized churches at Williams Station, Reverend
Bryars would walk the 4% miles to town from his home in Wardville just to preach and hold
services. The services were held at the old sawmill in a building located where old City Hall later
stood in 1943. The pews were pine blocks turned on end with rough slabs of lumber laid across

Current Pine Barren Church Building
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them. In the 1870s he convinced the citizens of Williams Station to
erect a Baptist church near the Frisco tracks. They agreed, and he
supervised the building of a crude log cabin that became the first
Baptist Church in Atmore. Reverend Bryars left his pastoral duties
in 1885 to lead the congregation at Pine Barren several miles to the
south.

He was born on December 7, 1832 in Baldwin County,
Alabama and was one of seven children born to the union of
Charles Edward and Catherine Margaret Hubbard Bryars from
South Carolina. He began his spiritual career at the age of 24 years
old at the Pleasant Hill Baptist Church and still found time to

J. L. Bryars fall in love and marry Erin Elizabeth “Lizzie” Miles in Escambia

County on March 1, 1857. Lizzie died at the age of 30 years old

on August 20, 1868 and was buried in Wawbeek, Alabama. He remarried shortly thereafter to
Malinda Caroline Daily who helped care for his six children and gave birth to two more of their
own. In the early 1870s, they homesteaded on land that had been granted to him in Bluft Springs
and raised cattle and hogs, as well as farmed and cultivated his fruit trees. On Sundays he traveled
his religious circuit where he preached to as many as twenty churches in one day’s time. In 1882
he recorded as many as 3,775 miles and gave 194 sermons from the pulpit. He organized Sunday
schools, baptized converts, made religious visits, ordained preachers and deacons, and officiated
at marriages and funerals. He was paid a small sum by the Elim Association Missionary Board in
addition to the offerings given to him by the congregations where he preached. Some offerings
were as small as .25 cents, and others were in the form of cans of syrup, a bushel of flour, chick-
ens, or homespun socks.

In 1885, he was elected the Escambia County Surveyor and, dur-
ing the same year, became a member of the Escambia County School
Board where he served with the likes of H. Crabtree, Alexander
V. Clubbs, Philip Keyes Yonge, and George S. Hallmark. On
November 13, 1908, while serving as the pastor of both the
Pleasant Hill Baptist Church in Bluff Springs and the Pine Barren
Baptist Church, the good reverend passed away at the age of 75
years old. At the time of his death he had served for a total of 52
years. His funeral services were held at Pleasant Hill, and he was
buried in the Crary Cemetery next door. His second wife, Malinda,
joined him in death on October 15, 1917 and was buried at his side.
(Information on Reverend Bryars was researched and supplied by

Ms. Judy Jolly.) Alexander V. Chubbs

Many in the Ward family served the church in so many ways, from helping dig the graves for
the recently departed to serving as “messengers.” The messengers of the church represented Pine
Barren at the annual Baptist conventions. Oscar [Ward] himself was selected as a church mes-
senger in the 1916 convention that was held at the Bratt Baptist Church. He was reselected in
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1917 and attended the convention at the Gonzalez Baptist Church, along with several other family
members. The rosters of the church show how the early families had become interrelated through
the years so that most of them wound up kin to each other in some form or fashion. Some of the
stalwart members of the congregation that were listed continuously on the rosters were Uncle Ben
and Aunt Low Bryers along with Wes and Rose Bryers and their two kids. Others were the broth-
ers, Jack and Union Grimlar, both born in 1865 and their two wives, Addie and Josephine.

There was also James Allen Dockens born in 1835 and his wife and sons, Tom and Mandy. At
one time, James ran the gristmill for Elijah “Lige” Ward and was also a veteran of an Alabama reg-
iment during the Civil War. James was born in Butler County, Alabama on July 5, 1836 and came
to Warrington on July 21, 1861 to enlist in Company “I” of the 1st Florida Infantry Regiment
under Captain H. H. Baker. He was stationed at the Navy Yard from 1861 until he re-enlisted on
August 10, 1862 in Company “G” of the 29" Alabama Infantry Regiment. He was captured during
the Atlanta Campaign against General Sherman on July 4, 1864 in Marietta, Georgia and sent to
Camp Morton in Indianapolis, Indiana where he was a prisoner of war until the end of the war.
During his internment he was listed as very ill from malaria. He was discharged in Montgomery
in September 1865 following his release from captivity he returned home to a demoralized and
devastated South. He came to Santa Rosa County, Florida where he married his wife, Manda O.
Nelson, on July 18, 1871 in the home of William Lewis in Milton. In later life, James applied for
his Confederate Pension, and as per the requirements he had to be examined by a licensed physi-
cian. The examination by Dr. J. E. Rose showed that he was prone to nervous attacks and could
hardly feed himself and was nearly blind. He was also diagnosed with palsy and paralysis agitaus.
His right arm was constantly stiff and useless, because the elbow would not bend at a 45-degree
angle. His application was approved, and he was granted $120.00 per year as of July 1, 1909. His
military service was attested to by none other than his neighbor William Columbus Beck, the
Justice of the Peace John Wesley Dove, Benjamin Bryars, and W. B. Dockens.

Then there was Uncle Celestine “Babe” Ward and Aunt
Melissa (left) who attended the services along with their
children, as well as Uncle Henry “Wardie” Ward, son of Mean
Teen Ward, and Aunt Feenie. Aunt Georgia Baker and her
husband Mack Baker and their fam-
ily attended the church all of their
lives and are buried behind it in the
Pine Barren cemetery. William and
Rebecca Ward’s son-in-law, Hudie

Graham, and their daughter Hattie
Ward Graham, were lifelong members, as well as one of the best known
of the local midwives, and Celestine’s third wife, Aunt Betty “Majors”
Ward. Happy Jack Baker and his wife, Susie, were also long-term mem-
bers along with Aunt Martha Holland the woman credited with saving

the life of Carrie’s future son, James Woodrow, in 1918 from the Spanish
Influenza. Betty “Majors” Ward
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There was also the unusual and flamboyant Beck family headed up by “Hush yo Fuss” William
Columbus Beck. Columbus had a long, jagged scar across the top of his bald head where a
Yankee cavalry officer had slashed him with a saber during a close quarter fight during the war.
He never tired of telling his old war stories to the children who gathered around him after the
church services out on the grounds where the wagons were parked. He would recite to them on
how he gave the Yankees hell all during the war and was proud to still be an “unreconstructed”
Rebel. Columbus was born on July 2, 1836 in Baker County, Georgia and moved to Escambia
County on May 4, 1867. He enlisted in Company “I” of the 1** Alabama Cavalry under Captain
Charles Henry Colvin in May 1861. He served with his unit for three years under General Joseph
Wheeler, including a raid in September 1864 where his horse was wounded. Since they were
behind enemy lines north of the Tennessee River at the time and pursued by Union cavalry, they
were forced to leave him behind until his horse recovered, or he was able to get another one.

He eventually returned to his unit and was later wounded on December 24, 1864 while his unit
fought against General William T. Sherman. Upon recovery, he re-enlisted in the 11" Alabama
Cavalry Regiment on January 10, 1865, and the unit was with Nathan Bedford Forrest in his at-
tack on Athens and Sulphur Trestle, which resulted in heavy casualties at Pulaski. The regiment
was part of the force led by Philip Roddy at Montevallo and which fought against General James
Wilson’s column at Selma. Although the regiment itself surrendered at Decatur, Private Beck
was in Montgomery on a 30-day furlough recovering from his scalp wound when the war ended.
After the war he applied for his Confederate pension and listed as his medical problems an attack
of appendicitis, rheumatism, and continuing trouble from the saber wound to his head. He was
granted a pension of $120.00 per year beginning July 1, 1909. Beck passed away on January 16,
1919 leaving his wife, Annie, a widow. Married in 1879, his wife applied for a widow’s pension,
which was granted in the amount of $180.00 per year on March 6, 1919.

One of Beck’s idiosyncrasies was in the naming of his children. For whatever reason, old man
Beck gave his sons and daughters strange names such as Barn-Burner, Little-A, Big-A, and two
grandsons; Sock-a-dollar and Dollar-Bill Solomon. These were most likely just nicknames, be-
cause every census listed their children with normal names. The family lived four miles up in the
woods and was connected to Wardville only by a narrow three-notch trail. They had an old coon
dog around the house named “Old Coon” that was infected with the same strange ways as his
owners.

Old Coon was addicted to sucking eggs and was a master at breaking into smokehouses and
hen houses and having his way with the eggs and meats. He was a hospitable old cuss and in his
younger days enjoyed coming over to the Ward house and sucking on a dozen eggs, then creep-
ing upstairs and sleeping it off with the boys. There was nothing unusual with the men and boys
sleeping up in the loft, and, as often as not, one could always find Old Coon in the middle of them
after he ate. After he slept it off, he would mosey on home or on to the next hen house, whichever
struck his fancy. On one occasion, the Beck boys decided to use Old Coon in a practical joke on
a man from Mobile who was courting one of their sisters. While he was in the parlor with his
intended sweetheart, the boys covered the stairs up to the loft with strings attached to pots and
pans. This was because they knew Old Coon would quickly head upstairs as soon as he finished
sucking his eggs. Sure enough, here came Old Coon who immediately became enmeshed in the
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strings that in turn knocked all the pots down the stairs in such a clatter that their sister’s suitor
took off and never returned.

Old Man Welch was also a member of the church, along with his daughters, Jenny and
Clarsie, but his wife was listed as a non-believer, therefore could not be entered on the congre-
gational rolls. Oscar’s brother Walter was the one that married Old Man Welch’s daughter Jenny
and abused her most of his life. The Welch’s lived about a block from the church, and the old man
earned a living digging wells and other odd jobs. He was the one who dug the well for Henry
and Martha Davis when they built their home on Highway 97 after moving down from Marengo
County. Welch was said to be sloppy and unkempt by nature and a procrastinator by habit.

These were only a few of the families that made up the Wardville community and the Pine
Barren congregation for over a hundred years. The cemetery in the back is full of those members
that dedicated their lives to God and the Pine Barren Church. One of the first to be buried within
its sacred boundary was Mrs. Mary K. Cruit, one of Carl’s early relatives, who died on January 13,
1890 at the age of seventy years old. There were also the seven children of John Bradley who all
died from eating poisoned peaches. In all, the lives and deaths of all the members down through
the ages centered on the Pine Barren Church.

Every Sunday morning the congregation’s singing could be heard for miles and constituted
a large part of the services. Their heart strings were touched by the resounding of “When the
Roll is Called Up Yonder,” “Shall We Gather At the River,” and “Rock of Ages” When the singing
stopped, the preachin’ began and was full of fire and brimstone. The ministers constantly remind-
ed their congregations of the uncertain length of their lives and the inevitable arrival of the great
day of judgment. They stomped and bellowed that when that day came there would be no church
bells or fire whistle’s that allowed anyone a span of grace in which to repent. There would be no-
where to go. Sinners would be caught red-handed, and it would be too bad for them.

Some times preachers would be brought in from out of town, especially those known to be
powerful orators and exhorters. Each night during a revival they would deliver vigorous sermons
and in the daytime eat unbelievable quantities of fried chicken and layer cake in the homes of
various members of the church. Each night would follow the same pattern. First, the place rocked
with the music to get everyone stirred up and their hearts racing. Then came the sermon, and
after a full hour of impassioned pleading to forsake their sinful ways the preacher retired to his
bench and mopped his forehead with his handkerchief. It was always hot work wrestling with the
souls of the congregation, so he sat and rested while they indulged in another hearty revival song.
At some point in time the plate would be passed down the rows of wooden benches from which
the preacher would receive his stipend for his expenses.

The church was also the center of the congregation’s entertainment with its picnics, holiday
activities, and cookouts. Charitable church projects were among the few activities outside of the
home that were considered worthwhile and proper for a woman to attend, especially if she was
young and single. William and Rebecca Ward’s daughters were allowed to take part in the fund
raising events for the church, such as quilting bees, auctions, musical recitals, or box socials where
they would prepare a hearty lunch and pack it in a fancy box to be bid on by the eligible men.

The proceeds of these types of activities were donated to the church or used as financial relief for
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the local poor. In an era before social welfare programs, these events supplied not only charity
for victims of poverty but a socially acceptable means through which young people could meet
and practice the rituals of courtship. Serious courtship usually began at a very early age, about
17 or 18 for boys and as early as 14 for girls. On the other side of the spectrum, the typical male
pursuits for the Ward boys were hunting, fishing, checkers and cards, gambling, and drinking (as
long as the church didn’t find out about it), all of which had little to do with the young ladies.

But the churches were more than ready to provide for the numerous social activities avail-
able throughout the year for their congregations. One of their main annual events was the “camp
meeting” People came by buggies, wagons, horseback, or foot from great distances to attend these
spiritual revivals. They would usually arrive on a Friday afternoon and sleep in tents or wagons in
a well-laid-out camp that tried to provide as much privacy as possible given the unusual circum-
stances. There were rows of split-log benches with wide aisles to separate the sexes, keeping the
men on the left and the women on the right with the preacher in the middle. Failure to separate
the sexes led to the men paying more attention to the fairer sex than to their worship services.
Both sexes however were allowed to walk to the fresh water spring together, which resulted in a
lot of thirsty couples.

Each day of the revival began with a sunrise prayer meeting with the members being called to
worship by a loud cow horn. Following the worship service there was another session scheduled
for noon, then another at 3:00 PM, and the final call in the early evening. There were no limita-
tions placed on the length of each service with some sermons lasting four to five hours and others
still going strong at midnight. In the middle of the camp there was a huge campfire that was
kept going during the entire week of worship. Any baptisms were conducted at one of the local
ponds or streams closest to the camp and according to their customs usually required complete
immersion.

Each family brought their own food for snacks and lunches, but there was always a large din-
ner on the grounds with the country ladies showing oft all of their culinary specialties. Palmetto
leaves were seen throughout the service fanning the sweaty faces of the parishioners during the

long, hot sessions that ended with one of their favorite hymns such as “Amazing Grace,” “Nearer
My God to Thee,” “In the Sweet By and By;” and “Shall We Gather By the River”

Naturally the main theme of these revivals, or even the weekly sermons for that matter was
the eventuality of death and the possibility of life thereafter. So these backwoods churches were
more than ready to prepare these early families and their souls for the time when they would
meet their own demise. Life and death were their natural companions on a daily basis. Mortality
rates were much higher, because medical practices and technology were not as advanced as they
are today. When a person died they were cared for in a simple manner, much like their lifestyle on
earth. With no undertakers available the body was rarely embalmed, which meant the funeral had
to take place the day after death, before decomposition became advanced.

Also, coffins were not always available from the general store so they had to be hand made by
the family or a sympathetic neighbor. One old timer said he had made 464 wooden coffins for his
family and neighbors over his lifetime of eighty years. They were constructed of pine boards with
white cloth lining the inside and a black cloth tacked around the exterior. Sometimes the body
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was placed on a “cooling board” with nickels placed over their eyes until the lids stayed closed
without the coins. This cooling board was sometimes no more than a door taken off its hinges and
laid over two sawhorses. Members of the family bathed the body, made the shroud, and tenderly
placed the body inside the coffin. The coffin was placed in the parlor or living room where the
family sat up with it all night, sipping coffee or tea and murmuring in hushed tones. Mourners
from out of town were rarely able to make it to the funeral in time, since the body had to be bur-
ied so quickly. For this reason, eulogies for the departed were sometimes preached months after
the actual funeral had taken place. The casket was then taken to the cemetery by a horse drawn
wagon and carried by pallbearers to its final resting-place.

The customs of the day were simple; yet, they provided a better sense of closure to the death of
a loved one. There was more “hands on” preparation that was conducted with tender loving care
by members of the deceased person’s family. The surviving members were personally involved and
better prepared to say goodbye than the impersonal and commercial customs of today.

Warranty Deed

Submitted by Denise Mowery

No. (11763)
Warranty Deed

Charles Lloyd Bucki and Hattie E., his wife, Deed Book 6, Page 518.

To Dated May 6, 1889.

Filed for record May 24, 1889.

Ack. (See Below).

2 Witnesses. Seal. Dower relinqd.
Consideration 250,000 pounds Sterling.

Southern States Land and Timber Co. Limited,
a Corporation.

All lands in Escambia County, Fla. And Baldwin County, Ala. together with all mills R. R.
etc. as described in deed to Chas. Lloyd Bucki from the Muscogee Lumber Co. dated May 17,
1889 and recorded of even date with these presents in the Office of the Clerk of the Circuit Court
Escambia County, Fla. and of Probate Judge of Baldwin County, Ala.

By S. L. M. Gates and Louise M. Gates, his wife, Geo. Feige and Helen Feige. The said Gates,
Feige and Babcock trading as the Michigan Lumber Co. by deed bearing date 2 and 10 day May,
1889 and recorded of even date with these presents in the Offices of the Clerk of the Circuit
Court, Escambia County, Florida, and the Probate Judge of Baldwin County, Ala. By Max Nathan
and Rosalie his wife by deed dated May 6, 1889 and recorded of even date herewith as aforesaid.
By George W. Robinson and Eva S. his wife by deed dated May 16, 1889 and recorded of even date
herewith in the Offices aforesaid, subject as to the said property conveyed to the said Chas. Lloyd
Bucki by the Muscogee Lumber Co. By said deed dated May 7, as above described to the right
of way of 100 ft. in width heretofore granted and hereby reserved to the Pensacola & Mobile R.

R. Co. over the said property. And subject as to the property conveyed to the said Bucki by Max
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Nathan and Rosalie his wife by said deed dated May 6 here and above described to the following
mortgages and judgments which are deducted from the purchased money. To a mortgage made
by the Perdido Bay Lumber Co. to Decatur C. Anderson dated Feb. 14, 1879 recorded Book K
page 793 records Baldwin County Ala. for $2970.00 on which $1890.00 is still unpaid with in-
terest due and to fall due thereon. Also to mortgage by Seminole Lumber Co. Limited to Thos.

P. Bondfield trustee April 1, 1881 recorded Book M, page 68 records Baldwin County Ala. and
Mortgage Book U, page 7, Escambia County, Florida, for $25,000.00 on which $17,500.00 with
interest is still unpaid. Also mortgage of Seminole Lumber Co. Limited to Webster Batcheller,
June 26, 1882 recorded Book M, page 493 records Baldwin County, Ala. and Mortgage Book U,
page 243, Escambia County, Fla. for $20,000.00 on which $1482.53 with interest is still unpaid to
mortgage made by Seminole Lumber Co. Limited to Hiram Bailey and Co. July 2, 1883 recorded
Book O, page 73 records Baldwin County, Ala. and Mortgage Book V, page 572 records Escambia
County, Fla. for $25,000.00 with interest. Also to a judgment obtained by Hiram Bailey and Co.
Vs. Seminole Lumber Co. Limited Mar. 6, 1886, $3460.44/100 with interest. Also judgment by
Pensacola & Perdido R. R. Co. Vs. Seminole Lumber Co. Limited in Circuit Court Escambia
County, Fla. Dec. 11, 1888, $400.00 with interest. Subject also to a right of way 100 ft. in width
heretofore granted to the Pensacola & Mobile R. R. Co. by the said Seminole Lumber Co. Limited
by deed dated May 15, 1883 recorded Book N, page 228 Baldwin County, Ala.

Ack. by Charles Lloyd Bucki May 17, 1889 before J. S. Reese N. P. (O.S.).
Separate Ack. by wife, Hattie E. Bucki, May 6, 1889, before Leopold Wallach N. P. New York Co.
N.Y. (Seal).

West Florida Genealogical
Society

1982 - 2015
33rd Anniversary
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Maypole Dance 1922

Cynthia Green Dean

The photo shows the girls who participated in a Maypole Dance in Pensacola in 1922 at
the Annie McMillan School, which at that time was located on the corner of Gonzalez and
Guillemard Streets. The top row is Mary Louise Kahn, Maxine Bear, and Bootsie Greenhut.
Second row is Carolyn Heinberg, Marion Blount, Unknown, Frances Forham, and Dot Kramer.
Front row is Unknown, Unknown, Barbara Steward (the May Queen), Unknown, and Elizabeth
Smith.

Long ribbons were attached to the top of the
pole. Usually, about twelve girls (or sometimes girls
and boys) each held the end of a ribbon. Every other
girl faced in opposite directions. They would then
walk or dance bringing the ribbon over one girl and
go under the ribbon of the next weaving in and out
until the ribbon had been braided around the pole.
Then, they might unwind the ribbons by going the
opposite way. Frequently music was played during
the “dance” One girl would be selected as the May
Queen.

The history of Maypole goes back at least 700
years; the custom being well established in southern
Britain by the Mid 14" Century. It was popular in
the nations of Germanic Europe, and, though it’s
original purpose has been lost to antiquity, it has
been attributed to Germanic paganism, symbols of
the world axis, phallic symbols, or simply a way of
celebrating the return of summer. The celebrations
were usually held around May 1.

With the rise of Protestantism in the 16" Century, Maypoles and other May Day practices
were considered idolatry and immoral, especially during the reign of Edward VI. In America in
1628, Governor Bradford of New Plymouth censured the Maypole tradition.

It is not likely that Pensacolians knew the negative connotations of the Maypole but were just
following customs of their ancestors from Europe and England, as Maypole dances were popular
at schools, churches, the YMCA, other organizations, and even private parties for many years.

A most unusual reference to Maypole Dancing appeared in the Pensacola Journal on January
8, 1905 about a ship that had sailed from Buenos Ayres with a cargo of 1,000,000 pounds of
bones. After one of the crew found a human skull, some of the “negroes” on the ship insisted to
the captain that they saw a dozen human skeletons with lanterns doing a Maypole Dance night
after night in the hold.
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Note from the Editor

For 36 years the West Florida Footprints has been published by the West Florida Genealogical
Society. The publication is for members of the Society as well as anyone interested in the geneal-
ogy and history of Northwest Florida and the surrounding area.

This journal benefits from many individuals. You don’t have to be a member of WEGS to con-
tribute material. Anyone researching Northwest Florida ancestors has something to contribute.
Footprints needs input from you, the reader.

Don’t know what to write about? What about a story, about your ancestors, history of the
area, transcription of a newspaper article, court documents, etc.? What about photographs? Do
you have an old photo of your family, a photo of an historical building, something unusual?
Photographs help tell a story and everyone enjoys looking at photos. They help draw the reader to
the story.

If you live outside the Northwest Florida area, you can submit material. Take a photo or scan
the material and send it by e-mail or regular mail. The material will be transcribed. You will be
given credit for submitting the material.

On another note, I wish to thank all those who submitted articles for this year’s Footprints. A
special thank-you is extended to Cynthia Dean who proofread the articles.

Additional copies of this journal are available by writing to the Society at its post office ad-
dress or by e-mail (denisemowery@gmail.com).

Note: Names on the copyright page and in the Table of Contents are not reflected in the Index
of Surnames. If there are any errors in this issue, I apologize ahead of time.

Denise Mowery
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West Florida Genealogical Society Publications for Sale

2003 West Florida Footprints #24 — $3.00

2004 West Florida Footprints #25 — $3.00

2005 West Florida Footprints #26 — $3.00

2006 West Florida Footprints #27 — $3.00

2007 West Florida Footprints #28 — $3.00

2008 West Florida Footprints #29 — $3.00

2009 West Florida Footprints #30 — $3.00

2010 West Florida Footprints #31 — $3.00

2011 West Florida Footprints #32 — $5.00

2012 West Florida Footprints #33 — $4.00

2013 West Florida Footprints #34 — $4.00

Escambia County Marriage Book #2 1901-1918 — $25.00

1850 US Census, Escambia County, Florida — $21.50

1860 US Census, Escambia County, Florida — $23.65

1870 US Census, Escambia County, Florida — $25.00

1880 US Census, Escambia County, Florida — $21.50

So, Ye Want to be A Re-enactor? (A Living History Handbook)
by Brenton C. Kemmer and Karen L. Kemmer — $15.25

Privateer and Privateering (with Eight Illustrations)
by Commander E. P. Statham, R.N. — $24.00

(Postage not included in listed prices.)
To purchase any of these publications contact Clint Morgan at the address listed below:

West Florida Genealogical Society
Publications for Sale
P.O. Box 947
Pensacola, FL 32591-0947

West Florida Footprints CD
Issues 1 — 23 and Comprehensive Index Issues 1 - 8

The first 23 years have been digitized and the CD is available for purchase. The PDF files are
indexed for full textual search capabilities. This is an alphabetized list of all the words used
in a document or, more typically, in a collection of documents. Searching an index is much
faster than searching all the text in the documents. The CD is compatible with Windows
and Mac operating systems. To purchase a CD, send check or money order for $5 to WFGS,

\ PO Box 947, Pensacola FL 32591-0947, or purchase it at a monthly WFGS meeting. Y
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A
Adams, Mr., 13
Mrs., 13
Neita, 13
Aiken, Fannie, 16
Anderson, Decatur C., 50
Mildred, 12
Walker, 29
Anson, H. O., Mrs., 16
Mrs., 16
Appleby, Ruby (Fritch), 22
Arlon, Miss, 13
Avery, Katharine, 12
Stella, 12

B
Babcock, 49
Bailey, Hiram, 50
Baker [family], 42
Georgia, 45
H.H., 45
Happy Jack, 45
Mack, 45
Susie, 45
Barberi [Katie], 38, 39, 40, 41
Katie, 38
Barrow, Corrine, 14
Batcheller, Webster, 50
Beall, Chas., 13
Egbert, 13
Bear, Maxine, 51
Beard, Lt. Col., 28
Beaumeister, Mr., 13
Beck, Annie, 46
Barn-Burner, 46
Big-A, 46
Columbus, 45, 46
Dollar-Bill Solomon, 46
E. Nellie, 16
[family], 42
Little-A, 46
Private, 46
Sock-a-dollar, 46
William Columbus, 45
Becks, J., 13
Beeler, Charles, 30
Thomas, 30
Bennett, Mr., 13
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Bense, Judy, 30
Bingham, E E, Mrs., 11
Bishop, Mr., 19
Blake, Matilda, 10
Philip “Blake,” 10
Bliss, Carlise, 17
Charles H., Mayor and Mrs., 17
Blount, Marion, 51
Bondfield, Thos. P., 50
Bonifay, Angela, iv
Manuel (son), 28
Marianna, 28
Bowden, E., 30
Bowman, James Dowling C., 18
Reuben, 18
Bradford, Governor, 51
Bradley, John, 47
Brady, Jim, iii
Brandon, Jack, 17
Brettman, Patricia, 28
Brock, Mary, 33
Brosnaham, Dr., 29
John, 29
Brown, Clarence, 14
Mr.,, 5
Mrs., 5
Browne, Monfort, Lt. Gov. 29
Bruce, Kenneth, Mrs., 17
Mr.,, 17
Mrs., 17
Bryars, Benjamin, 45
Catherine Margaret Hubbard, 44
Charles Edward, 44
[family], 42
J.L., 43
James L., 42
Lizzie, 44
Malinda, 44
Mr., 42,43, 44
Reverand, 43, 44
Rose, 45
Wes, 45
Bryers, Ben, 45
Low Aunt, 45
Bucher, H., 13
Howard (son), 13, 16
Mr., 16

Bucki, Charles Lloyd, 49, 50
Chas. Lloyd, 50
Hattie E., 49, 50
Bunch, Gladys, 30, 32
Burke, Mr., 5
Burns, James, 20
John, 20

C
Callaghan, Lillie, 16
Miss, 16
Cameron, John, 29
Cate, Dr., 13
Cecil, Uncle, 6
Chaftee, Adele Clara, 11
Miss, 11
Chaffin, J. A., 12
Josephine, 12
Mary, 12
Chipley, W. D., 30
Clark, Chaffin, 12
Fred, Mr. and Mrs., 12
Harry, 12
Ira, 12
Laura Belle, 12
Mary Ellen, i, 18
Mr. and Mrs., 12
Paul, 12
Clubbs, Alexander V., 44
Colston, Esther, 11
E. S, Mrs., 11
Colvin, Charles Henry, 46
Crabtree, H., 44
Crann, Alice, 38
Creary, George, Mrs., 12
John L., Mrs., 11
Mary Emma, 12
Creighton, Alice, 13
Jodie, Mr., 13
Cruit, Mary K., 47

D
Daily, Malinda Caroline, 44
Davenport, Gladys, 11
Davis, Henry, 47

Martha, 47

Shirley, i, 18
Day, ]. M., 19
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De la Rua, Juan, 28,29
Margaretta (Bonifay), 29
De Luna, 28
Dean, Cynthia, 25, 52
Cynthia G., 21
Cynthia Green, 51
Dennis [family], 42
Dishman, Charles H., Mrs., 12
Dockens, James, 45
James Allen, 45
Mandy, 45
Tom, 45
W. B., 45
Dockins [family], 42
Donaldson, Claude, 19
Dove, John Wesley, 45
Dunaway, Mr., 5
Duncan, Maude, 12
Mayme Willis, 12
Dure, Ella, 17

E
Edward IV (king), 51
Elizabeth, Sister, 23
Elliott, E. J., Mrs., 16
Mr., 16
Mrs., 16
Ellis, Erma Clara, 11
Miss, 11

F
Fabian, Ed, 14
Falks [family], 10
Falzone, Anita, 39
Billie, 38, 39
Catherine, 39
Giuseppina Licciardello, 38
Jasper, 39
Jerome, 39
Josephine, 38, 39, 40
Libertino, 38, 39, 40
“Mother;,” 38, 40
Mrs., 38, 40,41
Neno, 39
Peter, 39
Yolanda, 38
Vincent, 39
Feige, Geo., 49
Helen, 49
Feltus, Mrs., 12
Fields, Major, 34

GI0

Fillingim, A]J, iv

Asa Mountain, 10

Cora Harris, iv

Elsie, 10

Grandma, 9, 10

Jack, iv, 1,2, 8,9

Jackie, 8

Mountain, 10
Finch, Mr., 13

W. H., Mrs., 13
Finlay, Mrs. Percy, 11
Fleming, Nora, 10
Folger, Miss, 19
Forham, Frances, 51
Forrest, Nathan Bedford, 46
Forster, A. E., 27
Franklin (family), 42
Frear, John, 20
Freeman, Captain, 35, 36

G
Gaines, Edmond Pendleton, 11
M. T, 11
Gannon, Essie Mae, 24
Gates, Louise M., 49
S.L. M., 49
Gerelds, James T., Mrs., 16
Gibbs, Harry, Mrs., 11
Gilley, Lottie, 5
Mrs., 5
Gilmore, Nellie Cravey, 16
Gladden, Lillian, 11
Goevert, Max A., 39
Golay, Daisy, 11
Daisy Clara, 11
Edna, 11
Golson, Lenora, 24
Gonzalez [family], 30
Celestine, 29
David, ii, 14
M. E, 28
Mrs., 31
Graham [family], 42
Hattie Ward, 45
Hudie, 45
Green, Crescencia, 25
Crescencia Kramer, 21
J.C., 19
Greenhut, Bootsie, 51

Grimlar, Addie, 45
Jack, 45
Josephine, 45
Union, 45

H
Hahn, Julia, 13

W. ], 13

W.]., Mrs., 13

W.L, 16

W. L., Mr. and Mrs., 16

W.L., Mrs., 13
Haley, Florence, 11
Hallmark, George S., 44
Harper [family], 42
Harris, Lillie Marian Vaughn, 6

Mama, 6, 8, 10

Marian, 3

Neil Frederick, 3
Hayes, Lauren, 18

Leah, 18

Peggy Clark, 18
Heinberg, Carolyn, 51
Helms, Mrs., 5
Helterbrand, W. S., 20
Henry, Calvin, 20
Hervey, Charles B., 32
Hicks, Myra McLean, 5
Holland, Martha, 45
Holly, Bama, 2
Holtz, Mr., 19
Honeyman, John, 33
Houlette, Lois, 13
Hoyt, Billie, 13
Hurley, Isabel, 21

Isabel (Philpot), 21
Hutchinson, Eulalie, 12
Hyer, Alberta, 12

Daisye, 12

J

Jacks, Christopher, iv
Jordan, iv
Selena, iv

Jacobi, Mrs., 5

Jernigan, Faye (Ames), 24

Johns, Miss, 12

Johnson, Ruby, 11

Jolly, Judy, 44

Jones, Martha, 34
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K
Kabaci, Kelle, iv
Kahn, Mary Louise, 51
Katie, Aunt, 6
Kemmer, Brenton C., 53
Karen L., 53
Keyser, Mary, 12
King, Amelia, iv
David, iv
Ian (John), iv
Jackie, iv
Jenny, iv
Lil, iv, 1
Lillian Fillingim, iv, 1, 10
Olivia, iv
Ted, iv
Kline, E, 20
Kramer, Crescencia, 21, 22, 24, 25
Dot, 51
Miss, 22
Kranz, Carolyn, ii, 14
Kurzweg, Barbara Faye, v

L
LaValle, Charles, 28
Lazarus, Emma, 37
Leese, J. A., Mrs., 13
John A., Mrs., 16
Levrier, Peter, 29
Lewis, Bonnie Griffis, ii
Debra, iv
Mr., 6
S. E., Mrs., 20
William, 45
Licciardello, Josephine, 39
Rosa, 38, 39
Lischkoff, Dr., 22
Locklin, Mary, 21
Mary (Moore), 21
Lowe, Mark, i
Ludevine, Sister, 21, 22

M
Macgibbon, Mrs., 16
Maclay, Madge, 11
Maddox, Albert, 9

Ola, Mrs., 9
Mallory, Cora, 12
Manci, Carrie, 24
Manker, Floyd A., Mrs., 11
Mann, Miss, 19
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GI0

Manus, Miss, 19
Marshall, A. W,, 27
Marstol, Frank, Mrs., 11
Mason, Margo, 33
Matties, Mr., 13
Mayson, Frank, 20
McAllister, Daisy, 12
Mcclay, Miss, 11
McCrary, John, 28
McGaughey, J. Storm, Mrs., 16
McGraw, Nancy, v
McKnight, Rev., 34
McMillan, A. M., Mrs., 12
Angus, 19
Angus, Mrs., 12
Annie, 51
Thomas, 19
McVoy, Jos., 20
McWilliams, David, iv
Ruth, iv
Merritt, D. M., 13
Jerry, ii
Robert, 13
Meyers, Kelvin, 14
Miles, Erin Elizabeth “Lizzie, 44
Lizzie, 44
Mitchell, Mrs., 5
Mobley, Marian, iv
Moreno, Mrs., 19
Morgan, Clint, ii, 53
W.H,, 13
Mowery, Debra, ii, 14

Denise, ii, 11, 16, 17, 19, 32, 49, 52

Murphy, Genevieve, 11
Miss, 11,12
Myers, Addie, 19

N
Nathan, Max, 49, 50
Rosalie, 49
Nelson, John, 18
Manda O., 45
Nevin [Ethelbert], 12
Nichols, George, 13
Nobles, Priscilla Mims, ii
Noriega, Joseph, 29
Nowak, Doris, 5
Gloria, 5
Nowling, Ian, iv

(o]

Osborne, E R., Mr. and Mrs., 17
Outlaw, Bert, i, ii

Owsley, Maggie, 13

P

Patterson, Gertie, 19
J. P, Mrs., 19
John P, 19
Professor, 19

Pettersen, J. C., 19

Payne, Dr., 23
Pebley, J. C., 19
J.C., Mrs., 19

Pepper, Mrs., 16
Bartow, Mrs., 16
Phillips, Frank, 19
Pinney, Myra, 14
Pulley, Mary, 25

R
Reese, J. S., 50
Mrs., 19
Reinhardt, Cody, v
David, v
David Leonardt, v
Frederick Martin, v
LEW, v
Karl Leonardt, v
Leonardt, v
Leona Deloney, v
Paul, v
Ronald A., v
Rice, Lottye, 12
Rich, Ava, ii
Ridgeway, Mrs., 19
Riser, Mrs., 19
Roberts, James B. B., Mrs., 11
Mr. and Miss, 17
Robinson, Eva S., 49
George W,, 49
J.D., 27
Roddy, Philip, 46
Rogers, Elizabeth Clara, 11
Root, Becky, ii
Rose, J. E., 45
Rossi, Deborah, iv
Robert, iv
Stephen, iv
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S
Sanderson, Jennifer, iv
Schipman, Charlotte, ii
Mrs., 5
Semmes, Raphael, Mrs., 11
Oliver, 11
Oliver J., 11
Raphael, 11
Shelby, Abraham, 36
Abram, 36
Abram M., 36
Elijah, 35,36
Elijah B,, 35,36
James A., 36
John, 34, 35, 36, 37
John [grandson], 35
John M. [grandson], 36
John M. [son], 35
Martha, 34, 35, 36, 37
Martha Hataway, 36
Martha Jones, 34
Virginia, 34
William Andrew, 35
Sherman, General, 45
William T., 46
Sibley, Julian S., 12
Skinner, E. E, 29
Mr., 27
W. B. “Woody,” 27
Smith, Elizabeth, 51
Maxine, iv
Muriel B., iii
W.H., 13
Wwill, 13
Willard L., iii
Sowell, Maggie, 19
Spears, Barbie R., 14
Statham, E. P, 53
Steward, Barbara, 51
Stewart, Garland, 5
Mrs., 4,5
Stoddart, A., 19
Strohl, Evan, ii
Stubbens, Mary, 21, 22, 23, 25
Stuckey, Alex, iv
Alexander H,, Jr., iv
Alexander Hill, Sr., iv
Debby, iv
Jean, iv
Jean Swanson Cobb, iv
Karen, iv

West Florida Footprints

GI0

Richard, iv

Sally, iv
Sullivan, Marie, 12
Sutton, Lee, 30
Sweet, Gayle L., 26

T
Talbert, Mary Ann, 30
Tate, Walter, 20
Tetlow, Andrew C., iii
Anna, iii
Betsy, iii
Caroline, iii
Gordon M., iii
Marianne, iii

Muriel Elizabeth “Betsy;” iii

Pauline, iii

Philip C., iii

Robyn, iii
Thacker, William, iv
Thompson, Miss, 19
Tibia, Miss, 23
Townley, Mary, 18
Townsend, Miss, 12
Turner, Captain, 30

Charles Hill, 28

Red, 30

\')

Vaughn, Lillie Marian, 3
Marian, 1,2
Maxine, 1,2,4,6
William T., 1

Willie Drucilla Lambert, 1

Veasley, John, ii, 41
Vickers, Betty, 25

w
Wallace, Dorothy, ii, 14
Wallach, Leopold, 50
Walters, Mrs., 13
Raymond, Mrs., 12
Ward [family], 42, 44
Betty “Majors,” 45
Billy, ii
Carl, 47
Carrie, 45
Cary Carlson, Jr., 33
Celestine “Babe;” 45
Elijah “Lige,” 45
Feenie, 45
Henry “Wardie,” 45

Mamie, 11

Marc, 42

Mean Teen, 45

Melissa, 45

Oscar, 44

Rebecca, 45, 47

William, 45, 47
Warner, Sue, ii
Warrington, Lewis, 26
Washington, Booker T., 14

George, 33
Waugh, Robert, 29
Weathers, Suzanne, 28, 30
Welch, Captain, 34

Clarsie, 47

Jenny, 47

“Old Man,” 47

Oscar, 47

Walter, 47
Welles, T. E., Mrs., 11
Wentworth, Ellie, 11

Katharine, 11
Wernike, Jules, 30
West, Thomas, Mr. and Mrs., 12
Weston, Francis M., iii
Wheeler, Joseph, 46
Whiting, Bell, 12
Wilkinson, Roy, ii
Wilkins, Philipa, 17
Willis, Allie, 12
Wilson, James, 46
Wilson, Clyde, Mrs., 12
Wood, John G., Mrs., 11
Woodrow, James, 45
Woolsey, Melancthon T., 26
Wright (family), 29
Wyman, Surgeon-General, 17

Y
Yniestra, Moses, 29
Yonge, Philip Keyes, 44
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