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President’s Message

Little things can sure change a person’s outlook…My mother taught me many
things when I was young – one of which was to appreciate the value of doing your
best. Her favorite motto was a little ditty that went: When you aim, aim high. If
you fail, don’t cry. What matters most is that you try!

Helen Roush, a very nice smart woman who worked at the NAS Pensacola
Navy Exchange Accounting Office said to me one day in 1994, Isn’t life wonderful!?! [Also in
1994, a terrific lovely and talented nurse named Connie said, I do and my life has been getting
even more wonderful ever since.]

This past August my sweet granddaughter Alyssa made my spirit bounce when I found a
small orange Post-It note on my PC tower near the on button one Sunday evening after she had
just left to return home to Crestview after a weekend visit. The note read: Dear PaPa, I love you
so much. I just felt like saying that. Love, Alyssa Piaget. [That note is still there so I see it every
time I use the PC.]

I remember a time from back in my Navy days, hearing Bobby McFerrin sing on the radio
urging us: Don’t worry…be happy. Along that same line of thought, I remember being told in
about 1998 by a friend, when I was extremely frustrated by something negative that had
happened, that when things do not go the way you want, you should decide whether it is
‘tragedy’ or ‘burnt toast’ and I have found, honestly, that most of it really is just burnt toast that
doesn’t need to be dwelled upon eternally!

So you ask: What does all this have to do with genealogy…??? I’m glad you asked.
I’ve had an enjoyable year as President for the fine group of folks known as WFGS. I promise

you I did my best. We had a lot of successes due to the active participation of so many members –
from the great volunteer speakers like Lee Scott, Dot Brown (twice!), Jerry Merritt (twice!), and
Dean Debolt; to the Officers and Board who put in the extra hours behind the scenes – especially
Secretary Sherry Glorioso and Treasurer Lil King and my reliable stand-in, our VP Maurice
Johnson; to Bonnie Griffis Lewis with her terrific work on the WFGS website, the FLGenWeb, Inc.
and the 2011 WFGS Footprints; to Lee Scott’s always timely and worthwhile WFGS Newsletters; to
Yolanda Falzone our membership chair & Cynthia Dean getting out the publicity; to Jerry Merritt
for his endless efforts to lead his tireless troop of top-notch transcribers and perfecting
proofreaders on our latest projects; to our most indispensible and talented audio-visual wonder
worker Billy Ward; and to all our generous WFGL volunteers. All of WFGS gives THANKS to all of
you for all you have done and continue to do so cheerfully.

Now when you think about all the fun you have at WFGS, don’t you agree that Life is
wonderful?!!!? Isn’t it worth trying harder at being happy than to worry? Don’t you love going to
WFGS meetings and to the ever-improving WFGL and making new genealogy friends?!! Don’t let
yourself get so frustrated that you can’t break every brick wall that you come up against – just
keep trying and some of those walls may just crumble like burnt toast…

So, here’s my Post-It to you: Dear my WFGS friends, Let’s all have another great genealogy

year in 2012!!! Warm regards!

—Bruce Rova


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2011 officers

President: Bruce Rova flrova@mchsi.com

Vice President: Maurice Johnson Mojohn3@gulftel.com

Treasurer: Lil King lilking@panhandle.rr.com

Secretary: Sherry Glorioso SherryGlorioso@cox.net

Directors 2010-2011

Tara Parks Tarakwp@yahoo.com

Liz Smith (2011) smith1775@cox.net

Yolanda Falzone yzone6@cox.net

Directors 2011-2012

John Veasley jveasley99@cox.net

Charlotte Schipman cschipman@mac.com

Sue Warner buckisue@hotmail.com

Committee Chairmen and Other Vital Individuals

Audio/Video Billy Ward aigob@yahoo.com

Book Sales Clint Morgan camorgan@pensacolastate.edu

Cemeteries Evan Strohl estrohl@cox.net

Footprints Bonnie Griffis Lewis griffle@cox.net

Hospitality Ron Parks skraprl@cox.net

Tara Parks Tarakwp@yahoo.com

Library Priscilla Nobles pnobles@att.net

Membership Yolanda Falzone yzone6@cox.net

Newsletter Laura Lee Scott llscott2000@bellsouth.net

Publicity Cynthia Dean cgdean@bellsouth.net

Transcription Projects Jerry Merritt jerrym151@mchsi.com

WFGS Web Site Bonnie Griffis Lewis griffle@cox.net

WFGS Mailing List Roy Wilkinson roywfgs@cox.net

Escambia Co. FLGenWeb, Inc. Bonnie Griffis Lewis griffle@cox.net

Parliamentarian Peter Young pyoung@uwf.edu
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In Memory

Robert Baldwin Lloyd, WFGS Member #1543
Robert Baldwin Lloyd, beloved husband, father, grandfather and

great-grandfather, died peacefully at home on October 4, 2011, the day
after his 78th birthday.

Bob was born in Newton, Iowa on October 3, 1933, the sixth of nine children born to
Edward and Rena Lloyd. He was an Eagle Scout. After graduation from Newton High School and
a year at the University of Northern Iowa, he enlisted in the Navy, spending a fulfilling twenty
year career.

He is survived by his wife of fifty three years, Elspeth Andrus Lloyd; two daughters, and one
son. Memorial services were held on Friday, October 14, 2011 at 9:30 am at Christ Episcopal
Church. A private interment was held at Barrancas National Cemetery.

Margaret Ann Josselyn McCurdy, WFGS Member #0728
Long time member and genealogy library volunteer, Margaret McCurdy, died Thursday,
December 29, 2011. She was born 11 Oct 1925 in Rocky River, Cuyahoga, Ohio to Leon William
and Mildred May [Spence] Josselyn. She graduated from Hillsdale (Michigan) College and
Frances Payne Bolton School of Nursing.

Margaret married Daniel Ross McCurdy, of Jay, Florida, in Ohio on 19 Oct 1951. She was a
nurse at University Hospitals in Ohio at that time. She also had a lengthy career as a nurse in
Pensacola.

She was interred December 31, 2011 beside her husband in the Berrydale Community of
Christ Cemetery, Jay, Santa Rosa, Florida. Lewis Funeral Home of Milton handled arrangements.

Charles Edgar “Ed” Price, WFGS Member #1130
Charles Edgar “Ed” Price, 80, of Pensacola, FL passed away on Friday, September 30, 2011 at

a local Covenant Hospice facility.
Ed served in the US Navy during the Korean War as a member of the UDT team. He received

a medical discharge after being injured during the invasion of Inchon. He retired from Southern
Bell/ATT in 1985. He also worked at NAS Communications and ultimately retired in 1996.

He is survived by his wife Joyce and two sons and daughters-in-law.
Funeral service was held 10:00 am Monday, October 3, 2011 at Harper-Morris Memorial

Chapel. Burial followed at Bayview Memorial Park.

James S. Ridgway, WFGS Member #0809
James passed away peacefully at the Creekside Assisted Living Village in Pensacola, Florida

on Wednesday, October 5, 2011 at the age of 75 due to complications from Alzheimer’s. He was
born in Paintsville, Kentucky on July 27, 1936 to James and Katherine Ridgway. Among the
various honors James achieved were Kentucky Colonel and Omicron Delta Kappa Phi, American
Chemical Society.

After graduating with a Ph.D. in chemistry from University of Louisville, James married
Bernice Schmitt. In about a year, their first son Keith was born. Shortly thereafter, James and
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Bernice moved to Raleigh, North Carolina, where James began his career with Chemstrand as
a research chemist. Eighteen months later,Brian, their second son, was born. James is survived

by his wife of 52 years, Bernice, and his two sons.
Funeral Mass was held at 10:00 am at Nativity Catholic Church on Saturday, October 8,

2011. Burial followed at Eastern Gate Memorial Gardens.

Elizabeth Karrh Scott, Charter Member #0149
Elizabeth Karrh Scott, 82, of Pensacola passed away on April 25, 2011. She was born on

February 13, 1929 in Carbon Hill, AL. She was preceded in death by her husband, Colonel
Thomas L. Scott and her parents, Barney and Lorene Karrh.

Elizabeth was an enthusiastic member of the First Baptist Church of Pensacola, where she
was a member of the Sanctuary Choir and the Singing Seniors and worked with the children’s
music program. She was a member of the Daughters of the American Revolution, United
Daughters of the Confederacy, Colonial Dames of the XVII Century, Daughters of the American
Colonists, Dames of the Magna Carta, United Daughters of 1812, the Jamestown Society,
Southern Dames, the Plantagenet Society, the Music Study Club, the Retired Officers Wives and
Widows Association, and the Delta Zeta Sorority. She was a Red Cross volunteer in military
hospitals for over 40 years.

Elizabeth was buried in Arlington National Cemetery on June 29, 2011 at 10:00 a.m.
Donations in her memory were asked to be made to the First Baptist Church Music Ministry, 500
N. Palafox Street, Pensacola.

Emily Towner Sund, WFGS Member #1392
Emily T. Sund, 83 of Geneseo, formerly of Pinewod, Minnesota and originally from

Pensacola, Florida, passed away on Monday, March 15, 2010 at her home. Funeral mass was
March 18, 2010 at St. Malachy's Catholic Church, Geneseo. Burial was in the Barrancas National
Cemetery, Pensacola.

Emily was born January 22, 1927 in Los Angeles, California, the daughter of Jay Henry and
Emalear Claire (Apostle) Towner. She was united in marriage to Conrad J. Sund in 1954, in
Pensacola, Florida; he preceded her in death in 1976. She also was preceded in death by a sister,
Violet Beaver. Emily worked at Western Union Telegraph, St. Louis, Missouri for 34 years,
retiring in 1982. She was a member of many organizations, including the DAR.

Survivors include four daughters, Catherine "Cat" White, Cambridge, Illinois; Sarah A.
Valletta-Garner (George), Pensacola, Florida; Amy B. Goldsworthy, Fort Walton Beach, Florida;
Carmen Janet McDonald, Salem, Missouri; a son and spouse, Thomas H. and Dayle Goldsworthy,
Branson, Missouri; and eight grandchildren, including Misty and Dan Wilson and Anthony White.
Emily was also a great-grandmother of seven.

Garland Wallace Toomer, WFGS Member #0789
Garland Wallace (GW) Toomer, 80, died 20 May 2011. GW was born on 8 February 1931 in

Denton, Texas to Boss and Ethel Toomer. He joined the U.S. Navy in 1948 at the age of 17 as a
machinist mate. He later transitioned into his career profession: Deep Sea Diver.

GW gained his naval officer commission in 1960. Mr. Toomer is preceded in death by his
son, Spencer Paul Toomer, and is survived by his wife, Jacqueline Ann; his brother Tommy; and
seven children.


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Letters from Em Turner Hyer
During the 1926 Hurricane

Submitted by Cynthia Green Dean with permission from Ned and Jean Wallace.
Ned is Em Hyer’s grandson and currently lives in the old Hyer home.

uring the 1926 hurricane, Em Turner Hyer was writing a letter to her daughter Margaret at
Florida State College For Women (now Florida State University) describing what she saw and
heard. The J. Whiting Hyer home is at Hyer Point on Bayou Texar across from Bayview Park.

These are letters on September 20, 24 and 27, describing the storm and its aftermath. Identification of
persons is in brackets.

Sept. 20, 1926
My dearest Margaret,

Well, Sugar, we are in the midst of ime to prepare for it, if there was any such a thing as
preparing for a hurricane such as this. We took in most of our plathe most terrific hurricane. It has
been predicted for several days, so everyone had ample tnts, tied up awnings, nailed windows and
doors, moved most everything off the back porch and laid in a good supply of groceries—but no extra
bread. We brought home everything from St. John’s [Cemetery] and visited the Leonards - Brosnahams-
-invited them to come down and stay with us if it got real bad. Put the “Louise” in the cove and
brought our skiff and Jack’s up on the hill and tied them to oaks. [Jack Merritt son of John A. and

Mary Turner Merritt, Em’s sister] Well, it was a wise precaution for now Jack’s is afloat, and ours is
bobbing up and down. They are up on the hill 10 feet, I guess, from high tide. The water is up to the
round flower bed, and good sized waves are splashing the big old century plant way up to the house
nearby. Well, we are all going out to investigate things a little, and I will stop and go too.

Now we are back. You cannot possibly believe what we ran into. The water is passed all belief.
It is up to Bayview [Bayview Park] windows—no sign of a wharf or anything showing up but the roof and
upper part of the building. You can step from the top of our bank right into the water. The lower
magnolia limbs touch the water. John [Em’s son] and Mike [Em’s daughter, Em T. Hyer] rode me around
among the trees in Jack's [Merritt] boat--up on top the hill! We had to wade through water waist-deep
to get around our lower garden fences. Couldn’t get in Mrs. Hall’s front at all. [Mrs. Hall future

mother-in-law of Em’s daughter Margaret who m. Jay Hall] Her entire yard is water lapping up to her
top step on her porch. She put on old togs and went with us. It lulled a little when we went on our
tour, but it is awful now. Pigeon house most gone. John [Em’s son] braced it, and now the braces are
down.

Limbs of trees have torn a portion of the ridge board right over the dining room, and all the
folks are up there getting it cut off. All our poles are down—no electricity, nor will there be for days,
and no telephone poles, so—I bet we saw a hundred trees down, and you will never see your home
again like it was when you left. That big old tree by the tank where the owls nest is down. Great big
ones all around—top of both magnolias and, mercy only knows what else, about 12 or 13 of ours and
all the moss and leaves whipped off. Oh, there is some one in a boat, and they are being thrown out
against our fence.

Later—Mike [Em’s daughter] and I rushed to put on coats and went to see. It was Oliver [son of

Wilmer Walker, Sr.] trying to bring their skiff up. Mr. Walker [W. Wilmer Walker, Sr.] brought his fish
boat up, and Oliver misunderstood him and attempted to bring the skiff. Wilmer [son of Wilmer

D
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Walker, Sr.] went back and helped him—tied it up in the lane between us and Mrs. Hall’s. It’s all water
you know, and a regular surf rolling just like the Gulf Beach. All kinds of animal life are panic stricken.
We have a beautiful blue jay, pigeons, chickens, etc., in the house, and lizards & spiders & yellow
jackets are all over in a wild search for shelter. A huge porpoise was playing back in the cove when
Mr. Walker was putting up his launch, and a dandy big mullet got so frightened it jumped right into his
boat. He tossed it over to me, and we had fresh roe-mullet, broiled squab—hoe cake for supper.

The Johnsons [neighbors—Arthur Johnson] had to go up to the store to get something to eat—
had no way to cook and not a thing to eat. Mrs. Hall has no kind of a stove, either. Betty [Betty Soule

Merritt, wife of Jack] was cooking on a 2-burner canned heat apparatus. John and Whiting [Whiting

Hyer - Em’s husband] have gone to see the Brosnahams. They have returned now and report a
wrecked mess for true. All of them are in Maybell’s [Mabel Brosnaham] little house, and her living
room was flooded, so John says. Their tents [The Brosnahams were renovating their house and had

put contents in tents.] stood until about 9 this AM, and then they went up in a jiffy. John says Annie
[Annie Brosnaham, wife of George Brosnaham, Jr.] looks like someone was dead. Every piece of their
clothes, beds, furniture, ice box, electric stove, etc., all up side down in all this rain and blowing
everywhere.

Well, I never can tell you all this mess, but I guess I had better stop. Abe, (Doris’s beau) [Abie

Rule. Doris Merritt, daughter of John A. and Mary Turner Merritt] went to stay with Aunt Addie
[Adelaide Turner Garfield, Em’s sister]. Wasn’t that nice? Wilmer Walker braved the hurricane and went
to town, but we haven’t heard any news. We really would like to hear from all our folks. Am mighty glad
Tallahassee isn’t in line to get this storm, but I dare say you felt it a little.

Mr. Walker [Wilmer Walker, Sr.] said the old street car trestle was going late this afternoon. It
had broken aloose from the pilings and was afloat. I hope it won’t knock into our new bridge. All the
railroad tracks from here to Escambia I think are afloat. So, I will have to send this letter by
Montgomery. We are all lit up by candle light, tonight. It’s so dismal, and this howling wind and roaring
waves makes one feel queer. Well, good night, honey, we are all going to turn in now. Hope we will all
get through the night alright.

Loads of love,
Mother

September 24, 1926

My dear Margaret,
The mails have all been so upset—we haven’t heard from you in a coon’s age. I wrote you a book

on the hurricane day. There is just millions of the same kind of news, such as sheds and porches off—
chimneys on nearly every house lying flat against the roof or on the ground, fences and arbors
zigzagging, telegraph poles by the hundreds down and their wires dangling and draped in festoons
from trees. Alcaniz [St.], you know, is brick paved over. Well, the wood blocks from Romana [St.]

floated “clear up” to Wright [St.]. They shoveled them off by the thousand. You could scarcely drive.
Now they are on the grass plots, and it’s OK.

You can’t imagine anything to equal the wreckage that is the “mess” on the wharfs in the slip, but
there is very little actual loss, just such a mess.
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Our city paper are the cutest things—light pink, and this one tonight is pale green, one sheet
about 18 x 24. They have to use a little hand press. No lights yet, no phone and no water in town.
Newport gives water, so does the ice plant. It looks old timey to see people—everybody carrying jugs
of water.

Jack [Merritt] and Betty [Jack’s wife, Betty Soule Merritt] took supper with us last night. After
supper we all went in one car. Took Em [Em Turner Merritt Nickinson, daughter of John A. Merritt] a
plate of “scamp” & then went over in the hill. [North Hill] A regular reunion at Dicks’s [Richard Turner,

brother of Em T. Hyer] house block. Dick & his family, Filo [Filo H. Turner – Em’s brother] & his
spouse. [Marguerite] Bud [James S. Leonard] came up too, and Fan [Fan Turner Leonard, Em’s sister]

& Bud Jim [Bud Jim Leonard – son of James S. & Fan] came strolling by and stopped, so we had a
nice time.

Mary [dau. of Fan & James S. Leonard] has had fever for several days & Margery [dau of Fan &

James S. Leonard] is miserable. I haven’t heard from them, today. There are no schools in the city this
week. They had to dry out and be cleaned up, so John [John Hyer - Em’s son] and I went to the
Cemetery [St. John’s] early and had the crazy old car go punch, so we killed the whole day. Mr.
Guethe had to come out to “Reimich” store, nearby, and towed us in. Then it took him hours to repair
it at the shop. Miss Carrie had Whiting’s [J. Whiting Hyer - Em’s husband] car, so we were going to get
a taxi when he got it fixed. We were so tired out from such a day; we just went fishing instead of
picking up tree limbs and trash, so we had trout for supper.

An old sea captain gave Jack [Merritt] that scamp, yesterday, and, as they are cooking on a
little sterno, they brought it for me to cook and asked themselves up to supper. They were lonely and
made the biggest kind of a to-do over the supper—quite festive with 2 big silver candelabra. We all
enjoyed it. We got a pitiful little letter from Catherine [Turner, niece of Em & dau. of George Turner]

tonight. I must write to her a little, so good night sweet.

Loads of love,
Mother

September 27, 1926
My dear Margaret,

We received your letter today, and I have thought many times about the different things you
told us. Charles Gonzalez told John that their house came very near going like the Howe’s did. They
all had to work like Trojans to save it. Huge timbers came over the breakwater, then over the railroad,
then into their yard and rammed the pillars. I think their roof that is to the porch went off too. Mrs.
Chap [Mrs. Chapman Gonzalez] said Bohemia [area on Scenic Hwy] was ruined. We haven’t been out
there yet but we want to, and Mike [Em’s daughter] is not working now.

Louverne has come back, so maybe she will take us out. Mary Patton [sister of Annie Patton

Brosnaham, Geo. Jr.’s wife] is here, I think I told you, and she had to swim thru (8) rivers or creeks to
get here after leaving Flomaton. One man was coming with them to look after his sweetheart. He had
only his Sunday go to meeting clothes, so he ran over into the bushes on the edge of the river they
had to ford, and put on his pajama pants and held his good clothes up out of the water. Then, after
they got across, he disappeared for a few minutes into the bushes and lo! he was spink & span and
everyone else drowned. Mary had on her very best dress.
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You know I really can’t remember what I have told you about the storm, so if I tell you something
I have already described, why please just excuse me. The Yacht Club is jammed up on the electric car
trestle [at Bayou Chico], and Albert Quina, Bella said, lost everything he had. [Bella Quina m. Richard

Hill Turner, Jr., Em’s brother. Albert is Bella’s brother.] It was all invested in a small mill [Little Bayou

Mills Co.] right there by the Yacht Club on that point, and the last stick of it washed away. There is a
large Government boat setting high and dry up on that Island [Brent’s Island] just in the mouth of
Little Bayou, and I know without any exaggeration there must be all of 25 or 30 boats of various sizes
setting up among the trees and on top of wharfs and half a block from water in Little Bayou.

The Draw on the Little Bayou bridge is a real sight. It is standing straight up only bent
backwards till it touches the bridge and is twisted just as if it had been cloth. I told you Sanders
Beach was washed as clean as my hand. I really don’t know where the debris accumulated from those
sheds.

Mike [Em’s daughter] and Charlie were on the Palafox Wharf Sunday before the storm, and the
Tarpon went out. Well, old Capt. Barrow [Willis Green Barrow] said he couldn’t save her in that storm,
so he beached her on Santa Rosa Island. He staid with her though, and Tuesday morning he came
sailing into the wharf with a funny little piece of canvas stuck up on a row boat and reported that the
old Tarpon was high and dry in the center of Santa Rosa. They have let him have a dredge, and they
say in three days she will be afloat. There has been very little actual suffering though. Whiting [Hyer]

said the Red Cross couldn’t find any families who really needed aid.
Mr. Sherrill [J. H. Sherrill – Sherrill Oil Co.] had $500 sent him to spend upon the needy storm

sufferers, and he wired back to his Oil people who had sent the money that there were no needy
storm sufferers. That every one was cared for.

Mr. Saltmarsh [E. O. Saltmarsh, L & N R.R. official] had open house at the depot, and anyone
could go day & night & get coffee and sandwiches, and he also had three Pullman cars lit up and
running so as to care for any who may need it.

The San Carlos wouldn’t give even a cup of coffee. Lots of their people went to Carrie’s for
food. Ferriss-Lee lumber [205 E. Main] is a sight—it surely looks a wreck. It’s just washed on the beach.
I should think they could save much of it. Well, honey, Pa says I ought to be asking to write so much to
you as you have to study some. Elizabeth Monroe & Parilla were with Mary at C. E. last night, and Mike
said she was just wild to know how you were “going.” That means sorority, of course. In town this aft.,
Mike saw Mrs. Weis [Mrs. Carl A. Weis] —said she was buying yards & yards of sheeting for the families
down on Maine Street—that it was just simply washed away. I haven’t been down there, but I must go
and see it too.

I haven’t seen Fan [Em’s sister] nor heard from any of my family today. Have been sewing—made
3 sheets & nearly finished one spread. Had a big okra gumbo for supper and it was A No. 1. Had
beautiful trout “Daddy caught it with a hoop. Johnnie cleaned it like a man & Ma she fried it in the
pan.” also a lovely soft shell crab. A monster for our breakfast this A.M.

Tell me how you like the eats and so forth. Are your clothes alright, too, and have you plenty!
Well, honey, good-night.

Loads of love,
Mother

They buried poor old Teddie Muldon this noon. I don’t think there has been a soul at Gus Eitzen’s
grave since he was placed there.

Mother
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__________________
Notes and Photos

Em Turner (1877-1962) was the daughter of Richard Hill Turner and Mary Harris Gingles. Her husband, John Whiting Hyer (Sr.)
(1870-1957), was the son of William Kopman Hyer and Belle Abercrombie. Both were prominent Pensacola families. (All photos
courtesy of Special Collections, UWF Pace Library.)

1926 Hurricane, Bayview

1926 Hurricane, Sanders Beach

1926 Hurricane, Streetcar Trestle Over Bayou Chico


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The Floating Yacht Club
By Cynthia G. Dean, cgdean@bellsouth.net

ensacola Yacht Club member, Max Bear, signed papers on July 21, 1921, and received the deed to
the club for a new site on Brent’s Island at the mouth of Bayou Chico. (Pensacola Journal July 21,
1921, p. 8) Exactly one year later, on July 21, 1922, (PJ July 21, 1922, p. 6) the club purchased an

Army quartermaster motorship, the General William Wilson, for less than $10,000 to be used as a
floating yacht club. The General Wilson was a concrete vessel, 136’ long, built in 1918 for the U.S.
Government for $350,000, one of nine such experimental craft constructed during WWI.

It had only made one voyage—from New York to Pensacola, during which the motors consumed 50
gallons of gasoline an hour. Upon arrival in Pensacola, the government put it up for bids while it was
lying idle in the Pensacola harbor. The Pensacola Yacht Club members had dreamed of a floating club
house and had visions of traveling to Mobile or New Orleans and proceeded to file a bid. (St. Petersburg
Evening Independent, Aug.21, 1922)

The vessel came with three decks: main, upper and hurricane. Plans were made to convert the mid
section into a gymnasium; the second deck, a dining room, assembly room and lockers; upper deck, a
large saloon, ladies rest room and tea room. On the hurricane deck would be a roof garden, dance floor

P
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and state rooms. Following renovations, it was moved to the mouth of Bayou Chico. It was renamed on
December 6, 1922, the Commodore Hutchinson for Dr. Clarence E. Hutchinson who had been very active
in helping to secure the boat. (Pensacola Journal, July 21, 1922, p. 6)

Meanwhile, Sept. 18, 1922, Pensacola Journal, p.2 reported the Pensacola floating yacht club
anchored at mouth of Bayou Chico, and a new wharf was being built at the club property on Bayou
Chico (Brent’s Island) where the sloops and club craft would be moored in the future.

During the
September 1926
Hurricane, while
anchored in the
entrance to
Bayou Chico, the
floating yacht
club was jammed
up on the electric
car trestle of the
Dummy Line (see
previous article,
“Letters of Em
Turner Hyer”).

Yacht Club on electric car trestle – 1926 Hurricane

Pensacola Yacht Club history says the vessel was destroyed by fire in 1925, the year before the
hurricane, which did not make sense. This error appears to have come from a Pensacola News article by
Alice Crann, June 7, 1984, p. 9A, when she interviewed J. McHenry Jones in his office some fifty-two
years after the fire. Perhaps he was just “guesstimating” and had no records in front of him. This
information has been picked up by others and the error perpetuated in various articles, including a story
by this writer in the Heritage of Escambia County.

Actually, the fire was not until the evening of August 1, 1932. The Pensacola Journal, the next day on
the front page, tells that the fire gutted the boat and destroyed the furniture, fittings and left nothing
but an empty hulk. W. C. Frederic, Secretary of the Club, lived aboard the boat and managed to save
only the trophies, while losing all his personal belongings. The club was insured, and members met to
discuss the question of rebuilding, but decided that the hulk of the floating club house would be
“abandoned as useless.” (PJ Aug. 3, p. 2; Aug. 4, p. 1)

What, ultimately, happened to the remains? Another misleading story was printed in the Pensacola
News Journal on November 17, 1998, p. 2c, which said the General Wilson was purchased in 1938 by the
Tenneco Corporation and taken to St. Marks where she became a local landmark and that Mr. Shirley
Brown purchased the craft around 1983 and brought it back to Pensacola and docked it at Brown
Marine on Bayou Chico where it was used for entertaining. A later comparison of the hull number to a
1980’s Coast Guard registry shows this boat to actually be the H. H. Hardin, built in 1940 at St. Marks, FL,
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original owner, Tennessee Gas Transmission Co. (Details from a UWF history paper by Bob Rutledge in
2010.) At this writing, The Tenneco, is still moored at Pelican’s Perch on Bayou Chico and will be made
into a reef in memory of Mr. Shirley Brown.

Further research may, eventually, reveal what happened to the final remains of the real General
Wilson/Commodore Hutchinson.

Thanks to Dave Hoffman, PYC historian, who brought me the history papers of David
C.Wolf (1987) and Bob Rutledge (2010) that got me headed in the right direction for
this story. The photos are courtesy of Philip Pfeiffer and the Pensacola Historic
Resource Center.


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Memories—By Muriel Christian Crusoe
Submitted by Carolyn Christian Kranz, her niece

Note: These notes were written by my aunt back in the 70s or 80s. She’s passed away
now so I can’t get a more exact time on them. She gave them to me about 10 years ago.
I cleaned up some of the punctuation and paragraphing but left everything else pretty
much as she wrote it. I have given much thought about writing this account of important
times in my life. Everything and everybody has to have a beginning so I guess this is
mine.

eba Lenora Holmes was wearing her riding skirt and was perched in her side-saddle on her horse
riding down the unpaved dusty street on a warm, sultry day in Northwest Florida. Her horse was
being stubborn and was barely moving in the heat. A young man, Wilburn Levon Christian, was

standing on the porch of his daddy’s store and he could not resist teasing her about her slow “nag” and
asked her if she wanted him to get her a switch to move him along. She was very indignant and stuck
her nose up and said, “No indeed.”

I do not know how the romance progressed after this original encounter but progress it did and they
were married September 19, 1911. Reba was the eldest of eight children of Ben and Josephine Corbin
Holmes. She was spoiled and a bit haughty. Her family was not wealthy, but Ben Holmes was in the
turpentine business which was very lucrative in those days. Reba was one of the few girls privileged to
go to Palmer College in DeFuniak Springs, Florida.

Will was the son of John and Patsy Gilmore Christian. He had two sisters, Ethel and Georgia. His
father, John, came to America from Trieste, Austria (Tyrolona portion of Austria before its takeover by
Italy in World War II.) Very little is known about this family.

His mother, Patsy, was one of three children of William and Martha Edge Gilmore. She had a sister,
Elizabeth “Betsy” and a brother, Washington “Wash.” Martha’s husband William died during the yellow
fever epidemic so she took her three children and moved to Jake’s Bayou, south of Bagdad, where Uncle
Jake Gilmore had homesteaded.

How she reared her children is vague, but she lived to be 110 years old. Her daughter Elizabeth lived
to be 112 years old, her son Washington to 98, and Patsy, my paternal grandmother, to 88 years.

After their marriage, my parents opened a country store in Galliver, Florida. This was a general
store: on one side in front were lace yard goods, shirts, pants, overalls, etc. In the back were canned
goods, feed, fertilizer, tools, etc. Barrels of flour, lard, other staples, chewing tobacco, hoop cheese,
pickles, and side salt meat were also carried. The other side of the building had the longest marble top
soda fountain between Jacksonville and Pensacola. In the center were ice cream tables and chairs. The
ice and ice cream were brought in on the L & N train from Pensacola. The ice was packed in sawdust and
burlap. The ice cream was in large containers packed in salt and ice. Three flavors—chocolate, vanilla,
and strawberry—were available. On the counter were large, lidded glass bowls containing crushed
pineapple and cherries for the sundaes. A hand-held ice shaver was used on the block of ice to get fine
ice to cover with chocolate and fruit syrups—early snow cones.

R
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There were no screens on the windows or doors so all syrups and fruits used for sundaes were
stored in glass containers. This being a rural area, most of the customers were farmers who charged all
year until the crops came in from harvest in the fall. This practice finally caused the downfall of the
business when crops failed and the bills could not be paid.

Will and Reba had two sons and two daughters while living in Galliver. I was the oldest daughter,
born on April 27, 1915. These were very happy times for me except for the shadows of World War I that
haunted me. I remember the list of the dead that came in on the train each day. I had a concern because
my Uncle Carl Holmes was in the war as well as a neighbor who lived about a mile from us.

We had large black walnut trees that produced lots of nuts. Mother would crack these with a
hammer on a brick and the shells would scatter. We picked up every bit of the shells to send to the war
collection for use as filters in gas masks. As a small child, I thought they went directly to the soldiers for
their gas masks.

One night the train broke down and the small hotel could not accommodate all the passengers so
mother took a lady into our home for the night. She had been on a ship that was torpedoed by the
Germans and I was spellbound by the account of her rescue while she ate the fish (bones and all) that
we had for dinner.

Everything was rationed. The flour and sugar were brown and were available in limited amounts to
each customer. I remember Daddy coming home upset and he cried while telling mother that people
were mad with him because they didn’t understand rationing. He wanted to close the store but the
government wouldn’t let him.

I remember Uncle Carl coming home from the war. He had been in France so he taught me the song,
Jada Jada Jing Jing Jing and also how to do the Can Can, which my mother thought was vulgar for me to
show my black satin bloomer that all girls wore back then.

I guess the next sadness I remember was the terrible influenza epidemic. People died daily. Mother
kept us in the house with all the windows and doors shut. She would crack the window shade just
enough to count the wagons and corpses going past our house to the cemetery each day. Fortunately,
we all escaped this tragedy.

One terrible thing we didn’t escape was diphtheria. My brother, who was two years older than me,
and I both had severe cases. My sister, who was two years younger than me, was given anti-toxin. It had
just come into usage and my parents were told that she would die if she got the disease but she might
be paralyzed from the injection. Neither happened and she lived until April 1996.

The doctor came each day to see us and mother would put us in her lap with a small gray enamel
potty in our lap. The doctor would take long curved scissors and go in our throats to cut the thick white
membrane out so we would not choke to death. I do not remember how long this went on. My brother
would not open his mouth for the doctor so Daddy got a small switch and used on his legs to make him
cooperate, all the time, tears were falling down Daddy’s face. Many friends came to help and some
could not understand that the red flag on the gate meant we were quarantined. My paternal
grandmother lived with us at this time and provided much support to the family. We survived without
any permanent damage.


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Memories of Bellview School
From About 1931-1941

By Katherine Nall Griffis (Recorded by her daughter, Bonnie Griffis Lewis)

At the age of 85, as of this writing, I am amazed at Mama’s power of recall. I have
devoted myself to preserving as much history of the Bellview community as I can, so this
article, from her memories, contributes to that goal. She has been more than able in
helping me with this taskl! The names listed here are not meant to be comprehensive nor
the spelling completely accurate. How much Mama remembers is a real tribute to the
life she enjoyed as a child at Bellview School.

Mama graduated in 1941 (see certificate) and two of her daughters, Barbara “Bobbie”
Griffis (first grade in 1949 and second grade in 1950) and I (Bonnie) (first grade in 1950)
attended there as well. We were among the last students to attend before the school
was sold and a “new” Bellview Elementary School was built.

About the Students Who Attended Bellview School

Katherine Griffis said that the school had a big “Maypole” every year, which the students greatly
enjoyed. There was always a Christmas pageant, too; one year, she played the role of “Mary” and Rex
Anderson was “Joseph.” Katherine has said many times that everyone who lived in Bellview knew
everyone else. Although she turned 85 this year, she fondly remembers most of those who attended
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school with her during this time and their names and some of these details are listed below. The names
are listed alphabetically by surname; siblings are listed together, but not in birth order. Families with the
same surname are cousins to the other families with the same surname, unless otherwise specified.
They were her extended “family” when she was a child in Bellview and she still maintains contact with
some today.

ANDERSON, Myra Jean & Annette (parents: Ned & Alma)
ANDERSON, Rex (cousin to Lamar Ard)
ARD, Herman & Joyce (parents: Dan & Lena; Dan was the school yard man and Lena was the cook)
ARD, Lamar (cousin to Rex Anderson) (grandparents Dan & Jessie B. Ard raised him)
ARD, Amiel, Edward, Vera (married Robert Cole) & Wendell (parents: Frank & Velora; family had a

dairy farm)
ARD, Mildred (married a Creighton; helped plan the 2000 Reunion); Otto; Pearl; & T.C. (parents:

Amonzo & Bessie Ard)
ARD, Edna Mae & Sidney (parents: Sidney & Rosalie)
AUSTIN, Henry, John, Edward, Margaret, Eleanor, Bill & Maybell (parents: Ed & Ida)

BERGERON, Betty & Gene (mother Myrle Bergeron) (Myrle later married Glen Brewton)
BLACKMAN, Juanita & brothers

CARLOS, Donnie (mother: Kathleen Brewton Carlos)
CHERRY, Clifton, Floyd & Amitine
CHESTNUT, Marie, Genevee (planned the 2000 Reunion, but had a heart attack and died before the

event), Voncille and at least one boy (parents: Mr. Chestnut drove the school bus)
CLIPPER, Juanita Mose, Ruth & Sam
COLE, Robert (married Vera Ard)

DAW, Lucille, Maxine & Earl

ENFINGER, Sybil, J.C. & Lavern (Lavern owned & operated Enfinger’s Radiator Shop)

GODWIN, Clifford; Hazel (married Wendell Ard; both became Pentecostal ministers); & Genevee

HANDROP, Ronald
HAZEN, Betty & Winnie
HELTON, Jeannie (mother was a Chestnut; possible cousin to Ouida & Nathan Helton)
HELTON, Ouida & Nathan (possible cousin to Jeannie Helton)
HINOTE, Gillis & Willard
HOLDEN, Edna, Helen, Elizabeth & Harold (Edna & Willie Nall were the only two in their graduating

class; Edna married a Braswell and became a Justice of the Peace)

JOHNSON, Marguerite (died in auto accident) & Frank (died young): Mother: Beulah Johnson

KING, Kermit, Clayton & Ruby

LAMBERT, Palomar
LEE, Danny Ruth & Dick

McCURLY, Marleen & Burl
MOORE, Melvin (parents: Jim & Syble)
MULDOON, Elmer, Thelma, Miley & Lucille (Parents: Tom & Evelyn Cross Muldoon)
MURRY, Barbara; & Pat & Joel (twin boys)

NALL, Willie, Bruce, Katherine, Mildred Murl, Minnie Lee & Glen
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NALL, Nick, Kenneth, Eleanor, Leatrice (parents: “Tebe” & Florence Yadon Nall)

OLSON, Nellie, Helen, Pete & other brothers & sisters

PATE, Joyce
PUGH, Betty, Vera & Jr.

RIDER, Chapman, Bobbie & Winnie (Winnie married a Meharg)
RIGGINS, Helen & Margaret
ROBERTS, Austin (Mother: Mable Austin)

SINGLETON, Luda Dee, Florence & others
SPEARS, Bill & Eunice (Eunice married John Brisch)
STAPLES, Flora Jean & James
STAPLES, Harold (“Hannas,” uncle to Flora Jean & James) (Hannas m. Lucille Muldoon)

WALDROP, boys & girls
WHITE, Oliver (cousin to the Murry’s; mother: Annie)
WILLIAMS, Flora Bell, Annice & Freda

Teachers:
Mrs. Lottie Pate Mandeville (Principal 1941)
Mrs. Mary Radcliff Hudson
Mrs. Tucker
Miss Marcella Reedy
Miss McCrory
Miss Ethel Handrop

Sat, 29 Oct 2011: I made a phone call to Mr. I. Ronald Handrop. He is 87 years of age now! He
sounded hearty and of sound mind. He started talking about Bellview School and could he ever talk! Says
he has a picture of it, which he sent to Mildred Ard Creighton and she used it for the 2000 reunion. He did
not attend. He said he would try to find the picture and call me back later. He said he used to play ball
with Greenberry Nall by the church [Pleasant Home Primitive Baptist Church), because Greenberry was
the preacher there. He said Elwood Moore and Floyd Cherry were friends of his. He also said he was
“there” when Mary Ellen Nall married Elmer Muldoon. He said they made the most beautiful couple and
that Mary Ellen was the most beautiful girl he ever knew. His family moved to Kupfrian’s; I asked if he
meant Brownsville and he said yes, it was called that later. He said the Depression was terrible, just
terrible, but everyone in Bellview survived because they grew their own crops. He mentioned friends
named Wiggins, Hardy Mathis, and the Caperton’s. He says he attended the very first Bellview School. (I
do believe that Tom Muldoon also attended that school from the first day, because there is a picture of
the class in the Escambia County History Book, Vol. II). Some months later, I happened to see Ronald
Handrop and speak with him briefly. He said he is still “looking” for old pictures of Bellview School! With
his shock of white hair and a slight limp (as does Mama!), his voice is still strong. It was apparent that,
although he was older than my mom, he was still a vibrant presence.

The Bellview School held a reunion, originally planned by “the Chestnut girl,” who got sick and
died before the event. I spoke with Mildred Ard Creighton and Ronald Handrop; Mildred remembered
nothing about it and Ronald did not attend. My first cousin, Elaine Nall Cotton, received an invitation
and she attended with husband James. Mama did not receive an invitation and I’m not sure how many
were even mailed out. Neither my sister nor I received an invitation. Elaine remembers a few who
attended the reunion: Virgil and Jane Myrick; Marie Cotton Adams; Margie Singleton; Katherine and
Susie Moring; and possibly a former teacher, Ms. Hardy.
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The invitation pictured below is provided courtesy of Eunice Spears Brisch. I imagine it is the picture
that Ronald Handrop says he sent to Mildred Ard Creighton to use for the 2000 Reunion Committee
invitation (which also may be why he can’t find it).


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Auburn University Athlete Missing 66 Years Finally Located by Radar
During a Saint Michael’s Cemetery Celebration

By Jerry Merritt
April 12, 2011

t has been a long search for Daniel Elmer Wilkinson’s final resting place. Uncle Elmer, as he became
known to those few of us researching him, had a most unusual life. He was born 14 Oct 1884 and
raised by a family steeped in the tradition of the Deep South. Much was expected of Uncle Elmer and

he delivered – up to a point. It was that “point” that marked a break with his family leading to his final
resting place being lost for many years.

Elmer attended Auburn University just after the turn of the Nineteenth Century. There he courted the
university president’s daughter and they became engaged to the enthusiastic approval of his socially
attuned mother.

During Elmer’s time at Auburn he cut a wide swath through the social and athletic strata of that
university. His vignette from the 1907 Glomerata, shown below, alludes to his courtship of the
president’s daughter with the tease, “Is sometimes seen returning from ‘Faculty Avenue’ rather late at
night.” But, as Lysander offered as solace to Hermia, ” The course of true love never did run smooth.”
We don’t know the whole story today, but on a trip to visit his father who was working in New Orleans,
Elmer fell gravely ill and admitted to the hospital. There he was cared for by a nurse from Pensacola
named Julia Booske. They married shortly thereafter, much to his socially attuned mother’s grief.

I
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Some family lore has it that Elmer’s mother in her disappointment at not attaining a university
president’s daughter for her family tree disowned him after his marriage. Other more reasonable lore
suggests she merely disapproved in the strongest possible manner. Whichever it was, Elmer remained
isolated from his family the remainder of his years. After his death in Lafayette, Louisiana on 4 May 1945
he was, according to his obituary, brought to Pensacola and interred in St. Michael’s. His name is even in
a book listing St. Michael’s burials. But there is no record of where in St. Michael’s he was buried. We
surmised that, if his name appeared in a burial book done many years after his interment, he must have
had a tombstone at some point. But there is no stone for him today – nor has there been for many
years. The only thing that made sense was that Elmer had been buried in the Booske plot. After all, his
wife was a Booske. And we knew that Elmer wasn’t with the rest of his family in the Wilkinson plot at St.
Johns.

Elmer and Julia had no children of their own but did adopt a daughter a number of years after their
marriage.
We were able a few years ago to track down the adopted daughter’s widowed husband, then in his late
eighties, in Connecticut and he confirmed that Elmer was, in fact, buried in a cemetery just east of
Pensacola. He knew little of the rift that had formed between Elmer and his family, however, other than
he was aware of it.
So we won’t try here to fill in details that we don’t know for sure. Elmer and Julia lived in Ellisville,
Mississippi for a time and later moved to New Orleans before finally removing to Lafayette where he
died. So far as we know he never reconciled with his family. The fact that he is not with them in St. John
seems to confirm this. But where exactly is Elmer buried?

Dr. Johnson and the SIR-3000
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Fortunately, those persistent in their research usually get a break sooner or later. For us that break
came on April 9, 2011 during the Getting in the Spirit event at St. Michael's Cemetery, held in
conjunction with the National Council on Public History Conference. There we ran into Dr. Jay Johnson,
Director of the Center for Archeological Research at the University of Mississippi. Dr. Johnson was
demonstrating a ground penetrating radar, the SIR-3000 made by Geophysical Survey Systems Inc. We
spoke with Dr. Johnson and asked him if he would use the radar to test for an unmarked grave site in the
Booske plot several hundred feet away. He immediately agreed and we relocated the radar unit to the
area in question.

Dr. Johnson explained that we should run the test paths north and south since most of the graves were
laid out east to west. We made three passes at about 18 inch intervals on a north/south line and got a
clear indication on every pass of a single unmarked grave just south of Ella Booske’s beautifully hewn
marker and slab. It had to be Uncle Elmer. It was the simplest explanation for the only unmarked grave
in that Booske plot. Elmer’s plot is shown in the image below.

So, how did the genial “Dan Wilkie,” the most popular man in Auburn University, end up forgotten in an
unmarked grave? After Elmer’s death, Julia moved back to Pensacola and lived here for many more
years. She even attended to Elmer’s father for many months when he became infirm and Elmer’s sister
asked if she would care for him. Julia later worked in local hospitals and nursing homes. Eventually, her
core family died out so when Julia finally passed on there was no one to remember that Elmer was
waiting for her at St. Michael’s. Julia was buried about 6 miles away in the Union Hill Baptist Church
Cemetery in Myrtle Grove. And Elmer remained in his unmarked grave in St. Michael’s.

Seems hard to believe, though, that Julia never put a stone on Elmer’s grave. We have heard that in the
mid-twentieth century during an early attempt to restore St. Michael’s broken stones were piled up in
the east end of the cemetery and later hauled to the dump. Was Elmer’s stone vandalized and later



West Florida Footprints No. 32 2011

18

discarded? We don’t know. But whatever the reason for his anonymity, Uncle Elmer now seems found.
Thanks to the technology Elmer was trained in—electrical engineering. And Getting in the Spirit day.
And, of course, Dr. Jay Johnson of Ole Miss. Hummm. Wonder if Elmer ever played football against Ole
Miss.


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This was one of my dad’s first stories. I’m not sure if Rena and Alfred and Jabo ever existed. Though this story is told
in the first person, the narrator seems to be someone about eight to ten years older than my dad. Perhaps it’s a story
he heard from someone else. He had a thousand stories about Muscogee and its people. At any rate, I have offered
it for publication in Footprints because it gives some insight into how the less fortunate Muscogee residents eked out
a living after growing too old or being too simple to work at a steady job. I must warn you though, while this story is
not very polished, it is powerful and the characters will stay with you long after the story is over.

A L F R E D

By Herman Arthur Merritt
Contributed by Jerry Merritt.

Angus Burns arrived in the Carolinas from Scotland in the last part of the eighteenth century. After
working out a seven year contract for his passage that was purchased from the ship owners by a wealthy
planter who also was a tobacco and cotton merchant, Angus bought some land and did well.

He owned several slaves, one of them a young woman named Rena. In the early eighteen hundreds
he sold out and migrated down into Alabama and bought a cotton plantation. Rena's duty was as
assistant in the kitchen. As such she was picking berries in the woods one summer day, was caught by a
renegade Indian, and had a son that she named Alfred who was slightly retarded. Colonel Burns was
killed while serving the Confederacy, leaving a childless wealthy widow. After the war was over and the
slaves freed, each received an endowment from her. Rena bought passage on the Georgia, Florida and
Alabama railway company down to the sawmill town of Muscogee in northwest Florida on Perdido
River, the western boundary between Alabama and Florida, and got a job as cook and maid for one of
the mill operators, while Alfred swept yards and chopped wood for folks to help out.

She bought a parcel of land with a dilapidated shack on it. The windows had wooden shutters but no
glass, a dirt floor, and a stick and mud chimney and fireplace. With Alfred's help, she propped it up and
moved in. It was on the public road a half mile east of the town surrounded by a forest of black oaks.
The next house was another two miles up the road. A large bubbling spring supplied an abundance of
water so she took in washing for some of the mill hands. Rena and Alfred cut scrub oak poles and
enclosed a vegetable garden and lived there for many years.

Alfred was small. His high pitched voice, thin gray beard, and pinched mahogany face gave him an
elf-like appearance. He took short fast steps swinging his arms like he was in a big hurry. If Rena was
with him, she stayed a few paces behind. She is reputed to be over a hundred years old now, small and
thin, half blind, fingers gnarled with arthritis, but back straight as an arrow. She always carried a long
crooked stick for a staff.

One late summer afternoon Alfred and Rena came up the hill from the river, Alfred's little spotted,
brown and white feist dog trotted along ahead of him on three legs. Alfred said he reckoned the reason
he did that was because he kept his tail curled up so tight over his back that he just couldn't get both
hind feet on the ground at the same time. His tattered old straw hat pulled down to his eyes, sweat
dripping off the ends of his long straight hair, he carried on his shoulder a slim crooked limb for a fishing
pole with a piece of black sewing thread tied to one end, a speckled rooster feather for a float, a bent
rusty nail tied just above a small fish hook for a sinker. His faded blue long-sleeve shirt buttoned at the
collar was streaked with sweat. His bare feet were making little puffs of red dust rise with every step.
Rena was a few paces behind him, her big black bonnet covering her head and face. In one hand she
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carried the fish bait can and the usual staff in the other. Only her bare feet showed under her dirt
streaked feed sack apron. I came out the front gate and spoke to Alfred. Giving me a toothless grin he
pulled off his sun hat and stepped up from the road. Alfred liked to talk.

"I see you been fishing, Alfred."

"Yas suh. Been fishin’. Yas suh."

"How're they biting today?"

"Dey sho been biten’ good today, yas suh, bin bittin’ so good I had to get up on de hillside an hide
behin’ a stump to bait my hook. Yas suh dey sho been biten’ good today."

"How many did you catch, Alfred?"

"Fo," he said holding up four little stiff dried-up stump knockers strung up on a gallberry branch.

Rena waiting, shifting from one foot to the other, finally said impatiently, "Come on Alfred we ain't
got all day to stand around swapping talk we got to get home an clean dem fishes fo dey spoils. An’
besides dat, it gonna be dark fo we get home now."

Alfred stepped down into the dusty road and bowed, donned his hat, gave me a toothless grin,
waved and continued on up the hill. As they were passing Mrs. Patterson’s house her maid brought out
a box for Rena. Alfred took off his old straw hat and bowed several times to Mrs. Patterson who was
standing on her front porch.

Some folks said Alfred was not so retarded but what he could get some kind of a job and take better
care of Rena, but I knew he was doing a pretty good job at that. When I carried stuff out there that Mom
sent, I saw his vegetable garden hidden by the tall pole fence. It was always planted; corn, potatoes,
beans, and collards so tall they had to bend down to pick the leaves. Then there were Rena's pots of
herbs and flowering plants. Everything kept nice and green. He fertilizes it all with goat pills Mr. Pierce
gives him for cleaning out his barn. There are a few weeds but he says they help keep the bugs away and
feed his gophers. There are gopher holes all over the place; he raises them to eat. Then there's Jabo, one
of the best possum and rabbit dogs in the country. Alfred says he will tree two, three possums down in
the swamp behind his house any night, and catch a young rabbit any time he wants one.

Alfred also makes bird traps, sometimes he catches whole coveys of quail at one time, but he lets
most of them loose in pairs so they can raise more, keeping only two or three. And there's polk greens
growing all over and, bamboo tips down in the swamps.

They eat most anything, even skunks, he buries in the garden till the stink is gone and just before
they stink from being buried too long digs them up and skins them. He also cuts gallberry bushes and he
and Rena make yard brooms and sell them for ten cents each and that keeps them in all the sugar, salt,
and lard money they need.

The next winter I didn't see much of Alfred, me going to school and all, so just before Christmas I
decided to go out to see them. Mom fixed a nice plate of sweet potatoes and a couple of pork chops to
take them. The freezing wind was making my nose and ears numb and brought tears to my eyes.
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As I neared their shanty I squinted to see what kind of smoke was coming from the chimney, at first
there seemed to be none, then a slight wisp appeared. I rapped on the front gate but nobody came out.
I thought that was strange, not even a bark from Jabo. I pushed it open, and going on past the pots and
cans, knocked on the door. Still no answer. I opened the door and peered in.

It was dark inside. All the window shutters were closed. The door opening was so low I had to stoop
to get in. A little fire burned in the fireplace. Alfred was sitting on a wooden box leaning over it warming
his hands. The acrid smoke mixed with the stale scent of the room hung heavy in the air. Over in one
corner Rena was lying on the corn shuck covered bed staring at the roof. Alfred had not heard me come
in so I stomped my foot on the dirt floor, he turned slowly. His face was distorted; tears were streaming
down, dripping off his thin beard. I spoke to him but he just stood there shaking his head. I asked how
Rena was. Still no answer. I looked back at her, she was still staring at the roof and her mouth was wide
open then Alfred spoke.

"Mams been real bad off sick three, fo days now."

I went over and felt of her forehead, it was cold and dry. Quickly drawing my hand back and pulling
the feed sack covering over her face, I turned and said, "Alfred did you know your mama is dead?"

He shook his head and broke down sobbing again. "I did'n know what to do."

I went over and put my arms around his shoulders and held him until he quit sobbing, wondering
what to do. Then realizing that he probably had not had anything to eat for several days, I insisted he eat
the food mom had sent.

He sat on his box and carefully divided the food into two portions, then began to slowly eat, tearing
it into small pieces, for he had no teeth. I stared out the door back while he was eating wondering what I
should do. Knowing that neither Alfred nor Rena had any colored friends to turn to, and somebody had
to bury Rena, and soon.

When he finished eating half the food I told him to get his shovel, we had to bury his mama. While
he was gone I decided one corner of the garden would be the best place for a grave. The outhouse,
being in the west corner, left the east corner. The ground was soft and we soon had it dug. Back in the
house I had a hard time getting Rena's arms down to her sides to wrap her in the feed sacks she used for
cover. I took her shoulders and Alfred took her feet. When we got her to the grave I hated to just drop
her in so told Alfred to put her feet just over the edge of the hole while I slid her in until she was
standing, then jumped in and gently laid her down and scrambled back out. I was fixing to shovel the dirt
in but Alfred caught my arm.

"Please, suh, would you mind holden on a minute."

I nodded, he went back in the house, returning with the plate with half the food he did not eat, a
small mirror, a thimble, a broken comb and a piece of red ribbon. He carefully placed them in the grave
beside her, scrambled out and took the shovel out of my hand and began to fill the grave.

After it was finished and mounded up nicely, Jabo came bounding out of the back door of the shack,
stopped at Alfred's feet looking up at him wagging his tightly curled little tail. I stooped and patted his
head, then felt his stomach.
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"My, my, you sho is bustin at de sides. I bet you done caught you sef a young rabbit fo you
breakfus."

Back in the house Jabo came to me wagging that little tail, I stroked his ears noting little tufts of
rabbit fur at the corners of his mouth. I sat on Rena's bed. Alfred sat beside me. He seemed to be
relieved and had quit crying. Not knowing what to say to him I just patted his shoulder and left without a
word.

As I passed Mrs. Patterson’s house her maid was sweeping leaves so I told her about Rena, and
before dark it was all over town. The next day being Sunday several folks carrying plates of food passed
going toward Alfred's place so I figured he was being cared for.

All the next week after school I spent carving a head board for Rena's
grave on a wide board I found down near the planing mill. It said: "Rena
Burns died Dec. 3, 1910.” Come Saturday I took it and headed up the road to
Alfred's. It was still freezing. I pulled my wool cap down over my ears. My
hands were getting numb, but I couldn't put them in my pockets and carry
the headboard and the jar of collard greens I was taking to him, so I hurried
along knowing he would have a good fire to warm by, but when I got close
enough to see his chimney there was no smoke coming from it. I wondered
why.

Without knocking I pushed the door open and looked in, the back door
was banging back and forth in the wind, I stooped and stepped in. The room
was nearly dark. There was a rustling of the corn shucks over in Rena's bed.
In the dim light I made out the small form of Jabo, his tail was tucked down
between his legs, something I had never seen before. I spoke to him. He slid
off the bed and crawled on his belly to my feet, he was shivering from the
cold. Searching the room and then the garden and finding no trace of Alfred,

I wrapped Jabo in an old coat that hung from a nail driven in the wall and sat down on the bed to think.
Alfred had no close friends so he wouldn’t be visiting. Jabo always went with him everywhere he went.
The house was left open, Jabo's happy spirit crushed, food on his box indicated he had been gone for
some time. Very mysterious indeed. Not knowing just what to do I decided to place the headboard on
Rena's grave and go home to think. After trying to coax Jabo into following me and him refusing to
budge I wrapped him up good in the old coat to carry him home with me. He was still shivering.

I left without closing the house. The weather had warmed some now. The sun was shining. My
shadow told me it was near noon time. Jabo had quit shivering and was snoring softly. Dad was still at
home on his lunch hour. I told him about Alfred. He was disturbed. Said he would see about getting a
search party organized.

About mid-afternoon the mill whistle blew and soon all the mill workers streamed up the hill and
passed our house going out to look for Alfred.

I got permission to stay up late to see if there was any news, but they were all back by good dark
and had not found a trace of him. Jabo was still behind the kitchen stove peacefully lying on his stomach
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with his chin resting on his front paws. Without moving, he looked up at me with sad eyes. He was warm
and comfortable, but refused to eat.

Early the next morning I went to the kitchen to see if he would eat anything. He had pushed the
door open and was gone. After searching the yard I found a tunnel dug under the front gate. His tracks
led to the hard clay road and disappeared. I have looked everywhere for them for a long time. The shack
is falling down and the weeds in Albert’s garden are up to the top of the fence. Next week I am leaving
for France and the war. If I get back and live to a ripe old age, I will never forget Alfred, Rena, and Jabo.


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All He Wanted Was a Cigarette but Got a Free Grocery Store

From an account by George Ellis, Pensacola News Journal, December 1, 1957; Gray
family knowledge; Jean Zepp Waters and recent research. Submitted by Cheryl Gray
Lowrimore, daughter of Charlie Gray, and Cynthia G. Dean.

C. E. (Charlie) Gray needed a pack of cigarettes, and he was broke. Flat broke. So were lots of other
Pensacolians back during the “Great Depression.” Gray, however, had a job in a downtown sporting
goods store (Biggs-Kupfrian) at a salary of $7.00 per week, but he was without funds the morning of
September 7, 1936.

He had credit at a grocery store at the SE corner of Scott Street and 12th Avenue, operated at that time
by Richardson Henderson. Gray walked into the store and asked Henderson for the cigarettes. “How’d
you like to buy this store?” Henderson asked him.

“Man, I can’t buy this store,” Gray replied. “I haven’t got a nickel, and I only make $7.00 a week. I’m
going to get these cigarettes on credit.”

“You don’t need any money. Take the store, and pay me $10.00 a month on it until you pay me the total
of $400.00,” Henderson told him, and went on to say that he was tired of running the store and thought
he would go downtown and take a job with a wholesale dry goods firm in the bookkeeping department.
He gave Gray the keys to the store and wrote out a statement that all bills due to the store were payable
to Gray and left enough money to pay all the accounts the store owed its creditors.

Gray had a dinner date that day with his fiancée, Clara Jones, and her mother at their home. Miss Jones
thought Gray was crazy when he sent word by the delivery boy that he wouldn’t be able to come to
dinner on account of his buying the store. Clara knew he did not have a dime and could not believe it.

The store prospered. Charlie Gray married 14-year-old Miss Jones on November 22. They built a home
on Cross St. and in 1938 acquired property on the SW corner or 12th and Hatton moved the grocery
business there for several years.

In 1957, when this story was shared with George Ellis, Gray was operating his own truck in the wholesale
distribution of food products in connection with Barney Alford, wholesale confectioner of 1400 E.
Gadsden Street. Charlie Gray and wife bought a nice home on the SW corner of Lee and 19th Avenue.
Gray said, “Henderson has not been back since. I have never heard from him and don’t know where he
is. I’ve never paid him the first $10.00 installment. I heard, since, that he had no living relatives, and
nobody seems to know where he went. Everything I have in this world I owe to Richardson Henderson,
and, if he ever comes back, I have that $400 tucked away in a safe place to pay him for the store that
gave me my start in life.”

Charlie went to New York and made a recording at Radio City Music Hall about his free grocery story. His
daughters recall listening to the record when they were young, but it has gotten lost over the years.
They think he hoped to make contact with Richardson Henderson from the publicity.
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The building where Charlie got his “free” store was owned by Sylvia Logsdon, widow of Walter Vaughn
Logsdon. She moved to Pensacola from Fairhope, AL and purchased the house at 2428 N. 12th Ave. in
1935. She converted the upstairs into two apartments and rented them out. She and her three younger
boys lived downstairs, according to her granddaughter, Jean Waters. She opened a small grocery in one
corner of the store and called it “Three Brother’s Grocery” for her sons, Walter, William and Clarence.

Sylvia ran the grocery store for about a year. Then, she began renting the store space to others, while
continuing to live there for many years and renting apartments. In the 1936 City Directory, Charlie Gray
is listed as living at this address. That’s where Charlie Gray got his “free” grocery store at age 19 in 1936.

In 1942, the store was called “Corner Cash Grocery.” Later, Slyvia Logsdon’s son Taylor owned a
laundromat there.

But, who was Richardson Henderson? That remains a mystery.

Charles Etheridge Gray was born in 1916 and died 4 March 1985. He married on November 22, 1936 to
Clara Frances Jones who was born 2 February 1922 and died 4 September 1992. They had two daughters,
Annette and Cheryl.


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Source: Article contributed by Patricia “Trish” Wariner. Transcribed for Footprints by Bonnie Griffis Lewis from the Pensacola
Journal, Friday morning, March 30, 1906, page eight, columns 2 and 3.

NEW NAMES OF STREETS
ADOPTED BY COUNCIL

__________________________________________________________
Many Changes Have Been Made---In All Cases Where Possible No
Change in Name Was Made, But Where Necessary a
Spanish Name Was Selected

Report will be later embodied into an ordinance and passed by the city council—in some cases one
street had two and three names.

The names of many streets have been
changed by the city council, or at least the
report of the special committee, composed of
Alderman D’Alemberte, Wright and Muldon,
has been adopted and will later be placed in
the form of an ordinance and passed.

Where it was possible the names were not
changed, but where it was necessary some
Spanish name was selected. Wright street had
two or more names, one when it reach the
extreme western suburbs and another when it
reached the eastern section. Under the change
the entire street is now known as Wright
street. Owing to the interest in the matter and
the desire of residents to know on what street
they reside, the list is given below.

Pettersen street in the Maxent Tract, shall
be changed to and known as Cypress street.

McLellan street, in the Maxent Tract, shall
be changed to and known as Pine street.

Alston street, in the Maxent Tract, shall be
changed to and known as Magnolia street.

DeSoto street, from 8th avenue east to the
city limits, shall be changed to and known as
Heinberg street.

Spring street, south of St. Michael’s
cemetery and east of Alcaniz street, shall be
changed to and known as Aragon street.

The names of the following named streets
shall be changed and known hereafter as
follows:

Havana street, Alston street, and 13th
street. In the Pettersen’s addition, shall be
known as Gregory street.

Simpson street shall be known as Wright
street.

Forbes street and First street shall be
known as Belmont street.

Howell street and Second street shall be
known as LaRua street.

Griswall street and Third street shall be
known as Jackson street.

Campbell street and Fourth street shall be
known as Gadsden street.

Babcock street and Fifth street shall be
known as Cervantes street.

Kennedy street and Sixth street shall be
known as Strong street.

Duval street and Seventh street shall be
known as DeSoto street.

Wagner street and Eighth street shall be
known as Gonzalez street.

Rodney street and Ninth street shall be
known as Brainard street.

Washington street and Tenth street shall
be known as Lloyd street.

Jefferson street west and Eleventh street
shall be known as Lee street.

Adams street and Twelfth street shall be
known as Blount street.

Madison street and Thirteenth street shall
be known as Moreno street.

Calhoun street and Fourteenth street shall
be known as Mallory street.
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Lake View avenue and Sixteenth street
shall be known as Sierra street.

Palmeto street and Nineteenth street shall
be known as Maxwell street.

Center street and Twenty-second street
shall be known as Scott street.

Fifteenth street shall be known as Avery
street.

Seventeenth street shall be known as
Hernandez street.

Eighteenth street shall be known as Jordan
street.

Twentieth street shall be known as Bobe
street.

Twenty-first street shall be known as Job
street.

Twenty-third street shall be known as
Hatton street.

Twenty-fourth street shall be known as
Cross street.

The following numbered streets in New
City are hereby changed and shall be known
by the following names:

25th street shall be named and known as
Fisher street.

26th street shall be named and known as
Yonge street.

27th street shall be named and known as
Baars street.

28th street shall be named and known as
Hayes street.

29th street shall be named and known as
Anderson street.

30th street shall be named and known as
Tunis street.

Eighth avenue and Cevallos street, from
the city limits on the north to the city limits on
the south, shall be named and hereafter
known [as] Cevallos street.

Seventh avenue from Wright street to the
city limits on the north shall be named and
hereafter known as San Carlos street.

Sixth avenue from Wright street to city
imits on the north shall be named and known
as Cordova street.

Twenieth [sic] avenue shall extend from
city limits on the south to the intersection of
Bond street on the north (this changes the
name of Pine avenue and Cedar street).

Oak street between Escambia avenue and
Osceola avenue shall be changed and
hereafter known as Palm street.

Maxent street from the city limits on the
south to the city limits on the north shall be
known and hereafterlettered as E. street.

Palma street from the city limits on the
south to the city limits on the north, shall be
known and hereafter lettered as C. street.

Jordan street from the city limits on the
south to the city limits on the north shall be
known and hereafter lettered as B street.

Oliva street from the city limits on the
south to the city limits on the north shall be
named and hereafter known as Oliva street.

Sheffield street shall be lettered and
hereafter known as F. street.

Birmingham street shall be lettered and
hereafter known as H. street.

Anniston street shall be lettered and
hereafter known as I. street.
In Pettersen’s Addition.

The following numbered avenues in the
Pettersen’s addition and the following lettered
streets in the West King Tract shall extend
from the city limits on the south to the city
limits on the north, or to the extreme northern
terminus of said streets and shall be renamed
and hereafter known as follows:

First avenue and O. street shall be named
and known as Pettersen street.

2nd avenue and P street shall be named
and known as Muldon street.

3rd avenue and Q street shall be named
and known as Brent street.

4th avenue and R. street shall be named
and known as Hyer street.

5th avenue and S. street shall be named
and known as Green street.

6th avenue and T. street shall be named
and known as Pfeiffer street.

7th avenue shall be named and known as
Simpson street.
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8th avenue shall be named and known as
Keyser street.

9th avenue shall be named and known as
Knowles street.

10th avenue shall be named and known as
Davidson street.

11th avenue shall be named and known as
Clinton street.

12th avenue shall be named and known as
Hancock street.

13th avenue shall be named and known as
Cahn street.

14th avenue shall be named and known as
Stillman street.

15th avenue shall be named and known as
Water street.

The Right-of-way of the Pensacola and
Perdida [sic] Railroad from where it enters the
city limits on the northwest to the city limits in
the water front shall be named and hereafter
known as Pintado street.

The street running east and west through
the center of blocks No. 35, No. 36, No. 37,
No. 42 and No. 48 in the Donalson Tract,
from Reus street to Oliva street on the west
shall be named and hereafter known as Fort
street.

The street running through the center of
block No. 33, No. 34, No. 43 and No. 47, in
the Donalson Tract from DeVilliers street on
the east to Oliva street on the west shall be
named and hereafter known as Taylor street.

The street running east and west through
the center of block No. 44 and No. 64 in the
Donalson Tract from Donalson street to Oliva
street on the west shall be named and known
as Cedar street.

The street running through the center of
blocks No. 56, No. 57 and No. 58 in the
Maxent Tract from Reus street on the east to
Chipley street on the west shall be named and
known as Chipley street.

———————————————  ———————————————
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THE DUEL

The duel took place on Thursday, December 24, 1874 on the State Line near Grand Bay Station.

On Monday, December 21, A. H. Tardy sent a note to Mr. B. D. Lay stating “Your attempt to strike me
this morning demands an apology or other satisfaction as is usual among gentlemen.” The note was
delivered by Col. James M. Williams.

In reply, Benjamin D. Lay, stated “I believe that you, Mr. Tardy, was the author of an anonymous
communication that was published in the December issue of the “Spectator”,signed “Gulf City” and has
caused me great grief and chagrin, and I believe merited the punishment I inflicted upon you. His reply
was delivered to Col. Williams by CaptainP. U. Murphy the evening of the 21st.

On Tuesday, December 22, 9:15 a.m., “Captain, Mr. A. H. Tardy has placed in my hands a communication
from Col. Benjamin D. Lay, dated December 21st and received through you. I observe with regret, that
instead of tendering the frank apology expected, it is devoted to a justification of the assault which has
brought on this correspondence. Permit me to call your attention to the fact that a personal indignity
cannot be justified among gentlemen. The excellent reason for giving a blow would, necessarily, be an
excellent reason, upon the part of the gentleman assaulted, to receive it without resentment.”

So, therefore, as the affront remains, we cannot enter upon a discussion of the matters argued by Col.
Lay in explanation of the assault. (signed by James M. Williams)

In reply, December 22, by Col. J. M. Williams, “Sir, the terms of the meeting are as follows: Grand Bay
station tomorrow morning, 23rd last, after the arrival of the train at that point. Weapons, dueling
pistols, the distance to be determined on, after our arrival.”

December 23, Alexis H. Tardy, 31 years old died of a pistol shot wound. The funeral will take place at the
Government Street Presbyterian Church in Mobile.

Anne Martin and Gayle Laird were both born in Pensacola, Florida. Anne still lives in
Pensacola and is distantly related to Alexis H. Tardy. Gayle Sweet lives in Navarre and
is distantly related to Benjamin Lay. Anne and Gayle are first cousins.

Contributed by Gayle L. Sweet
gaylesweet@mediacombb.net
Reference: Mobile Daily Register, Friday, Dec. 25, 1874


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Glimpses of Pensacola around 1830

From a UWF history paper in 1987 by Patricia M. Kerr

Conditions of Churches and Religious Attitudes

The Bishop of Mobile, the Rt. Rev. Michael Portier, made a trip from Pensacola to St. Augustine in
1827. He remarked in an article that Pensacola had lost half of its population since Spain transferred
ownership of Florida to the United States. He said that it is not improper in this country to inquire as to
which Christian sect a person belonged, and that the reply was quite likely to be that the person is
undecided on a specific creed. Some families he stayed with on trips charged him room and board; most
were happy to have a clergyman of any persuasion discourse with them and charged no fees. Cornbread
was the main fare mentioned, and water or milk, the beverage. At Tallahassee, he was fed broiled bear
steak and watermelon.

On 31 December 1829, the Rev. David Robinson Preston, Presbyterian, arrived on the U.S.
transport schooner Florida, which was the regular commuting service between Pensacola and New
Orleans, also stopping at Mobile. He reported that he had travelled 2,694 miles by stage coach,
horseback and ship, at a cost of $107. Preston had been quite ill with dysentery and rheumatism in the
weeks preceding his 22 October departure from Princeton. He was not in the best of spirits upon his
arrival at Pensacola, and a look around town depressed him even further. By 3 January, the miserable
young man says he was ill, homesick, depressed, and even further distressed by having to live in a
“publick” house. He constantly writes of his desire to leave Pensacola, which he ultimately does about a
year after his arrival. In his report to his superiors after leaving, he does recommend that a replacement
be sent, as a need exists, but hopefully it would be one who could achieve more success than he had.

The Rev. Preston spoke of the willingness of those inclined to attend church to disregard
denominational differences. Numbers attending were distressingly small and quick to desert if the
weather was cold. His audience consisted mostly of ladies, because the men of the town were
preoccupied elsewhere. It was the custom after the Roman Catholic Mass to open the marketplace, race
drays, gamble and tipple, which a horrified Presbyterian Preston denounced as wholesale profaning of
the Sabbath, laying the blame on the influence of the Catholic Church. As an additional insult, these
activities were beginning just as he was attempting to deliver his sermon. The makeup of the populace
of Pensacola was, according to Preston, “very Spanish,” consisting of about 2000 people, more than half
of whom are Catholic. In 1830 tax notices were still printed in both English and Spanish.

There were no elaborate church buildings in Pensacola at this time; in fact, some congregations had
no edifice of any kind. A map dating from the 1820’s shows a small building identified simply as “the
church” and Lot #2 as the parish house. (This would likely have been Catholic.)

Episcopal clergyman, the Rev. Addison Searle, addressed his congregation at the court house,
where Preston pronounced him lucky enough to have a fire [heat]. Preston himself was not so fortunate.
The Methodists were currently without a missionary and loaned Pastor Preston their building in which
he conducted his work. While grateful for this kind gesture, Preston nevertheless complained of the cold
in winter, for the building had neither glass for the windows nor a stove. In addition to his personal
discomfort, the size of his audience dropped with the temperature as well. After one particularly
unpleasant Sunday, he bewails having preached to a “cold thin crowd.”
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The Rev. Searle was not a great ecumenicist, if Preston’s experience was the rule. Preston extended
an invitation to the Episcopalian Searle to deliver a sermon at the Presbyterian services, but Searle
declined. Undaunted, Preston “adjourned his appointment,” so he and his congregation could all attend
Searle’s service instead.

Christ Episcopal Church had been incorporated 14 October 1829, and when Searle’s replacement,
The Rev. Benjamin Hutchins, arrived, he began raising funds to build a church. He resigned after just a
few months, but the building program continued, Christ Church being completed in 1832. Although once
again without a priest, the parish had a church building, but one which was in peril of being sold to pay
off the remaining debt of $2,263. By a stroke of good fortune, the Rev. Ashbel Steele of Connecticut
arrived in November 1833 with $2000 contributed by friends. The substantial brick building was built at
a total cost of $4500 and survives, today, [1987] as the Pensacola Historical Museum.

During his tenure in Pensacola, the Presbyterian Rev. Preston took a walk up Palafox hill and
examined the ruins of “the old fort,” which was a survival of British occupation some fifty years before.
While there, he discovered the road leading to the “burying ground,” which is what the old maps call St.
Michael’s Cemetery. Among the bushes and without a fence, graves placed without plan or particular
order, Preston noted that

…the Spaniards lay the coffin on the ground—turn a cemented archway over it—in
process of time the arch gives way & the coffin & bones are left bare—saw many
bones scattered on the ground.

Roads and Travel

Where waterways existed, travel could be comfortable, even luxurious, but on the whole travelers
were dependent upon the horse, saddled or drawing a coach or wagon. Sometimes a mattress would be
carried in the wagon for the traveler to sleep on instead of the ground.

The Rt. Rev. Portier had a terrible time with the rough conditions of his journey. In rainfall, both he
and the horse got drenched and tired and worn out. Steep gullies and swampy fords were difficult to
negotiate for man and beast. At one point, Portier got lost and ended the day having to sleep in a
swampy area in terror of an alligator attack. He had been unsuccessful in obtaining food that day due to
the absence of the family he had hoped to stay with and said he also spent a bad night. It took him 12
days to get to Tallahassee from Pensacola, a few being spent recovering from the effects of the hard
travel before resuming it.

In 1830, roads around Pensacola were being constructed under the auspices of the federal
government, with the Army Corps of Engineers being in charge of the work. In April, Henry Marie
Brackenridge asked that he be given the contract to procure the laborers engaged in building the road
overland to New Orleans. He said that the former Assistant Quartermaster, Captain Burch, constructed a
good road, but that the cost to build it was not satisfactory. Brackenridge asserted he could have done it
for half the expense to the public. The former Assistant is accused of having paid more than necessary,
because the superintendent he selected hired the “Negroes of his father-in-law” who were from
Pensacola where the wages were customarily higher. Brackenridge explained that Pensacola owners do
not like to use their slaves on public works because of the habits they are likely to acquire. Hence they
charge more to rent them out, $15-$17 per month, plus room and board. Additionally, it was the
practice of this superintendent to buy their food in town, and these prices were also higher than out in
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the countryside. He argued further that free whites do not like to work among the slaves, and they
charge more when they contract to do so. Brackenridge would save the government money, by hiring
country workers at $15 per month, employing them near their homes and families, where they could
feed themselves. He also offered to help choose the best route, adding that the new Assistant
Quartermaster, Shannon, was more agreeable and different from his predecessor, in that he had no
friends or personal interests to bias him. The Quartermaster General agreed to the proposal, and made
Brackenridge the superintendent and placed him in charge when Lieutenant Shannon was not there.
Since Henry M. Brackenridge was Territorial Judge of the West Florida District, obtaining such a federal
contract might be viewed askance today.

Presumably, the road was complete from Tallahassee to New Orleans by January 1832, because an
advertisement appeared in the newspaper announcing the initiation of service between those cities
through Pensacola and Mobile. Night travel was to be avoided by use of stages, with a through fare
costing $20 and way passengers paying $.08 per mile.

Business and Land Ventures

Judge Brackenridge planted an orange grove on Santa Rosa from which he expected to gain a profit
with little special effort. He also talked of judicious investment in land.

The speculation in lands in a newly opened territory was compounded in complexity by its Spanish
origins. In Pensacola, Francisco Moreno’s Spanish grant was a major source of activity. This grant was
bounded by Bayou Texar and Pensacola Bay and extended north and west from there. There were
claims that various people had purchased certain portions of this property, and several of these appear
to have been resold at sheriff’s or marshal’s auctions for back taxes in the 1820’s. Much of this Moreno
land seems to have come under the control of a man named Shackleford, and was called the Shackleford
Tract. The unsettled nature of the ownership of various parcels emerged as lawyers made notes about
their efforts to clear title to them. Regarding the Shackleford claim, they noted that they could not find
claimed transfers of titles in the 1821 records, while another deed held by Juan Brosnaham and Henry
Michelet was traced to a purchase of 800 arpents of land on the bayfront from Moreno, but no specific
boundaries were fixed. Several years would elapse before the courts unscrambled all the land claims.

In 1835, the Pensacola Land Company was formed. William H. Chase was named the director of the
company, which held many deeds to lands, including those of the Shackleford Tract, property purchased
from Brosnaham and Michelet and others. The company was composed of seven Pensacolians –Chase
and six others who together held just two of the nine equal shares.

The Pensacola Gazette and Florida Advertiser, 3-4 pages, were published on Saturdays. Notices of
ships sailing to New Orleans loaded with bricks attest that they were Pensacola’s chief export in 1830.
The future of the lumber industry was forecast in 1830 when a large number of citizens petitioned
Congress for money to dredge local rivers. While saw mills were said to be in operation, the owners
were handicapped by inability to float down their rafts, except at certain times of the year.

Health Issues

A city ordinance passed in 1828 decreed a period of quarantine for all ships entering the harbor
within ten days since they left their last port. Cabin passengers had to pay $1, while steerage
passengers, people of color, and children were charged $.50, with the health officers to receive
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commissions out of what they collected. They requested that the Navy Yard prevent violations and
evasions by not allowing landings there. There is some evidence of local officials trying to hide the
presence of “yellow fever.”

On page 3 of the 16 August 1830 issue of the Pensacola Gazette and Florida Advertiser, two
midshipmen, late of the U.S. ship Peacock, were said to have died--one the preceding Sunday and the
second on Thursday. Another notice mentioned the death of a local citizen after a short illness with no
mention of yellow fever. However, the Mobile Commercial Register headlined “Sickness at Pensacola!”
reporting 11 cases of yellow fever on the Peacock. The Mobile paper also stated, “The Dengue also
prevails in the town, which threatens to embrace the entire population.” The article continues to tell of
a strict quarantine having been imposed on the Peacock, with those on board having to communicate
their needs through signals. The Pensacola Gazette countered that it was too bad the ship had a
problem, but it had all subsided now. All but one or two citizens were over the attacks, and most had
recovered after only 12 to 15 hours, having suffered just slight fevers and were now healthy.

Judge Brackenrikdge, in his letter of 12 September 1830, tells his wife he has been ill. He had been
bled and took calomel, but he took too much medicine and Seidlitz powders, which had affected his
stomach. He did not say he had had yellow fever but does mention that it appeared on the Peacock and
that there had been several deaths. The crew had been put in tents on the shore, and the cases ceased.

In one of Brackenridge’s first letters, written in July 1827, he recounts the sickness and death of two
people. Others are ill, as well, but he never mentions yellow fever. He is anxious, because he has not
received a letter from his wife, yet, and fears that she might be ill. In August of the same year, he does
say that a new illness called dengue fever is said to have come from Cuba. The same mosquito that
serves as the vector for malaria and yellow fever can also spread dengue.

[Note: The original history paper, which contains additional information, footnotes and a list of
resources, may be obtained from Pat Kerr.] My thanks to Cynthia Dean for editing this article for space
constraints—Editor


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INDEX of SURNAMES
—Courtesy of Cynthia Dean—

________, Charlie, 4
_______, Louverne, 3
_______, Mary, 4
_______, Parilla, 4

A
Abercrombie, Belle, 5
Adams, Marie Cotton, 13
Alford, Barney, 24
Alfred, 19;20;21;22;23
Anderson, Alma, 11

Annette, 11
Myra Jean, 11
Ned, 11
Rex, 11

Ard, Amiel, 12
Amonzo , 12
Bessie, 12
Dan, 11
Edna Mae, 12
Edward, 12
Frank, 12
Genevee, 12
Herman, 11
Jessie B., 11
Joyce, 11
Lamar, 11
Lena, 11
Mildred, 12
Mildred Creighton, 13
Otto, 12
Pearl, 12
Rosalie, 12
Sidney, 12
T. C., 12
Velora, 12
Vera, 12
Wendell, 12

Austin, Bill, 12
Ed, 12
Edward, 12

Eleanor, 12
Henry, 12
Ida, 12
John, 12
Mable, 13
Margaret, 12
Maybell, 12

B
Barrow, Capt. Willis Green, 4
Bear, Max, 6
Beaver, Violet, iv
Bergeron, Betty, 12

Gene, 12
Myrle, 12

Blackman, Juanita, 12
Bolton, Frances Payne, iii
Booske, Ella, 17

Elmer, 16;17;18
Julia, 15;16;17

Brackenridge, Henry Marie, 32;33
Judge, 34

Braswell, Edna, 12
Brewton, Glen, 12
Brisch, Bill, 13

Eunice Spears, 13
John, 13

Brosnaham’s, 1;2
Brosnaham, Annie Patton, 2;3

George, Jr., 2;3
Juan, 33
Maybell (Mabel), 2

Brown, Dot, i
Shirley (Mr.), 7;8

Burch, Captain, 32
Burns, Angus, 19

Rena, 22

C
Caperton’s, 13
Carlos, Donnie, 12

Kathleen Brewton, 12
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Carrie, Miss, 3
Carrie’s [Miss], 4
Chase, William H., 33
Cherry, Amitine, 12

Clifton, 12
Floyd, 12;13

Chestnut, 12
Chestnut, Genevee, 12
Chestnut, Jr., 12

Marie, 12
Voncille, 12

Christian, Ethel, 9
Georgia, 9
John, 9
Patsy Gilmore, 9
Reba, 10
Wilbur, 10
Wilburn Levon, 9

Clipper, Juanita , 12
Mose, 12
Ruth, 12
Sam, 12

Cole, Robert, 12
Cotton, Elaine Nall, 13

James, 13
Crann, Alice, 7
Creighton, 12
Creighton, Mildred Ard, 13
Crusoe, Muriel Christian, 9

D
D’Alemberte, 26
Daw, Earl, 12

Lucille, 12
Maxine, 12

Dean, Cynthia Green, i;1;ii;6;24;34
DeBolt, Dean, i

E
Edge, Elizabeth, 9

Washington, 9
Eitzen, Gus, 4
Ellis, George, 24
Enfinger, J. C., 12

Lavern, 12
Sybil, 12

F
Falzone, Yolanda, ii
Frederic, W. C., 7

G
Garfield, Adelaide Turner, 2
Gilmore, Jake, 9

Martha Edge, 9
William, 9

Gingles, Mary Harris, 5
Glorioso, Sherry, i;ii
Godwin, Clifford, 12

Hazel, 12
Goldsworthy, Amy B., iv

Dayle, iv
Thomas H., iv

Gonzalez, Charles, 3
Mrs. Chapman, 3

Gray, Annette, 25
C. E. (Charlie), 24
Charles Etheridge, 25
Cheryl, 25

Griffis, Alice Katherine Nall, 11
Barbara “Bobbie,” 11
Bonnie, 11
Katherine Nall, 11

Guethe, Mr., 3

H
Hall, Jay, 1

Mrs., 1;2
Handrop, Ethel, 13

I. Ronald, 12;13
Hardy, Ms., 13
Hazen, Betty, 12

Winnie, 12
Helton, Jeannie, 12

Nathan, 12
Ouida, 12

Henderson, Richardson, 24
Hinote, Gillis, 12

Willard, 12
Hoffman, Dave, 8
Holden, Edna, 12

Elizabeth, 12
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Harold, 12
Helen, 12

Holmes, Ben, 9
Carl, 10
Josephine Corbin, 9
Reba Lenora, 9

Hudson, Mary Radcliff, 13
Hutchins, Benjamin, The Rev., 32
Hutchinson, Clarence E., Dr., 7
Hyer, Em Turner, 1;3;7

John Whiting, Jr., 1;2;3
John Whiting, Sr., 2;3;4;5
Margaret, 1;2
Mike, 1;3;4
William Kopman, 5

I-J
Johnson, Arthur, 2

Beulah, 12
Dr., 16
Frank, 12
Jay, Dr., 17;18
Marguerite, 12
Maurice, i;ii

Jones, Clara Frances, 24;25
J. McHenry, 7

Josselyn, Leon William, iii
Mildred May [Spence], iii

K
Karrh, Barney, iv

Lorene, iv
Kerr, Patricia M., 31;34
King, Clayton, 12

Kermit, 12
Lil, i;ii
Ruby, 12

Kranz, Carolyn Christian, 9

L
Laird, Gayle, 30
Lambert, Palomar, 12
Lay, Benjamin D., Col., 30
Lee, Danny Ruth, 12

Dick, 12
Lloyd, Edward and Rena, iii

Elspeth Andrus
Robert Baldwin, iii

Leonard’s, 1
Leonard, Fan Turner, 3

James S. (Bud), 3
James S., Jr. (Bud Jim), 3
Margery, 3
Mary, 3

Lewis, Bonnie Griffis, i;ii;11;26;38
Logsdon, Clarence, 25

Sylvia, 24;25
Taylor, 25
Walter, 25
Walter Vaughn, 24
William, 25

Lowrimore, Cheryl Gray, 24

M
Mandeville, Lottie, 11

Lottie Pate, 13
Martin, Anne, 30
Mathis, Hardy, 13
McCrory, Miss, 13
McCurdy, Daniel Ross, iii

Margaret Ann Josselyn, iii
McCurly, Burl, 12

Marlene, 12
McDonald, Carmen Janet, iv
McPheron, Bobby, i
Meharg, Winnie, 12
Merritt, Betty Soule, 2;3

Doris, 2
Herman Arthur, 19
Jack, 1-3
Jerry, i;ii;15;19
John A., 1;2;3
Mary Turner, 1;2

Michelet, Henry, 33
Monroe, Elizabeth, 4
Moore, Elwood, 13

Jim, 12
Melvin, 12
Syble, 12

Moreno, Francisco, 33
Morgan, Clint, ii
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Moring, Katherine, 13
Susie, 13

Muldon, 26
Teddie, 4

Muldoon, Elmer, 12;13
Evelyn Cross, 12
Lucille, 12;13
Miley, 12
Thelma, 12
Tom, 12;13

Murphey, P. U., Captain , 30
Murry, Barbara, 12

Joel, 12
Pat, 12

Myrick, Jane, 13
Virgil, 13

N
Nall, Alice Katherine, 11

Bruce, 12
Edna, 13
Eleanor, 13
Florence Yadon, 13
Glen, 12
Greenberry, 13
Katherine, 12;13
Kenneth, 13
Leatrice, 13
Mary Ellen, 12
Mildred Murl, 12
Minnie Lee, 12
Nick, 13
Tebe, 13
Willie, 12

Nickinson, Em Turner Merritt, 3
Nobles, Priscilla, ii

O
Olson, Helen, 12

Nellie, 12
Pete, 12

P
Parks, Ron, ii

Tara, ii
Pate, Joyce, 12

Patterson, Mrs., 20;22
Patton, Mary, 3
Pfeiffer, Philip, 8
Piaget, Alyssa, i
Pierce, Mr., 20
Portier, Michael, The Rt. Rev., 31
Preston, 32

David Robinson, The Rev., 31
Price, Charles Edgar “Ed,” iii

Joyce, iii
Pugh, Betty, 12

Jr., 12
Vera, 12

Q
Quina, Albert, 4

Bella, 4

R
Reedy, Marcella, 13
Rena, 19;20;21;22;23
Rider, Bobbie, 12

Chapman, 12
Winnie, 12

Ridgway, Bernice, iv
Brian, iv
James, iii
James S., iii
Katherine, iii
Keith, iii

Riggins, Helen, 12
Margaret, 12

Roberts, Austin, 13
Roush, Helen, i
Rova, Bruce, i;ii
Rule, Abie, 2
Rutledge, Bob, 8

S
Saltmarsh, E. O., 4
Schipman, Charlotte, ii
Schmitt, Bernice, iii
Scott, Elizabeth Karrh, iv

Laura Lee, ii
Lee, i
Thomas L, Colonel, iv
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Searle, Addison, The Rev., 31;32
Shackleford, 33
Shannon, 33
Sherrill, J. H., 4
Singleton, Florence, 13

Luda Dee, 13
Marjie, 13

Smith, Liz, ii
Spears, Bill, 13
Spears, Eunice, 13
Staples, Flora Jean, 13

Harold (Hannas), 13
James, 13

Steele, Ashbel, The Rev., 32
Strohl, Evan, ii
Sund, Conrad J., iv

Emily Towner, iv
Sweet, Gayle, 30

T
Tardy, Alexis. H., Captain, 30
Toomer, Boss, iv

Ethel, iv
Garland Wallace (GW), iv
Jacqueline Ann, iv
Spencer Paul, iv
Tommy, iv

Towner, Emalear Claire (Apostle), iv
J. Henry, iv

Tucker, Mrs., 13
Turner, Catherine, 3

Em, 5
Fan, 4
Filo H., 3
George, 3
Marguerite, 3
Richard, 3
Richard Hill, 5
Richard Hill, Jr., 4

U-V
Valetta-Garner, Sarah A. (George), iv
Veasley, John, ii

W
Waldrop, 13

Walker, Oliver, 1
Wilmer, 1;2
Wilmer, Sr., 1;2

Wallace, Jean, 1
Ned, 1

Ward, Billy, i;ii
Wariner, Patricia “Trish,” 26
Warner, Sue, ii
Waters, Jean Zepp, 24;25
Weis, Mrs. Carl A., 4
White, Annie, 13

Anthony, iv
Catherine “Cat,” iv
Oliver, 13

Wiggins, 13
Wilkie, Dan, 15;17
Wilkinson, 16

Annice, 13
Daniel Elmer, 15
Roy, ii

Williams, Flora Bell, 13
Freda, 13
James M., Col., 30

Wilson, Dan, iv
Misty, iv

Wolf, David C., 8
Wright, 26

X-Y-Z
Young, Peter, ii

Note: Names in the Table of Contents are
not reflected in this Index.

As the Editor, I offer my personal thanks to
Cynthia Dean for her assistance in not only
compiling the Surname Index, but also for
proofreading and editing this publication.

—Bonnie Griffis Lewis



Have you heard that...

"Those who forget their past are destined to repeat it." —Robert A. Heinlein

"We are the children of many sires, and every drop of blood in us in its turn... betrays its
ancestor." —Ralph Waldo Emerson

"People will not look forward to posterity who never look backward to their ancestors."
—Edmund Burke

"Everyone has ancestors and it is only a question of going back far enough to find a good
one." —Howard Kenneth Nixon

"It is a desirable thing to be well-descended, but the glory belongs to our ancestors." —
Plutarch

"Anybody can make history, only a great man can write it." —Oscar Wilde

"He who has no fools, knaves, or beggars in his family was begot by a flash of lightning."
—Old English proverb

"If you cannot get rid of the family skeleton, you may as well make it dance." —George
Bernard Shaw

"There is no king who has not had a slave among his ancestors, and no slave who has
not had a king among his." —Helen Keller

"Family faces are magic mirrors. Looking at people who belong to us, we see the past,
present and future." —Gail Lumet Buckley

"Genealogy is tracing yourself back to people better than you are." —John Garland
Pollard

"I don't have to look up my family tree because I know that I'm the sap." —Fred Allen

"We've uncovered some embarrassing ancestors in the not-too-distant past. Some
horse thieves, and some people killed on Saturday nights. One of my relatives,
unfortunately, was even in the newspaper business." —Jimmy Carter

"Southerners are so devoted to genealogy that we see a family tree under every bush."
—Florence King
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