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  Useppa Island is surrounded by the world’s greatest tarpon fishing grounds. In this 1890s photo, Edward vom Hofe, inventor of the star-drag reel, shows off his 210-pound tarpon caught in Captiva Pass. See p. 188. (DR. JAMES INGRAM COLLECTION)
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INTRODUCTION





  With this third and final volume on Florida’s past, there comes a wistful tug of separation, a pulling away, a feeling not unlike the end of harvest after a fruitful season. But there is also the sanguine satisfaction of a finished task, completion. The work of years passes out of you and now sustains its own viability; whatever merit it possesses must surely be defined by the final arbiter, the reader. This is as it should be.




  Despite the sometimes thorny passages and the frustrations of creative composition, I have enjoyed the making of it and have been more than gratified by the response forthcoming. I regard it all as a token and a gift, a restoration and a sharing of what we have been and of what we are still all about. And this is to ask enough.




  Gene M. Burnett
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  The lines have fallen to me in pleasant places; indeed my heritage is beautiful to me.




  Psalm 136:21 (NAS)




  
Achievers and


  Pioneers





  
1.


  The Florida Birth of


  Hitler’s Buzz-Bombs





  The first guided missiles, flown in Arcadia, were often comical Rube Goldberg contraptions.




  The most terrifying weapon launched against the Allies in World War II was the V-2 guided missile, or “flying bomb.” Coming in faster than the speed of sound, it gave no warning before its near ton of explosives obliterated a factory complex or an entire city block. Fortunately, its debut in the fall of 1944 came too late to save the crumbling Nazi Reich.




  Few are aware today that the prototype of the guided missile had its birth in the era of World War I, not World War II, and not in Germany, but at Florida’s Carlstrom Field, the Army air base in the small rural town of Arcadia.




  Of course, none of the farmers, cowboys, and general citizenry found anything too terrifying about this earliest version of a pilotless bomber. Indeed, it more nearly resembled one of Rube Goldberg’s less inspired creations, and the efforts of its developers to get it to do something (such as fly to a target and drop its payload on it) had freakish and sometimes comical results. At best the weapon might have distracted a few cows grazing around the placid Peace River Valley country.




  With America’s entry into WWI in April 1917, military planners in Washington began a search for new weapons, particularly ones that would expend machines rather than men. Interest in a guided missile had developed much earlier as a result of research by Elmer Sperry, inventor of the gyrocompass. His son, Lawrence Sperry, was already engaged in U.S. naval research in this area.




  The Army finally came up with a plan for a small pilotless and expendable airplane, one that could carry about 300 pounds of explosives, fly 50 miles or more under its own controls, and bomb a target with reasonable accuracy. To undertake this project, the Army in December 1917 picked C.F. Kettering of Dayton, Ohio, inventor of the electric self-starter ignition for automobiles and vice president and head of research for General Motors.




  An industrialist-engineer of philosophic bent, Kettering once mused: “We find that in research a certain amount of intelligent ignorance is essential to progress; for, if you know too much, you won’t try the thing.” Whether Kettering had too little of the former or too much of the latter is not certain, but the Kettering “Bug,” as the missile came to be called, seemed plagued with bugs from the start.




  Variously called a “flying bomb,” “robot bomb,” and “aerial torpedo,” it was regarded more as a loose cannon than a guided missile after its initial tests. In the first unofficial test, the little plane took off as planned, climbed steeply to 150 feet, then whip-stalled, turned, and dove straight toward the spectators below; they scattered to safety as it crashed. Another test saw the Bug launched successfully, but then it climbed to an unplanned 12,000 feet, circled the field a few times, then disappeared behind a cloud patch. Said a disgusted Kettering, “Let the thing stay up there.” He then went home to bed while other officials chased the plane by car and discovered the crash site 21 miles away. But another torpedo launched perfectly, flew at its preset altitude, dove on the target 500 yards away and missed it by less than 50 feet.




  Despite these erratic test results, the Army was encouraged enough to order a limited production of the missile. One enthusiastic observer, Colonel H.H “Hap” Arnold (later head of the U.S. Air Force in WWII), hurried over to France in October 1918 to inform General John J. Pershing of this “exciting” new weapon. A flu attack delayed Arnold, and he arrived at the front only to hear the guns celebrating Armistice Day, November 11.




  But this missile project continued apace. Some of the Bug’s problems derived from Kettering himself. He insisted that the weapon be produced quickly, simply, and cheaply, even at the expense of technical sophistication. Known for years as “Boss” Kettering, he could be overbearing, even in areas where his technical knowledge was limited. He argued at length with Orville Wright (of Kitty Hawk fame), whose company was in charge of the missile’s biplane body design, and with Ford Motor Company’s Ralph de Palma, auto racer and builder, who was in charge of its engine. A certain professional pique also made Kettering balk at using Sperry’s gyrocompass even though the instrument was essential to the missile’s directional control. Sperry generously provided the gyro drawings and let his son, Lawrence, consult on its use.




  Kettering did come up with an ingenious way to use the vacuum from the engine’s crankcase to operate the controls. He also devised a small airscrew on the wing that drove a mileage counter for distance control. At a preselected range the counter would hit zero, cut off the ignition, and send the nose-heavy craft toward the target.




  The Bug’s Rube Goldberg image seemed evident in the muslin and brown paper that covered its two 15-foot wings, the steel tubing used for structural support, the simple pasteboard over the control surfaces, the slotted gas pipes used for a launching track, and the carrier made from the discarded frames of railroad handcars. The design was for lightness, keeping the missile’s weight at 300 pounds; it would carry a 300-pound warhead.




  On September 4, 1919, 12 flying bombs were completed and shipped to Carlstrom Field at Arcadia for their big day in the Florida sun. Though they were excluded from the secrecy-shrouded testings, Arcadians shared the excitement as top officials of the U.S. Army and Navy and the British Air Corps gathered to observe the first official tests of the new weapon. But only the amazement itself seemed formidable—the tests were humiliating.




  A young First Lieutenant, Jimmy Doolittle (the Tokyo bomber of WWII), recorded the fiasco for the Air Service Test Board. Here is a sampling of his comments, beginning with the first flight on September 26: “The tail rose until the torpedo slid off the car and nosed into the ground.” “The torpedo took off in a zoom, climbed to 200 feet, fell off and crashed.” “Torpedo flew 1-3/4 miles and crashed due to motor failure.” “Torpedo flew two miles and wings came off.” “The last torpedo, constructed from salvaged parts of previous wrecks, flew about 16 miles. It was approximately on its course, the proper altitude was adhered to and the crash was caused by motor trouble.” With some understatement, Doolittle concluded: “The motor is not sufficiently reliable to permit the torpedo flying over friendly troops.”




  Despite these dismal results, much had been learned from the Florida tests, and when the military relieved Kettering of the project soon after and turned it over to the Navy, Lawrence Sperry would perfect the Navy’s version of the Bug. More daring and imaginative (he would even strap himself to the missile’s fuselage to study it while in flight) and more technically creative, Sperry hit upon the solution for missile accuracy: remote control by radio in conjunction with the gyroscopic pneumatic controls. His triumph came on June 29, 1922, when the Sperry aerial torpedo hit a 30-mile target twice, a 60-mile target three times, and a 90-mile target once.




  Much earlier, Kettering himself had declared that he cared no more for “the Bug Job” since it drained too heavily on GM’s research talents.




  The Bug was never used by the Allies as a weapon in World War II. The U.S. government decided to put its resources into development of the B-17 Flying Fortress bomber, which played an instrumental role in winning the war. But early research on a flying bomb proved vital after the war in the development of missile technology and, ultimately, in the manned exploration of space.




  
2.


  Key Marco: The Treasure and


  the Scandal





  Ethnologist Frank Cushing uncovered Florida’s “lost” civilization, but his efforts met intrigue and scandal.




  It was one of the greatest archaeological finds of the 19th century, yielding up from the steamy, brine-soaked muck and marl of Florida’s Key Marco the relics of a “lost” civilization.




  But the man who disinterred this exotic treasure, the Smithsonian Institution’s gifted ethnologist, Frank Hamilton Cushing, would consequently find himself mired in another kind of muck—a muck of calumny and controversy that, amazingly, would linger for almost a century. It still might linger today but for the investigative diligence of Florida archaeologist Marion S. Gilliland, who dug deeply into the past for records, letters, diaries, and notes—much of it hitherto unknown—to re-create the 1896 Marco expedition and its infamous aftermath. In her recently published Key Marco’s Buried Treasure, she tells an intriguing story that conclusively restores the integrity of both Cushing and his extraordinary Florida discovery.




  Cushing’s superior at the Smithsonian’s Bureau of Ethnology, Major J.W. Powell, picked him to head the Pepper-Hearst expedition, named for Dr. William Pepper, head of the University of Pennsylvania’s archaeology department and Cushing’s personal physician, and Phoebe Hearst, wife of the noted publisher. It was jointly sponsored by the Smithsonian and the university; each would share in future artifact collections.




  Despite lifelong ill health, Cushing, 38, had earned professional distinction with his artistic imagination and genius at interpretative scientific skills. His recent Zuni-Hemenway expedition, a six-year stay with the Zuni Indians in Arizona, had produced major archaeological studies and artifacts.




  The Pepper-Hearst expedition arose from Captain W.D. Collier’s accidental discovery in 1895 of unusual Indian artifacts on his Marco Island settlement and Cushing’s subsequent survey of the area. Cushing’s 14-person team included his wife, Emily, and a perceptive young lawyer, artist, and photographer, Wells Moses Sawyer, whose notes, photos, and paintings rescued for posterity glimpses of the more perishable artifacts. After some delay at Tarpon Springs, Florida, where they made Indian mound excavations, the team arrived at Marco in late February, 1896, and set to work at once. Within days, an excited Cushing wrote to Pepper: “My discoveries have been literally startling. The entire collection will be unique and almost priceless if we keep on this way.”




  What Cushing uncovered at Marco was “a degree of culture hitherto undreamed of” among earlier American people, dating from about 750 to 1513 A.D. The Calusa Indians, who doubtless had migrated from Central America, had developed a well-knit community (up to 10,000 people) and were primarily sea-dwellers inhabiting the countless islands off the southwest Florida coast. They constructed huge island shell mounds, engineered networks of canals, lagoons, and fish ponds, and, their artifacts revealed, achieved an advanced technology of craftsmanship unparalleled among early cultures. Their tools, carvings, and paintings often were equal in quality to the finest Egyptian antiquities. One ingenious carving tool, made from the teeth of the leopard shark, enabled the sea-dwellers to carve wood with a delicate precision equal to the best modern Swiss carvers. Their shell paintings and their carvings and paintings of animal figureheads, statuettes, and tablets ranked them, Cushing noted, among “the brainiest” of early peoples. Incredibly in that tropic climate, the blend of briney muck and tannic acid from surrounding mangrove trees had preserved the relics in “mint” condition over centuries. However, in the absence then of modern sugar solution or polyethylene glycol, barely one-fourth of the specimens survived exposure to air. Even so, when the work ended in May, 1896, 11 barrels and 59 boxes of them were shipped to Washington. The unique Marco collection became the topic of the day in scientific circles as well as in general public interest. But it would soon draw interest of a less salutary nature.




  William Dinwiddie, a Smithsonian photographer, examined the collection one day and made a startling accusation against Cushing—fraud. Dinwiddie singled out a shell painting depicting a costumed Indian dancer and claimed that Cushing had altered the shell’s line drawing with common India ink. He took his accusation to the New York Herald whose editors soon informed Smithsonian officials that they were preparing a story on the “fraud.” Dinwiddie then searched out other Cushing detractors such as bureau ethnologist F.W. Hodge, Cushing’s assistant on the Zuni-Hemenway expedition. Hodge still claimed he had seen Cushing “manufacture” a Zuni artifact, a shell-inlaid “jeweled frog.” (Cushing earlier explained that he had merely restored some loose shell fragments on the frog.) Cushing had once soundly castigated Hodge for mishandling Hemenway business accounts. Another Hemenway staffer joining Dinwiddie was Mrs. M.C. Stevenson, who had begrudged Cushing’s informal relations with the Zunis (he was made an honorary tribesman). Hodge even persuaded—for a time at least—anthropologist Dr. J.W. Fewkes that the frog was a fraud. By now, Dinwiddie had churned up such a climate of suspicion toward Cushing that total strangers were entering the fray—such as a tall, attractive blonde who one day called on a Smithsonian official to inform him that she was writing an article charging Cushing with immoral conduct and fraud. But this was the last anyone ever saw or heard of either the nameless lady or her manuscript.




  Meanwhile, a stunned Cushing was demanding an investigation of “a conspiracy” to create a “scientific scandal,” but Smithsonian officials were more concerned that such a probe might lend official dignity to “utterly unfounded accusations.” Major Powell even reexamined the disputed shell and determined that its paint pigment was identical to pigments on the other artifacts. Finally, a number of eminent specialists were called in to examine the entire collection; they were “uniformly satisfied” of its authenticity. The bureau then fired Dinwiddie for his “unjustifiable conduct and utterances” and also informed the Herald that publication of such charges would bring “immediate legal action.” The Herald earlier had joined Dinwiddie and his cohorts in political efforts to get a Congressional probe, but nothing official ever came of this maneuver. The newspaper now spiked its “Cushing story,” but, sometime later, it hired Dinwiddie as its Sunday editor.




  Remarkably, Cushing bore little if any personal ill will toward his maligners during this lengthy ordeal. (He was even concerned about getting the unemployed Dinwiddie a job.) During this period Cushing was also suffering from chronic health ailments and the straitened finances resulting from supporting both his home and his field work. He was under much pressure to publish his full expedition report (which he never completed). Then in 1898 a grievous blow came with the deaths of his parents, a brother, and his close friend Dr. Pepper. Cushing himself died at 42 on April 10, 1900.
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  For delicate carving, the tooth of the leopard shark, shown here, offered a cutting edge which surpassed any other primitive implement employed by the American Indian. The best Swiss carver of today could scarcely give it a better finish.




  Unfortunately, Cushing’s detractors would keep the fraud controversy fueled long after his death. In retrospect, it seems unimaginable that such an ignominious pall should be cast over Cushing’s achievements for nearly a century.




  During the controversy, the distinguished anthropologist Franz Boas, concerned for its effect on the welfare of science itself, wrote to Smithsonian anthropologist W.J. McGee in 1897 urging “radical action” to quell the rumors, gossip, and contentions, and adding: “I have always considered him [Cushing] one of the frankest, most generous, open-hearted and honorable men whom it was my good fortune to meet. His greatest enemy is, I take it, his genius.”




  Thus it seems beneficently ironic, even if tragically posthumous, that thanks to the efforts of a latter-day colleague and admirer, Ms. Gilliland, Cushing’s genius would become not his enemy but his redeemer.




  
3.


  The Romance of a


  “Heavenly” Railroad





  The world’s shortest railroad prospered Lake Worth settlers, but a mighty rail mogul sidetracked it.




  It was called the “Celestial Railroad,” and back in the 1890s it did indeed seem to hold out heavenly prospects to folks in the little port village of Juno at the northern tip of Lake Worth.




  It was probably the smallest railroad in the world, but that fact in no way belied its importance. It was a narrow-gauge line that ran all 7.5 miles from Juno, through the wilderness way stations of Venus and Mars, to Jupiter on the Atlantic. It also was the southernmost railroad in the country and made Juno the terminus for all passenger and freight traffic, north- and southbound, between Jacksonville and Miami. It was the pride of the several hundred settlers in the Lake Worth region—Lantana, Palm Beach, Hypoluxo Island. And to Junoans it was a glimmering lodestar, the little train that could—and would—make Juno a thriving capital of commerce for southeast Florida.




  The line’s uniqueness had already caught some national and international attention. In fact, that’s how it got its name. Travel writer Julian Ralph, writing in Harper’s magazine in March, 1893, first dubbed it the “celestial railroad.” A British visitor used the moniker again in a Chamber’s Journal story. Lake Worthians liked it; it stuck.




  But a formidable figure looming out of the north eventually would cast a giant shadow down Florida’s east coast, a shadow that would engulf and doom both Juno’s dream of bustling cityhood and the little railroad itself.




  In those days, Dade County, with only 861 souls plus 134 Indians, sprawled all the way up nearly to Jupiter. Both passengers and freight, from either coastal steamboats at Jupiter or the steamer Lake Worth on the lake, were shunted over the rough trail between the two ports by “bull trains” (ox wagons). The “barefoot mailman” walked the 60 miles south to Miami, Coconut Grove, and Lemon City, and the “fiddling mailman”—John Clemenson—played a fiddle as he walked beside his wagon between Jupiter and Juno.




  But 1889 was a landmark year for Juno. Disaffected citizens of the lake country wrested the county seat of Dade from Miami in a bitter election and moved it to Juno, where citizens promptly erected a small but sturdy two-story courthouse, Dade’s first. Soon afterward, the Jacksonville, Tampa, and Key West Railroad, of Jacksonville, took over the “bull trains” and the Jacksonville Transportation Company (steamers) and announced plans to build the Jupiter and Lake Worth Railway. Jubilant lake-area citizens eagerly paid $7,500 to own a piece of the J. & L.W. and by late June an engine with a freight-passenger car and a flat car was ready to roll. Rail officials hosted nearly 100 excited Lake Worthians for a free train ride to Jupiter and a festive Fourth of July picnic.




  The little railway was an instant success, and by 1891 it would have two full passenger coaches and three freight cars. Of course, with no competition in the area, the Jacksonville company was able to levy some rather stiff rates. One-way passenger fare for the 30-minute trip was 75 cents; freight charges were 20 cents per 100 pounds, with wharfage additional. But the new line was bringing a steady stream of both settlers and tourists. Juno itself hummed with activity. New building was going up. The town soon had its first newspaper when Guy Metcalf brought his Tropical Sun down from Melbourne, and its first lawyer and later judge, C.C. Chillingworth, who swapped the county legal counsel for office space in the new courthouse. As Juno prospered, land prices in the vicinity rose to a high of $75 an acre.




  Ironically, the two little way stations north of Juno would remain just that, untouched by the flush lake times. Mars was only an unsettled clearing along the railroad right of way. Venus’s population consisted of one J.B. Wells and his two cats, and despite the prodigious efforts of Wells to sell his “embryo city,” there were just no takers.




  Relations between Junoans and the company itself were often strained. Citizens were exasperated with its often erratic one-trip-a-day schedule and especially its cramped and stuffy wharfside station house into which was packed freight, passengers, and ticket and telegraph offices. Metcalf’s Sun scorned the “shabby, unpainted, unsightly” building and exhorted rail officials, unsuccessfully, to expand the station house and spruce it up.




  But rail employees — conductors, wharf agents, and others — often made up the difference by performing extra services and small favors. The Celestial itself was a difference. The engine was vintage 19th century, complete with cowcatcher and funnel stack, and its genial engineer, Blus Rice, operated it with the informal caprice of the frontier it served. At the Juno wharf, children scrambled in play over the engine, and at Jupiter, incoming steamboat visitors were greeted by Rice with a train-whistle rendition of “Dixie.” The train also hauled settlers to picnics, dances, and civic events that weren’t always on the schedule. Rice always carried along a hunting dog in his cab and often would stop along the wilderness right-of-way to let passengers off to bag a turkey or deer. When Rice married Juno’s Rosa Clark, the little engine was decked out by citizens with flowers and evergreen for the occasion. This was clearly no Amtrak special.




  But the golden skies over Juno were soon to turn leaden when, in March, 1893, a distinguished-looking gentleman in a black cutaway gazed across Lake Worth toward the exotic skyline of coconut palms on Palm Beach and liked what he saw. Henry M. Flagler, oil magnate-cum-railroad developer, wasted no time. Within the year, he had picked up options on huge land tracts on both sides of the lake; he would build the resort of Palm Beach for his friends and the town of West Palm Beach “for his help.” The J. & L.W. was soon reaping fantastic earnings hauling lumber to build Flagler’s Royal Poinciana Hotel on Palm Beach. But bad management and a touch of avarice on the part of the J. & L.W.’s parent line were about to seal the fate of the Celestial Railroad and of Juno itself.




  When Flagler offered to buy the Celestial from the debt-ridden J.T. & K.W., the latter asked such an exorbitant price that the outraged developer balked. Instead—to the mortification of Junoans—he bridged the Loxahatchee River westward, completely bypassing Jupiter and Juno when he brought his railroad into West Palm Beach in March, 1894. He also dug a canal north of Juno for ocean-lake steamer traffic.




  Thereafter, both railroad and town languished in economic decline, and in June, 1896, the Celestial’s rolling stock was sold at public auction in Jacksonville. The sadness of the Celestial’s passing was recalled by Dora Doster Utz who, as a girl, used to play on its locomotive: “The jungles and the underbrush were fast claiming the right-of-way, and the sorrowful call of the Mourning Dove seemed to be sounding a requiem to its passing.”




  Miami in 1899 won back the county seat, and, soon after, a forest fire destroyed Juno. In the 1930s, Judge Chillingworth discovered the brick foundation of the old courthouse, and area citizens erected a monument to the Celestial and Juno. It was embedded with a bronze medallion and adorning figurines, but in later years vandals would steal both medallion and figurines. Then, in the 1940s, a road department machine at work on the highway near the site knocked over the monument, and it lay there as so much rubble thereafter.




  Today, except for a few treasured railroad spikes and two old photos of the Celestial engine (one of them discovered in the Library of Congress), the demise of both railroad and Juno seems complete.




  
4.


  Springtime for a Resort Queen





  One of Florida’s earliest resort hotels near Daytona gets a modern facelift.




  Once a dazzling queen among the world’s grand hotels in the great Gilded Age, then a gradually fading beauty, maintaining herself in genteel poverty as she deftly dodged the poorhouse and the wrecking ball, the historic Ormond Hotel of Ormond Beach today has had her antiquated image bobbed. She is coming on with the vigor of a modern Young Miss who has swapped her ballroom slippers for tennis shoes and the “now” look.




  The 90-year-old grand dame of hostelries—a massive wooden structure that is one of the world’s few still existing—no longer hosts the economic titans, celebrities, and royalty of that glittering Diamond Jim Brady era, when John D. Rockefeller, Sr., dueled at golf with the Prince of Wales, and Winton, Olds, Vanderbilt, the Marriotts, and the Chevrolets were sporting around to make that hard-packed silvery beach the birthplace of auto speed.




  Her long, tall doors are now wide open to the common gentry, both young and old, for a night, a week, a season, or year-round. The John Quincy Does will find themselves accorded the same treatment once reserved solely for the John Jacob Astors. (The prices are apt to be more modest, too.) Moreover, many ancient rooms in the huge edifice are seeing modern plumbing for the first time; air-conditioning replaces quaint ceiling fans; huge clothes closets are being accommodated to kitchenettes; the grand ballroom now serves as a chapel and will also be used as a banquet room; and, across the street, the new Racquet Club is hosting international tennis teams on its eight hard courts.




  The regeneration of the Ormond, now a corporation, is being sparked by its enthusiastic young manager, W.J. (Bill) Wetherell, the son of one of its two owners, Thomas J. Wetherell and T.T. Cobb, who bought the hotel in the late 1950s. Wetherell developed a fondness for the grand old structure even as a high school teenager when he had to slap fresh paint on her weathered, aging joints and facades for 50 cents an hour. “We’ve spent about $600,000 over the last five years on renovation alone,” he noted. This includes new carpeting and lighting, new fire escapes and an ultra-fireproof sprinkler system, air-conditioning, and, beneath her sprawling foundations, huge, solid steel I-beams to reinforce the already solid supporting wooden beams. Wetherell observed of the latter: “That original cypress wood is still so hard you can barely drive a nail into it.”




  The hotel still hosts a large number of the elderly and retirees, seasonally and year-round, but through a planned diversification of activities and interests, Wetherell reports that the Ormond is now bringing in business it has never had before—scores of young people and sports enthusiasts as well as those tourists who might otherwise drop off at the Holiday or the Ramada. The great five-story structure, which rambles leisurely over its original 12-acre site overlooking the scenic Halifax River, sill provides easy access to the famous Ormond Beach, about a three-minute stroll down Granada Avenue. However, one need not even leave the great building to seek exercise; its 11 miles of corridors and sprawling broad open verandas and breezeways provide balmy sea winds and tropical vistas enough for any restless ambler.




  And yet the modern spirit of rejuvenation for this vintage piece of history does not detract from, nor overshadow, its romantic and opulent heydays. Rather it seems to blend the now and the yore into a continuity that retains the distinctive features of both.




  The hotel began as an impossible brainstorm by two men who came to the small Ormond settlement in the late 1870s, James D. Price, of Kentucky, and John Anderson, of Maine. They believed the area would make a good site for a tourist hotel even though the jungle strip, as settlers jeeringly reminded them, had no river bridge and was 50 miles from the nearest railroad. With the aid of a wealthy financier friend, Stephen V. White, who had recovered his health during a Florida winter visit, they were in business. With mules and men they set to the task, and the new Ormond Hotel opened its doors on January 1, 1888. Shortly after, a railroad came through and a bridge spanned the Halifax. Among the first visitors from New York’s social set were the wife of the late President U.S. Grant and Mrs. Henry Ward Beecher. And when multi-millionaire Henry Flagler visited the hotel in its third season, he saw its potential as a link in a chain of luxury hotels he hoped to plant from St. Augustine on down Florida’s coast. He bought the Ormond in 1890 for $112,000.




  The tycoon spared no expense to outdo even his magnificent Ponce de Leon in St. Augustine. He added huge new wings, a swimming pool, a casino, a dormitory and laundry, a beach pavilion, and a river pier, plus three water-powered Otis elevators. The railroad bridge was restructured so that wealthy nabobs could sidle their private Pullman railroad cars right up to the hotel’s west entrance. Costly rugs and carpets and crystal chandeliers decorated the grand and spacious lobby and corridors, the dining room sparkled with the finest silver, china, crystalware and linens; and the grand ballroom was banked with plants and exotic flowers. Activities included sailing, swimming, fishing, a seven-hole golf course, and a medieval tournament each year when men garbed themselves as knights and jousted over the spacious lawns while indulging in a week of merrymaking. Flagler imported entertainment celebrities to perform for the wealthy visitors during the long winter season, and, in the early 1900s, auto racing replaced bicycling as the ultimate playboy sport.




  The Astors, Vanderbilts, Fords, and other gilded titans mixed fun and games with Europe’s counts, dukes, and assorted nobility, and what came to be known as “Millionaire’s Colony” flourished unabatedly for more than 30 years. Rockefeller occupied a whole specially-built wing of the hotel’s second floor for his entourage but later, in a personal tiff with Flagler, left the Ormond and moved across the street where he had bought a mansion, The Casements, in which he remained until his death in 1937. The Casements is still preserved today. But in the decade of World War I, Flagler who had already pushed his railroad empire farther south, began to haul his golden reveler hordes to luxury playgrounds at Palm Beach and Miami.




  The Ormond gradually lost its fabulous clientele during the 1920s and became popular mainly as a convention center. Up through the ’30s and ’40s, it struggled to keep its doors open through a succession of owners. It alternated as a nightclub, a hotel management school, and a retirement home for ministers and missionaries, barely keeping a step ahead of bankruptcy until Wetherell and Cobb purchased it in 1957.




  Today, the great structure has come through a successful post-operative stage in its adjustment to the late 20th century. Young Wetherell has found diversification—in both activities and clientele—to be the key to that adjustment, and, so far, it is successfully proving out.




  For example, it no longer sports the crude auto machines of those early racing buffs, but it does host an annual Antique Car Show each November, which draws even greater crowds than those that once lined the dunes at Daytona.




  Another annual event that has met with success is the colorful Halifax Art Festival each fall, when the spacious grounds and verandas are studded with the bright creative efforts of a host of state and national talent.




  The new Ormond Hotel Racquet Club across the street, little more than a year old, is drawing tennis buffs, young and old, from all over the country and Europe as well. The club has hired Bill Farmer, 56-year-old teaching pro, as its director, aided by a younger pro, Bill Lefko, 29, who hold clinics on the eight courts for everyone from tots to oldsters. Club plans for the future include a swimming pool, four more courts, a new locker room, and air-conditioned indoor racquetball courts.




  The hotel’s 380-plus rooms are being modernized rapidly, and the huge dining room now serves its guests cafeteria-style, with modestly priced buffet luncheons open to the public.




  By combining the hotel’s functions in a manner to draw both residents and tourists, the hotel has traded its seasonal image—and consequent economic slumps—for flourishing year-round trade. Its 130 permanent guests, mostly retirees, now mix in with the activities of winter guests and transients and, where once “winter used to be our only season,” Wetherell has found the summer business more than doubling over last summer.




  Many planned activities keep both resident and visitor occupied, such as musical programs, parties, sight-seeing trips to area attractions like Disney World, physical fitness classes, and even accredited college courses.




  Thus a grand old girl of world-famous hostelries is kicking over the traces as she pushes sprightly toward her second century. Still retaining her quaint 1900s atmosphere, furnishings, and baubles, she is swapping circumstance and pomp for the populist ways of the day and recovering, in the process, her once youthful spirit as well as economic well-being. Wetherell, therefore, feels certain she is in good shape for at least another 50 years, “maybe even more”—a revived and thriving page out of Florida history.




  
5.


  St. Pete’s Visionary Town Planner





  Journalist Straub peered into the far future and laid out St. Petersburg accordingly.




  [image: image]




  The City of St. Petersburg enjoys the distinction of being one of the few cities in the world that planned its downtown development many decades before the term “city planner” ever entered the modern lexicon.




  Its uniquely developed downtown waterfront and its spacious, well-platted streets are no accident. While most cities in this century permitted their river-, bay-, oceanfronts to become run-down, commercialized eyesores, requiring staggering costs to restore, St. Pete was alone in pioneering a planned development that would benefit all of its citizens some 50 years hence.




  Thus it did not merely save future taxpayers millions of dollars, plus a scad of urban woes. It also created a bountiful array of public benefits for all of its citizens—a pier, beach, park, baseball field, activities center, boat basins, airport, and other attractions—nearly all of which are a few minutes’ walking distance from downtown. (It is not hard to see why the city received an All-America City award in 1973 from the National Municipal League.)




  But not many people are aware that this unusual, far-sighted planning is attributable to the crusading zeal of one single-minded publisher-editor back in the 1900s—a man who took on no few odds and incurred no little wrath in order to preserve that beautiful waterfront for the public’s ownership and benefit. However, this newspaper editor, W.L. (William Lincoln) Straub, was willing to make himself “so obnoxious,” according to a contemporary, Dudley Haddock, that “city council finally approved his /planning ideas/ in 1908, largely to shut his mouth.”




  But in addition to preserving the waterfront and having city streets platted for use in 1977 as well as 1907, Straub also employed some deft surgery to sever the peninsula from its domineering “stepmother” across the bay, transforming an orphan-like West Hillsborough County into brand-new Pinellas County and greatly facilitating the town’s singular development. But he had to first fight, and then out-maneuver, a formidable Tampa political machine that was not about to part with the lucrative tax revenues that St. Pete paid—and for which it received few benefits in return.




  Straub was, according to historian Walter Fuller, “a complete idealist.” Although a gentle man who “fought for issues, not against people,” he possessed a bulldog tenacity and patience which either wore down or infuriated his foes. But his efforts were generally selfless. As Fuller assesses him: “He never subdivided a piece of land or built a building for profit or started a bank or owned a bulldozer. His only weapon was a pen.”




  W.L. Straub was born July 14, 1867, in Dowagiac, Michigan. After finishing school at age 16, he went to the Dakota Territory where he edited several newspapers. In the meantime he married Sarah A. Moore, also of Dowagiac, and they had one daughter, Blanche. Already afflicted with a crippled leg from birth, Straub developed severe bronchitis, and doctors told him he had not long to live. But Straub had already wintered in St. Pete in 1898-99 and decided to move his family there permanently in 1900; the climate, sun, and outdoor activities soon restored his health completely.




  In 1901, Straub bought the St. Petersburg Weekly Times, a shaky, sometime little paper that had changed hands many times in the previous 17 years. Within a few years, he would turn it into a daily.




  The waterfront scene of the village of St. Pete in the 1900s—population over 7,300 souls—was one of the cutthroat competition for steamboat travel and commercial shipping. Railroad tycoon H.B. Plant enjoyed a virtual monopoly with his 3,000-foot railroad and steamboat pier at the present city pier site. When D.F.S. Brantley built a 1500-foot pier and laid some wooden railroad tracks, Plant fumed over his competition and attempted, unsuccessfully, to squeeze Brantley out. Even then, free competitive enterprise, it seemed was more ritual slogan than fact. But when George L. King attempted to build a third pier, Plant found a way to forcibly stop him, and this occasioned an angry mass meeting of citizens to censure the action. Nevertheless, King never got his pier constructed. The rail titan, however, came to loathe the town, especially when he was rebuffed by the citizenry in his attempt to win price concessions to build a waterfront hotel similar to his huge, Moorish Tampa Bay Hotel. He stormed over to Clearwater and built one there.




  Meanwhile, Straub, probably one of the earliest environmentalists as well as practical city planners, realized not merely the natural beauty of the waterfront but also its long-range value to the public generally. If there were to be a port, he wanted it to be a city-owned port. Eventually his efforts would secure a federal grant for what would be Bayboro Harbor. But his main concern was in securing the waterfront under public ownership, to prevent its commercial exploitation and allow the public to enjoy its natural attraction and benefits. He first quietly won the backing of a few leading citizens, but they were unable to acquire more than a few northward parcels of frontage.




  Finally, he took pen in hand openly and began hammering away with articles and editorials on the critical necessity of the city to keep the waterfront out of private hands. He was attacked from right and left by those with both real and tentative designs on this choice property. But, after several years, his persistence was rewarded as citizens came to recognize the importance of his proposals. However, a vacillating city council still refused to act, and Straub kept a pressure hose of cogent persuasion, factual studies, and at times biting wit, through cartoons and editorials, on the city fathers. Finally, in 1908, they relented.




  John Nolen, a world-famous city planner (among the few existing then), was hired for $8,000 to come in and lay out some blueprints. This was a great sum in the 1900s, but few cities ever got such value received. Nolen not only designated a variety of present and future usages of the waterfront and city park systems but also laid down the orderly gridwork of 100-foot city streets, with 20-foot alleys running through every block. The overall plan was unusually bold and futuristic for its day, but Straub kept a sharp editorial pen pointed at the council table until it was adopted.




  Nevertheless, if St. Pete were to have complete freedom to forge ahead with its growth and development, Straub saw an even more formidable task before him. For years, West Hillsborough County (St. Pete, Clearwater, Largo) had been the stunted step-child of Tampa and East Hillsborough. Somehow, most of the taxes the peninsula towns sent over to Tampa never returned in the form of roads, schools, or other services, and its one “token” commissioner had little voice on the Hillsborough commission. Moreover, the tax burden seemed somehow disproportionate with peninsula residents paying $6.34 per head to East Hillsborough’s $4.37 per head. But the powerful political and commercial interests of the Tampa area held sway, both locally and in the legislature. They were not about to surrender this tax revenue, and Tampa itself feared that an independent St. Pete would pose a serious competitive threat to its own bustling port.




  But Straub plunged into the battle in earnest, opening first fire with a factual “bill of particulars” and an eloquent editorial, published in 1907, entitled: “A Declaration of Independence” (from Hillsborough). He carefully researched and tabulated the great tax inequities and the almost negligible funds received for roads, bridges, and schools. As if to punctuate his campaign at the time, a major bridge in Seminole collapsed for lack of maintenance and dumped a mule team and its driver into the bayou. However, Straub kept to a low-key, sober, factual analysis of taxation, roads, and schools, and he stressed the benefits of division to St. Pete and other peninsula towns: better government at less cost. He stressed the isolation of St. Pete from the east. The sole mode of travel from St. Pete to Tampa was 160 miles and a full day by train, going north to Trilby, then south to Lakeland, and finally west to Tampa. He struck a particular sore spot when he showed how Tampa’s high crime rate absorbed such a large tax expenditure.




  E.D. Lambright of the Tampa Tribune and D.B. McKay of the Tampa Times lashed at Straub with a barrage of vitriolic editorials. Meanwhile, the potent Hillsborough legislative delegation was able to block successive bills for county division in both the 1907 and 1909 sessions. But Straub finally hit upon a unique plan to get a full airing of the facts before all of the state’s legislators and let them decide the bill on its merits.




  A year prior to the 1911 session, Straub got permission to put the entire legislature on the St. Pete Times’s mailing list; for the next 10 months, he was able to apprise each lawmaker, with cool understatement and an objective appraisal of the facts, of the peninsula’s right to its own county. Meanwhile, he lulled the Tampa political machine into the belief that St. Pete had all but given up in its fight for division. Therefore, the Hillsborough delegation was both shocked and angry when it arrived for the 1911 session to find a stone wall of legislative opinion favoring the division. Even so, the bill creating Pinellas County had to trip and stumble through the entire session before it was finally signed into law by Governor Albert Gilchrist.




  [image: image]




  St. Petersburg’s municipal pier at the turn of the century. (FLORIDA TREND)




  But Straub had triumphed. The divorce decree became final on January 1, 1912, and a new Pinellas County was born. If the “craggy-faced, gentle crusader,” as Fuller described him “patient, wise, skilled but unobtrusive,” had done nothing more, these two great accomplishments for future generations might easily have been accounted sufficient for a lifetime. The city’s almost five miles of public-owned waterfront, from Coffee Pot Bayou north to Lassing Park on the south, have proved of lasting value to millions of visitors as well as local citizens for over half a century. Few cities in the world can boast a similar achievement.




  But Straub’s devotion to these two great achievements was too often exerted at the expense of the paper’s solvency, and he was forced to sell it in 1912 to another enterprising newspaperman, Paul Poynter. However, the latter wisely retained Straub as editor, and, except for a brief period as Postmaster of St. Pete, Straub served as editor-in-chief until his death in 1939. Later that year, the city belatedly named a waterfront park for Straub, but peers agree that the venerable old journalist couldn’t have cared less. In fact, had he been around, he probably would have been the first to squelch the tribute.




  
6.


  Miami’s Heritage:


  A Doctor Remembered





  Miami preservationists link a small-town doctor to that city’s heritage.




  If a concerned band of people in Dade County have their way, Miami’s sleek skylines and urban glut are not going to crush out totally the historic and architectural memoirs of that town’s pioneering yesteryear.




  The Dade Heritage Trust, a historical site preservation group, has plunked down, right in the midst of downtown’s high-rise jungle, a rustic piece of early Miami—the original office and surgery quarters of a pioneer citizen who was the city’s first physician in residence, Dr. James M. Jackson, Jr., (for whom Jackson Memorial Hospital is named). And, if the glaring facade of glass and concrete and the hustle aura of the magic city today seem, at times, to coldly impersonalize and intra-alienate the town, Trust members believe that this “roots” memorial will revitalize an old-fashioned sense of personal community, as well as honor those who staked their modest means on its future. If so, the doctor’s story is a fortuitous symbol.




  Fortuitous in that, upon arrival in the spring of 1896, Dr. Jackson took one look at the little settlement’s cluster of unpainted buildings and shacks and tents, its muddy dirt streets specked here and there with jags of coral rock, and its generally dreary aspect, and promptly fled the scene. Or tried to. But there was no return boat scheduled for several days, and he had to lay over.




  Seeing no future in his North Florida hometown of Bronson, the young doctor had tentatively accepted a post as surgeon for Henry Flagler’s Florida East Coast Railroad, with residence in Miami, the railway’s southern terminus. The line was due to reach Miami in a matter of days after Jackson missed the boat, so he decided to wait for it. But in the meantime, he met some of the town’s young leaders and was impressed with their enthusiasm for the town’s future. “This Miami spirit is a great thing,” he wrote his wife. “It is infectious.” So infectious that he decided to cast his lot with the village, becoming its first physician. After three years of “camping out” in makeshift quarters, the doctor and his wife, Ethel, now blessed with two daughters (and a son who died in infancy), bought from Mrs. Julia Tuttle a corner lot at Twelfth Street and Avenue B in 1899, and built the spacious home they would occupy for the next 20 years.




  Through the years, the doctor would immerse himself in the social, business, and religious affairs of the community. He also nursed the town through epidemics ranging from yellow fever to smallpox. Professionally, he was active statewide. He did a pioneer study on how the health of phosphate mine workers was affected seriously by drinking water laced with phosphate residue. When the State Board of Health was created, he became its local agent and was the first to warn citizens that the dead animals, filth, and garbage they casually tossed into river, bay, or other watercourse would be hazardous to their health. After a number of related fatalities, he secured a law against the practice.




  Contemporaries described him as a “keen observer, careful thinker, and man of good judgment” with a “warm, enthusiastic disposition.” He kept constantly abreast of his profession’s progress, taking annual refresher courses in medicine, in keeping with his belief that a successful physician must be “always a student.” He served in many capacities with the Florida Medical Association, including its presidency.




  A man of deep religious conviction, the doctor never presumed that he and his colleagues had all, or even a part, of the answers to the mysteries of the human organism. He often acknowledged this mortal dependency, as on one Sunday when he rose in service at his Trinity Methodist Church and asked the congregation to pray for the survival of a young man with a ruptured appendix on whom he was to operate next day. Providentially—at least to the doctor—the man survived the critical surgery.




  His acute conscientiousness was illustrated when one day, while operating, a hair from the mustache he had worn for many years fell into the open wound. He promptly shaved the growth and never grew another. His one vice was the cigar, a five-center called Cinco (which he dubbed “stinko”). Before entering a home, he would leave his cigar on the porch rail or floor, often forgetting about it. Thus one could almost track him down on his town rounds by tracing cigar butts. Although a conservative dresser, he could readily sacrifice vanity for comfort, as when, in summer, he wore his Panama straw hat with the crown cut out for ventilation. In the city’s sultry heat, he would also always wear an ice collar while operating. (He did not know that this habit might one day prove fatal.)




  By day, the doctor made his numerous house-call rounds by horse and buggy; but for night calls, he found a bicycle more convenient. Later, in 1907, he would delightedly purchase his first car, a “Ford Motor Company Machine,” the Model C.




  It was in 1905 that he built the office and surgery building next to his home. When he leased this property in the late teens, the house was barged down the bay a short distance to the historic site it now occupies on Twelfth Terrace.




  Throughout his career, the doctor continued to involve himself actively in his community’s affairs, particularly its health needs. He sought and received aid from Flagler in laying the town’s first sanitary sewer lines. He organized the city’s first board of health and saw that its provisions were strictly enforced. He supervised the “pest” houses during periodic epidemics and would later act as a planner and consultant in establishing the large hospital that would later develop into the huge medical complex it is today, and which was later named for him.




  In 1923, shortly after recovering from a serious intestinal disorder, the doctor developed bronchopneumonia and had to travel to Baltimore to consult a specialist friend. Soon after, a streptothrix infection set in and the doctor was forced to enter Johns Hopkins Hospital and submit to a series of extremely painful treatments. He was allowed to return home in early 1924, bringing with him Dr. E. Clay Shaw, who continued to give him the painful mercurochrome therapy. The doctor finally decided that the cure was worse than the disease and dismissed Dr. Shaw. On April 2, 1924, he died, at age 58. He attributed the cause of his ailment to the years he had worn the heat-relieving ice collar in surgery.




  All Miami mourned the doctor, stores displayed black-creped portraits of him, and Mayor E.C. Romfh proclaimed all businesses to be closed during funeral services. In a eulogy given by Miami’s first mayor, John B. Reilly, Dr. Jackson was described simply as “one of the community’s greatest friends.” Shortly after, the city renamed City Hospital after him.




  The Dade Heritage Trust has termed the original office and surgery building, a pine wood structure with red tile roof, as “an excellent example of early 20th century architecture.” It is also listed in the National Register of Historic Places; this has enabled the Trust to secure federal funds for its restoration as a medical museum as well as historic site. The surgery facilities display all of the doctor’s early medical equipment, from scalpels to X-ray machine. One useful purpose of the building has been to provide one room for headquarters for the Trust. Prior to this, according to Trust spokesperson Mrs. A.C. MacIntyre, “We’ve been operating out of our homes, cars and borrowed quarters at the Historical Museum for five years, so you can imagine how excited we are to have a home base.
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