Redlands District’s First Pioneer

When Dan Roberts first entered the Redland District in 1898, he found only one man living in the entire district. This man was John Brinsell who had preceded Roberts by one year. He came here from Indian River, Florida, in 1897, bringing his wife and family with him.  On the corner of what is now known as Redland Farm Life School Road and Silver Palm Drive, Brinsell built a log cabin and went into business.

Brinsell was probably the best publicity agent the Redland District has ever known. He was a surveyor and earned his living by establishing corner posts of the 160 acre tracts which were being homesteaded.  Naturally, Brinsell was interested in influencing as many people to Homestead as he could.

When supplies were needed, Brinsell went on foot to Cutler after them, but he always went on into Miami from there and in both places sang such exaggerated praises of his new home, he was known as "Lying John.” 

When prospective Homesteaders made  the long trip down to Homestead Country, they always camped on the Brinsell site where water was handy. At night, as the men sat around their camp-fires,  "Lying Johnnie" joined them and told wild tales of the rich red land in an effort to sell “homesteads” and of course his services in surveying them.  He collected ten dollars for each corner post he established.

"Lying' Johnnie" tells of bringing a side of bacon home from Cutler & marking it in squares before he hung it up, so his wife would know just how much of it she could use each day and still have a piece left  to use while he went back for more.

Oft times the men were disgusted and Brinsell was genuinely disliked. Mr. Roberts says that he told a tale one night of the coral rocks for which the Redland District is famed: “These rocks you boys curse all the time are the best thing in the country. They are so rich in minerals that they can be pulverized and used for fertilizer in your gardens when you start planting down here." An old sailor, who was very much disgusted, spit into the fire and replied, "Hell, why don't you just boil them and pour the water down the rows."

Brinsell was cantankerous and trouble making, never liked by the incoming pioneers. Finally he got into some trouble and left this section, saying he was going to the Florida West Coast. He has never been heard of since.
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John Thomas, the first Negro who ever came to Homestead, is a native Floridian who was born eight miles out of Lake City in Columbia County. When a young man, he followed the Florida East Coast Railroad as far south as Palm Beach. While working there, he heard of the little settlement of Fort Lauderdale, and having no ties, pressed on down into the new country.  It was in 1894 that he first came to Miami, then a small village with unpaved streets. He worked in Miami a while, and down at the docks he heard men talking of the little trading post of Cutler.

He took passage on one of the boats and came to Cutler. At that time, this was the distribution point for all "the Homestead country”: it was here that the homesteaders bought their supplies, received and sent their mail, & shipped their produce.

John Thomas found that work was plentiful on the great tomato farms & the groves of that section, but he still wanted to go further south. He worked for a while on the broad acres of Tom Peters, "the Tomato King," which lay in the vicinity of what is now Peters. In that day, all that country was called Cutler.

His first venture into "the Homestead country" was over a blazed trail from Cutler into Silver Palm.  Few persons were living in that section then - Mr. and Mrs. Charles Gossnan, Henry Gossman, William Anderson, Mr. and Mrs. J. D. Castellow, John Bauer, George Kosel, and Dan Roberts, and Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Brewer.

It was at the Brewer homestead that John Thomas found work and the next few years kept him busy clearing land, cutting wood, and setting out groves which was his business. When he had been in "the Homestead country" for about six months, another Negro drifted down into this section where work was so plentiful. This man hailed from Virginia but Thomas does not remember his name.  He was followed by five or six more Negroes who came to Cutler by boat and to the Redland section on foot over the old blazed trail.

When he first came to what is now Silver Palm there was no store or house there at all.  He walked down several times from Cutler while he was living there, to explore the Redland section before he decided to cast his lot here. He walked into what is now Homestead on March, 19, l900 from Silver Palm. The railroad was then pressing down through the wild country from Miami with Homestead as its goal, but it was to be nearly five years before the first train ran into Homestead (December 15, 1904).

Bessie Sullivan had taken up her homestead northwest of the present site of town, and the Brooker brothers, Tom, Henry, and Ed were living in this section. Later David Webster Sullivan was to come in with his three sons, Dave, Homer, and George and was to open the Sullivan House where chance travelers might obtain food and lodging. Then in 1904, W. D, Horne and a Mr. Padgett blazed a rough trail from the Modello Glades to Krome's Corner at the intersection of what is now Krome Avenue & Avocado Drive, and from there over a mile and one half of almost impenetrable country to the present site of the Homestead Bank, corner of Krome Avenue and Mowery Street. Mr. Horne was a shrewd business man--the tracks were completed to Homestead and someone would reap a harvest supplying the needs of the construction crews and the settlers who always followed in the wake of the railroad.  To meet that need, Mr. Horne had packed in on his back supplies for Homesteads first store.

Transient bands of Indians roved this section of the country with temporary camps for hunting and trapping but John Thomas knows nothing of their habits or tribal customs. As he expresses it, he had healthy respect for the warlike prowess of the Seminoles, and "kept his distance."  He says that the Brooker boys were intimately associated with them, and ought to be interesting sources of information as to their folk-lore. Tom Brooker lives in Miami, Henry operates the Brooker Lumber Company at Pahokee, and Ed comes in to Homestead occasionally from his remote trapping camp in the Everglades.

On November 27, 1937, Thomas was badly injured when the wagon he was driving was struck by an automobile driven by James Creech near Florida City, The mule was instantly killed and Thomas so severely cut and bruised that he was given emergency treatment at the Post Graduate Hospital and then transferred to the county hospital at

Kendall. His injuries necessitated his remaining there for three months.

He and his wife Belle now live in the Negro Quarters of Homestead and are rated among the most substantial of the colored citizens.  Thomas is an interesting & reliable source of information on local history as he has witnessed each phase of the growth of the District.  He was among the gala handful of settlers that flocked to the new-painted depot to see the first Florida East Coast train puff into Homestead on December 15, l9O4. He saw the first through train to Key West puff through in 1912, and shared in the tension of those days after the bank robbery on September 15, 1916, when posses were scouring the southern end of the state for the bandits.

Up until 1905, Fred C. Henn was a guide in a Kansas City meat packing house. That

year he had a two-week vacation with pay, and on his first day he met a real estate broker from Miami who was  "drumming up" prospects for south Florida. By an arrangement with the company, upon selling a certain amount of real estate, each salesman received a railroad pass from Kansas City to Miami which enabled the prospective purchaser to look over the property.  This salesman had sold enough to entitle him to three passes and he urged Mr. Henn to use one and go to Miami on his vacation to look over the new country.   Mr. Henn decided to do so & was so delighted with the country that he spent his entire two weeks vacation at Miami.  Then he wired for an extension and came on down into the wild "Homestead country."

Here he found an old friend from Kansas City, R. L. Moser who had taken up a claim southwest of what is now Homestead.  Together they explored all the southern end of the county and by that time Mr. Henn had no intention of going back to guide tourists through the meat packing house. He was putting up at Horne's Hotel, & one evening as he was sitting on the front porch a stranger asked for directions to a claim adjacent to that of R. L. Moser's.  Being familiar with that section of the country, Mr. Henn agreed to gufde him to it.  For some reason, the man failed to file claim and Mr., Henn decided to take it up. He went to Miami & paid the necessary fee and executed his papers; then he wired a resignation of his job, & instructions to his wife to sell out what they had there --they were moving to south Florida.

At once he set to work building the prescribed cabin, 10 x 10 with one window & one door to comply with the law and to clinch his ownership of the land. His wife came and they took up life as homesteaders. Indians then had camps all through the Everglades and among them was a certain tribe locally known as the “Derby Indians" for their habit of topping off the brilliant Seminole garb with a stiff black derby. These were very friendly and often stopped by the Henn cabin and by grunts & elaborate pantomime made known their desire for the white mans steaming cup of' coffee and his strange food,  The Henns always tried to oblige, although sometimes their swarthy child-like guests were a strain  on the family larder.

About 1912 Mr. Henn opened a black smith shop, and one day one of the "Derby Indians" came in with a job for him. He imitated the grunts of an alligator and went

through the notions of throwing a gig- then to make sure that the  white man understood he took his hunting knife and a piece of soft white wood & whittled out a gig for alligator hunting.  Mr. Henn made one for him and he was as proud as a child with a new toy, he had no money but departed with pantomimed gratitude.  Days later he appeared in the door of the shop with half a deer carcass that he had carried on his shoulders from his camp three days journey back into the Everglades.  After that every time the Indian came to town he brought some token of gratitude to his friend--some times it was a fat wild turkey, or a whooping crane or a wild duck, or again it might be a few sweet melons or sugar cane from his hammock garden in the Everglades,

One day he walked in lugging a black case similar to those once used for the portable

graphophone. Setting it upon the floor he opened it to disclose a hand operated Singer sewing machine. Then he sat down upon the floor and proceeded to show how the machine obstinately refused to sew, and registered extreme objection. Mr. Henn looked it over carefully and found that a simple pin was missing. He soon had one made and the Indian was overjoyed.  He had once packed it the long weary miles to Fort Lauderdale in a vain effort to get it repaired.  Triumphantly he sallied down to Ed Brooker's store and soon came back with a tremendous pack of brilliantly colored calico upon his back, and picking up his black case set out upon his three-day tramp into the Everglades.  It would take his squaw many moons to make up that gay material into gorgeous Seminole garments-- and again his piccaninnies would rejoice in brave new shirts.

Often when he came to town on a trading trip, he would roll up in his blanket & spend the night upon the floor of the shop. When he closed up for the night, Mr. Henn would lock the door upon the Indian and sometimes several of his friends who had accompanied him, and when he came down early the next morning they were invariably awake with their blankets neatly rolled and strapped to their shoulders, & ready for another day of bartering or for their return trip to camp. 

Many of them followed the "Camp Jack Trail" that led to Camp Jackson, the supply depot for surveyors working for the Florida East Coast railroad.  This camp was located southeast of Homestead about nine miles, on the present site of Carl Deden's farming "camp."  To map it roughly, the old trail started at Pacetti's Fish Market on South Flagler street and ran southwest by the East Coast Fertilizer house across the railroad, through the Negro Quarters and southwestward toward Royal Palm Park & to the Deden camp, which Houses his field hands who work on the surrounding acres of tomatoes.  The old camp Jackson was located on the edge of the Everglades, and is still used by the Negroes frequenting the Deden Camp. The old land marks may yet be seen, according to Mr.  Henn.

Mr. R.F. Tatum drove the first automobile down into this section, & although Mr. Henn is uncertain of its make he says it was a tremendous seven passenger touring car.  He says when it first drove down Krome Avenue, the top was down and it was "just overflowing with Tatums."  It proved quite as exciting to the natives as the first airplanes and business virtually came to a standstill while everybody inspected the curiosity.

R. L. Moser had purchased a horse and a buggy in Miami and Mr. Henn volunteered to drive it down to his homestead for him.  He left Miami early one morning, but darkness fell when he was just reaching Tweedells' Corner.  Not daring to trust the weary horse over the rough roads at night, he stopped and made camp.  The next day, he made it on into Homestead & southwest to the Moser claim, it having required two days to make the trip from Miami.  He later went up on the train and bought a mule and wagon for himself, and spent two days driving it down. 

Mr. Henn's first blacksmith shop was located just south of the Homestead Grocery where he operated it for many years.  He then moved it to Southwest Second Avenue where he is still in business.  He has one son, Fred, (now adult) who was born and reared in the Redland District.  When Mr. Henn finally proved up his claim he was required to make a cash payment of $1.25 an acre for the 160 acres.

On the afternoon of September 155, 1916 Mr. Henn and Allen Henderson were at work in the former's blacksmith shop.  Suddenly they heard a volley of shots. Rushing to the door of the shop they saw the people across the way on the hotel porch scattering for cover.  A car came careening down the street, and screeched around the corner heading for Royal Palm Park.  One man was driving desperately and three others crouched down in the seats.  They heard the shout: "The banks been robbed."  The street was milling with people; business was at a standstill; Dr. Tower was forming a posse.  Young Allen Henderson ran home for his gun, and together with his brother, joined the posse.  Car after car loaded with grim-faced & armed men roared down the road to Royal Palm Park.  Some of the men turned back when they found the abandoned bandits' automobile at the

Park and learned that the fugitives had headed for Everglades Siding. The younger and more enthusiastic men pressed on, led by Oscar Thomas. At Everglades, there was a gun battle and young Allen Henderson and his brother were shot and killed.

Mr. Henn tells of the only cow that he has ever heard of being shod. During their early years here, he had brought in a cow but she was practically crippled from trying to graze over the rough Dade county rock.  As a last resort, Mr. Henn decided to shoe her.  He hammered out four shoes in his shop but the cow's cloven hoofs prevented their fitting successfully. He then decided to try eight shoes, and see if they would work.  The shoes were finally finished, but his trouble had only started.  They now had to be applied to the cow.  She knew nothing of the technique of being shod, and a battle royal ensued.  At last the indignant cow was finally shod, & minced about stiff legged and uncertain on her iron shoes.  She soon grew accustomed to them and could scramble about unconcernedly over the Dade county rock. Until her death, Mr. Henn kept her fitted with iron shoes.

Mr. Henn had a garden in a pothole west of his house, and every evening he would see car after car drive past and go on down into the woods. Becoming curious, he decided to do some investigating. Going down in the woods, he found a faint trail leading back into dense underbrush. Forcing his way through it, he came upon a big still all equipped for turning out moonshine.  No one was around, but he had a pretty good idea who was operating it.  He went on back to his garden and to work, saying nothing of his discovery to anyone.  For a year or more the still did a rushing business, then one summer evening as he was hoeing his garden a car slowed down, came to a stop, and two armed men alighted. They walked up to him and one of them said: “We want you for operating that still down in the woods.  We are Federal Men."  In vain, he argued that he knew nothing of the still, that it was not even on his property. They were adamant. At last he got into the car with them and they took him on in to Miami. Finally, convincing them of his innocence, he was set free, and went down with the officers to carry the still in.  They found the place all right but there was no sign of any illegitimate business.  The still was gone, the supplies were gone, even the residue of dumpled mash had been carted away. And no doubt, in a new location the still was doing business merrily. 

H.E. Redin came from Meeker County, Minnesota, to South Dade County in June of 1910.  He filed claim on a homestead four and one half miles southwest of Homestead, and built a 12 x 18 cabin.  This took him five months, but at last in November he was ready to send for his wife Elizabeth and their year old son, Walter.

The Redin claim was said to be the furthest south of any white settler on the mainland of Florida at that time.  They were surrounded by the camps of the Seminole Indians, who would often stop by for a social visit and to "borrow" coffee or grits or any other provisions when their own supplies had run low.  Just so much of the white man's strange ways had the Seminole adopted -- to borrow, he never went further and learned to pay back.

At that time Homestead had a hotel operated by W. D. Horne which was called "The Homestead Inn."  Mr. Horne also ran a ....... as did Mr. A. C. Duval.  All of their supplies had to be packed on their backs from Homestead, which was sometimes almost inaccessible on account of the high water. There were no roads, no canals and in the summer rainy season the whole country was inundated with the higher places forming little islets here & there. Sometimes they had to slosh through water almost waist deep to get to town. 

Church services were held in the Long View Clubhouse which yet stands at the corner of Long View Road and Palm Avenue. These sturdy old pioneers worshiped under difficulties. Now and then an itinerant preacher would hold services for them, but in the summer any sort of meeting was rendered almost impossible by the vicious hordes of mosquitoes.  During Sunday worship the atmosphere was blue with the smoke of many smudge pots, and to make life more miserable, from the fifteenth of March to about the middle of April, horse flies swarmed in such clouds that they effectively "broke up [the] meeting."

From 1912 to 1915, school was also held in the Long View Clubhouse. After that the pupils were transported to the Homestead School. One night shortly after the Redins had moved into their little log cabin, they were awakened by a tremendous commotion. In the darkness something was fluttering & battering from one wall to another. The little boy was crying with fright, but Mr. Redin finally managed to make a light, and round a big flying squirrel that had somehow gotten into the house and was frenziedly trying to find his way out.

Mr. Redin had a laughable experience with. W.D. Horne.  In the closed season, Mr. Horne and some or his friends had gone hunting and had bagged a fine deer. Wanting to get home but fearful of being seen and reported by Redin (of whom they were a bit uncertain as he was a "Yankee" and all the rest of them Southerners) they went in a great circle about his homestead, toiling and sweating through the underbrush with the deer upon their shoulders.  After walking for weary miles out of their way, at last they came puffing up to the main road & came face to face with Mr. Redin who was going home from town!

As the town grew, Mr. Redin began to ply his old trade of barber on Saturday in a shop adjacent to the "Homestead Inn."  For five days of the week he would farm, but every Saturday saw him walking in with the implements of his trade to "sheer up" the   homesteaders against Sunday services. He named his place of business the Pioneer Barber Shop, and soon was so busy (or else the homesteaders began getting shaved twice a week!) that he began staying open on Wednesday as well as Saturday.

At the beginning of the World War, Mr. and Mrs. Redin and their son returned to Minnesota.  It was there that their daughter, Mae Harriet, was born. But in 1918 they returned to Homestead and have made their home here ever since.  Their son Walter was accidentally killed by trying to crank a truck while it was in gear.  It ran over him and crushed him against a stump and it was hours before his dead body was found, with the motor still roaring and the wheels spinning as the truck tried to go forward.

Mr. Redin gave up his profession of barbering and took up the trade of house painting which he now pursues. 

Mr. Redin saw the first train that ran through to Key West, and also heard President Taft make a little address from the rear of his private car.  The President asked how the people of this section made their living & Mrs. T.E. Evans replied: "We raise the best grapefruit and oranges in the United States!"

In 1902 George Kosel came to the Redland District and filed claim on a one hundred sixty acre homestead on what is now Redland Road.  On August 1, 1905 he was married to Miss Maria Florece Gazzam, who had also homesteaded in the District.  The ceremony was performed in Miami, although no doubt it was one of the earliest romances of the newly settled "Homestead country."  Miss Gazzam was the daughter of Colonel Audley W. Gazzam and Mary Elizabeth Van Dusen and was born on April 4, 1871 in Utica, New

York.  Mr. Kosel came from Long Island.

At Redland Road and Plummer Drive Mr. and Mrs. Kosel developed one of the show places of the Redland District.  Originally a conventionally cared for grove, the one hundred thirty acres has been allowed to revert to jungle, in which state it seems to bear as well as the cultivated groves. This is partially due to the discovery that tropical sunshine is too strong when permitted unrestricted access to the ground.

In Jungle Grove are clumps of large tamarinds in which the fruit is nearing the maturity stage.  These offer the best resistance to storm damage Kosel has yet seen.  The trees are "plant pacifists."  They do not take it lying down exactly, but considerately permit the storm to strip them of all leaves, so that resistance is reduced to a minimum.  With all sails furled and the flag down, as it were, the wind simply whistles through without opposition. The leaves appear again in short order. 

Jungle Grove contains what is probably the biggest clump of night-blooming cereus in Florida.  Kosel estimates the weight at ten tons.  The plants have formed all about the crown of what is apparently a sturdy tamarind, and there created almost a solid crown of interwoven cereus vines. The blooms when they appear offer on of the most beautiful sights in Florida, Mr. Kosel says... a few hundred such blossoms on the crown of a single tree, each blossom immense, must create an unusual sight. 

Mr. Kosel is extremely proud of a seedling avocado.  This tree personifies the spirit shown by the settlers of South Florida in adversity, for it refused to admit defeat. Although overturned by storms on two occasions, it still carries on yielding a bushel or more of excellent avocados each year. 

The tree is remarkable in several ways.  Its trunk now points straight downward, the roots being where the crown should logically be.  There are enough roots hanging downward to insure the tree a somewhat precarious sustenance.  This in the way it came to its ignominious position: The first storm laid it low, trunk flat on the ground, from this a second trunk then grew upward, the first trunk rotting completely away. Then when the second trunk had formed the tree into a sort of L, it was again turned over with the small part of the L upward, roots exposed to the sky.  From the long part of the L another trunk has now formed, some eight feet from the original on which the roots are.

Mrs. Kosel was a charter member of the Pioneer guild and of the Woman's Club of Redland, two of the District's earliest organizations.  Mr. & Mrs. Kosel have two children, George Jr., and Bodil, now Mrs. Josef Lowe, and five grandchildren.  On April 20, 1938, Mrs. Kosel died at her home at the Jungle Grove.

Mrs. Kosel's father, Colonel Gazzam, was an officer in the Union Army during the War Between the States, and was the founder of one of the first crematory societies in the United States.  She spent her girlhood in Utica, New York, attended Baltimore College in Maryland, and established one of the first kindergartens in Atlanta, Georgia.

She came as an invalid to Miami, the original boundaries of which were laid out by her brother-in-law, John Frederick, an engineer who also made the preliminary survey for the Florida East Coast railroad.  Gaining back her strength, she became in 1903 the first single woman to take out a homestead in the Redland Section.

She was a leader in Red Cross work during the war and was always prominent in PTA work.  In addition to helping organize the Pioneer Guild, she was a charter member of St. John's Episcopal Mission in Redland, which was later moved to Homestead as St. John's Episcopal Church. 
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When Bill Nobles was distilling whiskey in the fastnesses of Cape Sable, he had many exciting brushes with the law.  He had his still so safely hidden that it was never found and only once was he caught "red-handed" with his cargo of liquor.  The still was located miles back in the 'glades on one of the numerous small islands dotting the water, and could be only reached by canoe.  Leaving home with his raw supplies he would go as far as possible in his truck, then "cache" it far back in one of the tangled hammocks, and take to his canoe.  To the uninitiated, the swamps would seem impenetrable but he unerringly poled his canoe through the winding canals, lush with water lilies and canopied with an almost solid roof of green.  On every log snakes played their tongues before his face, and here and there an alligator slid without a ripple into the sluggish water.

Often Mrs. Nobles went with him, sitting in the prow of the canoe paying her flashlight over the water ahead of her.  Not that Bill Nobles needed a light to guide him -- that whole desolate, weird country was as familiar to him as his own back yard.  Two Negroes worked with him, helping fire the still and keeping watch against the ever present menace of "Prohi's," and Nobles would warn them of his approach by the perfectly imitated hooting of an owl.  When that thrice repeated cry went floating weirdly through the swamps the Negroes would chuckle to each other and say: "Well, Mr. Bill is on his way!"

Mr. Nobles proudly avers that he made no inferior product, but a twice-distilled, simon-pure article that sold for eight dollars a gallon.  To his extreme caution in bringing out his product, he credits his success in running the Prohi blockade.  For weeks he would bring in raw supplies, convert them into twice-distilled liquors, and store it on the little island.

Then, usually on the dark of the moon, he would gample everything on one bold coup, pole load after load across the black waters in his canoe, load his truck, and with motor throttled and lights out feel his way across the gales into the big road.

Here every moment was fraught with danger.  A favorite ruse of the Prohi's on black nights was to back their car into a little-used side road, and to lie in wait for unwary moonshiners.  More than once, he has had to run for it with lights out and motor roaring, and hundred of dollars of liquor bouncing about on the back of his truck.  He would ease into town through the Negro quarters and make his way to his house which sat on the outer fringe.  Here his wife would help him unload his cargo in the dark, and cache in a back room which he kept for this purpose. 

Once when he had successfully brought through an especially valuable load, stored it away, and crawled into bed there was a great pounding on his front door.  He leaped to the floor and whispered to his wife: "The jig's up now!  It's the Prohi's!"

It was the Prohi's armed with a warrant for searching his premises. "Well, you've got me this time, boys," he greeted them, "and you've also got some mighty fine liquor."  They began carrying out the liquor from the back room. Each time they would go through the door for another load, he and Mrs. Nobles would leap from their chairs, grab a case or

two and shove it under the big dining table which was covered with a long cloth.  Not knowing how much liquor he had, the government never missed it, and Nobles boats that he salvaged enough of even that cargo to make pretty good money.

Fining an overlooked case in the truck, they took him, his cargo, & the truck all into Miami.  He had to pay a hundred dollar fine, lost his truck for which he had just paid seven hundred dollars -- but in a month's time he had made and sold enough moonshine to buy a new truck, and had eight hundred dollars in the bank.

To safeguard his still from capture, he never cut wood for his fire anywhere near its location.  He usually chopped his wood somewhere near the road, and finding the traces the government men would go over the whole surrounding country with a fine-toothed comb.  And all the while, miles back in the Everglades (so far that he doubts any other white man has penetrated that section) his fire was burning brightly under a bubbling vat of mash.  The great copper vat was shaped like a gigantic wash basin, and was covered with a tight fitting slab of cypress.  From this, and on through an oblong box filled with cold water, ran a pipe which trickled a clear liquid into a bucket.  Frequent sampling of the finished product was necessary, and after a few drinks he says one forgot the gloom and the loneliness of the hammock.

Other stills were secreted here and there in the wild Cape Sable country, and it was common knowledge that some of the operators were men with prices on their heads.  However it was unhealthful to ask, or for that matter to answer questions, and whatever 

Nobles happened to see or to hear he kept strictly to himself.

He was discreet in all his dealings.  At his home on the edge of the Colored Quarters in Homestead where he retailed liquor, he had a little drop door in one wall.  Here the prospective customer might rap furtively, there would be a whispered colloquy, & liquor and money would change hands.

When he was not tending his still, Nobles whiled away the tedium of his days hunting.  He learned much of the Indians' wiles from those Seminoles who were eager customers for the white man's "whyome".  He learned to lure deer by boring a hole in a piece of slate and fastening it to a rosined string; then he would take a flexible bow shaped piece of wood and saw across the strong as one plays a violin. The resulting sound exerts some strange fascination for the deer.  From as far as his delicate ears can pick up the sound, this queer tuneless "music" will draw him to his death.

He also learned to stalk deer Indian fashion.  Sighting a deer he watched him warily until he put his head down to eat.  Then with cat-like silence he would sneak up on him, watching his tail for a sign of motion.  Just before the deer raised his head he invariably signaled his intention by switching his tail.  When that tail flirted, it was the sign for the hunter to "freeze in his tracks." Sometimes when the wind was blowing from the deer and toward him, wafting away the warning man-scent, he has crept right up on the unsuspecting animal and fired with his gun almost touching the rough side.

He also learned to get within firing distance of wild turkeys, the most elusive of all game.  Spotting a big gobbler in a pine tree, he waited until he hears his cry.  As the big bird "gobbled," the hunter would glide swiftly toward him.  The sound of the turkey's cry would drown out any small noises that he might make. As the last echo died, the hunter would stand rigid until the bird again gave his call.  But at the third cry the hunter had his gun ready for the kill -- from long experience he knew that then the gobbler would leave his perch for another tree.

Nobles also successfully hunted alligators.  Some of the small lakes throughout the Cape Sable section were so thick with the saurians that "you could stir them with a stick."  The most successful method was "fire hunting."  The hunter would bind an electric lamp to his forehead and push off in his canoe.  The light exerts an irresistible fascination for the alligators and them come up to the top of the water by score and stare at the torch, transfixed. Soon the light glints on twin balls of unblinking red fire, and the experienced hunter can form a pretty accurate estimate of the length of the saurian by the space between those glowing eyes.  Mesmerized by the light the alligators submit unresistingly to being clubbed over the head or shot, and hauled into the canoe.

Out of one slough Nobles took seventy-six, and stopped then because he was sickened by stripping off the hides.  He loaded his truck with the salted skins and started for Homestead.  As he drove out into the big road near Highlands, he was triumphantly waved down by the Prohi's who were exulting that they had him this time.  Their chagrin was laughable when they lifted the tarpaulin and found, instead of liquor, seventy-six smelly alligator hides.  Nobles carried the hides on into Miami, & finding no sale, struck out across the trail to Tampa.  There he sold the lot for seventy dollars. There is a story of two men who were alligator hunting down in the Cape Sable country.  They found one slough with so many in it that "you could walk across it on one back to another."  They

went across it in their canoe and made a little island the base of their skinning and salting

operations.  On the second day they noticed that their canoe had drifted away. One man finally agreed to swim for it, if his partner would stand watch with his rifle.  The man got into the water and was half-way across when the other decided to have some fun.  He began peppering the waters about the swimmer with shots and shouting: "Swim for it!

Swim for it!  The alligators are after you!"  The poor fellow in the water, expecting every moment to have a leg champed off, made for the opposite bank.  When he finally crawled out on the shore and saw the water placid and undisturbed behind him and his partner bent double with mirth, he was so outraged that he shouldered the light canoe and lit out

for the truck and town.  Now his partner was in a dilemma – when frightening the other fellow, he had also frightened himself and his heart quailed at the thought of swimming the alligator-infested slough. After a long day and a longer night, he looked up to see his partner on the other shore. He had relented and come back for him.

Mr. Nobles tells of a big panther that lived on the Cape whom the natives all called "the Lady." Her cry was said to have exactly imitated a woman's scream, and the story is told of a young surveyor, newly employed by the Florida East Coast, who was bedding down in his tent one night when he heard what he thought was the screams of a woman in

distress.  Young and chivalrous, he grabbed his revolver and rushed to the rescue.  It was only after much argument that he was finally convinced the "damsel in distress" was but "the Lady" on her nocturnal prowls.

"The Lady" was never known to attempt to attack a human being, and as long as she but raided a few chicken coops the natives pursued a policy of "live and let live."  However one day as Mr. Nobles was hunting, he got a glimpse of "the lady" dragging a shattered leg where a hunter's bullet had found its mark.  A week later, poling from his island hideout with a canoe load of liquor, he saw the vultures circling.  Beating back into the underbrush, he found all that was mortal of "the Lady."

Reference:  W.W. Nobles, Pioneer

                   N.W. 15th St. and Roberts Road

                    Homestead Florida

The oldest house in Redland still stands intact and is occupied by its original homesteader, Mrs. Ulrica Eleanor Martin, a quaint elderly woman full of interesting reminiscences of the early days.  It is a capacious log building set on the northeast corner of her homestead claim, cater-corner across the road from the claim staked out by her brother, George Kosel, at the same time.

In those days, a quarter of a century ago, this land was all virgin pine forest and it was natural when neighbors staked out their claims to build the houses on adjoining corners.  so it is that two of the old landmarks of pioneer days, the Kosel house and Martin house, stand across from each other facing Redland Road in the very heart of the Redland District.  Of course in those days there was no Redland Road -- only rough wagon trails with difficulty kept open for infrequent travelers.

Really the oldest place in Redland is Dan Roberts' little log cabin, Mrs. Martin points out, but that was not really a house, just a hut with logs even for the floor, where Mr. Roberts "batched" it.  The hut still stands in the rear of the Roberts' grove and is used to store farm implements and the like.  He later built a large log house when he married one of the Fitzpatrick girls, and there his family of seven children grew up.  Only with "the boom" was this house abandoned for a handsome large new frame dwelling.

The Fitzpatricks, too were among the earliest comers to this section & they built a log house farther south on Redland Road.  This house is now occupied by one of the Fitzpatrick "boys," though it has been added to and properly sealed over inside and out with lumber till it is only the old timers that know the old log house is hidden underneath.  With Harvey Fitzpatrick's marriage this house became and continued to be the center of the musical life of the Redland District, for Mrs. Annie Mayhew Fitzpatrick, graduate of the Royal Conservatory of Leipzig, is the last word in musical circles.

Mrs. Martin came here with her little son, Thomas Post, in 1903 to take up a homestead.  She is a member of an old Long Island family whose estate a Hampstead in still undivided.  Reared as she had been with the feeling of family land in her veins, she said she felt she must acquire some ground that she could call her own, ground to develop into a family property which could descend from father to son, or rather as in this case, from mother to son.  To accomplish this in Long Island was out of the question with her moderate means.  She was an artist who earned a small income from china painting and tile designing, but not enough to buy any Long Island acreage.  She had been twice widowed and was left with a delicate child to rear.

She and her brother made their first applications for homesteads before their arrival here, but when they came they were further delayed because their selections were found to be held by federal script by other owners who received it from the government without the formality of living on it and proving up on it.  So they went personally over the ground here, plodding their way through rocks and palmettos till they found the locations that suited them.  They camped on the Gossman prairie at Silver Palm until they got their land, then they pitched their tents on the Kosel corner and set to work.

"For seven months," said Mrs. Martin, "I cooked all my meals over a camp fire.  We would put two logs together, then pile in some small pieces of fat wood (pitchy pine) and start our supper.  We had a pan-oven in which we baked corn bread, but when we wanted light bread for a change I would have to take my raised dough and go way over to Silver Palm to borrow the use of an oven.  Cutler was a trading post then and the nearest store, and whatever we wanted we would have to drive in there to get. Starting before sunrise with a mule team we could barely make the fourteen mile trip in a day, and always got back late at night.  So you see the easiest way to do was to get along without as long as we could, and when we went we would stock up with all the necessities and let luxuries

wait."

However, a real board floor and a shingle roof seemed necessities to Mrs. Martin, and these were hauled in from Cutler, where there was a sawmill.  So her building took on the semblance of a real house. 

"We cleared off a space for the house first," said Mrs. Martin, "and as the trees were felled, they were set aside for building.   I had a cross-eyed builder named Hilliard, but he could cut the straightest poles of any one in the country, and so my house had symmetry."

"There was a lot of discouragement in those days.  I sometimes said that my love of the land had made me wish to own a piece of God's earth, but that when I asked for bread, they gave me a stone.  The rocks were so cruel and sharp that shoes would not last more than three or four weeks. They were new and untrodden then.  Now they have been crushed and rolled and smashed till soon none will know what the old coral rocks were.  I

have a very large one that I have scrubbed and put away and my son tells me that some day it will be a museum piece. We cleared off two acres bit by bit and the second year I had orange seedlings planted.  We didn't use dynamite then to blast holes for them because it was too expensive & hard to get.  The men merely hacked away at the rocks with [hoes] till they had big enough holes to hold the roots.  Of course there was no income from the trees for several years.”

“The men planted tomatoes between times to raise a little money, and most of them hired out as laborers at $1.50 a day to the new homesteaders who had brought a little capital with them.  We all raised our own vegetable and chickens to eke out our daily expenses.  I remember I would stand under a lone pine tree at my washtub and look all around as far as eye could reach and see nothing but pines and palmettos, pines & palmettos; and I wondered if I would even see human beings again.  I can remember at dinner one noon when the Tom Brewers drove by with a poll parrot on top of their wagon load.”

"As more people came in we had lots of sociability. We had barn dances and everyone for miles around would come.  Some folks had to start early in the day, and they would load all the youngsters in the wagon & bring along their lunch.  Everyone was big-hearted and cordial and we had jolly times.  When Bauer's store was built, he used to shove back his stock and let us dance there -- old square dances with Dan Roberts and a man named Coffey taking turns fiddling.

"There was not a building in Homestead when we came, but of course as the homesteaders began to come in more and more there had to be a business center.   W.D. Horne finally built a store in Homestead as it was soon called because it was in the heart of the government homestead district.  The first mail that was ever brought into this district was brought by Mr. Horne who walked all the way to Black Point and back carrying the mail sack on his back."

Looking now over the vast acres of beautifully kept groves in the Redland section, one realizes that the faith of Mrs. Martin and the other pioneers was not misplaced.  Excellent paved roads traverse the entire District.  Many beautiful country homes line these highways. Busy towns are dotted here and there sustained by the agricultural industry of the section.  The gladelands that intersperse the pinelands are laid out in richly prolific farms.  There is an almost endless variety of fruits and vegetables that are grown here in the subtropical garden spot of the country.

The Redland section, fourteen miles square, derives its name from the peculiar color of the earth hereabouts.  There are occasional areas, commonly called put holes, where there are no rocks, but just a collection of this wonderfully fertile red earth.  Where the soil is rocky, the dirt clinging to the rocks when they are turned over is of this same redness.  From this condition of fertile soil mixed among the rocks has sprung the anomaly

so often commented on by stranger of "trees growing right out of the rocks."

Reference: Mrs. Ulrica Eleanor Martin, Pioneer

                  Miami Herald, Sunday Sept. 1, 1929

How would you like walking cross-country including sloughs, alligator and snake-infested swamps, and limitless sawgrass, from Punta Gorda on the West Coast to Miami?  Look at the map -- you'll find the place a good many miles above Fort Myers.  There's a pioneer-philosopher, E.D. Sias, in Florida City who walked it carrying less in the food line than Lindbergh's famed sandwiches, in Sias' case fifteen cents worth. What's more, Sias probably holds the record for trail crossings, mostly on foot, for he has thirty six round trips to his credit.

Sias came to Miami, he said, because it is best suited to tropic tree culture. This, coupled with the fact that he walks across the Trail whenever the spirit moves him, may provide a key to his character.  He's that peculiar anomaly, a mixture of pioneer, hard worker at any form of honest labor, and a type that goes to the dictionary in order to settle a split-hair decision anent some unusual word.  He frowns on the split infinitive, and would probably refuse a deed to New York City if it involved a comma in the wrong place on an abstract.  Visualize Thoreau, the philosopher, and you have a fair picture of the man. He was born in Minnesota and in his formative years was in the same physiology class with one of the Mayo brothers.

He came to Florida in 1884.  His recollections include experiences at Pablo Beach, Jacksonville and the Big Freeze.  For a time he taught school. He drifted to Central America, Nicaragua, Bluefield, worked in a printing office setting type in Spanish and English, and read proof.  He next went to Cuba: here he worked on the Cuban Central Railroad as night-watchman and teamster.  In such Latin countries, where a white man with limited means finds life anything but a roseate one, he came through with health unimpaired but without much in worldly goods. 

His wife's family settled on the west coast.  He wanted to grow things like "ice cream plants" (Cherimoyas), sour-sops, star-apples, loquats, carissas, pomegranates, roselle, sapodillas, mammee sapotes, abui, cacao, whose growth is limited strictly to lower Dade and Monroe counties; cocoa plums, carambolas, ilamas, pitayas, rose apples, bilimbis, which are similar to carambolas; jaboticabas, jujubus, the Ceylon gooseberry (also termed ketembilla), monstera deliciosa, that near-guava, the para guava; cashew nut, imbus, ambarellas, and many other fruits with which he had become familiar on his travels.

He left Punta Gorda on foot December 7, 1924 carrying a bare handful of eatables, and on December 21 arrived in Miami.  He traveled south at first, where he going was easier past Estero and other coastal towns to Naples, and there turned eastward.

"The first night out I reached a dredge," he says.  "This was in the Carnstown vicinity, digging a canal near Everglades."

"I don't mind a absence of meat-- I am a vegetarian" he says.  "But I didn't even have a knife so I couldn't cut out cabbage palm cabbages or secure other things which a knife would make available.  I occasionally mistook Indian turnip for arrowroot.   These turnips are so frightfully hot, they actually give your system a shock.  I traveled by night to keep warm -- it sometime rained and I could get warm or dry while asleep in the sun."

One assumes he must have been pretty well tuckered out when he arrived at a Seminole village.  Indians in those days before drainage became general and whites overran their hunting grounds, had besides game like bear, deer or turkey, or what many settlers have declared like tough chicken -- alligator tail -- and all manner of garden truck. This they planted on hammock ground.  Water everywhere protected their gardens alike from depredations of animals, their own hogs that they usually kept on adjacent hammocks, and from white men. They usually planted sugar cane, Indian pumpkins which had shells that took an ax to break but were delicious, corn, beans, okra, yams, and bananas.

"An Indian met me before I got into one of their camps.  He asked me did I have any money.  I told him "a little."  They immediately gave me some turtle stew and other things.  I passed the night sitting up at one of their fires.

"The next day I gave an Indian some money to take me to where they were breaking-ground along what is now the Tamiami Trail.  He took me in a canoe....the water was still deep in those days, and that was the only method to push through in most places."

Sias' family continues to reside on the West Coast.  It took time to walk back and forth.  Times were none too good -- and then a storm came and damaged his house and crops.  For a long time he slept within four roofless walls.  Today, Sias is a Townsend convert, convinced that lavish expenditures will serve as beneficent boomerangs, i.e. cheer up and make pleasant the declining years of the aged, and also return to the public coffers while keeping up a never ending round of prosperity."

Mary F. Dickinson, Homestead, FL

Preston H. Lee came to the Redland District before the railroad had been extended here from Miami and homesteaded on Hainlin Drive near Goulds.  In 1910 he married Miss Ruth Strickland of Floralhome, Florida, who is a sister of the late Justice of the Peace O.L. Strickland, a Homestead pioneer.

Mr. Lee organized the first co-operative packinghouse in Dade County, the Goulds Fruit and Vegetable Growers Association and was president and General Manager of it for several years.  Later he relinquished his interests in this and he and his brother, Curtis, organized the Glade Tomato Growers Association and operated it at Goulds for three or four years, then moved to the Tamiami Trail and continue its operation for farm interests in the newly opened territory to the northeast of this district.  At that time Preston Lee was also president of the Homestead Citrus Sub-Exchange, which was the sales organization for the Glade Tomato Growers.

He was in the front ranks in the citrus eradication fight.  He and W.J. Krome contributed seventy-five dollars a month to keep the eradication work going until finally the state came to the rescue with funds and forces to fight the pest.

Mr. Lee served on the board of county commissioners from January 1917 to January 1923.  He succeeded J.J. Hinson of Kendall.  His first work after taking office was the building of the Ingraham Highway from Goulds to Larkins Corner, joining Coconut Grove at the bridge crossing the canal.  This road opened up Chapman Field as well as cutler and all the territory adjacent to the Bay and Coco Plum, the oldest bathing beach in the county.

His next outstanding work was in 1917 when he persuaded the commission to purchase the site of the present county home and hospital, the old Gad Bryant homestead northwest of Kendall.  He worked hard for its development during his tenure of office, and as a starter opened it as a farm to feed the county convicts.

He was one of the prime movers with the late Captain J.F. Jaudon in bringing about the construction of the Tamiami Trail, and as county commissioner helped let the first contract McCrary and Company.  He also helped put over the first bond issue of $400,000 to start construction of the trail.  He also had a hand in putting through construction of the county causeway connecting Miami and Miami Beach.  In 1922 he worked hard to get a general bond issue amounting to $1,200,000 for the whole county for road building purposes.  This was the beginning of the road-building era that resulted in the present system of roads in South Dade, said by some to be the best rural road system in the entire South.

He and J. C. Bails took the lead in putting through the digging of the Goulds Canal which reclaimed all the South Allapattah Gardens now used for potato farming and general truck growing.

Mr. Lee was one of the organizers of the Goulds Baptist Church and contributed heavily toward the construction of the present building.  He was a deacon in the Baptist Church for years, and a member of the board of directors of the South Dade Democratic Club and an active member of the Redland District Lions Club.

On April 13, 1938, Mr. Lee died suddenly at his home on Hainlin Drive in the house he had built when he homesteaded there.  He is survived by his widow, six sons, and one daughter.

Mary Dickinson, Homestead, FL

Many years ago Robert Hamilton moved into the Lost-man's River Section, north of Cape Sable.  “Game was thick in that country when I first lived there," he said.  "I've shot hundreds of deer on the prairies around the Lost-man's country.  but I never shot a deer without first giving him warning.  I'd yell: 'Look out, little feller, I'm a goin' to get you!' Then when he'd start to run, I'd shoot him,  cause I couldn't eat a deer I hadn't give

a chance to."

Hamilton, who is now one hundred five years old, having been born July 7, 1832, ran away from his parents' home in Maine when he was nine years old and became a sailor.  "I never did get home to see my folks again," he declared.  "But I've had a pretty good life.  I fought all through the Civil War and I've voted for every president since Lincoln."

His recipe for longevity is to drink and smoke heavily until the age of seventy or thereabout, and then to stop both and to take no stimulants stronger than tea.

"I used to be a wild one when I was young," Hamilton explained. "But I quit all my bad habits some years ago.  I even stopped drinking coffee because it made me shake and spoiled my shooting aim.  I can shoot as good as I ever did now and I've been hunting since I was knee high."

Someone recently told Hamilton that he was living on borrowed time but the centenarian didn't care.  "I figure," he chuckled, "that if nature wants to give me more than the average amount of years, who'm I to complain!"

Hamilton is now living at Key West, and his only worry is that the WPA won't put him to work despite his contention he can do as good a day's labor as any one.

Charles Hammond of S.E. First Avenue, Homestead, came from Daytona to Miami Beach in 1902.  It was here that he heard of the rich "Homestead Country" lying to the south which was then being opened to settlers.

He came down to Homestead on December 9, 1907 and so liked the small village that he went back to Miami and immediately closed out his business there.  In January of 1908, he and Mrs. Hammond homesteaded at the corner of what is now Richards Road and Waldin Drive.  They lived on their claim long enough to prove it and then moved into town.  At first they lived in the small frame dwelling directly across from the first

little school house at the corner of S. E. Second Street and First Avenue, and Mr. Hammond opened the first meat and fish market in town. It was located at the corner of S. E. First Avenue and Mowery Street directly across the street from the D.W. Sullivan residence.  He operated his market in that location for a while and then got a more

favorable site in a small wooded shack where the Homestead Grocery now is.  Here he added a stock of groceries and his business became known as "Hammond's Market."  He ran his market here for about two years and sold to E. A. Sistrunk who came here from Eau Gallie in 1912.  Mr. Sistrunk in turn sold to W. J. Nobles and Mr. Nobles sold to C. T. Fuchs Sr.: who for years operated the Homestead Grocery at that site, finally selling

out to J.E. McClung, present owner.

Mr. Hammond then began to farm, and to peddle fish and meat through the country with a horse and wagon.  On Saturday his business was such that he employed two wagons.  Then Homestead proper was sparsely settled & the vast majority of the people lived on their claims throughout the District.  It was in 1912 that Mr. Hammond opened Homestead's first laundry known as the Hammond Hand Laundry.  he would go all through the country with his horse and wagon collection the soiled clothes, then he and Mrs. Hammond would wash and iron them by hand, and he would return the freshly laundered bundles.  He says those leisurely trips through the pine woods were pleasant ones.  Whenever he reached the Roberts place he stopped for a friendly drink with Dan, and again at "Old Man" Rutzke's, Charlie Gossman's, and Will Anderson's.  No matter how many convivial stops he made, he boasts that he never lost a bundle of clothes.

Good roads in those days were comparatively scarce in the Redland District and one had to go a round about way to come from Redland to Homestead, by Richards Road to Hainlin's Sawmill then down to Tweedell's Corner and on to Homestead.  The route then used to Miami was out Redland Road to Tweedell's Corner by Hainlin Drive to Peters and then on into the county seat.

For a long time he regularly covered the entire section lying south of Perrine by horse and wagon buying up chickens and eggs. These Mr. Hammond would bring back into Homestead and ship to the Miami market. Later he bought a small truck and for many years regularly made the Miami curb market with home-grown produce.  Mr. Hammond had retired now, but says he likes to sit on his porch and dream of "the good old days"

in Homestead when there were "few people and plenty of work."  It was his wife who was tireless in her efforts to establish a Catholic work here. The first worshippers met in the Hammond Laundry, and it was through Mrs. Hammond's perseverance that a small mission was first built, here which has now grown into a modern church.  The first 

telephone line in the District was stretched between the homesteads of the Charles Hammonds and the Walter Frazeurs on pine trees.  Mr. Frazeur later developed this into the People's Telephone Company, which gave first service to the Redland District.

Mary F. Dickinson, Homestead, Fl

Twenty-five years ago, the son of a pioneer Dade grocery man bought a little frame structure in the town of Homestead, picked up an old one cylinder Brush truck, and across its sides bravely printed "Fuch's Bakery."  This proclamation announced the beginning of Fuchs' Baking Company.

When Charlie Fuchs was establishing his one-man concern in Homestead there were about him none of the skeptics of today who say "It can't be done."  The men who hacked their way through the mangroves to what was then the very southernmost outpost of the United States mainland were a breed of men who accomplished what they set out to do, the breed that extends nations' frontiers.

That coughing and sometimes faltering old Brush truck became an increasingly familiar sight about the community as word got 'round that for a few cents young Charles T. Fuchs, Jr. would deliver a loaf of bread every bit as good as "Mother used to make."

In those days fifty dollars was operating the bakery for an entire week, paying delivery costs, and the salaries of the president, the bookkeeper, & the baker.  Charles T. Fuchs, Jr. was all three of them.  The original home still stands in Homestead on South Krome Avenue at S.W. First Street.

Business grew...Automobiles were becoming common and farmers & villagers for miles around were coming in to buy.  By 1919 the original bakery could no longer meet the demand and the first move was made.  New and greatly enlarged facilities were provided on South Flagler in Homestead.  In 1926 a second expansion became necessary.  That time the move was into a building on S.E. First Avenue and Mowerey Street.  Right after the collapse of the "boom", the bakery was moved to the most modern quarters in South Miami. 

Mr. Fuchs is the son of Charles T. Fuchs and the late Ann Linck Fuchs who were both born in Germany.  They moved to Homestead from Milan Tennessee in 1912, and Mr. Fuchs Sr. purchased a small grocery from W. J. Nobles which he developed into the Homestead Grocery.  He and Mrs. Fuchs operated the grocery until her death in the 1920's when he sold to J.E. McClung, present owner.
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Redland Pioneers

There were but three white men and one white woman in the Homestead country, when J.F. Hilliard came from Leon County on March 17, 1900. They were Mr. and Mrs. Charles Gossman, Mr. Henry Gossman, and Mr. William Anderson -- together with the two small Gossman sons they made up the total white population of this section.

Mr. Hilliard had married a sister of the Gossman brothers who wrote back such glowing accounts of the Homestead country that he decided to file a claim there.  He was met in Miami by Charles Gossman driving a span of gray mules to a light wagon.  They set out at once over the uncertain roads to Cutler which they reached just as night was falling.  It would have been the height of folly to have dared the glades and swamps of the Homestead country by darkness, so they spent the night at Cutler.  They arose early the next morning and started on the arduous journey to the homestead.  All day they traveled--and it seemed to Mr. Hilliard that the "roads" grew steadily worse.  In some places it was just a blazed trail through pine woods.

As the sun was sinking they drove into the little clearing where the Gossman cabin stood.

At that time the Gossman brothers and F. C. Peters, "The Tomato King," were the only farmers in south Dade.  The Gossmans hauled the packed tomatoes to Cutler to be shipped and brought back loads of crates & paper for their "packing house."  In summer they fished and hunted, & did not pretend to do any sort of work.  Deer, black bear, panther, raccoon, & o'possum were plentiful but there were no rabbits until they began clearing and tilling the fields.  Then from somewhere they migrated in droves. Deer were so numerous that one might sit upon the front porch and pick them off with a high powered rifle, as he chose.  Mr. Hilliard has seen herds of nine or more grazing in full sight of the house. 

At that time Homestead did not exist and there were now roads running from Redland in this direction.  However, with the coming of the railroad, Mr. Horne opened a small commissary at that point and gradually roads were cut from the surrounding territory. Mr. Hilliard remembers the first time he came to the brand-new settlement of Homestead and made purchases from the commissary of W. D. Horne. 

As other settlers came in, Mr. Charles Gossman would make regular trips to Cutler for the community groceries and mail. During the summer he had to build a high false body on his wagon to keep the groceries above water.  Before the cutting of canals, the entire country for weeks at a time was inundated by the heavy summer rains.  It took two full days to make the trip to Cutler and return, and as often as not upon reaching home, it was found that the jolting had scrambled together grits and sugar and beans.

Mr. Hilliard was the first dynamite man in Dade County.  When Tom Brewer was county commissioner, there was a great boom in road-building & Mr. Hilliard personally "shot" three carloads of dynamite in clearing the right of way and blasting out trees and stumps.  Charles Gossman was employed as foreman of the work.

Mr. Gossman's first home was a little one-story cottage. 1. In 1912, he built a three-story home with twenty rooms and "with all modern conveniences" across the road from his former home. 2. In about 1925 he built a third dwelling south of the other two where he and his wife now live.

Reference:  1. J.F. Hilliard, Naranja, FL

                    2. South Dade Banner, 1912

                        (Now Homestead Leader-Enterprise)

                        Homestead, FL

Mr. and Mrs. W. W. Nobles of Roberts Road and N.W. 15th Street, Homestead, Florida, came to the Redland District form Jacksonville, in January of 1907.  They homesteaded northwest of Hainlin’s saw mill on what is now Hainlin's Drive and Mr. Nobles worked at cutting cross ties for the new railroad which was pushing down into the Keys.  He had a contract with the Drake Lumber Company at Princeton to get out the ties, which they in turn furnished to the railroad.  He worked a big crew of men, and some weeks they cut from forty to fifty thousand ties. 

Weekly he went to Miami on his motorcycle for money to meet his payroll.  The only passable route was the old Cutler Road which ran through deep woods in places.  Everybody in the country knew that he carried hundreds of dollars in cash upon his person on each return trip, and there was always the danger of being held up.  One day as he roared around a curve with seven hundred dollars in bills tied in a bag to his handlebars, he saw three Indians standing by the side of the road.  As he drew nearer, they stepped to the middle of the road and blocked his passage.  Of necessity he came to a stop, and one of them said "White man got package." He was angry by this time and he retorted: "Yes, I have got a package—& I've got money, too."

The Indian, who seemed to be the spokesman for the trio, thought for a while then he said: "White man no scared of Indians?  Indians like money, too."  Mr. Nobles was far from any dwelling and there was small chance of any one coming along the road to his assistance, so he knew his only hope was in bluffing them.  He said contemptuously: "Me scared?  I can whip half a dozen Indians--and I'd just as soon start on three."  While they looked at each other in indecision, he kicked off his motor cycle expecting every moment for them to try to stop him.  When it roared to life, he tarried not at all but sailed down the road as fast as he could go to Cutler.  Just before he reached the turn of the road he looked back and saw three nonplused Indians staring after his dust.

Mr. Nobles had another experience carrying the payroll when he says he thought "his time had come."  It was nearly nightfall, and he had his motorcycle "wide open" to get home before dark.  As he neared a big hammock, two white men stepped out of the shadows, with shotguns in the crook of their arms.  As he came to stop, one of them called out: "Say, have you got a match?" Suspecting a ruse, and always ready to carry the

Battle into the enemy's camp, he replied: "Better than that, I've got two matches - - I'm a match for both of you!"

"There's no need getting hard about it," said one of the men.  "We are lost."

"Lost in the middle of the public road?" Mr. Nobles was still suspicious.

"We came down from Miami hunting," the man went on, "and we tied our horse and buggy some where, and we have walked and walked without being able to find it."

Becoming convinced that they were bona fide hunters and not cutthroats, Mr. Nobles took the time to guide them three fourths of a mile up the road, and then to the right about a mile around the hammock to the most likely place they would have left their rig in coming from Miami.  There, sure enough, they found their horses patiently waiting.

Once when Mr. Nobles was away, his wife and her aunt were alone in their little log cabin.  Mrs. Nobles had always had an unreasoning fear of the Indians, and that day to her consternation, she saw an Indian buck clad only in his brilliant half-length shirt coming up the rail with a quarter of venison on his shoulder.  Tremblingly she went o the door in response to his guttural grunts, and he made known his desire to sell her the deer.

Without any argument she agreed to his price, and then having heard that the one way to insure an Indian's friendship was to give him something, her aunt brought him out a plate heaped high with food.   Racking her brain for some gift that she could make him, Mrs. Noble chanced to think of a small wooden box of chewing tobacco that her husband had brought home on his last trip to Miami.  The Seminole accepted it with grunts of pleasure, but when Mr. Nobles started to "take a chew" that night & found his whole stock gone he was not so pleased.

Mr. Nobles cut ties for Drake Lumber Company for about two years, when they had a disagreement and he moved down on the old Dixie Highway to what is now Modello.  Here he cut ties for the railroad "on his own hook," and opened a small commissary to supply his hands.  Mrs. Nobles began baking bread and cakes and pies which found a ready sale.  Right here was born the little business that in later years developed into the Fuchs Baking Company.

Mr. Nobles hauled the groceries for his small store by mule and wagon from Miami.  He would leave before dawn one morning and would arrive in Miami that evening.  Making all his purchases that night he would be read y to start on the long trip home at the break of the next day, & by steady travel would reach Modello before nightfall.

In those days the mosquitoes were dreadful. Mr. Nobles used two teams in hauling out the ties, and he had to keep one Negro steadily employed burning smudges around the animals as they worked.  At night he himself would have to get up regularly and fire the smudges which partially protected the beasts from the ravenous hordes of mosquitoes.  They had no screens in any of the houses there, and he tells of how they would make a big smudge in the center of the house, and at bedtime they would place it at the front door which was left open so that the night breeze could waft the smoke through the house.  They all slept under tightly tucked mosquito nets, and woe to the person that had to crawl out for any reason before day! A regular part of one's equipment in those days was his individual smudge pot which he carried with him wherever he went.

Before the canals were cut there were just isolated islands dotting a sea of water here and there.  The water on the Modello Glade was particularly deep, and when he started to go to Homestead Mr. Nobles said he would sit down on a big log at the edge of the water, remove his shoes, roll up his breeches, and give a big whoop -- then all the Homesteaders knew Bill Nobles was on the way to town.

Mr. and Mrs. Nobles moved to Homestead and bought the original Charlie Hammond market then owned by J.U. Free and located on the present site of the Homestead Grocery.  Here he sold meat and groceries, and his wife continued to bake.  At first she baked four loaves of bread at a time in a wood stove, but her business warranted the purchase of a forty-loaf oven from Miami.   Settlers from the out lying country came into town over the rough trails perhaps once or twice a week and would buy six or a dozen loaves of the fragrant home-baked bread.  Not being able to keep up with the demand, Mr. Nobles again went to Miami this time bringing back an eighty-loaf oven.  Operating the two, Mrs. Nobles was able to supply her customers.  Once when they bought a new stove in Miami they had to carry up mattresses in the two-horse wagon, and wrapped the stove carefully in them to prevent breakage over the rough roads.

After operating her bakery for a year or two, Mr. and Mrs. Nobles sold out that business as well as the store to C.T. Fuchs Sr. and Jr. Charlie Fuchs, Jr. took over the baking business and his father ran the store.  When the World War began Charlie Jr. enlisted and his father and younger brother managed his business while he was away.

Upon his return, he again took charge and developed it into the Fuchs Baking company.  He recently came to see if Mrs. Nobles had a snapshot of the original old building which he wished to use in his advertising. In his reminiscences Mr. Nobles repeatedly came back to the scourge of mosquitoes.  He says that it is impossible for us living here now to realize what a torment they were to pioneer settlers.  He vouches for the truth of this: When the first took up their homestead on Hainlin Drive in 1907, mosquitoes swarmed in such clouds that they got into everything.  In spite of all Mrs. Nobles' care in baking biscuits they even got mixed with the dough, and they had to break open the biscuits and pick out the baked mosquitoes before eating them.

After quitting the grocery line, Mr. Nobles took up the more profitable business of making illegal liquor in various hideouts on the cape.  He tells of many exciting encounters with the "Prohi's."  Sometimes he managed to successfully elude them with his contraband cargo, and again he was nabbed and carried in to Miami.  Once when he had his still located in the vicinity of West Lake, he was bringing out a load and ran up on the Federal men lying in wait for him near Royal Palm Park.  He was in a high-powered car and fortunately for him the government machine was still headed toward the Cape.  Ignoring their shouts, he roared up and on up the road in the dark.  He turned off his lights and slipped into a little-used side road and cut off his motor.  Soon he heard the government car zip by in hot pursuit. After a little wait he took to the road again and leisurely made his deliveries.

Mr. and Mrs. Nobles are an old couple now who have retired from al business activities, legitimate or otherwise.  They have considerable property in the Negro Quarters from which they derive an income ample for all their needs.  Crippled by rheumatism, he very seldom leaves home, but lives much in the past.  He was, he says, a might good man in his day. 

Reference:   Mr. and Mrs. W. W. Nobles, Pioneers
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Mary F. Dickinson

Homestead, Fl

Great dreams are the children of great minds.  Great deeds are the off-springs of great dreams.  Such dreams and such deeds were those of Henry M. Flagler, in whose mind was born in 1892 the daring plan to bind Key West to the mainland with threads of steel.

It is a far cry from the completion of the first steam engine with its mile or two of uncertain wooden track, to the construction of this railroad over coral reef, swamps, and ocean yet this has been successfully accomplished and in an incredibly short time.

Just four hundred years after Columbus, with his head full of visions, set his face toward the West -- and less than that number of years after Ponce de Leon became our first tourist -- Mr. Flagler had pushed the road to Rockledge; to Palm Beach in 1894 and a year later to Miami which for several years was the southern terminus of the road.

The story is told that at the time of the Great Freeze of 1897, an added impetus was given to the work. Apparently the citrus tree over the entire state had been killed or at least seriously damaged, buy word was brought in that in the extreme southern tip of the mainland there yet remained wild citrus trees (there were no groves here at the time) that had escaped freeze. This made the officials all the more desirous to open up this favored

section, and as a result in 1904 the road was extended to Homestead, twenty-eight miles south of Miami, and this was made a depot of supplies for surveying parties and construction crews.

The first man to show his good sense and far-sightedness by coming here to locate was W.D. Horne, who in October 1904, in company with a Mr. Padgett of Miami wore out a perfectly good pair of shoes in his efforts to get here. They drove as far as the Modello Glade, where they left their mule and wagon and followed a dim trail to what is now known as Krome's Corner.  This was the last of the trail.

From here the men turned south on the section line, and by means of a small compass held by Mr. Padgett they undertook to travel the mile & a half of unbroken woods and rock which lay between them and the corner which was located at the present site of the  Bank of Homestead.  Mr. Horne, with an ax over his shoulder, brought up the rear.  We would presume that he constituted the rear guard.  As luck would have it, the corner was easily found.  This was a pile of rocks surrounding a charred stump. 

W.A. King, who was section foreman, batched in one of the railroad houses.  He and several Nassaus helped to swell the population. 

Mr. Horne, by means of a map from the Model Land Company at Miami, located a lot and built the first private building on the site which is now occupied by the Evans Hotel. Here he sold grits, tobacco and other necessities of life, and fed and lodged the occasional wayfarer. In justice, it should be stated that Mrs. Horne attended to these matters, while W. D. Attended his one acre of tomatoes on the east glade. All fertilizer and compost were carried out on his back and the three hundred crates he raised were transported in the same way.

The lumber with which he built was shipped from Miami, the first car south containing anything but company material.  This was drayed from the siding in the above mentioned manner.  A carpenter was brought from Sea Breeze near Daytona.

The first passenger train arrived in Homestead, December 15, 1904.  The outpost of civilization so far had no post office.  In 1905, Mr. Horne paid a man for three months to see that the mail was brought once a week from Miami.  At the end of that time he was appointed postmaster but was a king without a kingdom.  He at once set to work to secure one. He went to Black Point and carried the entire office equipment from there to

Homestead on his shoulders.

In the country several settlers had come in, following in general a railroad survey extending from Cutler across the pinelands southwest into the glade.  These were George Kosel and his sister, Mrs. Martin, Otto Froriep, Henry Mier who homesteaded the Cast place, D.M. Roberts, Mrs. McMinn and Mr. Spencer, while W.J. Krome had located on his homestead. At about this time came J.U. Free, B.A. Waldin, A.H. Waldin, V.M.

Grennell, Bird Fitzpatrick, Mrs. Booa, Mrs. Lily Bow, and Miss Loftin. These all took up homesteads. 

Special mention must be made of our present postmaster, L.R. Nixon, who in early days was known as "Everglade Nick."  He is an old-timer & settled at Silver Palm. R.E. Caves, T.A. Campbell, and Dr. Brooks came at about this time.  Mr. Free built the present store building now occupied by J.D. Redd. A.T. Doval built his two-story building, the upstairs of which was used for elections, dances, etc.; Dave Sullivan Sr. built the first private residence which is now used as a kitchen for the "Southern Pines."  Mr. Sullivan kept the settlement supplied with venison at twelve and a half cents a pound.

The first building structure on the west side of the railroad was the old building now back of the Homestead Mercantile.  It was built by a Mr. Henry and was used as a commissary and a cage for wild animals, especially of the blind stripe variety.

The first auto owned was by Dr. Tower, shortly followed by W.D. Horne and Dr. Brooks. The house now occupied by W. B. Caves was the first schoolhouse, and here religious services of several denominations were held.

This briefly was an account of the beginning.  Today as we think of our paved streets and roads, our schools and churches, our sidewalks and electric lights, we most deeply thank those who have made this possible and determine that insofar as within us lies, we will carry on this work and build a land and a country that shall be known and praised wherever people gather together to talk of a fair city and a fair land.

Reference:
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South Dade Publishing Co.

Homestead, Fl

Gladys Buck, Princeton, Fl

Pioneers of the Florida Keys

Early in the 1900's, Lily Lawrence Bow and her little family homesteaded on Cudjoe Key.  Lying west of the oversea highway, the Bow claim bordered upon the Florida Straits. 

The only mode of travel was by sailboat, and the Bows often sailed into Key West on a Sunday evening to attend church services.  Tying up at the docks, they made their way through the quaint Island City to worship, and then sailed home through the moonlight again. The trips were dependent upon the winds and the tides, says Mrs. Bow. Sometimes an adverse wind made it almost impossible for them to get in to Key West for days at a time.  Of course, one might row but that was a grueling job bucking against the wind and the sea.

From Cudjoe they could always hear the sundown salute fired at the military reservation in Key West, says Mrs. Bow.  It was Key West that was their point of contact with the outside world.  Here they got their mail & bought their supplies, stocking up for months at a time.  Here the children of the more affluent went to school, but a great majority went through life with little or no formal education. 

Upon taking up her claim, Mrs. Bow decided to devote a few hours each day to the education of her two boys as she disliked sending them into Key West for the lengthy school term. As soon as it became noised abroad among the natives that a "school" was being conducted, she was besieged by "Conch" boys and girls avid for "book learning."  Sail after white sail would loom against the sky, bringing pupils to the new school. Unable to turn them away, Mrs. Bow was soon teaching all day for seven full days a

week. 

One sixteen year old girl, she remembers, was desperately eager to learn to read and to write. Laboriously she pored over the primers and traced her letters, and great was her joy when she could read and write simple sentences. Curious, Mrs. Bow questioned her as to her thirst for knowledge.

"It's this way, Ma’am," said the girl, "My beau is away, and there's another girl likes him who knows how to read and write.  That's why I just had to learn."

And, says Mrs. Bow, she got her man.

One day a rare woman visitor said wistfully to her: "I wonder if you realize how fortunate you are. Do you realize you've got the only glass windows in your house from Coconut Grove to Key West!"

In those days, the houses were made simply, many of them with thatched or tin roofs, and with shutters and pane-less windows.  Screens were a necessity.  Mosquitoes at times sounded like the whine of a sawmill, & at certain seasons sand flies came with the dawn. Windows were double-screened, with wire and then with fine cloth, and then one had to spray or burn smudges at bedtime and at break of day.  There was no laying late in bed during "sand fly time," said Mrs. Bow.

There is an old legend of Gasparilla having hidden a fabulous treasure in an old cannon which was sunk with his vessel.  More than one person has told of having seen the cannon in clear water when the sea was still & unruffled, but in every instance when they returned to try to locate it and to salvage the treasure, it could not be found.  There is a key saying about sunken treasure: "Once seen and not seized, never seen again."

Mrs. Bow speaks amusingly of one of the "Russell clan" who was alleged to be "different" from the others. Some one explained that by saying "Don't you remember? He went north to school!" When the other protested that the boy had never left the South, the first exclaimed: "I know he did! I remember quite well when he went to school in Lemon City!"

She says that in those days of slow sailboats, no automobiles, no telephones, nor radios, that Lemon City was a long journey north to the natives of the Keys.

Mrs. Bow reminisces of the days of former prosperity of the Keys.  In ante-bellum days, she says, great cotton and tobacco plantations were cultivated on Cudjoe Key. Wild cotton even yet straggles over the island, from the once carefully tended crops, and there are faint vestiges of old roads.  The plantations were conducted under a paternal system, using slave labor, she says.  A great majority of the blacks were the soft-speaking Negroes of the Bahamas and Nassau. They picked cotton in baskets hand-woven from the fronds of palms, and of good workmanship they were too.

Pineapple plantations were a thriving industry on other keys, she says. The darkies wove a great flat basket of palm fronds, especially designed for carrying the pines on their heads.  They would cut the spiny fruits with sharp machetes, pile them in the baskets which they balanced on their heads, and transport them to small boats which loads schooner lying at anchor in deep water.

They lived in clean and comfortable white-washed quarters, and looked to their "white "master" for all the necessaries of life.  Cuban competition dealt the death blow to this industry.

Sugarloaf and Big Pine Keys are among the few keys having fresh water. The water of Sugarloaf was deemed so palatable in ante-bellum days, says Mrs. Bow, that it was shipped north to Philadelphia in great casks, where it was then bottled and sold at high prices as table water. She says she once knew the trade name under which it was sold, but she has forgotten it.

The natives of the Keys have always been fishermen and farmed enough for their own use.  The rich virgin land requires no fertilizer and tomatoes grow firm and sweet. Melons are grown by every householder, and form a palatable addition to the diet. Key limes are set out in ever cranny in the rock, and thrive without the addition of fertilizer. They make more palatable the flat cistern water which is largely used for drinking purposes throughout the keys.

Reference: Mrs. L.L. Bow, Homestead, Fl

The First Pioneer Looks Back

"The beginning of the development of the Redland District dates back to the years of 1895, 1898, and 1900. In those early days this country was termed ‘Hunters' Paradise’ as the woods were full of all wild life such as deer, panther, opossum, raccoon, squirrels, quail, and many other birds.

"Hunters roamed these lands and spent much time here hunting game. It so happened that my grandfather, Mr. A. C. Gossman, was often one of a party on those hunting trips and really learned to like the quietness and sport that he found here.

"It was in the fall of 1898 when he persuaded his wife, my Grandmother Gossman, to come with him and their three sons for a week of hunting & camping.

"They were living in Miami at that time and were compelled to travel either by foot or in a wagon from Cutler. They had nine mules, one wagon, & supplies for a week's camping.  However there was not one road or trail to follow, so with a compass Grandfather walked ahead and blazed pine trees to map a road which his wife and sons could follow with the wagon. Then it took three days to come here from Miami. They set up camp where my house happens to be at present, and enjoyed hunting until it began to rain. It rained for a week and filled all the glades to overflowing and thereby the hunters were cut off from habitation. Their supplies were nearly gone, and they did not know when it would stop raining; so they set out for Miami with just one mule.  Incidentally, they walked.

"They put the boys who were six, eight and ten years of age on the mule to swim the prairies and when they finally reached Cutler they were ragged, dirty, and exhausted. There were a few people living there who gave them a few clothes and hats. After this brief respite, they headed for Miami. 

"It was a year before my Grandfather ever mentioned this country to any one. But after a time he began to talk about coming here to settle a homestead, and it was early in 1900 that they did come and take up a homestead of one hundred sixty acres. They built a log cabin and planted tomatoes the first year, and in order to transport them north they had

to haul the tomatoes to Cutler to be shipped on the boat. However luck was with them and they made some money.  This encouraged them, and their friends upon seeing that they had prospered, decided to come here and take up a homestead, too.

"It was during that year that my grandfather hauled logs to Miami & brought lumber back to build the first house. The old house still stands, although more has been added to it.

"My Grandfather and Grandmothers were the first to homestead in this country. The next was Will Anderson. Each year more and more homesteaders came and most of them stayed, their principal source of income being tomatoes. It was two years before my Grandmother saw another white woman and it was during this period my mother was born. She was the first white child born in South Dade County south of Cutler. 

"The first school was at Silver Palm where Mrs. W. W. Cunningham now lives. The first school house was built of logs with a palmetto thatched roof, and had an enrollment of ten pupils. My mother, now Mrs. Walter Thompson, was sent at the age of five to make the tenth pupil so they could secure a teacher.  This enrollment grew year by year and they soon had enough for a two-room school and finally a two-story building. The first floor was used for school and the second floor for church and public gatherings.

"In a few years the community began to settle more quickly. Roads were being built and a railroad came through. People began to realize that there was a future to this country. It soon divided into communities, each with an income of some sort and each with a small school in each section as it was too far for many of the children to walk through the wild woods to Silver Palm. My Grandfather was trustee of the Silver Palm School from the start. In the years of 1916-1917 a consolidated school was built which is our present

Redland School, and of course all these small schools disbanded & pupils were transported to Redland School.

"Mr. Drake built a sawmill at Princeton and thereby solved the lumber problem. There were no roads; there were only paths that went from house to house in the smoothest spots.  Some can be seen today in the woods. The only means of transportation was mules and wagons, but as the country developed straight roads were built.  In order to have roads built, the pioneers had to dig rock for road beds. My grandfather owned the first

& only blacksmith shop at Silver Palm for many years. He also built the first telephone system through the country and operated it with much cost to neighbors, and finally sold it.

"It was 1904 when the first train came to this country. From that time, this end of Dade County has been developing very fast -- many beautiful houses, miles of paved roads, avenues, and acres of truck farms, orchards, large groves, parks churches, and many places of recreation."

Reference:

The First Pioneer Looks Back, By Walter Thompson
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Anecdotes of Pioneers

Mary F. Dickinson, Homestead, FL
Dr. Tower reported having seen a large bear near H. Dove Allison's grove Wednesday night, where upon Rufus Dorsey and John Moffett promptly got out their dogs and off they went in pursuit. 

They took up the trail near the Mahan Grove and ran the animal for about five hours in an easterly direction, finally over-taking bruin near Black Point Creek about five miles east of Goulds.

The bear was then nearly exhausted from the long and rapid chase & rose on his hind legs, frothing at the mouth and growling threateningly.

As is Mr. Dorsey's habit when hunting, he waved back his companion with his hand crying: "Stand back and let me kill him!" Mr. Dorsey then shot at the bear until his gun was emptied, missing him every shot as usual. Then Mr. Moffett stepped to the front and discovered he had forgotten to bring his gun with him. In this predicament quick thinking was necessary, & the hunters remembered seeing some trained bears in their childhood

Began to sing: "Rooty-toot-toot-te-tooty-toot-toot," which inspired the vicious animal to climb a tree.

Then they hurried home to boast of it all, and wherever a crowd is seen in town now one or both of the hunters are sure to be in the center telling of this thrilling experience.

They claim that some day next week they will return to see if the bear is still up the tree, and if not, intend to tree him again, as the animal is too heavy to carry home and they don't like bear meat any way.

Mrs. Lily Lawrence Bow, Homestead librarian and publisher of "Cycle" quarterly poetry magazine, came to Homestead at about the same time as did the railroad, taking up a homestead at the corner of what is now Krome Avenue and Avocado Drive.

She was a widow with two small sons and had the most unusual occupation (for a woman of thirty-four years ago!) of budding fruit trees in the brand-new grove of W.J. Krome, civil engineer on the Florida East Coast railroad which was then pushing down into the Keys.  All day long, clad in shirt, dungarees, and puttees, Mrs. Bow knelt tree to tree doing the delicate work of budding; then as the sun sank behind the pines, she went home, washed her grimy hands, and prepared supper for her two boys.

Afterward if there were a "frolic" anywhere in the neighborhood, she changed into feminine party things and made her way over rough trails in the moonlight to make music for dancing feet.  Mrs. Bow is an accomplished pianist, and is one of the Redland District's pioneer music teachers.

Prior to coming to this section, Mrs. Bow has homesteaded on Cudjoe Key.  They had been living in Cuba, and were on the verge of buying a home there, when on of their casual revolutions flared up and sent her scurrying to United States possessions.

According to Mrs. Bow, all the pioneer women wore heavy men's brogans which they called "cracker shoes", as the Dade county rock was ruinous to feminine footwear.  She laughs about calling back her son one morning as he started off to school all dressed up in his best shoes; Mrs. Brewer was giving a party that afternoon and Mrs. Bow aimed to "put on dog" by wearing the best family wardrobe afforded -- Mac's "high Sunday" shoes!

New and unscuffed kid shoes were the means of introducing Mr. H.H. Ewing and her daughter Katerine to Mrs. Bow on the train from Miami to Homestead on the last lap of the Ewing's journey from Kansas. Mrs. Ewing says she noticed how the strange woman across the aisle kept her eyes riveted on their brand-new high-laced boots (vintage 19 1910) and at last Mrs. Bow spoke.  "I know that you are strangers to this country," she said, "by those lovely, lovely shoes!"

Mrs. Bow had one of the earlier pianos in the District and gave music lessons to those children whose parents were determined that they should be "cultured" in spite of living in a wilderness.  These lessons were given at set times each week when this amazing woman would change from men's rough work clothing into womanly dress, and those toil-worn hands that could so delicately set in the bud or graft a tree, would coax melody from the piano keys.  It was Mrs. Bow's custom after she had put her small sons to bed, to "play them to sleep" with their favorite music. One night they had unexpected callers, and it seemed that the music must be foregone. "Mother, just go out there and stand by the piano," coaxed the younger, "& maybe they'll ask to play!"

Mrs. Bow put out and took entire care of her grove alone, and is remembered by the pioneers as a brisk, masculine-clad figure always at work among her trees.

It was a proud day for Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins of Redland.  They had bought a new white horse and they were going to Miami.  After an arduous eighteen-hour journey over rough trails and corduroy roads and through swamps and glades, they reached the city and blissfully prepared to take in the sights. They traded and gossiped and walked up and down the City streets until it was time to go home. Then they went around to the livery stable and hitched a white horse to their wagon and headed south into the "Homestead country."  Mr. Jenkins drove, and his wife sat gazing over the country-side. Her eyes rested on the white horse. She sat up with a jerk. Why, that wasn't their horse at all, but another that had been hitched to their wagon in the half-light of the livery stable. They had to turn around and scramble back over fifteen or more grueling miles to Miami to

Exchange horses.

It was Halloween and a masked "frolic" was being held at the Longview Clubhouse. One young fellow (now a sedate minister of the Gospel) decided to have some fun. Buying a pair of white high-laced women's boots sufficiently generous to accommodate his feet, he borrowed some of his mother's clothing and transformed himself into a "lady." Tucking his voluminous skirts high, he straddled his motorcycle and rode to within easy walking distance of the clubhouse, and hid his cycle in the brush at the side of the road. The masked "lady" made her way to the party and to all the curious questions she answered never a word. Excitement ran high among the masculine element, because at that time there was no such thing a stranger in the community and a new and mysterious female as enough to start a riot.

Never revealing his identity, the prankster (when his admirers were getting too persistent) slipped away to his motorcycle, and rode home to change his clothing.  With a great chugging he drew up in front of the clubhouse to be met with excited inquiries as to whether he had seen anything of the silent and mysterious woman who had earlier graced the frolic.  All the evening his masculine friends poured into his ears glowing accounts of the great charm and beauty of this matchless creature that he had had the great misfortune to miss.

"Uncle Steve" Roberts tells this one: Years ago a group of alligator hunters were working together along one of the sluggish rivers. Coming upon a great saurian apparently sleeping upon the river bank, a young man by the name of Brewster thought to kill him by driving a knife into the alligator's throat.  The brute was too wily for that, and as the knife whistled down, plunged to snap at the man and received the weapon in the bony part of his head. Thrashing about, he churned down into the water and disappeared, carrying with him the hunting knife. Far from civilization, this was a serious loss and the dare-devil Brewster resolved to retrieve his knife. 

Diving down into the churning water the young man located the alligator and a battle royal began. Man and brute rolled over and over, now above the surface, now below, their progress being marked by the violent agitation of the water. At one time they both stayed under so long that his companions gave Brewster up for lost, but he and the 'gator bobbed up again.  Both were obviously tiring and it seemed that the battle might be a draw. Then with a desperate jerk Brewster yanked out his knife and, timing his thrust to a  split second, found the alligator's throat. "And that was one dead' gator, yessir," remarked "Uncle Steve," "and that thar young fellar got his knife."

"The Seminole Indians were in town a few days ago (before October 28, 1915) selling fresh venison. The Indians are allowed to shoot any time, but citizens must respect the closed season..."

Mr. and Mrs. T. E. Evans were expecting their daughter Ray Anna home from completing her schooling in Michigan.  It was right after the great hurricane of 1910 when the copper colored sky had submerged the whole country with water and with millions of little silver fish. The train would safely deposit Ray Anna on the station platform at Homestead -- but the great question was how to get her home from there.  As last resort, Mr. Evans met his daughter with a mule he had borrowed from George Kosel, and the stylishly attired college girl made the last lap of her journey precariously perched upon old Mike with her arms tight around the waist of her father and her luggage slung pannier-fashion across the mule's back.

According to Mrs. Mary Doyle, when Doctor Tower first began practicing medicine in Homestead in 1910, he rode a small burro over the pine wood trails. Later he rode a bicycle, and with his black medicine kit strapped to the frame, he was a welcome sight briskly bowling along the rough roads. After an early typhoid epidemic, convalescent and famished children would lie in wait for him to ask "What, Doctor Tower, can we eat today?" 

He was a slim young man then, with a trim black mustache. Often he would be besieged with one call after another, until he was completely winded & could hardly pedal his bicycle. He cycled even to Princeton, Goulds, Black Point and Silver Palm in answer to calls for his service.

When Mrs. Holland, the mother of Mrs. W. P. Cash, died at the little settlement of Goulds early in the 1900's, there was no undertaker, so friends had to care for the body; then it required a day and a night for the laborious journey to and from Miami to fetch the coffin.  After that, the body had to be transported by wagon to Cocoplum, the only available place for burial in that section.

"Uncle Steve" tells another: A group of fishermen were "outside" (beyond the reefs in the Atlantic) in pursuit of bonito, amberjack, dolphin, tuna or any other game fighting fish for the sport of it.  The idea was to "gaff" the fish, with a sort of harpoon.  Sighting a nearby school of bonito, they had the gaff in readiness when pandemonium broke loose among the fish. Great fins cut the water on the starboard, and fish began to leap clear

of the water in their frenzied efforts to escape the shark.

Grumbling that "that bloody shark will chase away every fish in the Atlantic," Cap'n Tom beat his hands against the side of the boat to frighten him off. Then he decided upon a bold stroke. He would gaff the shark. 

Just then a great fish leaped high with the shark in hot pursuit, & Cap'n Tom let fly the gig. A vicious jerk that nearly wrenched his arms from their sockets proved that it had found its mark.  Cap'n Tom played out his line as the shark plunged and dove and gave a creditable imitation of a whirligig. For half an hour they fought and both man and shark were showing signs of exhaustion. Now Cap'n Tom only wanted to get the shark alongside so that he might cut loose the harpoon. Several times the brute had shown signs of surrender, and several times had allowed itself to be pulled near the boat.  Suddenly it made a bee-line for the small craft and it seemed inevitable that they would get a spill. The shark dove completely beneath the boat and came up on the other side entangled with the line and the harpoon staff, while the little craft wallowed and listed. Thinking the shark neatly trussed and tied, a daring sixteen-year-old boy in the party leaped upon his back to remove the harpoon. With a mighty flirt of his tail the shark broke loose and with the boy clinging to his back, headed out to the open Atlantic.

The shark now imitated a bucking bronco. He would lunge into the air & then dive deep into the churning water in a frantic effort to dislodge the rider. And the by held on. "Turn loose, you fool!" roared Cap'n Tom. Sculling desperately in an effort to rescue him, and fearing every moment to see the water swirling with red, the little boat drew steadily closer to the boy and his strange mount.  Just then the pair went under again -- then the boy's head bobbed up on the starboard.  They pulled him aboard, white and shaken but still in one piece. And a triumphant shark headed for the open sea.

It is interesting to note the number of lone women who took up claims in the "Homestead country."  Miss Frances Lewis, Mrs. L.L. Bow, Mrs. Loftus, Mrs. Finch and twenty-two year-old Bessie Sullivan who came down to prove the family claim (northwest of the present site of Homestead) while her father and brothers worked in Miami.

It was 1900, and the "road" from Miami ended at Black Point. Leaving their horses and wagons there, the settlers trekked on down into the Homestead country over Indian trails with their belongings on their backs. Bessie was installed in a tight little cabin on the Sullivan tract, where for six months she lived alone.  Then it was discovered that she had tuberculosis and she was taken to Miami for treatment, where she died in 1908.

Giving up the homestead, her father bought a lot at the corner of N.E. First Avenue and First Street where he built a small cabin which was the first dwelling erected in Homestead. He gradually added to the house & operated a "hotel" called the Sullivan House and at a later date "The Southern Pines."  The first little cabin is now the kitchen of the big house. 

The old frame building at the corner of the Dixie Highway and North East First Street now occupied by the Barnes Produce company was the store of A. C. Duval. The tiny building nearby, now used as the office of the Produce Company, was the early post office and was also operated by Mr. Duval.

A Confederate veteran, Mr. Duval played an important part in the early settlement of Homestead. He was bitterly opposed to incorporating the town, and on the night of January 27, 1913 when a meeting was being held for that purpose he registered his strong disapproval by staying at home & going to bed.  When the meeting was called to order it was found that there were but twenty-four present and twenty-five voters were required to hold a legal election. The proponents of the move decided to employ a ruse to gain their end. A messenger was sent post paste to the home of Mr. Duval requesting him to come to the meeting and state his views.

Obligingly he crawled out of bed, dressed and sent down to the hall. Just as he walked in the door, making the legal number present, they called for the vote, and incorporation as accomplished by twenty votes.

There was a standing joke between him and V.M. Grenell that "some of these days" they were going down to the Ten Thousand Islands and spend a year on each. Several years ago Mr. Greenness saw him, an old, old man sunning himself on one of the benches in Bay Front Park. "Well, Virgil," he said humorously, "if we are going to spend our ten thousand years on the Islands, we'd better be getting started.  My time's getting pretty short!" And a little later, Mr. Greenness heard that he was dead.

In time, all the old settlers get around to the bank robbery which was the most exciting thing that ever occurred in Homestead. It was on the afternoon of September 15, 1916 that little Rita Alderman on her way home from school was her brother (a scapegrace who had caused them much sorrow & whom the family thought in another part of the state) draw up before the Homestead Bank with three strange companions.  Filled with misgivings, the child ran home and told her mother. Then came the news that the bank was robbed. The bandits had escaped but a hastily formed posse was in hot pursuit.  In their little pink house on South Krome (now demolished) the family set and waited for news, grimly sure that the boy was involved. Reports trickled in - - the paid chauffeur had been found tied to a tree at Royal Palm Park; the abandoned automobile was found, but the bandits had fled; the posse had trailed them to Everglades Siding, fourteen miles south of homestead; cornered they had shot their way out – Allen Henderson was dead, Will Henderson dying, and Charles Williams was believed fatally wounded. Then came the word that the robbers had escaped by boat down through the Keys. The posse began to trickle in.

All Homestead met the train bringing in the dead. The young wife of Charles Williams with her babies clinging to her skirts – the grief-stricken parents of the Henderson boys -- the sorrowful, the frankly curious -- they all shared in Homestead's hour of drama.

For twelve days the Aldermans lived in agonizing suspense. Then the four bandits landed on Ten Thousand Islands, having bribed a Negro with three hundred dollars to get them there.  Leland Rice was recognized by Captain Raleigh Wiggins and Mr. T.E. Hurst of Chokoloskee and was shot & killed while resisting arrest.  Attempting to avenge his brother and to regain the twelve hundred dollars taken from his person, Frank Rice was also shot and captured. In a desperate effort to escape Tucker and Alderman plunged into Lopez Pass - an inexpert swimmer, Tucker was drowned, & Alderman was captured upon landing. The survivors of the gang were both jailed, Frank Rice receiving a life sentence as leader of the band for the murder of Charles Williams.

When Mrs. Dave Sullivan came here as a bride in 1912, Charles Hammond was assisted by "the Sullivan boys" in running a meat market next to the postoffice (now the office of the Barns Produce Co.) on the Dixie Highway. Later he converted this into Homestead's first laundry, and it was here that the Homestead Catholic Church was born. A devout Catholic, Mrs. Hammond began gathering others of her faith together there for worship.

A priest would come down once a month from Miami, but as the congregation grew, a little white church topped by a cross was built. At last Homestead rated a full-time priest, and the church was remodeled and built onto until it is one of the most modern of such structures in town. 

Next to Mr. Hammond's laundry was the blacksmith shop operated by R.E. Sherrit. With the passing of the horse, this proved unprofitable, & deciding to give up laundering Mr. Hammond bought the building and moved it and his own over on North east First avenue and converted them into dwellings, for which purpose they are yet used. The house at the corner of North East First Avenue and Second Street and the one right next to it, formerly made up Homestead's first school house. After the new building was erected in 1913, the old one was sold and sawed in two to form two dwellings. The house on the corner is owned by "Slim" Meybem, of "Slim's Paint Shop" on South Krome; and the other is   owned by Mr. and Mrs. Charles Stevens who make their home there.

Mrs. Dave Sullivan tells of the coming of Mr. and Mrs. H Lamb & their two sons in 1908. They had bought their land immediately south o & across the road from the Sullivans, but both families shared the Sullivan home until the new dwelling could be erected.  With true pioneer spirit, the men all labored at carpentering while the women cooked and served meals and helped as they could.  This cooperation cemented a firm friendship between the two families, which yet endures.

It was in 1910 that tragedy touched the Lambs. Howard, the elder son had a telegrapher friend who was like a son to Mrs. Lamb and who often visited for weeks at a time at their home.  Working for the Florida East Coast Extension, the boy was trapped on one of the Keys by a great hurricane of 1910 and was among the scores never heard of again.  Mrs. Lamb grieved over him as though he had been her own, and it was after his disappearance that she began going to various fortune tellers. In Miami, one medium told her that the boy yet lived, but that he was cast up on a wild barbarous coast where the natives understood no English. She went from one to another, and at least one told her: "I see your home set in the midst of a thick grove (it was surrounded by guava trees). From out this foliage I see a great menace to you and your loved ones.  Somehow connected with this grove, I see a terrible catastrophe befalling you and your family." 

After this, day in and day out the old lady sat crouched in her chair on the front porch warily watching the sense grove and awaiting the sure approach of disaster.  When her husband died, she would not even leave her post to go to the funeral. At last her mind became so unhinged that they removed her to the asylum, where she died.
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                     Homestead, Fla.
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                       General Delivery

                       Homestead, Fla.
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