1/20/07
Dear Roy,
Here I am again. Let’s see how much I can get written.
After our Wednesday 12/27 breakfast, we left by car for Port St. Joe. That was west
along the coast. Beyond it somewhere would be Panama City which had a naval base I
believe. The drive was nice. The road was good. When we were not seeing the Gulf
(most of the time) there were miles of towering pine trees. We Minnesotans have to be
careful when places are called scenic. (Sandberg called corn fields scenic.) But there
was a lot of “wilderness” along the coast that was probably just wooded or marshy. Both
are found in a much cooler climate north of Minneapolis. Our drive was nice! No
complaints! It was fairly warm as I recall.
Port St. Joe was newer than Apalachicola. You could see that there was an effort to
support relatively new population. There was a large and relatively new chemical plant
on the outskirts of town. Oh, yes. One of the products that came from this area (after
cotton went bust) was turpentine. I was told that this was not the product of St. Joe plant.
I believe turpentine – by and large – was no longer a big thing either. When all else fails,
there is tourism (or casinos).
After a quick shot through town, we went back and drove up a finger of land that had
been discovered and developed into a miles-long colony of condos and beach mansions.
At the end of that peninsula was San Blas State Park. There we walked along the beach
on the Gulf side for a little bit. White sand. Ecologists have gotten out the word. There
are boardwalks and stairs to climb up and over the sand ridges along the coast. Every
shoreline (except for the beach itself) is posted with signs asking you to stay on
designated paths. Otherwise, in time,
the tourists will tear up whatever flora
exists. (I wonder what the Indiana State
Sand Dunes are like these days. I don’t
remember any such restrictions in the
“old days”. I do remember Bev and I
saw a dunes area out in Oregon. We
never went out on the dunes actually.
We just drove through a parking lot
adjoining the dunes. It was full of all
kinds of huge and small dune-buggies.
Walking on the sand was out of the
question. Even driving a buggy might have been risky.)
Finally, we got to a place where there were walking paths and we left the car for a walk.
We walked along the water’s edge on the inlet side of this spit of land. We watch a
couple of egrets who stood their stealthy watch in about 1-2 foot of water. They could
starve that way! We never say them make a move as if they saw any morsel swimming
by. Maybe that is why they are so slim.
It was mid-day or early afternoon on a bright sunny day. To our surprise, on hour long
walk, we saw 4 deer. Two sets of two actually at different part of the park. I wonder

what they ate. Grass, etc. The land was less grassy than up north. The couple of
watering holes (good sized marshy ponds) were posted to beware of alligators.
On our drive back toward Apalachicola, we looked at the possibility of going to St.
Vincent Island. It looked to be about a quarter mile from the mainland. It was a wildlife
sanctuary that contained roads that were conducive to bike travel. Someone had a
business of coming to take you by pontoon boat to the island and coming back to get you.
Although we took down information, we never returned to take the trip.
As we mentioned before in an earlier letter, there were lots of condos and beach houses in
this area. I’ll bet that 50% of them had sale signs out front. Hmmm. Later, we heard
that Hurricane Dennis (July 2005 – before Katrina) had come ashore somewhat east of
this region. However a restaurant at water’s edge where we ate in Eastpoint was
destroyed (and then rebuilt) by the Dennis storm surge.
Here (at the shore looking out to St. Vincent) as in the harbor area of Apalachicola you
would find high poles of sturdy wood (I believe) painted in bright colors. Each color had
a number, 1, 2, 3, 4 and 5. As it turns out, these markers measured storm surge. The top
of the pole was 15 feet (i.e. 5 yards) above some standard water level. Usually some
portion of the first (#1) yard was below ground. Scary.
Well, let’s just say we ate dinner and that was that for Wednesday. That was our pattern.
Leisurely breakfast beginning at 9 AM ---- Some travel ----- Supper ---- Reading at the
room and then to bed. I finished The Great Transformation on the trip --- slow reader
that I am. Yes, Roy, we relaxed.
Now 12-28-07.
This morning for breakfast we ate with a new couple. Nancy and Mony who lived near
Atlanta. Nancy was a former resident of New York City. Mony – who knows what his
full name is – was born in the Kashmir in India. Both were in their mid-to-late-50s.
They run a fencing company in Atlanta.
At an early age Mony went to school in India in seamanship. He became a ship’s
engineer. I guess he really got around. We had a lot of interesting conversations. He
worked for lots of companies. When he got tired of ports-of-call, he would sign on to
another company that went someplace where he had never been. Ultimately, he ended up
in Brazil as a vice president of a shipping company. Besides ocean going vessels, the
company ran ships up the Amazon. I believe he said that ocean going freighters could
go a 1000 miles up the Amazon. It is that deep. Another 300 miles was navigable will
smaller boats and got you almost to Peru. Not the barge traffic with a 9 foot deed
channel that one sees on the Mississippi and Missouri. (He spoke of some wood that
grows in the Amazon. Very hard. In WWII they started using the wood as bearings for
Liberty ships. It was lubricated by saltwater so it did not leave the oil slick watched for
by U boats. Hmm. I am looking to confirm this amazing story. I have seen lots of very
hard woods from the Amazon, but I don’t see any mention of such usage.)
Anyway this was the Sumatra day 12/28. December 29 was St. George Island.
December 30 was nothing much. December 31was Wakulla Springs and the flight home.
That is my outline. Let’s see if I can make headway writing.

Sumatra was a small town north of us. We had to go east through Eastpoint and then
north on Hwy 65. We knew there was site of Fort Gadsden along the way. So we found
that site very easily. Gadsden – related to the Gadsden purchase I believe.
(The Gadsden Purchase:
Odd Land Deal
The Gadsden Purchase was one of the most curious real estate deals in which Uncle Sam has ever taken
part.
James Gadsden (1788-1858), whose name the purchase bears, was a grandson of Christopher Gadsden
(1724-1805), a South Carolina Revolutionary soldier and statesman who was captured by the British at
Charleston and confined as a prisoner for ten months at St. Augustine. James Gadsden soldiered for several
years under General Andrew Jackson and it was he who seized the papers that led to the trial and execution
of Robert C. Ambister and Alexander Arbuthnot in Florida in 1818, an incident that strained BritishAmerican diplomatic relations almost to the breaking point.
Gadsden was appointed by President Monroe as the commissioner in charge of placing the Seminole
Indians on reservations. While living as a painter in Florida, he championed nullification and lost the
patronage of President Jackson. He had long been interested in promoting railroads and upon his return to
South Carolina in 1839 was chosen president of the South Carolina Railroad Company. His pet dream was
to knit all Southern railroads into one system and then to connect it with a Southern transcontinental
railroad to the Pacific, to make the West commercially dependent on the South instead of the North.
After engineers advised Gadsden that the most direct and practicable route for the Southern
transcontinental railroad would be south of the United States boundary, he made plans to have the Federal
Government acquire title to the necessary territory from Mexico. Through his friend and fellow empire
dreamer, Secretary of War Jefferson Davis. Gadsden was appointed U.S. Minister to Mexico by President
Franklin Pierce with instructions of his own design to buy from Mexico enough territory for a railroad to
the Gulf of California.
It was a perfect setup. By the treaty of Guadalupe-Hidalgo, signed February 2, 1848, at the close of the
Mexican War, the Republic of Mexico was compelled to abandon its claim to Texas and to cede to the
United States the territory now comprising most of New Mexico, Arizona, California, Colorado, Utah and
Nevada. The territory ceded to the United States by Mexico constituted about 200,000 square miles or twofifths of all her territory.
In return for this vast territory, the United States gave $15,000,000 and assumed responsibility for paying
$3,000,000 in claims of American citizens against the Mexican Government. A large body of public
opinion in the United States had opposed the war against Mexico and felt that the Southern republic had
been treated badly. The territory desired by Gadsden and his group was then a sort of no man's land,
experiencing frequent Indian raids. The United States wanted to make certain "boundary adjustments";
Mexico needed money and wanted a settlement of her Indian claims against the United States; and Gadsden
and his friends wanted a route for their railroad. In 1852 Gadsden agreed to pay Santa Anna $10,000,000
for a strip of territory south of the Gila River and lying in what is now southwestern New Mexico and
southern Arizona.
Many Americans were not especially proud of the Guadalupe-Hidalgo Treaty and considered the price of
the Gadsden Purchase as "conscience money." The Gadsden Purchase has an area of 45,535 square miles
and is almost as large as Pennsylvania. This tract of nearly 30,000,000 acres cost Uncle Sam about thirtythree cents an acre.
The deal was so unpopular in Mexico that Santa Anna was unseated as dictator and banished. Gadsden was
recalled as Minister to Mexico for mixing in Mexican politics and domestic affairs and did not live to see
the Southern Pacific Railroad built through his purchase. When the inhabitants of Arizona asked Congress

for a Territorial government in 1854, one of the names suggested for the new Territory was Gadsonia, a
Latin adaptation of the surname of James Gadsden. )

There wasn’t much left of the fort. Only mounds of dirt. It was on the banks of the
Apalachicola River. There was a small interpretive site there. Maybe more will come in
time. The clearing
where small fort had
been now contains
only the grass covered
earthworks. The fort
had been destroyed
once when it was
occupied by escaped
slaves, Indians, and
maybe some Spanish
They obviously did
not realize that the US

had a weapon of mass destruction. As the plaque
indicates the fort was rebuilt to serve other
purposes for another nearly 50 years.
To the right you can see a bad shot of the model
of the fort that was inside the interpretative center.
It was behind glass and I could not keep the flash
from obscuring the view. Hopefully you can get
the idea of what the fort looked like. I assume
this fort was the shape that Gadsden built.
(Hopefully, the powder magazine was better
protected in this fort.)

There was another interesting item
here that had nothing to do with the
fort. There are two pictures. One
is that of a small metal plaque that
I believe you will be able to read.
So the steamship Irvington burned
and the boilers were pulled up
here.
Madison, IN is on the Ohio.
Columbus, GA is on the
Chattahoochee. Bev and I have
been seen both of these places in

the last couple years. It is interesting to think that steamships were being built on the
Ohio back that far. (John Bailey was living up north at that time. ) Just look at the rivets
in the boilers. The overlapping strips of metal. There were two of these boilers. They
looked pretty crude. (OK, OK, I look crude and I’m not 170 years old. Ha. Ha. )

Beverly stands by the boilers to provide an idea of size. The picture at the right shows
one of the trees that sets on the earthworks of the fort. I just wanted you to see a tree with
that “Gone with the Wind” moss hanging from it.

Well after leaving there we went on.
Sumatra did not seem worth stopping for.
We headed back and had two neat side
adventures. First we took a road off to
Tate’s Hell State Forest. Off Hwy 65, the
roads were dirt – hard pressed sand. They
were good. No washboards. Wide and
straight. We found a boardwalk across a
marsh that showed off a stand of dwarf
cypress. It is believed that they are
dwarfed by low nutrients in the ground or
something else. Here are normal cypress
on the left. Below is a picture of the dwarf
cypress. Without their foliage you can’t
see much.

The signs said that there were many
carnivorous plants in the vicinity. I don’t
recall seeing any of the plants since they
were not blossoming in this season.
However, they had some sort of blossom
that invited bugs to crawl down in. The
devious little blossom would not allow the
bug to retreat.
We met a family of about 5 from Kansas
City. The lady had been raised in Sumatra.
She spoke of a tower in the area from which
you could view the bay and the bridge to
Apalachicola.
With a little work we found the Sandy Beach Road. Another long flat sandy road.
Getting out at the tower (picture on the next page), we met the family again. We went up
to the board walk and talked to a man who had left his dogs out to run in the marsh. It
was about 3:30 PM and the man said that he had left his hounds out at 11 AM. !!!! We
went out to the end of the walk and up to the top of the wooden tower. We took a
quarter mile walk through the woods. It was nicely marked. When we got back, we
talked to the man again and the dogs returned. One was gray muzzled (8 years old) and
the other was very gray muzzled (11 years). The latter howled when he was told to get
into his cage.

The man referred to the dogs as July hounds --- as if we should know, I guess. The man
was another native of the area. Retired. He said he lived at the “camp”. This was very
sparsely populated back here. Lots of swamps and marshes. He claimed he let his dogs
out to run about every day. He just stood on the boardwalk and watched the marsh grow
for 4 or 5 hours a day. Peaceful.
I looked them up on the Internet and they are a breed. I attached a picture of the

I just remembered that movie with Tony Curtis and Sidney Portier where they were being
chased by the sheriff and his hounds. The hound dog keeper complained and the sheriff
bellowed, “I don’t care bout your dawgs!!!!!!” Memories.
Back at Eastpoint we stopped to eat at That Place on 98. We ate well. I decided I liked
fried oysters much better than raw. The restaurant was the place destroyed by the storm
surge last year. The owner who was on the pro golf circuit, I guess, had the money to
rebuild. Looks like they have
a good business. I took a
picture of the sunset from the
restaurant deck. It was warm
enough to eat out there. Note
the posts in the water. That
business had not rebuilt. I just
noticed that now.
Incidentally, just to let you
know that the harvesting of
oysters is done in boats with
only 1 or 2 men.

All kinds of trivia. As a side light, you know I work in Edina. The suburb of Edina is
considered to be quite upscale. (You don’t have to be upscale to work there.) France
Avenue is the main drag. Lots of high priced businesses. Well Pizzeria Uno has been
there for years. Driving by yesterday noon, I see it has folded. The most optimistic
thing I can think is that the land got too valuable. Otherwise, pizza couldn’t pay the rent.
Now to December 29. On this day it was probably the warmest day of the trip. We went
over to St. George Island. It was another place full of real estate and sand. The plan was
to bike a bit. However, I took one look at the bikes that were available and decided we
would hike. All the bike chains were old and rusty – probably the result of that salty air.
However, no one had ever given them a shot of oil for ages.
Didn’t I tell you earlier, St. George was a little over 10 miles from us. After we reached
the bridge in Apalachicola, it was 5 miles of causeway to get to Eastpoint. From
Eastpoint, we got on another causeway and went 5 miles to St. George Island. The
waters between the mainland and the island contained the oyster beds.
We drove down to the State Park at the east end of the island. We drove almost to the
end of the paved road, parked and started walking. More white sand. It was so so for
walking. On the way out we were not on the beach so the walk was more difficult.
Eventually, we decided we’d never get to the end of the island and get back before dark
so we turned and walked to the beach. We did sit down and watched the world go by for
a while before walking back.
The tide was coming in slowly. We could watch the shore birds running through the
shallow pools that were created by the encroaching light surf. I still don’t know what
they were getting from that water or wet
sand.
We met a few other walkers. Some of
the people loved this island and came
here every year. Pavilions were
occasionally the site for weddings.

Little shore birds

A candid
close-up.

There were a lot of nice homes on St. George. The picture I add here is not showing the
cream of the crop by any means. It should be entitled A Developer Came to Town.
However, I still
wonder the price.
They are all different,
but gag…
Like all other houses
they are up on posts.
I will add another
picture just as an
example.

These look all alike. They are on the other side of
the island, not the Gulf side.
12/30/2006 This was our quietest day. We did check out a nearby cemetery and took
pictures of some of the renovated old homes. Here are a selection of tombstones.
“Aunt Bella” was the only tombstone which did not
have a first name and last name. “Aunt Bella,
faithful servant of …. Died Feb. 29th, 1852. Aged
63.” She had been a servant for over 40 years.
Could she have been a slave????
The little flag was on a
lot of the stones.

The third one was for Freda Julia Flatauer. Her father was the Jewish clothing store
operator in town. She died at age 16. Sad. Here is a shot of the Flatauer house which is
now a bank. As I may have
said earlier, old homes that
were renovated generally were
Bed & Breakfast or other
commercial establishments.
That is all I think I can
remember of that day. We did
have a nice dinner in the
evening. After getting back,
the other two residents of our
B&B invited us over to chat.
That was very nice. We had
been at Mass there Saturday
evening and they were there
also.
Incidentally, I forgot to mention that Apalachicola was home to John Gorrie who was a
doctor that laid the ground work for modern refrigeration. He produced an ice making
machine which he used in the treatment of yellow fever. He believe there was some
benefit to keeping the sick person cool.
Sunday morning December 31. New Year’s Eve Day. We all left the Bryant House
about the same time. About 11 AM. We drove off to the east and then north to Wakulla
Springs State Park. We planned to get there, see the sights, and then head to the airport.
I believe our flight was to leave at around 5 PM from the Tallahassee airport.
Wakulla Springs turned out to be one of the highlights of this trip. I believe the park has
been in existence since the late 20s or the 30s. A wealthy man bought the land and began
the park. Ultimately, its ownership was taken over by the state. The main building with
the park headquarters, restaurant, etc. still are from the original period.
The main attraction in the park was a 45 minute boat ride that explored first couple miles
of this wild life habitat. There were a couple of poorly-marked nature walks, but most of
the park was wild, I believe. Tourists are kept out.
Now let’s see. We saw this park in
December. At the boat landing there were
about 5 pontoon boats that would handle
about 25 people each. So I’m glad we
were not there in the height of the tourist
season.
Remember, this is Wakulla Springs. A
very large area is of Florida and Georgia
contributes to an aquifer or maybe a better
term – an underground river. The water

surfaces here as the springs and generates this river. The springs send water up from
caverns over a hundred feet down. The number of cubic feet per minute is enormous.
Exploration of the caverns below the river has produced the bone of mammoths.
Another less “natural” wonder aspect of this area has to do with movies. On the trip,
down the river, we were shown a tree that arched over the water. The guide pointed to
the tree and said that there is where Johnny Weissmuller stood and made his Tarzan call
at the beginning of one of those movies. Even more important is that this very location
was the site chosen for the filming of none other than the Creature in the Black Lagoon.!
Wow!!! (Was that enough exclamation marks?)
In a nutshell, we saw lots of birds, turtles, alligators, and herons, egrets, buzzards, … and
even deer. It was probably more wildlife than I’ve seen in the wild at any one location.
They just drove the boat quietly down the river and the creatures were there. I will just
put in some of the sights. To begin with…

There are at least three types of birds here. I hope the printer allow you to see them all.
The ducks got
out of our way.

I

I wish I remembered the names of these birds. The one below to the right was quite large
with a colorful hood of yellow feathers. Notice the cypress roots in the background of
that picture. He/she almost blends in with the roots.

The last one above is just a nice scene.

These are shots inside the pavilion.
Someone shot this
gator which had been
a regular sight on the
boat tour for years.
It was a big gator in
length and weight.

This building built in
the 30s or 40s was very
nicely kept. Through
the door at the end was
a restaurant. Behind me
as I took this was
another large room
which contained a sofa
fountain – like in the
old days.

Well as we left this last event, it started raining. At the Tallahassee airport, I got soaked
after I left off the rental car and ran for the terminal.
I believe we got on the plane in time. However, in the first letter, I told you about our
trip home. Not too bad even with having to stay over in Charlotte. We have done a lot
of traveling and we haven’t had much in the way of problems.
On a different topic, Bev was interested in something we saw along the street after the
first good snow. A man was walking his dog – a dachshund. He had a long leash. Part

he held in his hand, but another portion was drooped under the dog’s hind quarters.
Apparently he was walking the dog, but the dog only had his front legs on the ground.
We couldn’t tell (without asking) if the dog had a problem with its hind legs.
Anyway that does it for Apalachicola and the Florida Panhandle. Hope you are all well.

