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ABSTRACT 

As part of the Master Recreation Plan component of the Comprehensive Everglades Restoration Plan 
(CERP), the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers (Corps), Jacksonville District, in cooperation with the 
South Florida Water Management District (SFWMD), will be constructing a number of projects 
throughout southern Florida that cover large acreages and will impact cultural resources.  During 
public meetings for the Recreation component of CERP, members of the public identified the 
potential for adverse effects to Traditional Cultural Properties (TCPs) associated with the 
“Gladesman/Swamp Folk culture,” as defined by Ogden (2005) (hereinafter referred to as 
"Gladesmen").  The Jacksonville District determined that an ethnographic study was appropriate to 
determine if there were any TCPs eligible for listing on the National Register of Historic Places 
associated with the Gladesmen Culture within the CERP restoration area.  The cultural resources study 
area covers much of southern Florida and includes all or portions of 13 counties: Broward, 
Charlotte, Collier, Glades, Hendry, Highlands, Lee, Martin, Miami—Dade, Monroe, Okeechobee, 
Palm Beach, and St. Lucie.  Fieldwork also extended north into the Kissimmee Chain of Lakes 
portion of the larger CERP project area.  

New South Associates conducted interviews with 34 self-identified Gladesmen and, as an overview 
of cultural resources, evaluated 13 historic properties to determine if any were eligible for listing on 
the National Register of Historic Places as Traditional Cultural Properties. These properties are 
located throughout the southern Florida and have been classified into three resource group types 
related to function: commercial properties, non-commercial properties, and waterways and 
roadways.  Of these 13 properties, New South recommends five as being eligible to the NRHP as 
TCPs: Mack’s Fish Camp (DA11448); the Airboat Association of Florida (DA6768), the Everglades 
Conservation and Sportsmen’s Club (CR01084), Fisheating Creek Wildlife Management Area 
(GL00440), and Loop Road (DA06984/CR01086/MO01920).  As this study was of an 
introductory nature, it does not represent an attempt to locate all potential TCPs in CERP, but is meant 
to provide a sample of types of resources associated with Gladesmen Culture in the unique 
environmental and cultural region of southern Florida. 
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was born they basically moved back to the house in Miami, stayed there on a more regular basis 
again, and came back and forth.  There was several things took place throughout those years.    
Well the fish camp business started, as I was saying, by the fact that fishermen would come and 
traverse this levee.  And my grandfather already had a produce stand set up and things like that.  
And the fishermen would need bait or sodas or snacks, things of that nature.  And so that started 
becoming a part of the business as well as the produce sales and farming.  And then—and that 
started off in the mid-40s.  And towards the early to mid-fifties is when the business as a general 
store became better than the produce business, as well as the Corps was doing all sorts of different 
things out here—starting to change the land and dig more canals and dredge some existing canals.  
And they started to actually maintain a little higher water levels.  So the farmland that was here 
started becoming unusable other than the drought months of the year.  So the business somewhat 
had to just shift over to what was making a means of living, which was a general store/fish camp.  
And in the mid-forties, they started acquiring some boats and motors and started off basically as 
rowboats and then they started acquiring motors for the boats and more boats and more motors 
throughout the later part of the forties and throughout the fifties as well.  In 1954 is when the business 
was—that's when [livery] licenses were actually [obtained.]   

[Location of Mack’s Fish Camp]  We're on the Miami Canal levee, approximately two miles north 
of Krome Avenue.  We're in Pennsuco.  That's short for Pennsylvania Sugar Company.  At one 
point in time, they were the original owners of all this land.  Back in those days, in the original 
days, the canal was basically limitless.  It didn't have the levee of the size like it is now.  That 
happened after it was dredged because this is the Miami River and originally it was the river.  And 
then it was dredged and became the canal.  They straightened it out quite a bit and they put the 
levee on both sides….  But back in the early days, the canal was limitless.  You can go from the 
Bay of Biscayne to Lake Okeechobee, and there were several untouched finger canals that went off 
out through the Glades that went off.  There were all kinds of old Indian trails, Indian mounds.   

The canal—in the late sixties when it was dredged, they put in [levee] L-67, which landlocked us on 
the north end at about seven-and-a-half miles north of the fish camp here, but we still had the Miami 
Canal, which stretched south in towards Medley and Hialeah and down into Miami—excuse me—
which they put a dyke in there in the early eighties, I believe '84, '85.  Don't quote me on that, but 
'84, '85, I believe, is when they put the dyke on the Krome Avenue side of the Miami Canal.   

… my mother was born in September of '57.  And they were commuting back and forth from the 
house in Miami.  At this point in time, they had a house on 94th Street in Miami.  And in 1961 her 
sister was born, Carnelle.  So there were Danelle and Carnelle.  And the family still lived in Miami 
for a couple of years.  In late 1962, 1963, the date I'm not a hundred percent certain , and I don't 
want to quote anything incorrect.  But to the best of my knowledge, late '62, early '63 they left the 
house in Miami while still owning it, of course, but they moved into here because that employee we 
were discussing earlier, Captain Bill, was sneaking into the store at night and stealing products, 
primarily beer. (low laughter) Go figure.  So yeah.   

In the term between 1953 on through, like basically 1947 or '49 through 1970-something, business 
was good, really good, according to my grandparents.  People were coming from all over—  
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NICOLE:  Pretty much anyone you talk to from West Palm to the Keys knows about this place.  Their 
parents have been here or their grandparents.   [In the] 1960s when his great grandfather went 
across the street and [started] Jones Fish Camp, they put the house there, built five apartments—and 
they started a business over there called the Big Wheel, which was a catfish restaurant and bar, and 
it was huge, and it had a gigantic like wagon wheel on the front…. And I would have to say pretty 
much every man that was from 18 to probably 60 at the time used to go and hang out in that bar. 
The whole Jones family, they kind of—  The business went back and forth.  People would come 
down here.  A lot of people came down here and just sit in the store, talk to his grandmother and 
buy some beer and just basically hang out.   

MARSHALL:  Okay the draw [to Mack’s Fish Camp] was fishing ….  That's a given.  You're in the 
Everglades of South Florida in mid-century.  The land was still semi-virgin, and it was just, the 
natural beauty here was a draw on its own.  As well as back then just after World War II, the 
economy was still fairly poor and a lot of people were as well.  And a lot of people didn't have the 
money to go out and go to the market and buy fish and things of that nature.  And a lot of them just 
liked to get away.  So this place was iconic in the way that they were able to leave the city behind.  
Most people had grass roots that lived down here back then.  And they were able to make their 
way out here, which was near the city but yet an entirely different place.  It was still untouched land.  
It was Old Florida and it still is Old Florida 'til this day.  And my grandmother was— She stayed 
here as my grandfather went to work as a plasterer throughout the days.  And she was very warm 
and inviting.  She would offer people coffee or drinks and good conversation.  And that was one 
thing that brought a lot of people back and created a lot of patrons to the business was she was 
such a great matriarch.  She was known as the Queen of the Everglades.   

In the fifties…they had, I believe 52 boats and motors and they used to rent on the weekends and 
certain weekdays.  They would rent every single boat and motor, and they'd have people waiting 
to take them out in the afternoons.  My grandmother said—and anybody, including Tom Shirley 
and other people that know the history of the place can tell you—  They used to rent between 80 
and 90 boats a day on a good day. …they're jon boats.  And they were left over surplus aircraft 
aluminum from the war.  And then they used aluminum to make these boats.  Still have over a 
dozen of them.  That's the ones we still rent to this day.  They're 40—44, 45 years old and they still 
are in great shape.  It's a testament to the way they used to build things. 

And in that timeframe from 1964 to 1966 that's when the first RVs became permanent residents 
here, people with RVs, recreational vehicle, mobile home, or what have you.  The first telephone 
and electric were brought in at that point in time.  The first phone—the first phone line from Bell 
South was brought here and contracted in 1966.  

After '66—  Basically business ran as normal.  Business carried on, business was excellent.  Those 
were the heydays as they used to call it, of the place.  The place was—  It ran like a well-oiled 
machine and continued on until the mid to late seventies when the Corps came in and redredged the 
canals, and that put a hamper on business.  Slowed fishing down tremendously.  We still had a lot 
of patrons to the business.  The fishing just wasn't very good for a substantial amount of time, 
possibly up to three years.  Fishing just didn't turn around.  We still had, like I said, a good amount 
of business, but nothing like it was in the years prior to when they would rent all 50+ boats.  Now 
at this point in time, my grandparents, they lived here full time.  My grandfather still went to work as 
a plasterer by day and my grandmother, she was the one who stayed here, like I said, as the 
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matriarch and ran the place.  And everybody would come and go and…they would stop in and sit 
and have conversation with her, those who had time that weren't in a hurry to get out and go 
fishing.  My grandmother was a God-fearing woman and she always had great conversations.  If 
anybody had anything bad to say, whether it be derogatory or curse words, she would flat out tell 
them where to go and that was out of here.  She wouldn't stand for any nonsense whatsoever.  But 
she was the warmest, kindest woman you could ever imagine, just very stern.  And she had to be, 
living in excess of 40 years out here in the wilderness.    

She [Grandmother Nell] was well known for breaking up fights between men.  She was five foot 
two and probably a pounds or so, maybe a hundred and forty in her thinner days.  I'll tell you, she 
had no fear to get in between two men and separate them.  She'd pick up a broomstick or a 
shovel, what have you, and she'd separate them.  If it was right down the middle by the blade of 
the shovel, she didn't care, she'd peel them apart, and nobody dare mess with her.  She ruled with 
an iron fist.  But like I said, she was—at the same time she was very loving and sweet…. 

She was a very respectable woman and she made sure people kept that mindset about her.  And 
my grandfather, although he worked by day as a plasterer, he made sure no nonsense took place 
out here and everybody respected that when he was around, no nonsense would ever take place.  
There was to be no unruly hanky panky, as they put it, back in those days.  There was no poaching 
of any animals.  Everything was done by the book, by the law as best as could be managed by my 
family here on the property, on the surrounding properties.  My grandfather was known by many as 
a guardian of the Glades because he made sure that people would not do those things, taking of 
the animals illegally and just wastefully taking of the animals.    

And the business thrived still, it carried on.  At around this point in time, Atlas, IRECO, Gyno 
Hercules and other companies that were here during the big boon of building, they built dynamite 
storage sheds down the levee from us on the north side and they used to come through and they 
stored dynamite down there.  Wildfires were abundant in the early days and there was always a 
threat of wildfire out here burning the place down.  Luckily that's never happened.  Throughout the 
years, we've had several close calls.  Let's see—carrying on through the late seventies, in 1979, 
January of 1979, my brother and I were born.   

We [Marshall and his twin brother Keith] were born in 1979.  And we commuted back and forth 
from here as infants, you know.  And things were basically just business as usual here at the camp.  
In 1982, my mother was killed and my grandmother and grandfather pretty well took me and my 
brother in at that point in time in 1982.  Our father was very, very distraught and had to work for a 
living and was pretty much incapable of raising us by himself.  Years went by and business 
remained as usual….  Yeah, we grew up right here in this house since 1982.  This is the only life 
my brother and I have ever known.  We've never lived in the city beyond three years old, have no 
recollection of it.  To live in the city would not suit me very well or my brother.  I don't think we can 
survive there.  Living in the concrete jungle just would never, ever suit me.  I couldn't imagine living 
there and I wouldn’t be comfortable living there.   

Throughout this course of time, more RVers came and went throughout the seasons.  There were 
several hookups, electric water hookups, and things of that nature.  A lot of people came and went 
but several people stayed and made this their permanent home just because of the peace and 
tranquility here.  The place is very unique.  It has a very warm appeal.  Most people say that it's 
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magnetic.  And once you come here, you get the itch, you get the bug and people always want to 
come back and some don't ever want to leave.  And that happened throughout the years with 
several people….There were a lot of characters throughout the years that came and went.  A lot of 
people have passed away here.  And a lot of people have chosen for this to be the place where 
they wanted to let their spirit go because this is a little piece of heaven on earth.  But in the early 
eighties by this point in time, maybe mid-eighties, I believe there were about 27 different RVs on the 
property.  The exact number of residents here, not certain of but I would imagine mid-thirties, maybe 
40 residents that lived here, possibly more at any given point in time.  Now fishing was very, very 
good throughout those years because after the dredging.  Like I said, it took about five years, three 
to five years for the fishing to come back.  So in the late seventies, early eighties, the business 
started to pick back up again.  It was never quite as good as the heydays but business was good.  
I mean, it was nothing for anybody to go out and within a couple of hours catch 50 to 80 bass 
between one or two people, no problem whatsoever.  People used to fill the boat—fill the whole 
bottom of the boats with fish.   

Bass, bluegill, bream, stump knocker, shell cracker, sunfish, speckled perch, the whole nine, 
mudfish….  The place was teeming with wildlife to the level which most people can't understand 
that didn't grow up here, didn't traverse the area regularly back in those days and before.  We had 
a pretty good drought back in '84 and '85, lasted for a while, but fishing was still good.  We 
didn't lose too many fish out of the canal at that point in time.  Then in '89, we had the 20—I forget 
exactly how many, but it was 20 some odd months, I think 26- or 28-month drought.  It put a 
hamper on things.  The wildlife in the Glades started to dwindle away because of the rookeries.  
There was nothing for the birds to build their nests out of because of things being so dry.  There was 
nothing for them to feed on, to feed themselves or their young.  So that's when the wildlife started 
dissipating really was in the late eighties.  We had several fish kills from that point in time forward.  
We've had fish kills to the point where the 80-foot width of the canal, over three-, four-mile long 
stretches of it, the whole entire surface of the canal, two or three thick, layered with bass.  And we 
had several fish kills, tens of millions of fish throughout these different fish kills, killed off, never been 
restocked.  And the fishing has dwindled down as far as the quality and quantity of fish throughout 
the years. Now last year was 2007, was the best year of fishing I've seen in a decade.  It was 
fantastic.   

Well the business…still operates basically the exact same way as it has since the beginning.  
Business is fairly slow.  The business isn't altogether poor, it's just, the rock road coming in and out 
of here is very rough.  A lot of fishermen nowadays have their own boats and a lot of them don't 
want—the ones that have the nicer boats don't want to beat their boats up down that rock road.  But 
we still have a lot of fishermen that come and go and rent our boats or have smaller boats and put 
them in and out.  We have a lot of bank fishermen— We still have some patrons that are still 
around and they still use the property and come out.  They've been around since the fifties.  The 
place has seen a lot of changes throughout the years, but for the most part it still remains the same.   

Things [structures at the camp] have been rebuilt and improved on over the years.  There's been 
mobile homes that have been replaced over the years with new tenants and things of that nature, but 
for the most part it's all pretty much stayed the same.  Now in the late- to mid-nineties, like '96, '97, 
'98, most of the RVs that were here—because like I said, there was at least 27 at one point in time 
throughout the mid-eighties up until the mid-nineties—we had county officials come out here and 
change our permitting around to where we were only allowed 10 RV spaces, which we're now 
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operating as such and we have been for over 10 years.  The electric systems were all brought up to 
code at that point in time if any were out of code.  There were new septic systems put in.  And the 
place has been virtually unchanged since then.  Business has remained the same.  Business has 
been very good.  We've seen years where they've been better than others and years have been 
worse than others.  But we still have a lot of customers that come and go and utilize the property.  
Lots of airboaters come and go and still a lot of fishermen and avid hunters.    

My personal earliest memories of the camp….They start off, I'd say around 1984, maybe late 
1983, most of which are with my grandfather, the earliest memories.  He would take my brother 
and I out on the airboat or we would go fishing out on the docks.  He taught us how to fish, taught 
us how to bait hooks, how to cast, how to swim.  He taught us how to shoot.  And these were all in 
the earliest years, '83, '84, '85, because he passed away in 1986.  And before my grandfather 
passed away, like I said, we knew how to fish, how to hunt.  How to do mechanical things.  We 
knew basic carpentry skills.  He taught us some masonry skills as well.  We were already 
responsible, at a very young age, for helping out with the business as far as cleaning up or 
stocking sodas, things of that nature, loading boats, mopping out the boats, cleaning up the boats. 
I started actually taking people out, not getting paid for it, but I actually started taking people out as 
a guide as early as seven years old, people from the newspapers and things like that, I would—
friends of the family.  I would take people out.  And my brother and I, we grew up here and we got 
to know the place like the back of our hands by the time we were five, six years old.  And we had 
free reign.  Our grandmother, although fearful, was not afraid so much that when she would let us 
go and explore, she would—we were allowed to show other people the wonders of the area.  
There used to be panther here, an abundance of raccoons, possums, armadillos, foxes by the 
dozens, bobcats by the dozens.  Deer used to roam right through the property.  We used to be able 
to hand feed foxes here on the property, raccoons and possums as well.  

But it was very tough when she [Grandmother Nell Jones] passed away.  We already knew the 
intricate operations of the business—day-to-day operations, but she was very well guarded with the 
way she ran the business as a bookkeeper.  We had no clue what the heck we were doing at 
twenty years old when we took this place over, no clue whatsoever.  Everybody that knew us from 
the time we were adolescents thought we were just wild kids and we were just going to cut and run, 
we were just going to sell the farm and haul butt.  They were dead wrong.  We still have no 
intentions of that.  My children—  I have three gorgeous children that are four-year-old and a three-
year-old daughter, and a fifteen-month-old son.  And I hope that they get to grow up here as I did 
and get to take the place over.  That's what I want.  I want to be an old fart sitting around here on a 
porch step in a rocking chair with my children running the place—that's what I want to see, and be 
able to hold my grandchildren right here.  

[What does Mack’s Fish Camp mean to me?] Everything.  Everything.  Like I was explaining earlier, 
this is all I've ever known, and I couldn't imagine life without it.  Life without this camp would—I just 
can't even fathom it.  Now I'm not a materialistic person.  It’s not about any material possession 
here.  This camp is my life, this camp is my heritage.  My family came here and they toiled to get to 
this point here.  And when they got here, they tilled the earth.  And let me tell you, back in those days 
everybody thought because there was so much grass that the Everglades were fertile.  The 
Everglades was almost a wasteland.  That's why the only thing that grows out here they make 
money on is sugar.  But back to the moral of the story, they toiled on this land to grow the crops 
they grew—the pole beans and the collard greens, the tomatoes, and the other items.  My 
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grandmother and grandfather gave up a lot for their own personal lives to be here.  But this was all 
my grandfather had as a heritage, because his father came here and worked the land and he chose 
to do the same.  My grandmother gave up her retirement after my grandfather passed away and 
took in my brother and I, two little heathen twins.  She was in her late 60s and took on a pair of 
twins.  How hard could that—twin boys nonetheless that were hell on wheels.  She gave up her life.  
She was a martyr for my brother and I.  And I owe it to myself, as well as her, and all my family to 
be here.  And it's not about feeling indebted, it's just—it's who I am.  This is my makeup.  This is 
my life.  The Everglades and me live as one.  We try our best to live in harmony with the 
environment around us.  We don't harm the animals….  If I go out and fish, I catch and release 
only, even when I'm doing guide service.  We'll keep pictures.  Unless the fish is hooked in a 
manner which it's going to die, then we'll keep the fish to eat, never waste.  My grandmother 
always taught us, Waste not, want not.  And that's very, very true…. The Everglades mean home to 
me. 

WILLIAM “NUBBIN” LANIER 

I was born in Belle Glade…. 1952, October 15th, and lived 
there 'til I was like a year-and-a-half [years] old and my mom 
and dad moved back here because she was raised here on the 
[Fisheating] creek and my dad, he loved this creek and they 
moved back here and built a home, which is still here.  My dad 
was…spent the majority of his life here.  They lived… outside of 
Lakeland.  When he was just a small boy and his mom and 
dad separated, he drifted around, him and his baby brother, 
which was four years old.  I think my dad was six.  And they 
drifted around where he told me he was farmed out to whatever 
relatives would take him and keep him, and they would kind of 
work for their living, is what they did.  And he said they were 
passed around 'til they were fifteen, sixteen years old.  Finally 
said they'd had enough of being abused and he said that's 
what it was.  He said people used them.  It's not like it is 

nowadays, people don't work children, children don't do a whole lot.  Back then daddy said they 
worked from daylight 'til dark just for what they got paid. 

It was a lot of fun [growing up on Fisheating Creek]… a million people used to come here from 
everywhere, from Miami all around up Jacksonville would come down, anywhere from the coast, 
they always wanted to go camping in the woods.  And we met a million people down here and 
made friends that we still know over the years.  But we played, we fished, we hunted, and we done 
anything that you wanted to do.  It was like really, totally being free and having several hundred 
thousand acres just to roam around on. 

…[as] boys, we used to take bicycles, be seven or eight of us.  We'd all get our bicycles and 
generally one of mama's worst blankets because we are going to sleep (laugh) on the ground 
anyway.  And we'd all go and our old dogs would follow us and we'd ride two or three miles 
down [to the] lake or wherever, build us a fire out there and spend the night around that fire, just a 
bunch of old boys, 10 and 12 years old. 
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[The creek starts north of Palmdale]… starts up on a flat place up the other side of Lake Placid, 
about seven or eight miles to the west of Lake Placid.  And what it is, it's a flood plain up there and 
it's near a place called Blue Head.  And it's where all the flatlands, the water begins too trickle 
down and pours into what forms the creek up there.  And the creek, they say, is like 52 miles long.  
Well it starts out in Lake Placid and ends up in Lake Okeechobee. 

…my mom was raised on the creek and that my granddaddy, her daddy, used to live up here….  
And he had permission from Lykes Brothers, when he was around, that he could fish and hunt in the 
creek, trap gators and coons or whatever, and that's what he did for a living the majority of his life 
after he come out of World War I.  He came out and raised his family up here on the creek, right 
on the side of the creek.  And they walked to Palmdale, which had a little single-room schoolhouse.  
They walked there, my mom did and a couple of her brothers.  There were seven kids.  They 
walked to school, went to school there, like three-and-a-half miles across the woods.  They walked 
everyday and went to that little single-room schoolhouse. 

…living was cheaper here.  Plus you didn't have the problems here that you have in cities either, 
because you're out in the country.  There was more to do out here to keep a child occupied than 
getting into trouble.  And of course back then we didn't have video games, but they still had things 
the kids could do.  You get a bunch of kids together unsupervised, they're going have problems, I 
tell you that.  They going to have some.  And in town, you seem to have a whole lot more of that.  
Out here, you know, mom and dad kept a pretty tight rein on you.  Of course that was back the 
way things used to be anyway.  I can remember getting a whipping on the bus for doing 
something, and then getting home and getting a whipping because the bus driver whipped me.  But 
that was back when people took care of their children and your children.  If your children done 
something wrong, they'd blister your behind and that was the end of it.  Mom and dad said, 
Good, you needed a whipping.  Now I'm going give you one for getting in trouble to start with.  

I’ve raised four boys and I have not had a one in jail yet.  I've raised four boys on this creek.  We 
spend a lot of time here fishing, in this boat fishing, talking, asking me questions about things and I 
try to teach them what's right, respect other people and respect other people's property and stuff.  
And they've done pretty good. 

You'll see ropes in several of these old trees up here on the creek where they [families] come.  And 
they'll all get four or five families at one time, take three or four boats, everybody come up.  They'll 
bring a cooler and go out here and they swim.  A lot of them taught their kids how to swim on this 
creek.  I learned how to swim out here on this creek.  When I was like four years old I learned to 
swim here….  They come, just spend the day out here and ride, take pictures.  Water's up right 
now.  It's a flood stage.  But when it gets down, people come and they camp all up and down 
these banks just enjoy life, very quiet, peaceful.   

I really can't tell you [what is so special about Fisheating Creek] other than there's just a freedom up 
here.  When you get in here, there's nobody telling you where to camp, where to stop, where to 
fish, what to do.  Once you come and get in the water, you're on your own and you have a place 
that it's—there's big fish or small fish, kids love it.  Those kids see things that they've never seen 
before.  It's just a magic to it.  I don't really know.  I've been here all my life and I've just loved it.  If 
I had any place they'd say where could you go today, I'd still want to go on the creek.  I'd still just 
get in my boat, go up the creek, spend the day, cooking sausage, sit around on the bank, watch 
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the water flow.  You see turkeys, deer, hogs, gators.  There's bear in the creek now.  There's things 
here that wasn't here when I was a kid.  There are actually elk on the creek now. 

Being on this creek was not what we do for recreation….It's a way of life.  I'll tell you a hard thing 
is when I went off in the service in 1970, spent four years there.  And when I came home out of the 
service, there were fences on both sides of the road and locked gates.  And I went in there and 
spent four years, came home and couldn't get out of my backyard.  I said, Wait a minute. I said, 
I've done this all my life.  Anytime I took a desire to go to the creek, take my boat, we just went—
my dad, mom, all of us.  Butch and mom and dad used to come over and all.  We all stayed 
down on the creek.  It was just a great place to go, nobody bothered you.  No problems.  You get 
away from everything. 

BYRON MAHARREY 

I was born in 1936 in Fort Myers, Florida…. At least one side of the family has been [in Florida] 
five generations.  Well going back to my paternal grandmother's side of the family, they came 
from Oxford, Florida, up around Wildwood where the turnpike intersects with I-75, central part of 
the state.  And they had a dry goods store up there.  And my grandmother's father had some type of 
asthma, pulmonary type of thing going on.  And the doctor recommended that he move down 
because the cold weather would give him such a fit, and he moved down further south, so they 
moved into Fort Myers around the turn of the century, around the turn of the twentieth century, and 
opened up a dry goods store there. 

…my grandfather was with the group that took 
their—probably were Model-T Fords in those days.  
I don't think it was as late as the Model-A.  I've 
forgotten where the Tamiami Trail, U.S. 41, was 
built exactly.  But they were going to blaze the trail 
across from Naples to Miami because there was no 
road there.  They took provisions, they planned….  
They took the dry season, of course, planned on 
getting across in about three days, took them three.     

 

Well, as I said, my grandmother came around the turn of the century.  I know exactly when my 
grandfather came there [Fort Myers].  He came in 1904, which is when the railroad first came.  I 
still have his 1904 railroad watch, gold railroad watch, because there were no telegraph, 
communications, and all as far as routing trains and everything was done by timing, because if 
your time was wrong, you'd be head on into the southbound freight kind of thing.  So anyway, 
that's when they came to Fort Myers, but on my grandmother's side of the family they were in 
Florida for, well if I'm fifth, my father's fourth, and my grandmother's third, they were there two 
generations before her, her father and his father or mother.     

I went hunting with my father a lot.  He taught me to cook in a Dutch oven…. We put in a lot of 
wells down in areas, some of these are CERP areas now, that it took so long to drive from Fort 
Myers, it'd take you almost a half-a-day to drive down there because so many of the roads are just 
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sand roads.  And so we'd go down and stay a few days.  Well if it was summertime, that was 
fine, I could go down, but—and I went down on Christmas vacation most commonly.  And we 
would pitch a camp there and we would put in wells for him.  But he would always let me wander 
off and go hunting in there.  In fact, I killed my first deer down there near Rock Lake, east of 
Immokalee—I was 15 years old—about three miles from the well machine.  And I was hunting with 
his helper, who he also turned loose that afternoon to hunt and we—between the two of us, safari 
style on a pole.  I took my knife and cut a cypress pole with my pocketknife and tore up a red 
bandana handkerchief to tie the legs up, because I didn't have any rope with me…. We were way, 
way late at night getting back with this deer because it was so—we had to rest many times to get 
back….  In 1957, I built a swamp buggy.  And I took the swamp buggy into Big Cypress in the fall 
of—November of 1957 for the first time.  Swamp buggy isn't really conducive to the open 
sawgrass, but in the Cypress areas they're a little more upland, the woods—the palmetto and pine 
woods areas was fine because if you came across bad sloughs and all you could still get across it.  
And I still have the buggy today…. the power plant in it is a 1929 Model-A engine, big bore, long 
stroke, low compression.  Pair of pliers and a piece of haywire you can fix anything on it 
practically.  And I can let it sit up here for two or three months at a time and go out and the second 
or third piston that hits a compression stroke, it's running, which you cannot do if you set an '08 
automobile up for that length of time, it would not start as quickly.   

Well obviously I have a house here on Lake Kissimmee, so I recreate here.  It's a beautiful body of 
water, it connects with other lakes.  I fish and I hunt the areas around me.  The turkeys—the wild 
turkeys walk through my yard.  And it's a way of life with me.  It's a way of life that I brought up—
more my two boys more so than my two daughters because daughters seem to have a way of 
doing their own thing and not necessarily, unless they're a tomboy kind of daughter, of getting into 
the hunting and fishing, although my daughters can shoot.  I taught them to shoot.  But my two boys 
hunt, fish, and dive for lobster and do all the things that I did.  So it gives them a place for them to 
come up here and do that, as well as bring friends of mine up here that I want to share this with.  
But getting away from the Lake Kissimmee area for a minute, the sawgrass part of the Glades is a 
whole different way, and that's strictly half-track, full-track, or airboat country, because there's 
nothing else that will traverse in there.  And we are losing our ability— The whole thing's about 
access.  

Anyway, the pleasure of getting there, of making a temporary camp on a tree island, of having the 
camaraderie of the people that are with you.  The hunting is almost a secondary issue.  I mean, if 
you harvest something, that's a plus, but if you don't, you've had a good experience.      

[Hunting at Lake Kissimmee] I hunt wild hogs. I hunt deer and turkey and snipe and ducks.  Dove 
hunt occasionally, but that's not one of my necessarily favorite things to do.  Fishing.  Especially in 
the wintertime, the speckled perch or crappie, if you will, are straight out from my place here.  It'll 
look like a city at night lit up out there because they bite better at night and they take lights.  They 
have generators on their boats with strong halogen lights.  And they shine them down in the water.  
And those lights attract bugs and the bugs attract the minnows and the minnows attract the specks.  
And then in the summertime, in May and June especially, the bream are on the beds.  Well actually 
in April the—yes, I'll think of the name of the fish in a minute—are on the beds.  And in May and 
June, the blue-gilled bream are on the beds, and we fish those.  And bass fishing is pretty much year 
round actually around here.  I don't do a lot of bass fishing because I think the bass have been over 
fished in here and they aren't—the action is not there like they used to be. 
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I have a 16-foot jon boat, [with] a 30-horse Evinrude on it, which I primary use up here for fishing 
and stuff.  I have a 17-foot boat also with a 70-horse on it, but it's not really needed up here.  I do 
that more for the Keys and for other canals and lakes down south.  And then of course you have the 
airboat for the bream beds and you're sitting up high so you can see the bream beads, you can 
mark them, go back and wade back and fish them.  I think we saw a couple of airboats today 
stopped in one certain spot out there.  They were bream fishing.   

There are different depths of different Gladesman.  Some are just absolutely by God dyed-in-the-
wool people…. but down south…they probably use the Glades a little differently, because the 
topography's a little different down there than it is here.  But my definition is—  To me, it's more of 
a culture, it's more of a mindset than anything else.  A person can be a banker or they can be a 
multimillionaire like a Ronnie Bergeron, who's on the Fish and Wildlife Commission, and yet be just 
as much a Gladesman as the average Joe can be.  We all look to protect because we know what 
we have.   

JOEL MARCO 

[Mr. Marco was born in 1960 in Miami.] My parents on my mother's side were Floridians a 
couple generations and then— Now they would be called Florida Crackers on my mom's side.  

I'll tell you, most of these camps that are out here, as you've seen 
noted on an official document of the Everglades National Park, 
[camps in the] the East Everglades… most of these camps are 
probably closer or older than 50 years old.  Some of these camps 
were built back in the time when Stiltsville was built out in Biscayne 
Bay.  These camps have been here a long time.  We used to wheel 
buggy, track buggy, dune buggy to all these places.  I wasn't 
around when all this was planned, I was too young to be engaged 
with it, they're saying it's just turned into airboat only, the park's 
not allowing anybody in there unless they're in an airboat.  Well 
that pretty much kills half of the year because the area dries. 

[The cluster of camps in the Everglades National Park Eastern 
Extension area.] Every camp is different…. You’ve got Cooperhead, the Coopers on that.  
Mitchell's.  They're historic people in Homestead.  They're several generations.  Coptic, they're 
several generations.  Roberts is [related to the] Mitchell's.  I think they're actually married.  Lost Johns, 
I think, is Big Johns…. Duck Club is actually owned by the Duck Club Boys who own the homes in 
Stiltsville. 

[The camps are] typically….as far as inside square footage, between 300 and 800 square feet at 
best.  They're not big Taj Mahal's.  They're well made.  They've held up a long time through all 
these storms and hurricanes.  They're very rustic.  And the means of building these camps when it's 
dry, we would load materials on tracks and buggies, wheeled tracks and buggies.  That was the 
best time to bring out.  It wasn't wise to bring out concrete and lumber on an airboat, which only 
should take a couple people.  It just wasn't logical or feasible.  So to support these camps and 
construction and maintenance, that's when we would do it, but we're restricted now to bring these 
things out by the airboats.  That's a—that's a problem.  We have a problem also with the park isn't 
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willing to commit to the camp staying.  So most of the camps, even though they're in great shape, 
in '03 when the park finally coming in to enforce the 1989 Act, which they were years past their 15-
year term limit, which this whole Act should have been cancelled probably if we had the attorneys 
to fight it.  But we're just common folks.  Because they didn't do what they said they were going to 
do in the time limit they said they were going to do it and they, therefore, lied to the Congress.  So 
with that said, here we are trying to maintain these camps.  Who in their right mind would pour two 
or three thousand dollars a year into a camp when you don't know if the next day they're going to 
come out and light a match on it? 

Before I hunted, I would come out with people in the communities of Dade County, which they 
would either come out in buggies, airboats, depending on what time of year it was, and we'd 
have—we'd bring families out.  We'd bring multiple families out and have big family reunions.  
And there was a getaway place and—before and after season, then during season it was a place 
where they would store the dogs, camp for bringing in the game. 

DONNIE ONSTAD 

I was born in Miami, Florida, 1941, April 29th.  I was born in—actually in the house in Miami 
Springs and then taken to the hospital.  They took me to a wooden hospital in Coral Gables, and 
then from there I just went through all my elementary, junior, high school and been going in the 
woods ever since 

My parents are from Fargo, North Dakota.  And my dad 
moved down here with Pan American Airways and worked on 
the flying boats and [I] just kind of grew up… being a barefoot 
kid and running around in the Everglades.  I actually hunted off 
what's called Alligator Alley now.  It wasn't even there when I 
first started going.  We used to get to go [out to the] camps, 
myself and a couple of other young guys.  And we'd have to 
clean the camps and cook the food and then we could hunt with 
the good old boys.  So at about 14 years old I was involved 
with doing that part 'til I got my first airboat when I was 16, little 
45-horse engine on it, pulled myself all over the Everglades.  
And I've been a member of the airboat club since I was 16, 
and I'm 67 now so I've watched it from when there were just a 
handful and today I think we have somewhere around 270 
members.  And just watched it all change back there.  As we 

began to get a little bigger, we finally got 10 acres.  

[As a young boy, Mr. Onstad hunted an area behind Miami International Airport called the Pea 
Patch.  As he got older, he hunted further from Miami.]  And we just ventured out into like Clewiston 
area, Big Cypress, Dard Strand, all down through the—coming out at Monroe Station.  We'd go 
all the way across from Clewiston—from Monroe Station to Clewiston in a straight line.  Hardly 
anybody knew how to do that except for the old loggers that actually put those buggy rut trails when 
they went in there and cut the pines and stuff, and then all that got closed down and they run all them 
out in probably the late fifties like that.  And we would travel all the way back and forth and hunt—
hunt our deer and clean and package them up and bring them home….  
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Those camps were about, I'd say 10 miles west of U.S. 27 and what is now I-75, and about four 
miles north, ten miles west, four miles north was the Westbrook camp.  And they had about eight 
camps in that area—the Deer Keys….And that turned into being not so much airboat as half-tracks 
and running motorized half-tracks.  And then we found out about airboats because they were a lot 
faster to get to and come from.  It wasn't leave the road and four hours to get to camp, it was 20 
minutes you got to camp…don't know if I can remember right now offhand all the names of—Tom 
Shirley, was our mentor game warden as we were growing up.  He caught (laugh) me one time at 
14 years old with two mallard ducks out of season and shamed me so bad, made me cry, 
standing there crying, please don't take my daddy's gun. (laugh)  And I've known him all my life 
now.  And as you grow up and get older you start learning the values of how really good alligators 
are for our swamps and how the deer population has kind of dwindled because South Florida 
Water Management raises the water, lowers the water and we have trouble with our deer trying to 
survive.  And right now it's probably at its best, being only eight, ten inches of water, pretty much 
the plain of it.  And on my island that belonged to Governor Claude Kirk, 1958 to 1962, the camp 
that I own now, those guys were avid duck hunters, and the governor was a duck hunter.  And they 
would fly him in by helicopter and take him duck hunting.  And the name of my camp is Duck 
Camp II, LLC, that's the name of it now, that they call it the Duck Camp.  And when he quit being 
Governor of the State of Florida in '62, he turned it over to FWC.  They then had two or three game 
wardens living in that camp.  And from what I heard, some big old redneck boys didn't like the 
game wardens living in the middle of them, so they burned the camp to the ground. 

[What the Everglades mean to me.] Oh my gosh.  I don't even know how to say this.  It's probably 
my whole life [his camp in Water Conservation Area 3] to be able to go and to have the Airboat 
Association obviously, and that's where we keep all our airboats.  But I'm probably there three 
days out of seven every week.  Every 18 days you have to mow, it grows so fast….And to go there 
is like—  I mean I'm just—  Miami disappears.  I don't hear anything.  It's solitude, it's charisma at 
its best.  And to be able to crank up an airboat and just ease on down and go in the canal and 
catch a few bass and just observe.  There's not much hunting done out there anymore, very little 
deer hunting.  Duck hunting mostly, I would say.  Reflect on nature I reckon the most, just to be there 
and reflect on—But to reflect and kick back and drink a coffee in the morning and sit out there with 
nature, and every now and then I get an otter on the island that'll come slithering by and a deer here 
and there.  I'll stick a frog or two maybe, for a dinner like that….And the rides are—to go on our 
[airboat] rides.  And those trails are no bigger than they were 50 years ago, because they go 
through the cypress.  You can't penetrate any of that.  You couldn't walk in there….So as you saw, 
our trails are almost all the same.  So as far as destroying any of that, you're not.  You're getting to 
be able to see it, observe it, feel it and just reflect on nature….So it's pretty much just being one with 
nature, just cook your hamburgers and sit out there and watch the sun go down.   

Of course, once it's dark, dark, you're pretty much inside unless I go get a frog or two or take a 
ride and look, just to see the nature and what's going on out there at nighttime.  I'm not a nighttime 
guy really.  When it's dark, I'm in the house and crank up your little generator and you got your little 
TV there and—or you play cards or, just sit and enjoy it.  I hate coming home.  (laugh) I hate 
coming home. And then back to the Airboat Club and I'm probably there the other three days out of 
the week.   
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BARBARA JEAN POWELL 

I was born here [Florida].  My grandfather was an early settler [who came to Florida] back in about 
1901; he came down [from] Georgia.  [He settled in] South Miami.  He was one of the first white 
settlers in what's now the City of South Miami.  It was called Larkins at the time.  And the Larkins 
family is a Gladesmen family.  He [Mrs. Powell’s grandfather on her mother’s side] came down 
with Flagler's Railroad…. He traded with the early settlers, the Indians and stuff, and then later….  I 
don't know what he did after that.  He built some homes and just made a living however they made 
a living. 

And daddy's side of the family, my grandfather was an early immigrant from Germany.  I think he 
had to flee.  It's my understanding he wrote something unpopular about maybe the Kaiser or 
something and thought it would be better to immigrate to the United States.  And my father's mother 
was from North Florida, many generations. 

When I was very young, daddy and I fished.  And then my uncle, who was a Gladesman from my 
mother's side of the family, Uncle Jimmy, he had been bugging us to go out and fish with him.  So 
finally one day to shut him up daddy said, Yeh we'll go, and we never stopped going….I love to 
see the Glades for the first time again through other people's eyes, being very young and see the 
water, and just seeing the woods, is just magical. 

Yeah there's buggy people and there's airboat people. And then there's some that do kind of both; 
we were buggy people.   

[The] Turner River Road has never been paved.  But it was put through— I mean it was filled, the 
rock road was, I believe about that period of time.  My husband said that it went as far as 
Wagonwheel Road and then it was fenced off.  The cattlemen had it fenced.  There was no road 
beyond that other than a—like a buggy trail beyond that.  You had to come in from the west 
heading east on Wagonwheel to—or from Tamiami Trail up that particular road.  You just couldn't 
go north of Wagonwheel on Turner River Road…. prior to 1960, I believe it—before the actual 
road was constructed, I'm sure there was some type of buggy type road, a more primitive road. 
Because they were starting to use—  Oh in the early 1920s they were using like Model-A's and that 
type of thing to get around out there.  Yeah, early kind of very rough trails.  The same as Tamiami 
Trail—at one time that was a route that—an east/south route that Indians and early settlers used.  As 
a matter of fact, Dave Balman's grandmother reportedly… went to Miami with an oxcart along that 
Tamiami Trail route way before the road was put in, before it was paved…. 

Well we're [Mrs. Powell and her husband Donny] fortunate to have a camp.  Formerly we had a 
squatter camp before the Park Service took them out, which was common for people to do.  It was 
just kind of wild land and if you liked it you just found a place and built a camp….  We had 
neighbor camps and long relationships with "neighbors" out there, some people that you 
wouldn't—you knew them for ages but you never saw them in town, and they were just your 
neighbors there…. This was… all over the Glades really but the Big Cypress primarily.  But the 
camps, the squatter camps, there's still some in the Water Conservation Area now that are protected 
by legislation.  And so at any rate, and then the Park Service took them out and we're fortunate to 
have a lease of a sort on a camp in a different area of the Turner River Unit.  And a lot of time all 
we do (laugh) is go to camp and mow the grass or maintain it or something, but hunting, kind of 
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hiking around, wildlife viewing.  Just riding with the buggy and wildlife you see is from birds to 
other species, and it's really a great opportunity to see critters.  There's always something to see and 
you're constantly looking for something.  So that's pretty well what we do.  Occasionally visit 
neighbors.  There aren't as many neighbors out there as there used to be because the Park Service 
took so many camps over.   

There are so many special places that our family has.  My husband was going out a long time and 
his brother, who was much older than him, was more of a father figure probably, they went out 
very early.  And there was one area long before it was banned or whatever, my husband had.  He 
was just a very young man.  He put some spikes in a cypress tree where he could climb the tree and 
look for deer or whatever.  And now the tree is much larger, the spikes are much higher….But that's 
a special place because when we took our young grandson there [and when] he saw [that tree] then 
he wanted to climb the tree.  And so that's—  But there's so many—so many special sights out there 
that, you know, especially where former camps are.  My husband's brother had a camp—couple 
brothers had a camp out there, my uncle had a camp, and those sites are important.  But the woods 
are just full of places where special things happen.  One of my other special places is the gator 
hole kind of behind…what was my daddy's camp.   

[The Everglades] It's part of who I am.  It defines who my family is, especially my husband, and it's 
just who we are.  I don't know how to put it in words, it's just who we are….  Like my husband's 
late friend would call him up every once in a while and say, I've got to see a cypress tree, and they 
would just go to the woods….  It takes you back to a more simple time….some camps are very 
elaborate with generators and stuff like that.  And ours, we have pitcher pumps.  And it's quite—it's 
quite an elaborate setup because we have a pitcher pump outside and a pitcher pump in the 
kitchen, which is convenient.  So it's just a simpler time, and it's just neat seeing all the wildlife. 

TOM SHIRLEY 
 

[My father] was a reporter for the newspaper and he 
worked for the oil companies.  One of his cousins was 
married to a real famous tropical fish breeder by the 
name of Bill Struckey.  So he wrote my father a letter.  He 
says, Shirley come to Florida; there's a mint to be made 
in tropical fish.  So the family packs up and we come to 
Florida.  So we go into the tropical fish business [in 
Miami in approximately 1932].  Miami was hard.  
People made, I think something like seven dollars a week, 
so it was really rough and tough.  But on the other hand, 

they were happy.  Everybody smiling and women out there doing the washing, singing, the guys 
working, building, whistling.  You don't hear those things anymore.  They didn't have all the 
pressures.  But it was great.  I remember butterflies, they was so plentiful that they used to sell butterfly 
kits.  You go into a store they got the nets, they got the frames, tell you just how to do everything 
because there was so many butterflies, which was very healthy, beautiful.  So things were different 
there compared to now well that's for sure. 
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He [Shirley’s father] went to New York, made contacts.  He was doing very [well.]  He made his 
own tropical fish colors and so forth.  And then in the thirties—latter thirties, we had an 
exceptionally cold front come through, and it froze the top of all his fish, fish pool.  So it killed 
everything that he had.  So we was out of the tropical fish business.  Then he went into—he made a 
little newspaper thing in Little River.  Then the war came, he went into construction. 

During the war, gasoline was rationed, and there was a fellow, a friend of the family, he was at 
Opa Locka Air Station and he could come by some fuel.  So he got 10 gallons of fuel.  We had a 
old Model A…..  So we was going to take a ride around Loop Road, which we did with [the] old 
Model A, ran out of gas.  We get [another] five gallons put in some more gas.  And away we 
went.  Okay, now these was back in hard times, couldn't get fuel and oil back there.  But I think 
back, and around Loop Road there was an enormous amount of people camping, fishing, 
picnicking, having a ball—having a lot of fun.  Now with the park and all the rangers, you can go 
all the way around the Loop and not see a single person.  

…it's extremely important and puts a great value in the life when a family can go to the woods.  
Like I have property out in the Big Cypress, and our greatest times is when family and my friends, 
we all go to woods.  And not hunting.  We all enjoy hunting, no—but there's hardly anything to hunt 
down there anymore because everything's been altered, mainly by water.  But anyway, our best 
times is to go out in the Everglades and camp and maybe ride our Hondas or whatever, sit around 
the campfire at night.  That's a great value.  I had a Everglades camp in the grass. this is in the 
Everglades in the grasslands, north of Alligator Alley.  I built that when I got on the game 
commission in 1955.  I was with the Florida Game Freshwater Fish Commission.  I got on in 1955 
and retired in 1986…  .I was in charge of the Everglades.  I was in charge of Everglades, the Big 
Cypress, the Ten Thousand Islands, and the Florida Keys. 

I had a camp in the saw grass.  I used that.  There's a base camp for the wildlife officers, to store 
stuff that we had to spend the night and work at nights and so forth, so it worked out good.  At the 
same time, my children, I let them—they grew up around there.  They loved it.  They dearly loved 
it….Of course, they're all old people now, but that—they think back, and it was the best time in their 
lives.  Some of them want to—when I die I want my ashes thrown out there.  So the Indians took that 
whole area over and I could no longer go there. 

I remember [the] first time we crossed the Everglades, and this was probably when I was four years 
old.  My father had to go to Tampa for some reason.  They always say it's a great danger to cross 
the Everglades at night because the bugs and the darkness and depth of the Everglades and all this 
here, so it was very important that planning a trip we wouldn't have to cross the Everglades at night.  
So my father, my sister, my brother, we was late on getting started.  So we crossed the Everglades 
at night.  And there were bugs—I mean the sky was just lit up with lightning bugs. We had to drive 
so many miles, we had ….  We wanted to be sure to carry a couple jugs of water, where you 
could clear off the windshield because there's so many bugs, and that was the truth.  So that was 
the first time that we crossed the Everglades at night. 

….when I started [working for the state] there was no dykes, no levees, no highways.  In other 
words, I could put in the Tamami Trail if I wanted to, I could go to Clewiston when I would go early 
on patrol, and that's when I had rinky-dink airboats.  But before the day's patrol was over, I'd go 
into sort of Dade, Broward, Palm Beach, Collier, Henry.  I'd hit all them things.  And I could run all 
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over the place without interference with dykes and levees or highways.  So I saw the Everglades as 
it originally was….A vast, vast area.  Back in the early days even your commercial airlines didn't 
even fly over it, because if they crashed, nobody could get to it.  So it was—adventurous, peace 
and quiet.  It's all undisturbed nature, as it was supposed to be.  Peace and quiet for sure. 

[The Everglades mean] Everything in the world [to Mr. Shirley.]  Everything.  I’ve got the camp years 
ago in the Big Cypress…. If I couldn’t go out to my camp once every week or two, I'd be in bad 
shape. 

I’m coming across the Everglades and I see an alligator there about eight foot long.  He looked 
skinny and poor.  I stopped.  I caught the alligator.  He caught me, wrapped his tail around my leg 
and I was—  When alligator starts to twist they got so much power, you turn loose of them, 
supposed to.  Well he was really starting to roll.  And he looked so weak I figured, Well I can 
overpower him.  That was a mistake.  Bam, he got my hand in his mouth.  So we hit the water and 
they start rolling….Yeah, the death roll. (laugh) And that's bad.  He could wring my arm right off.  
So as he rolls, I'm rolling with him, trying to keep up with him.  So finally he stopped after a while.  
So I'm laying there, my hand in his mouth, the nightmare come true, blood all over the place.  So 
finally the alligator just decided he'd turn loose. I've got a camp in the Big Cypress, big deal permit 
and all the regulations and all.  Okay they got laws now.  Well because you're the owner you can 
have a permit to go out there.  But that don't mean your kids do.  Now my kids want to come out to 
my camp…. They're supposed to get a permit, okay.  Next day they go out, they're supposed to 
get a permit.  Now that can break somebody's spirit.  So that's the future.  There isn’t anybody 
going to be left to fight for the Everglades if the people can't get out there and feel it and see it and 
enjoy it.  They killed the spirit.  They've already done that around Loop Road. 

Well I can still ride [in the Big Cypress National Preserve.]  In other words, I can still be a wildlife 
officer legally, which…. I can go.  But I can't take my kids with me.  That would be against the law.  
The only thing I can do is ride a road—a road along a canal that doesn't belong to the 
government.  I can do that.  I can take a canoe, for which I do—I can take a canoe and go through 
the Cypress, which we enjoy that.  But at least I got ten acres there that's all mine.  And we can 
camp and we can socialize and we can have a fire and we can fish from that little pond. 

JACK SWITZER 

I was born in Dade County in 1928 [and] grew 
up in Dade County… My father built us a home 
here…. my mother lived in the panhandle of 
Florida and my father was from Buffalo, New 
York.  [He was a] brick mason….My 
occupation is electrician. 

Well, my father used to go out there [to the 
Everglades] to practice shooting with his gun 
and I'd see snakes and alligators and they'd 
scare you to death.  I didn't start going out there 
until I was about eleven.  And a friend of mine, 
his father went out.  We'd go out there fishing.  
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It's like going out in the prehistoric days, you know, everything was like prehistoric, hadn't changed 
in billions of years.  And it was kind of scary, for a kid anyway. We'd go down to Loop Road, 
which originally was a trail and they bypassed a 40-mile Bend with a new trail.  The old trail 
was—went down there through Pinecrest and around that way and out at Monroe Station.  That 
was the original trail, but they bypassed that 40-mile bend….well back then, they'd dig a canal to 
create the road.  And there was always a canal alongside every road, and there was always 
fishing. 

As we got older, we started hunting.  We'd go out there and hunt in the Cypress.  We'd walk for 
days and never see a deer, then walk days and you'd never get close enough to shoot at one of 
them.  Then you'd walk days before you ever thought you'd hit one.  So it was about eight years 
before I got my first deer after I started hunting. 

We'd walk with no camping gear.  We'd just crawl up under some Palmettos and keep the dew 
off of us for the night, hope the red bugs didn't get us.  And start walking next day.  If we ever killed 
a deer, we'd have to be able to haul him out… .That was some rough days…. Years later, we 
bought a jungle hammock and we started sleeping in the jungle hammock. 

In '47 I built my first airboat, I started duck hunting, and that was in Dade County…. Well back 
then, anyone that wanted to travel the Everglades had to build the equipment to do it with.  The 
airboats back then were Model-A engines, little small boats.  I built mine a little bigger boat with a 
V-8 engine and I could have a little more power, I could go places that the Model-As couldn't go…. 
There was so many ducks out there that—  There [were not] any game laws.  You just go out and 
get what you wanted to eat and that was it. 

The whole area [the Everglades] it's been there for millions of years and nature created it like it is, 
and wildlife and plant life, feed a lot of deer and animals and stuff and plenty of food out there for 
wildlife.  Like I say, years ago, they didn't enforce game laws because there were plenty of 
wildlife—deer, ducks, all kind of birds and such—frogs and whatever.  Now that it's so populated, 
they had to set game laws so you don't take more than the land would produce. 

… we used to hunt the Fakahatchee [Strand.]  They logged that years ago.  There's old tram roads 
and log dragging trails.  And there's a lot of deer out there, turkey, a lot of deer, turkey, alligators.  
A lot of animals out there, the Fakahatchee.  The main road out there was Jane’s Scenic Drive.  I 
don't know how many miles it went out there, about 11, 12 miles…. It's on Highway 29…. about 
five miles north of Tamiami Trail…. There's a restaurant there.  They called it Jane’s Restaurant.  And 
right across the street is this little paved road and then it cuts off of Rock Road.  And that used to be 
Cypress logging.  They had a railroad track that ran back there for dragging the logs out. 

…they used to have farms in the Everglades, tomato farms especially…. And along the highways 
were tomato farms, just thousands of acres of tomato farms.  But the big businesses used to cut 
down the Cypress trees, selling the trees for lumber.  The cypress in Collier County, they've logged 
that from one end to the other.  There's trees out there they've cut that's over eight feet across. 

[Sig Walker is] the one that created the Everglades Conservation and Sportsman’s Club.  Sig and 
his brother talked the guy that owned the land into selling it and they created a club.  I joined it 
about two years after it was created.  And all it was is an old house, an old diesel generator…. 
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They bought 20 acres and they built a clubhouse and bathrooms and kitchen and everything else 
out there.  And when I was president, I talked them into buying the acreage behind it on each side 
of it.  We had 80 acres.  Then when the park took over, they didn't want any club or anybody in 
that land.  So we gave them half the land to let us keep that 20 acres for the club.  We had a fire 
tower on the land and of course it was open all the time for hunters and game commissioners and 
everything else.  This is [located] about a quarter of a mile south of Monroe Station, on Loop 
Road…. That club was started in 1950….  It's been used continuously since 1950. 

Well they [club members] would fight forest fires.  Anybody went down in an airplane or anybody 
got lost, they have search parties.  And when a land would dry during dry season, they'd go out 
with dynamite and blast water holes for the animals to drink.  And when the Northeast Airlines 
plane went down, I was president then and the president is head of the rescue committee.  And they 
called me to go out there and see if anybody was still alive.  And the government stepped in [and] 
said, Nobody goes out there, dead or alive, no one out there.  And Sig Walker made out like he 
was going home, went down the road a little ways further, took some news media with him.  He 
went around the back way and checked to see if anybody was alive and they weren't; they were 
dead.  And the news media took pictures.  And the next day they came out in the newspaper.  And 
the FBI wanted to know what plane flew over that area, because it's outlawed to planes and 
everything.  And it wasn't a plane, It was a halftrack, a small halftrack.  Sig took them out there.  
They should have seen flashbulbs all over the ground.  (laughter) Because he checked to see if there 
was anybody was alive. 

PEARL AND BOB WAGGONER [MOTHER AND SON] 

PEARL WAGGONER:  I was born in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, in 1927, and I've always been a 
housewife. (laugh) 

BOB WAGGONER: I was born 1947, November 
14th and was born in Fort Myers, Florida.  That 
was the only hospital at the time that was here.  
And I'm a plasterer and a commercial fisherman 
by trade….  I fished all here up and all the way to 
Louisiana all the way around to North Carolina.  
PEARL: Some of them [relatives] were from 
Georgia.  They lived in Georgia, but we've 
always lived in Florida. I was raised on the East 
Coast. Port Salerno, Florida….that's where I 
stayed until I met my husband and got married 
and we moved to Naples. 

PEARL:  Well, he [Pearl’s father] hunted all over, but different places on the east coast you could hunt 
over there.  And that was years and years ago.  I remember going, but I don't remember where we 
went. (laugh)….  We always ate the meat, but…it was more of a sport… for us to go hunting and 
fishing and all.  That's all we've ever done (laugh) are outside things….  We used to use a jeep 
because we used to go right out here in Golden Gate [Estates] to hunt.           
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BOB:  Yeah well right here where Home Depot [in Golden Gate Estates in Naples] is right here up 
on Airport [Road], that's where we used to live, Pine Street right over here Naples Steel Products… 
and Home Depot where it is right now is where you used to go in the woods.  And it'd be five to 
six feet of water right here in the woods…. And we used to hunt over here where Publix is off of 
Santa Barbara.  That was our camp years ago, so it's been a while.  BOB:  Most of the time we 
were out here, we was all kids and you stayed at the camp with the kids.  But we leased the land 
right here going to Everglades at Dan House Prairie they called it, and built us a nice camp there 
and camped there for quite a few years.  That's when you started hunting.  PEARL: For a long time I 
used to go with my husband on his birthday and we'd walk hunt and he would kill a deer every 
year on his birthday.  But I wasn't yet hunting then, I just would go with him on trips.  BOB:  Killed 
your [first] deer on Thanksgiving Day.  PEARL:  Yeah.  Thanksgiving morning, I'll never forget how 
pretty that buck was coming down the prairie.  And I was in a big old tall cypress tree because then 
you could—(laughter)….  Then you could put spikes in the trees, which you can't do now.  And we 
would have to climb up and they had you a little seatbelt up there.  And that's where I was when I 
killed my buck, my first one.  

BOB:  Still going at 81.  PEARL:  I still go.  Every time I get a chance I go.    PEARL:  But I worry 
about the alligators because they are something that—they get so big and now they're catching 
people.  You hear them catching people everywhere.  BOB:  I know.  Well, they're primitive and 
they're— 

PEARL:  And that's their home there, so you got to put up with them…. 

BOB:  Yeah, live with them. 

PEARL:  But I am afraid of them…. People make it bad for everybody because they feed them and 
you're not supposed to feed them.  And they connect you with food, I think.   BOB:  Yeah.  PEARL:  
And so they're told not to feed them, but you will see people throwing things in there to them, which 
makes it bad.  But sometimes I hear something around my tent, I get up and look to see (laugh) if 
it's one of them crawling around.  And my girlfriend, one evening she was laying in her tent and 
she said she kept seeing her tent come in like that.  And she said that she looked and this alligator 
was right there.  She said she screamed (laugh) and run out of there.  But her boyfriend just was 
coming up and he said, What in the world's wrong?  She said, That alligator's coming (laugh) in 
the tent with me.  So boy he ran him back into the water.  But they're kind of brazen, the alligators 
are, and I am afraid of them.  (laughter) I try to stay out of their way and—  BOB:  Just like the 
gators, some comes in there and they say, Oh get these gators out of here and….  That's their home 
out there and we're going out there.  We've got to live with them and hunt, and that's their place.  
We’ve just got to accept them…. 
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ARTHURINE WILSON 

-With Additional Comments by her son Butch Wilson 

ARTHURINE WILSON: I was born in Okeechobee County just out toward Fort Pierce January 6, 
1927.  And I worked in the post office some before I married and then after that in grocery stores 
and then a housewife.  About six or seven generations [of her family have lived in Florida].  My 
grandparents and my mother and brothers and sisters came down from up near Pensacola, on the 

covered wagon, came down around Fountain, Florida, somewhere 
in that area….  They came to Okeechobee later.  I don't know what 
year they came there, but that's where we were when I was born. 

I lived in Okeechobee… then they [Arthurine’s family moved to] 
Canal Point, right out the other side of Canal Point…. my dad made 
moonshine at that time. (laughter)….  During the Depression, and they 
had to make a living….  But anyway, when they came down on the 
covered wagon, mother said that they had their beds and all in there 
and they would—they had two teams of oxen and two wagons….  
Granddaddy would have the beds all set up and he would build a 
campfire and grandmother would cook and they would get out and 
sing around the fire, and they just enjoyed it.  And then after my 
mother married…[they lived at] the Ridge up at Canal Point, where I 
remember my dad making moonshine….  They [federal agents] 
would come out.  And I remember they came out one time and asked 
mother where he [Arthurine’s father] was.  She said, I don't know and 
I wouldn’t tell you if I did.  But anyway, they would come in—with 
axes and everything and just tear up the stills.   

Well one time they [federal agents] came out checking my uncle.  He lived next door to us and they 
would take long rods and stick in the ground hunting, see where they had buried it.  And my uncle's 
wife, they had a little baby and she was going to try to go and let them know that they were there 
so they wouldn't catch them and she kept pinching the baby and making it cry, told them she had to 
go get the baby some milk so she took off and let them know.  And when they [the moonshiners] 
would come out sometimes… they would have hogs or something and. sometimes they would just 
dump it [the moonshine] in there [the slop buckets for the hogs] if they had some on hand to keep 
[the agents] from finding it.  Probably made the hogs drunk. 

[Arthurine’s father also used to hunt alligators in Lake Okeechobee and the adjacent canals. He 
used a “gator boat” to hunt.] 

BUTCH WILSON:  That's what they all used because they were very maneuverable.  They could go 
into tight places.  And a lot of areas wasn't developed so with these small boats, they could pick 
them up, carry them and walk to the next little gator hole or whatever….  There was one in South 
Bay, an old timer had one when I was a kid.  So they just made these little flat bottom, small boats 
that was easy to transport, easy to pole.  And they didn't get out there and try to make long runs; it 
was just going from Point A to Point B and they were very, very light and maneuverable. 
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BISHOP WRIGHT, JR. 

I was born right downtown [West Palm Beach] in 1965 at a place called Good Sams Hospital….  
My father was born in Alabama, but grew up as a kid off of 45th Street….  He had a Model-A 
swamp buggy and he traveled all of these woods here we're looking at.  This is all the Grassy 
Waters Preserve.  And he traveled all of this area, just drove out to the end of the street, which is less 
than a mile from his house, and unloaded his airboat or his buggy, and depending on the water 
table and struck out to go enjoy nature and wildlife. 

This… boat ramp was created in the fifties. 
[The interview with Mr. Wright took place 
in Grassy Waters Preserve, Palm Beach 
County.]  This is where my dad and all the 
pioneers, all my dad's generation, this is 
where they came to recreate, which was 
taken away from them in, I think the late, 
about '78, 1978.  This was taken away 
because a well-known canoeist had a 
problem with the airboaters coming here.  
There used to be a restroom facility [that is] 
still over here.  But this parking lot and all 
of this, was basically an airboater's 
paradise.  We never really needed a fancy 

paved parking lot like this.  We always unload off—  We still do, unload off the side of the road in 
different areas like that.  But over here is a canoe ramp that has been turned in—which was an 
airboat ramp that was turned into a canoe facility, and all of this wood dock here was a white, 
pristine sand beach that airboaters parked up on.  And basically, where the road we just came 
down, North Eighth Boulevard, used to be called West Lake Park Road.  It was a two-lane road, 
and I'm going to show you on the way back where there was a wooden bridge.  That wooden 
bridge, I remember when I was a kid, there was an alligator laying across that wooden bridge for 
probably two hours one day and we couldn't go either way….  I was with my mom and she didn't 
have the gumption—and I was probably seven or eight years old—to move the alligator out of the 
road… that road that we just came on… some of the nastiest mud holes in the world (laugh) are in 
this place right here.  

I'm actually president right now of the Florida Airboat Association.  But I'm a charter member of the 
Florida Sportsmen's Conservation Association, which was founded in 1994. 

The Everglades?  It means everything to me…. if I didn't have the Everglades when I was a kid I 
would probably be a couch potato. (laughter)  Not that I don't have a computer today, but I 
wonder what would have kept me out of trouble when I was a kid… if kids today had this as their 
backyard, they actually could go in and fish… they wouldn't be looking to rob houses and shoot 
each other and hanging out on the streets selling drugs and doing all this crazy stuff they do, 
because you could come waste a lot of energy out here just walking around and being a part of 
this—fishing and just hanging out and enjoying nature like you should be.   
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In all actuality, in 1954 when we started the Florida Sportsmen's Conservation Association, I had a 
goal that— And I don't ever think I set a year… to preserve what I did when I was a kid for the next 
generation to be able to do when they were a kid.  And I failed dramatically.  I mean, when I was 
a kid, they actually didn't have a helicopter, they actually didn't have this chain link fence.  All they 
had was signs.  And as long as you didn't have a firearm, you could slip in here and go fishing.  
And the whole thing was, you weren't allowed in here.  But there was no patrolman, no 
enforcement….  But today, if a kid goes in here to go fishing today, he'll have a record, he'll have 
a hundred dollar fine, his parents are going to be mad at him.  So I look at what we've lost.  So I 
look at what we've gained.  When my dad was a kid he'd ride out here in his airboat and we'd 
literally catch the frogs off… the boat and we'd throw them in a bag and we'd go to some of his 
holes out here and just drop them in and catch fish until we were tired of that hole and we'd move 
to the other hole….  What the Everglades mean to me is it's a part of my life.  I didn't play football, 
I didn't play any sports like that in school.  I hunt and fished every hour or every minute that I had 
that I wasn't in school….  And I still do.  I just have to do it in a different way and a different style.  
So it's my life, I guess is what it is to me….  And I guess if I didn't have the Glades and all of this to 
go, just get away from—you hear that sound, the cars and the roads?  I mean, I can go get deep 
into the Glades and I can hear nothing but bird’s….It's nothing but birds and frogs and quail and 
deer, and everything speaks to you.  I can get that deep into the Everglades and just forget about 
where or what got me here, the money that I got the gas to get out there that far, to get out there.  So 
that's what the Glades means to me.  It's just—  It's my life, I guess.  And I'd starve to death if 
memories are all I ever had of the Glades. 

In the Glades, I started out as a kid, I had a Jeep buggy and I followed my dad around in here….  
And later I got introduced to the Corbett area, moved on to where—as you get older, you start 
doing… what you're supposed to be doing and you follow the rules, and I moved over into the 
Corbett area.  But as a kid, I had a swamp buggy.  And I was probably everybody's best friend in 
high school because on Saturday or Sunday—I didn't have to buy gas for my buggy.  All my 
friends come with five-gallon cans.  Let's go for a ride to the Glades.  Let's enjoy it.  And so I was 
like—everybody wanted to go with me, and that was my life back then.  I look at it today to think I 
have to go weld that buggy or turn a wrench on it or replace the battery, I'm like, agh.  But back 
then it was, You know what, that isn’t quite right.  Let's rebuild this and let's get it done before the 
weekend so we can go do something….  And I started out with a jeep buggy and got to a swamp 
buggy.  And the swamp buggy era is dying….  There's more swamp buggies today than there was 
ten years ago.  But there's probably 10 percent of [the] opportunity today than there was 10 years 
ago….[for lands available to take swamp buggies.]  

My definition of a Gladesman is someone that would rather go to the woods than go to Walt 
Disney World... A true Gladesman is someone that has spent more time in the woods than 
probably—spare time.  We all have jobs and we all probably spend more time at our job than 
anything.  But a true Gladesman is someone that has to go to the woods, say once a month to get a 
fix.  I mean, you just can't live without it.  That's my definition of a true Gladesman, and I can name 
a couple hundred of them. 

When my dad was out here [present-day Grassy Waters Preserve] they all had camps.….  It was 
nothing more than a screened-in room and it was nothing more than a barbeque grill and maybe a 
couple of Coleman stoves and so forth.  And they would come out and that's where they would fish 
and frog all night or all day or hunt in the morning and the evening.  And they would just come 
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back there mostly to get out of the mosquitoes and get out of the bad—the element of weather and 
get a little rest, fuel back up to go back out and enjoy a little bit more of life. 

Today I still even hunt hogs… when I was a kid… I had 15 dogs when I was 20 years old, today I 
have one (laugh), mostly because it isn't worth feeding 15dogs… for the opportunity that's here 
today.  But I hunt alligators, I hunt deer, I hunt birds, and I occasionally hunt hogs, but, hog 
hunting… it's the hardest of hunting.  Whereas deer hunting, I can go out there and find a nice trail 
and I can sit up on it and I can wait for the deer to come by and harvest him.  And as we're 
alligator hunting, we ride along in the airboat and we pick through what we want because…. I 
only hunt big alligators…. 

[Discussion about the diversity of the contemporary Gladesmen Culture]  I have friends of mine that 
are lawyers, friends that are construction workers, friends that are restaurant cooks, friends that are 
property manager’s… firemen.  I can honestly say it's all walks of life. I guess that’s how we survive 
there too.  If we need something, it's a phone call away.  You know, alligator hunting this year on 
the Kissimmee River….  I made a foolish mistake and I sunk my airboat in 12 foot of water.  Okay, 
it was all driver error…. But it was midnight when I did it.  Well it's a two-hour ride from here, 
okay.  My phone went in the water.  Another friend of mine come up in another boat and said, 
Bishop, what are you doing?  I said, My boat's down there.  Oh man.  So we used his phone and 
called my wife, because it took two airboats to pull my boat out of the water.  And at two o'clock 
in the morning, I had probably 15 friends there…. I had 15 friends that drove two, two-and-a—half 
hours, one of them my dad, (laugh) to come there and help rescue me.  And I don't know where 
you could find 15 friends in the whole wide world to come rescue you and be back [at the] boat 
landing before the sun comes up…. 

And I would do it and not because they helped me but I've gone and done it to help others like them 
at any hour or any day of the night.  If something happened to them right now and they needed 
help, I mean I would go….  Because, you know, there's nobody else.  You can't call AAA, you 
can't call the wrecker.  There's no one else out there that's going to come get you.  So I guess that's 
why we're such a knit tight group for that reason.  We'd help anybody.  We would help a canoeist 
that was stranded…. Someone called and said, Look we got a canoeist that got lost, could you 
help?  There'd be five airboaters or five Gladesmen show up right now, whatever it would take to 
help that person.  And I guess that's just the way we are because we all know one day that'll 
happen.  One day we'll be in that predicament and we'll need help too and there's no one else 
come get [you]. 

The Gladesmen are the eyes and ears [of the Everglades.]  There's no one, no one in this whole 
world could care more about a piece of property than a Gladesman.  No one.  I don't care who 
you are…. It's the heart and soul.  And so the little bit of impact that we may make, is a drop in the 
bucket to what we preserve and protect.  
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SUMMARY 

These oral accounts of Gladesmen life, past and present, and the other interviews on file at the 
Division of Historical Resources, clearly show a living cultural group that is closely tied to the natural 
environment.  For some it was cultural way of life that was entered into and adopted by choice, but 
for many the cultural traditions spawned in this environment constituted a multi-generational way of 
life that one was born into.  In both situations, Gladesmen are eager to pass their cultural traditions 
of hunting, fishing, their love of nature in the Everglades, their sense of the past and of their 
community on to the next generation.  The identification of cultural places where traditions are 
maintained and where information exchanges can occur are central to the purpose of this study.  
While these oral accounts have touched on Gladesmen identity, alligator hunting, and more, they 
are threaded with references to tangible places that are linked to Gladesmen heritage, e.g., Loop 
Road, Fakahatchee, fish camps both commercial and private, and lodges, etc.  The next chapter 
describes these central places within the CERP area that represent cultural continuity among the 
Gladesmen.  
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VI. RESOURCE TYPES 

Within the Gladesmen Culture are sites of importance that reflect the history, characteristics, 
attitudes, and purpose of the  group.  In keeping with the Guidelines for Evaluating and 
Documenting Traditional Cultural Properties (Parker and King 1990), examples of properties 
possessing the characteristics of a TCP are those of: 

a rural community whose organization, buildings and structures, or patterns of land use 
reflect the cultural traditions valued by its long term residents. 

Using this definition, the properties important to the Gladesmen Culture that represent potential TCPs 
fall under the functional categories of commercial sites, non-commercial sites, 
waterways/roadways.  These descriptive categories were derived to classify those properties 
identified as important to Gladesmen during field visits and informant interviews.  The physical 
characteristics and associated qualities that define each property type as such are discussed below 

COMMERCIAL SITES 

A commercial site, in respect to this project, is a privately owned enterprise located in or adjacent 
to the CERP project area that has historically been frequented and utilized by members of the culture 
in connection with the pursuit of Gladesmen activities.  Commercial sites significant to the 
Gladesmen Culture include fish camps, hunting and fishing outfitters, trading posts, private 
campgrounds, and grocery/supply stores.  In addition to providing necessary backcountry 
supplies, gasoline, and all things necessary to access the backcountry, these establishments serve 
several other functions.  Many stores, camps, and campgrounds are meeting points for trips into the 
Everglades and also provide a place for Gladesmen to meet, socialize, and share camaraderie.  
Places such as Mack’s Fish Camp, Camp Mack, and Trails Lake Campground are historically 
associated with the Gladesmen Culture and hold real significance to them.  These properties are 
places where memories were made and cultural practices learned, and some provided the location 
of a boy or girl’s first exposure to the Everglades.  One of the owners of Mack’s Fish Camp told the 
project ethnographer that some deceased customers of the camp have had their ashes spread over 
the area.  A discussion of each of these types follows. 

FISH CAMPS 

Fish camps are properties that historically had both commercial and recreational uses.  Early 
twentieth century fish camps owned by commercial fishing companies often served as the place for 
employees to have a meal, take shelter, and to skin fish (Butch Wilson, personal communication 
2008).  




