Dania Memories

Danin, Broward County’s oldest in-
corporated city, was onginally settled
primarily by Danes from Denmark,
and was nestled on what later became
Federal Highway, eightiesn miles
north of Miami and about four miles
south of Fort Lauderdale. In the early
diys its residents were mostly farmers
who plonted their crops in the East
Marsh one season and the West the
next. Dania, like the rest of soathern
Florida, has three planting seasons,
whereas northern states only have one
because of the frozen ground.

My parents, Heney G, and Bernice
Beasley, settled in Danin in 1907, com-
ing from Tampa, where my sister
Hertha had been born the yVenr hefore,
They were no strangers to the lower
east coast, having met and married in
Miami. In Dania, Papa bought an acre
lot with a big frame house with a wide
verandn across the front and a big,
high, pointy tin roof. When it rained,
the pitter-patier of drops on that reof
waould lull us to sleep. 1 was born in
that honse in 1910,

Life was much different in those
days before radie, television, and air
conditioning. Few people even had
telephones, and we had no warning if
a hurricane was coming, buf we made
out alright. Like most Danians, Papa
farmed. In the fields he grew comm,
turnips, tomatoes, and, ot times, straw-
berries. Im later wears Danin was

by GLADYS COOLEY

jl.llﬂgl!d. “the Tomatos E:Lpa'iui aof the
World,” and held that distinetion until
the 19508, when the intrusion of salt
water made farming decline.

In the big barn in back of our howse,
Fapn kept the horse, mules, wagon,
and feed supplies. The black hired
hands came early each morning to
drive the wagons out into the feld
whire Fup h.t-pl'. fertilizer ond feed I
a shack which also had » well for
water. Haising a crop took plenty of
fertilizer, and we were in debi to Ar
mour and Company until the season

ended, Then we had money in the
hank.

At dusk the wagons came rolling in
from the field. | wounld rush out to mest
Pap who rode im on horseback, He
would always pull me up in the saddle
ine front of him for o ride to the barn,
Fannie, sur bird dog, would follow,
barking all the way.

One day Fannie wandered down to
Main Street, which is now the Federal
Highway, where she was hit by an auto,
She dragged herself home, laid on the
porch where she liked to lay on hot

When Gladys Cooley was born in Dania in 1910, the small agrieulinral
town had only been incorporated for six vears and was still part of Dade
Counky.

Mre, Coolex's "Memaories” of her childhood provide a rare, eyowitness
view of everyday Iife for o Danda farm family during the 1910z, Her clear
recollections of her earlicst years are preserved here in colorful descriptions
of local personalities and sites and such distinctive regional experiences
as fomato pﬂ-{!'kfﬂ.i', a EHEit ﬂ'ﬂ-.lﬂ Lominole Indians, and o trip across the
Intracoastal Waterway by boat fo the beach. With these are Mended
remembrances of more priversal phenomena, including Model T Fords,
wod-burning stoves, and kerosene lamps whick will spark the memory
of anyone wha lved through this period,

These priceless reminescences fill the human side af history so often
russing from the wrilten record. Mre, Cooley left Dania when she was stell
small, but she has returned to Broward County in recent years, and presently
makes ker home in Fort Laederdale,
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Henry G. Beasley, photographed in Minmi, c. 1919,

summer days, and dicd, She was Pop's
favorite hird -:ir&-g. and he missed her
tervibly when quail, dove, and deer
season began. When Pop was ready to
g0 hunting, Mom always packed him
n big hamper of food, He would pack
all hiz gear and head off into the Ever
glades for dava. When he got home he
brought us all sorts of good food.

Mom always kept busy too. Beside
keeping house, she went sach week (o
the Ladies’ Aid, Missionary Circle, and
the Quilting Bes, where the ladies
worked fast to finish a quilt each week.

Mr. Willers, who had come from Ger-
many vears before, ran the general
store, where anything from clothes to
pins, to groceries, vard goods, and drugs
could be had, Mr. Willers lived ap-
stairs above the store. That tall gen-
eral store building still stands today.

Mr. Willers would shuffle around,
teving to please everyone, while the
customers stood in circles, talking.
From time to time, they would stop
talking, shake their kids and tell them
to stop running all over, so that they

Bernice Beasley (left) and Henry Beasley :!;::il:':uilthsgml.*?ure{?qd ﬁndnlut-.-.-l_m{
{right) at a family gathering in Miami in later g Lo Were dmng or HEnnIOgE
years, All photos on this page courtesy of Tha Indiss would also look wt tha

Glodys Beasley Cooley. lateat pattern book from Sears and
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Rocbuck of Chiengo and buy varda of
material for dresses or curtains, All
the while the men sat on a bench out
fromt, talking to each other, waiting for
their wives, and eyeing everything or
anybody that passed.

After wisiting Mr, Willers, Mama
would hurry home with a new pattern,
sure that no one else had it She would
sew non=stop until the dress was fin-
ished nnd then stroll downtown for
admiring glances,

My grandmother on Mom's gide was
Bpanish. Her mother came from Min-
orea, an island off the const of Spain,
In Saint Augustine, where Mom was
borm, there are many Minoreans, maost
of whose ancestors came bo Florida in
1768, as part of & colony established
by Dr. Andrew Turnball at Mew Smye-
na. The old fort known as the Castillo
de San Marcos, many statues, narrow
girestz, and the oldest house in the
United States all make Saint Augus-
tine very pretty. In 1984, my daughter
may have found the cemetery where
her greatgrandmother was buried in
1885, My grandmaother died at the age
of thirly-nine.

Papa had ancestors of Scotch, Eng-
lish, and Irish origin. When I was grow-

as

c. 1913-14.

Charles Willers® store on Main Street (later Dixie
Highway and U.5. Highway #1) in downtown Dania,

ing up, Mom told me many things
about our family's past which I cannot
now remember.

After church and dinner on Sunday
afternoon, Mom would hitch up old
Nell, our white horse, for a ride to the
cemetery to place flowers on our loved
ones' graves, Then we would stop at
Gearge Hinekley's hammock, later
known as Wyldwood, and pick rose
apples, smell the flowers, gaze at the
picnickers under the big live oaks
and palm trees, and then trot home,

Papa seldom went on these Sunday
drives, He preferred to rest on the big
leather couch that he had Mom order
from Sears in Chicago. [ clearly re-
member the excitement of going to
the depot every day leoking for it to
COMmE,

Muodel-T Forda and motorcveles were
popular in these early vears, It was a
banner day when Pop brought home
a Ford. We gathered around the new
car, “pohing” and “shing,” getting in
and sitting down. Right away, Mom
wanted Lo drive the car, To please her,
Fop sat her in the driver's seat and
showed her how it operated. The only
entrance to the early medel Fords was
on the passenger side, Soon after we

got the car, Mom was driving it for
short distances,

One day, Mom looked at the shiny
pew car sitting in the barn. Then she
started dressing me in my going-out
clothea. “"We are going places,” she
gaid, “but we won't tell Pop.” Mom: st
Sister in the driver's seat, and, looking
very serious, wiggled the levers on the
steering wheel. Une was the spark; the
other wis the gns, She put me in the
back seat, then walked out to crank the
car, telling Sister to pull down the gas
lever when it started.

Mom, wearing a big hat tied down
with a scarf, a long skirt and gloves,
swung the crank around a couple
times, and the engine started. She
jumped into the car, pushing Sister
over, and got behind the wheel. Slowly
we moved away from the barn.

Sister kept hollering, “Mom, where
are we going?" as we atarted down the
ropd. Seon we were passing wagons,
a few cara, and stragglers walking
along the road waving for a ride. Mom
waved back and kept on going, telling
ue children, *'We will shop some in Fort
Lauderdale.”

To get into downtown Fort Laoder-
dale we crossed over Mew River on an
ald single-lane wooden bridge at
Andrews Avenoe, On the north side of
the river, the street formed a circle
This circle was formed by Andrews
Avenue on the east, Wall Street on the
north, Brickell Avenus on the west,
and North New River Drive on the
south, By going in one end of the circle
WL eould purl:. xhup, and exit from
the other end without turning around.

Brickell Avenue, downiown Fori Lauderdale, e
1914,
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Inside a Dania tomato packing house, e. 1910s-1920s,

I can still remember the many pret-
ties we saw that day—things that Mr.
Willers didn't have in Dania, Leaving
n store laden with bundles, Mom
stopped to buy us each an ice cream
cane, then bondled us into the ear,

Climbing in, she adjusted the levers,
then walked out to crank—one, two,
three—hut the cor wouldn't start. Then
a fine looking gentleman, who looked
|:i:|'lE Clark I'_':ahle. w:ﬂ'kl:i:l :I'mma neaﬂ:.:.r
store and said, "I hate to see o fine
lady cranking a car: let me” He
crinked, and this time the ear started
right off. Mom thanked the man kindly,

We moved ont around the eirele and
back over the bridge, home-bound,
tired and happy. Looking out the rear
view window we saw, placed along the
roidside, big pictures of Pearl White
tied on the railrond track, advertising
the picture show, as it was called then,

After we got home, Mom eooldn't
keep her secret. That night, laughing
with her dark eves flashing, she told
Pop nbout our trip. He reached out,
patting her dark hair which was coiled
in & big bun, nnd said, “You done that,
and you don't know how to back up!”
Maom said, “T just went where [ didn't
hawve to back.”

Washday at our house began when
Rose, our black maid, walked out to the
woodpile to get kindling woeod to start
i fire under the boiling pot, which sat

up on stones. She would put the clothes
into the pot, whites first, and then
punch them down into the boiling
witter with a broom handle or a big
stick. When they were ready, she would
run a stick through the handles and
across the top of the boiling pot. Mom
would help her earry the tub (o a wash
bench, where she removed the clothes,
rubbed them on a board, rinsed them,
and hung them out to dry.

The blacks, or Negroes as they were
usually called in those davs, lived west
of the railroad tracks, and had to bhe
there by sundown. If a black woman
worked in white town after dark she
had to carry identification explaining
why she was thare.

One day Hose was ironing while I
lay on the floor playing. Looking up
at Rose, I said, “Why are you so black
and I'm white?" She said, " Land sakes,
chile. It's the way the Good Lord
made me, same as He made you
white,” Mom told me about that con-
wersation yvears later. She had over
heard our discussion.

Mom always wore a big hat, long
sleeves and gloves when she warked
in her roses and crotons, for southern
ladies wanted a peaches and cream
complexion. Sun tan was unheard of
then,

“Picking” fime was always hectic,
glirring up the whale town. Farmers

worried if they would get their price,
and if after the bills were paid and the
tomatoes sold, they would still be
nhead. Ladies usunlly visited Mom
nsking if she was packing this partic-
ular season. The tvmatoes had to roll
an time to the big packing houses close
o the rnilway, so they could be packed
and shipped while still green.

The packing houses were long
wooden sheds with high roofs. Inside
were long rolling beltz and long, low
benches, where the packers atood. The
packer had, placed beside him, a crate
divided into four parts, Quick as light-
ning, he would grab a tomato from the
ealling belt, while with the ather hand
he grabbed o tissue, wrapped the to-
mata, placed it in the crate, and re
peated this process until all four
compartments were full. Then he
would reach into his apron pocket and
remove a number which he would place
on the crate of between the bhoskets,
He would set that erate behind him on
anocther low table and then grab an-
other crate, Thus, at the end of the
day he knew how many crates he had
packed and how much money he
had made.

Umne year, Mama had decided not to
pack until Pop ran in one night, all
cxcited, and told ws that one of his
packers had taken sick, and a replace-
ment was desperately needed.

Early the next morning Rose did
not come to care for me, a0 Mom took
me along to the packing house and sat
me on a bench nenr her, She worked
fast, but by noon | was restless, so she
took me home. I staved with Rose the
next day, and for quite a few days until
the packing was done and the toma-
toes were rolling on their way across
the country.,

Char stove seldom went oot sinee we
uged it for cooking, heating and for
bath water. In Florida, the tempera-
ture can drop suddenly in winter,
nlthough it is not long before the
weather warms up again, Sister and
I had our baths in & tub in feont of
the stove, On cold mornings we could
hear Mama and Pop laughing about
who would get up in the cold to get
the stove going. Mom osually won,
and we could hear Pop lifting up the
grates and putting in the kindling
wood, We would snuggle down under
Mom's warm quilts until the stove
warmii the room, When we deesaed in
front of the stove, our fromts were
warm bt oaur derrieres were cald!

All morning, Mom oused the stove to
cook a big dinner—enkes, pies, greens,
corn bread, biscuits, pork or beef. On
the farm we were alwavs up early,
worked hard, and had a big dinner,
then cold leftovers for supper. Some of
the field hands vsually came ap to the
howse to eatl dinner and =et out under
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the big mulberry or guava trees. Pop
would take their food out to them,
Cthers stayved out in the field eating
rice and pork ribs=—soul food—{rom
their tin beckets.

Sister and I liked store-bought bread
for snacks. If we turned up our noses
at the table, Pop would bellow, “We
haven"t got mocking-bied tongue on
toast—eat!” We ate.

The Seminole Indians lived in ehie-
kees out in the Everglades, often called
the “River of Grass.” There, on ham-
mecks nmidst flooded glades, streams
and coanals, they built their chickess
from the fronds of palmetto and palm
trees. The floor or platform was high
off the ground. Chickees were cool-in
the summer, and if a hurmcane come,
the wind hlew right through them.
They were safe, too, from snakes and
wandering panthers and wild cats.

Cme morning three Seminole Indi-
ans knocked at our back door, Sister
had been in her swing under the guava
tree, and when she saw them she ran
inside. I was very young, 8o 1 hung on
to Mom’s skirt in the doorway. One
Indian =aid, “We want fire water
{whiskev),"” adding, “Me work."” Mom
pointed to the pine legs loving out by
the woodpile and said, “If you chop
that wood ..." The Indian walked over
to the woodpile, picked up the axe and
began chopping. As Mom talked, she
latched the zereen door—the door
that was never locked. She reached to
a key high up on a hook, walked to
Pop's den and unlocked the door, There
gat a desk and chairs, where Pop did
his book work and had men friends in
for n drink and talk, and in the corner
stood a double-barreled shotgun, Mom
renched to a high shelf and took down
a bottle of moonshine, which had been
sitting there among several bottles,
While she stood there, Mom eyed the
gun. Pop had taken her oot into the
"glades to learn to shoot it, but he had
told her never to shoot it unless her
life was in danger.

When she walked back, the Indians
were at the door, She handed the 'shine
to them and then said, “Wait." She
grve them a bit of leftover meats, pies
and cakes, They walked away, disap-
pearing inko the woods behind the barn,

Summers were grand times in old
Diania, especially the beach outings on
the Fourth of July and Labor Day,
Mom always packed a big hamper of
southern fried chicken, buttermilk
bigcuits, fresh churned butter, green
tomato pickles and tomato preserves,
cakes and pies. We traveled in Pop's
boat up the canal to the beach. Now
a four-lane boulevard, Dania Beach
Boclevard, bridges the Intraccastal
Walerway to the beach. Neighbors

usunlly joined us, bearing good food,
We children ran on the golden sand
searching for sea shells, while the
men played ball.

After we ate the ladies cleared away
the food and then, giggling, went
behind a big patch of sea grape trees
to change inte bathing suits with
bloomer legs and stockings. The tops
had short puffed sleeves, Bathing suits
were far from revealing in those days.
The men went off in another direction,
i another pai-r]'! af sen grape trees,
and changed inte koeelength suits
and sleeveless tops.

The rest of the day was spent jump-
ing the big waves, laughing and dunk-
ing each other. We kids built sand

Seminole Indians (above), with their colorful traditional costumes, were
n familiar sight in Dania in the 19105 Dania Beach (below) was still
an unspoiled wilderness when this 1923 photo was taken,
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castles, only to hove the waves wash
them away, As the sun set in the
wiest, Pop aaid it was time to go, and
we climbed into the boat for the jouar-
ney home.

One Mew Year's Pop and some men
friends were drinking moonshine,
lnughing and smoking, and they set
Pop's boat on fire, They managed to
swim to the canal bank. The bopt
burned up, and they had to walk back
Lo Lown, wet,

'r'r'i.'pB- to the beach were nlwwa a
treat, and a journey all the way to
Miami was quite an occasion, | recall
once when Mama said we would be
going to Miami on Saturday to visit
her sister, my Aunt Isobelle. We waited
anxiously through the week_ but when
Saturday came, Mom decided that
we weren't going after all, I stomped
my feet and yelled lowdly, | never could
take disappointment. 1 was a rebel
until later in life when so many things
hit me that I learned I esulda’t win,
Mom went out the back door to the
guava iree, taking a knife to cul a
switch. [ hid, but she found me and
switched my legs. Sometimes when
Maom went out io get a switch I'd ran
way out back of the barn until [ knew
she was not mad af me anymore,
Unlike me, Sister had Pop's tempera.
ment and was calm about everything,

One day, not long after my disap-
pointment over not going to Miami,
Morn cut my dark red hair w a Buster
Brown style with bangs. Then, hug-
ging me, she said, "“"We're going ta
Miami this Saturday.” For the trip,
Sister and [ dressed in sailor dreases,
white stockings and small, straw sailor
hats, I can still remember how happy
I was when Pop took us to the station
that Saturday and handed our swit
cases Lo the conduector, 1 loved :r.il;li.ng
on the train.

After we took our seats in the train,
n fine gentleman sat across from wa.
Pointing to me, he told Mom, “That's
the prettiest Lttle girl 1 ever saw”
and added, “Those brown oves will
break a boy's heart someday,” He gave
Mom a whole dollay te spend on me.
Mom asked him, “Doe you have a
family®" “No,” he replied, “I am a
traveling salesman’ my life iz on
the road.”

After we arrived in Miami, Mama
hired a hack—a horse and carriage-
and we clopclopped over the then-
brick atreets to my aunt’s big hoase,
which had a veranda running all the
way across the front and half way o
the side. My cousins, Dorothy, Ralp
and Robert, and Aunt Bell ran to meet
uz, You'd hawve thought we'd never get
done hugging and kissing and enrry-
ing on, Then we kids were rushed
oatdeors to the swings under the big

oak and Eﬂlm trees, so the grown-ups
could talk.

Ralph, who was fourteen, had a
gramophone which we had fa wind
up to play records. He talked about
seeing Tom Mix, Mary Pickford and
Uhnrliilﬂhnpl]i:; at the Ehﬂw far Len
cents. He would put on baggy pants,
a derby hat and a cane, ann:fijck his
heels just like Charlie Chaplin, When
his mother played the pinno, he sang
and tap danced, soft shoe. He had such
talent, but he died when he was only
twenty-nine.

At one point during this visii,
Moma and Aunt Isobelle, whe was a
beautiful woman, left us at the picture
show so they could go shopping at
Burdines, [ know that Mama must
have hod o ball seeing all the pretty
things there, including dresses hang-
ing “ready-to-wenar.” Later she said
that she had aspent all her packing
money from tomats season at Bur
dines. Within a week, through, Mom
decided she had to get “these kids"
home. | know she mizsed Papa. 1 still
have many happy memories of Aunt
Isobelle’s house in Miami. It was there
that 1 saw my first flush teilet, and
a big tin tub in the bathroom.

Pop was so glad to have us home
that we ecelebrated by going to the
ahow in Fort Lauderdale. A piano
player down front played really fast
during the exciting parts, then real
dreamily for the love scenes. On the
trip back, Papa wrapped a blanket
around Sister and me ns we sat in the
back seat, to protect us from the cold
wind which blew night through that
old Ford.

Although most early settlers of
Dania were farmers, nol éveryone we
knew farmed. Some grew the coontie
plant to make starch. Others made
fertilizer from mixed soila, while some
manufactured tannic acid from the
plentiful mangroves that grew along
the shore.

Papa's brother, my Unecle Will,
vigited v from Arch Creek, about
fifteen miles south of us, armving on
his motarevele. During his visit, Poap
rode areund with him guaite a bit. Soon
Pop decided he had to have a motor-
cycle, ton, He bought one, but, a short
time afterwards, he was thrown off by
0 passing cor, whose side door swun
open, and suffered n broken nose an
arm. Mom fussed so much that he got
rid of the motoreyele right away,

By this time, a war had been going
on for several yvears in Europe, where
the Kaiser wanted to rale the world.
When Uncle Sam got involved, the
war was soon over. [ remember lying
on the floor during the wartime,
witching Mama comb her long hair.,
Then she would 51t in a chair and cry,
Her brother, my Unele Brues, was in

France. He was ao close to the fighting,
he wrote, that he could hear the big
guns in the front lines. Being near-
sighted, he did in the army what he
had always done in civilian life—
bookkeeping—and he lived to come
hame,

Uncle Will was nlso in the service,
gtationed on a destrover, mostly in
home waters, He, toa, caome home safe
to marry and become the father of
nine children.

In Danig, the townspeople had it in
for poor Mr, Willers becaose he was
German. Papa stood on the corner of
Main Street one night and told o
group, “Leave Mr. Willers alone. He
has lived in this country a lang time,
He will not harm vou.” They listened
to Pop as well as to the town marshal,
and there was ne more talk of both-
ering Mr. Willers. Pop was classified
a5 4-F by the draft board because he
wias married and had twe children, 1
didn’t remember many of thess war.
time incidents because [ was so young,
but Mom filled me in after I grew up.

On Saturdays, Papa trimmed the oil
lamp wicks, and Mama polished the
chimnevs. The chimnevs with the
hand-painted roses went into the
parlor, which was kept locked and
opened only for company. A heavy
cracheted scarf lay on top of the piana,
Another hand-painted chimney went
on the lamp in Pap's den.

When my aunt and cousins came up
from Miami by drain to visit, we kids
spent much of our fime in our play-
house in the barn, where Papa had
built a small stage for Ralph to dance
on. After supper, we went into the
parlor where Mama played hymns on
the piane, and we would sing. Then
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my auant would play “The Missouri
Waltz" and Halph would sing, Then
she would play “The Black Hawk
Waltz,” a real fast number, and she'd
trill the h;:],-s, Ehe alsa ]JI.II:.I'\'EI'J a Tew
songs we didn't know. These eity
relatives went out more than us coun-
tey people

After listening to Mom and Aunt
Isobelle play the piano, we would all
g0 out on the veranda to sit and rock,
or fan ourselves with palmetto fans
on o hot night. As darkness set in, we
kids would chase fireflies. Then Pop
would tell hunting stories, or the story
alout riding horseback from his birth-
place of Orlando to Miami, a trip which
tonk a week, with his faithful dog
along. He often told of laving on a pal-
let at might, by a big fire, waking at
times to put more wood on the fire, to
keep panthers, bears, snakes and wild-
cots away,

Oine day, we kids got tired of playing
in the barn. We went ootside to the
ladder Pop had left leaning there. Up
we climbed, and began playving on the
barn roof, Somehow, T fell off, 1 was
told by Sister, in loter yvears, that no
ane had plu:sh:'tl mie. When I eqrme ta,
Mama was leaning over me, rubbing
my hands and saving, “My baby, my
baby_.." But in a little while 1 was
playing again with nothing broken,

thank the Lord. Meedless to say, that
time we all got a tongue lashing, and
strict orders for no more playing on
the barn roof,

With all of my earliest memories
there, it was hard for me to believe
that our life in Dania would come to
an end, but Papa eventoally grew tived
of farming, so we sold the house, the
horse and mules, and all the supplies.
Sister and [ stood in the barn, crving
and telling owur cats goodbye. Meigh-
bors had promised to feed them. In a
corner steed an old trunk with casta-
way clothing we hod played house with
and o few torn up dolls. 1 felt as if we
would never be happy again,

We moved to an apartment in Miami
where Pop worked in the building
trade, conatructing houses, Sister and
I were s0 lonely in Miami that Mom
world aften take us on a ferryboat ride
to Miami Beach. There was no cause-
way then. At Smith's Casino on South
Beach we could rent o swim suit, towel,
pnd o tiny bathhouse, in which fo
change, Tor two hours for twenty-five
cents, We ].1|||:,n|'."ﬂ on the sand and
picked sea shells. A life line went a few
vards out inte the Atlantic Ocean for
the few brave souls who went in for
aawim at might, but this practice ended
when people kept seeing sharks.

Owr lifie in Minmi was much different
than it was in Dania, but that is

~

another story. In later years, whenever
I go through Dania, [ drive by Mr,
Willers® store with a lump in my throat,
Itis nestled in between fast food chains
ur.n.‘l nnbtigque stores, 1 pass T&-_j..' the ald
Nyberg House on Main Strest, now the
Federal Highway, and Stirling Road.
Itis made of Florida cogoina rock, and
I think it will stand forever.

I pass by Mrs, JW, Black’s house
on Sowthwest First Avenwe, where kids
used to throw roecks ot Billy, her ning
foot 4|.|.|i|.|:;|'|;r.|r i the hi.g |_:||:||1.d in her
yard, when she was away. Twe blocks
down [ see a big apartment boilding
where our house once stood. West on
Stirling is the intersection with [-85,
a fast, six-lane expressway.

I drive out to the beach, which is
heavy with teaffie, stores and condam:
iniums, and [ sit on the sand watching
sailbomts waving in the wind, out in
the green ocean, Farther out are
freighters going o and from many
porls, Hq,:n:, A perEan £an walk aut on
the fishing pier to fish or just to look
at the sparkling. sunlit sea and the
tropical fish darting in and around the
pilings. An endless stream of tourists
from all over the world paredes by, The
gea grope clusters | remembier from my
childhood have been long since
mashed into the sand, under the heavy
boots of workmen building high-rises,
condos and hotels.

Downtown Danin scene, Dixie Highway, 1915,
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