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Among the. xe.ce.nt acquisition* o& the. Boca Raton HL&to&ical
SocieXy one letteAi, icAapbooki, neuapapeA ctippingi, and photc-
g/iaphA 0(5 the T. M. RickaAdi family, fiom th-U> coWiction, a gi{t
o{ T. M. ZLckaAdi, 3K. oh Was* Palm Stack, it ii poi&ible. to g'cUn
a cl&aAeA pictuAe. oh Boca Raton'i "{iAAt" AettleA. In tlvii iiiuo.
o{ the. Spanish River Papers will be. hound a neAieA oh letteAA
telling oh the. 6-Oat T. M. RickaAdi' zaAtie.it yeau in Florida.

ThomaA HooAe. RickaAdi uia* boJtn in Oliio in HAS. /U a dvild
he. WOA taken to UiiiouAi wheAe. he. lived until 1876 when he. migrated
to Tlohida. to escape. noKthcAn iiintcAA. Although ULaounl HVM a
ilmie itate. and iA ohten comideAtd a AcutheAn itate, RickaAdi
alwatji d&icAibed himeZh &* a "Yankee." The. {iAht izAieA o{
letteAA, ient to a neiv&papeA in HiAiouKi, tetti oh RickaAdi' 1876
flip to FloKida uiith ipedhic Ke.heAe.nceA to the. economic conditiom
in the. ioutheAn itateA he. paiied tl'Jiough. kt the. time, oh IUA tie-
moval to floKida, GKant vxa itiU PAUiden-t c<h the. Linit&d State,
and Re.conitAucti.oyi had not yet ended. Thwh many people. weAz intoJi-
te.d in condition* in -the. South.

The. iicond io.-'-J.u oh lettzhh telU o{, a tAip down the.
WithZacoochee. ZiveA in. 18 SO. A tKcu.ne.d civil. e.nginze.K, RickaKdi
ma.de. a AuAveij to determine, ih thet iiveK uxu Auitabie. h0"- navigation.
The. letteAA weAe. alAo published by a WUA&OUAA. neivipapeA, ai wa6 the.
lait letteA which deMcAibu, a tAip to AmeAica'i "lait hKontien.,"
the. iouthexLit coaAt oh Floiida. TnaveZlng bij boat., CeleAtial Rail-
wad, and on hoot, RickaAdi viA.ite.d the, a/tea that would become hii
hutuAe. home. Although theAe. letteAA do not dzal ipe.cihicaJW.y uiith
Boca Raton, they do allow the KeadeA a gtinpie. into the tiha oh a
man who played a majoK Kole in the. city'A eaAJUoAt hiAtofuj. A ixtteA
zdition oh the. Spanish River Papers will pubLLih additional itemi
hKom thiA coZJt.tctA.on.

The. ie.cond pa/it o$ the. Spanish River Papers <li deAigned to
document the hiAtoKy of, the Boca Raton CemeteAij and pKoAtnt. a
Ae.coAd oh the toAly buAixUU. It iA hoped that thli will be an cud
to tko&e inteAeAteA in genealogical Ke&eanch.

Vonald W. CuAl, EditoK

"F/iom GeoKgia," Htan. Vienna, GEO/UGIN., Mai/ 4th, 1876-.
CatlLn, i k l U i

To H.V.

Dear Sir: — I should have written to you sooner but have had so much
work to do, and was so anxious to push forward, that I wrote to no
one but my wife. Now that we are in the sand I can s i t in the
wagon and write as we go, which I am now doing. You wished me to
report in regard to prospects for business in different local i t ies.
The only c i t ies which have struck me as being particularly active
and t h r i f t y , were Nashville and Chattanooga, in Tennessee; and
Dalton, Marietta and Atlanta in Georgia. I w i l l take each in turn.
Driving through the heavy timber of western Kentucky, we passed
through three or four poor l i t t l e towns which reaped a richer har-
vest from us than they had for weeks. In west Tennessee the people
seemed as a general thing poor, very l i t t l e trade in the towns and
poor stocks of goods. In middle Tennessee, the country improves
from the time you cross the Tennessee river (which we did at the
mouth of Cypress near Reynoidsburg) unti l you reach Nashville. The
land for f i f t y miles around Nashville is very productive, with fine
farm residences and splendid farms. The owners are very wealthy,
and seem to take pleasure in showing us their stock and farms.
Nashville is well bui l t and situated, about as large as Quincy, i t
commands and supplies the wholesale trade for a radius of a hundred
miles. There are very many good business men and houses, and the
merchants I met answered my many impertinent questions freely and
satisfactory. This city is the center of several heavy railroad
l ines, among them the Memphis & Nashville, Louisville & Nashville,
Nashville & Chattanooga, a central southern line and some others.
Situated as i t is between the north and south and on a navigable
r iver , showing prosperity on every corner, with the position she
has reached, compared with other c i t i es , with 35,000 inhabitants and
a rich country around; her future is certain. The main roads lead-
ing over southern Tennessee are mostly turnpike. Chattanooga owes
her present standing not, I think, to any energy or intell igence of
her inhabitants, but to her geographical position, and the impetus
given her by the war. Situated in a gap of the Cumerland mountains,
on a bend of the Tennessee r iver, she is fast becoming a leading
manufacturing point. The Tennesseeans are a wholesouled, generous,
hospitable people, with, as a general thing, medium intell igence
and l i t t l e enterprise. In Georgia, things are somewhat di f ferent.
The f i r s t good town we struck was Dalton, in the western part of
the state. There are about 2500 inhabitants. What I l ike about
Dalton is the general appearance of neatness, and the lack of signs
of poverty. The houses are good and well bu i l t , with an eye to
taste as well as endurance. The grounds are al l beautified with
flowers, shrubs and ornamental work. The store houses, al l r e t a i l ,
are f i l l e d with goods, good in quality and quantity. The men are
affable, sociable and well dressed, and the women plent i ful and
pretty. The surrounding country is productive and well cult ivated.
Marietta is a well bui l t town, on a high table land, 1100 feet above
the level of the sea. Trade seemed to be active (d—n the roots)
but I did not l ike the surrounding country, being very h i l l y ,
though f u l l of iron mines, from which I suppose the most wealth is
derived. Atlanta, the capital of Georgia, has a large ro l l ing mi l l
and iron works, is a railroad center, and has 35,000 inhabitants.
The central part of town is devoted entirely to wholesale trade, and



the outskirts to the retail. It reminded me a little of St. Louis
in this respect. There is one thing in the retail trade here I
would not like, they all have such mixed stocks, even fresh beef
and bread in the groceries, but they have a good trade with good
profit. I have come to this conclusion frommy observations, keep
out of the little towns if you wish to do business in Georgia. We
are now passing through heavy fine timber, the sight of which would
throw_a saw-miller into ecstacies. Big as a barrel and 100 feet to
the first limb, without a knot and hardly tapering. Sometimes we
pass through a dark, thick tangled canebrake and always a dark, deep
rapid stream of tainted water running across the corduroy road, over
which we bump along. But the roads are generally fine, being hard,
solid, smooth sand in which our wagon hardly makes a track. The
weather is fine, the rain being over, the sun shining and the air
cool and pleasant. We enjoy the trip, being healthy as hounds and
almost as ravenous. We have all gained much in health and strength.
We have traveled some distance since I commenced this letter, and
now the horses are drinking in the midst of a swamp, while all around
us the long gray moss hangs ten feet pendant from the limbs of pine
and cypress, an occasional snake or lizard looks out on us in wonder
from his home in the long wet grass, while a hundred mocking birds
in the thick shrubbery, are doing their level best to keep us cheer-
ful in the swampy gloom. We saw some pretty creole women in Atlanta,
well dressed, too. One other thing I do not like in Georgia, not so
much the case in Tennessee; it is, every man has two prices on his
goods, one for cash and one on time, generally 15 or 20 per cent,
more; always taking a lien on the growing crops (though sometimes be-
fore it is planted) when on time. The general character of the farm-
ing class in Georgia, as it appears to the Yankees in Dixie, is a
mixture of great hospitality, with so much inertness, no goaheaditive-
ness. In the northern part they told us we would turn back before we
would reach Perry, on account of the sandhills. These sand hills are
their great bugaboo. They are really a fine region reaching from a
point, on our road, three miles north-west of Knoxville, to within
six miles of Fort Valley, being about ten miles in extent, undulating
but not hilly, covered with white sand, with here and there 300 or 400
yards of hard pulling, but we made thirty miles the day we came
through, and did not drive faster than a walk anywhere. A young man
at McDonough, attempted to terrify us with accounts of it, and advised
us to turn back, I told him we were Yankees and didn't know how. "But"
said he, "it is impossible to go through." "Young man," said I, "noth-
ing is impossible to a Yankee." Our northern v/agon excites the
curiosity and inquiry of the natives, especially the patent lock or
brake on the wheels. It is a stunner in their eyes. I will tell you
how we manage through the day. We start at five in the morning, drive
steadily until 11:30, water the horses at some spring or stream, (the
country is full of them all the way from Columbus, Ky.) feed them and
eat our dinner, which consists of coffee, bakers bread, batter cakes
or corn dodger, as the case may be, bacon fried, an occasional squir-
rel , duck or quail, eggs till you can't rest, onions, potatoes &c.
We start at one p.m., and drive steadily until six, I attend to the
team as at dinner, Newt gets wood and water, and Jim cusses and makes
batter cakes, corn dodger (as aforesaid) &c. We eat supper, light
three pipes, wash the dishes, talk about "home, love and kindred," tie
our horses among the leaves, make our own bed and sleep the sleep of
the jolted, just and jolly. You must excuse the many errors as I

write while Jim and Newt are driving. Give my respects to Dr. Swetnam,
to our chaplain, Rev. Theo. Miller, Jim Claggett and other friends who
inquire. Should any one wish any particular inquiries answered, I will
cheerfully do so through the columns of the Register, they directing to
me at Gainesville, Florida. Yours Truly, T. M. Rickards.

"¥nxim Flofvida.," Camp Htwklvti, ntcm Gainesville., TlotUda., May 17, 1876.
To the. Re.gjj.teA., KOduvMe., (•UMOUAI.

Dear Register:--We crossed the line between Florida and Georgia a
week ago today. We had already driven through one hundred and fifty
miles of heavy pine woods and still there was no change. We entered
the state at Belleville, in Hamilton County. My report of the country
may not be a correct description but it is a true report as I see it.

The country through which our road runs is light sandy soil and
heavy pine woods in Hamilton County. The soil, I think is poor, the
crops look as if they needed an inch or two of prairie around the
stalks and a shower of rain to revive them. The timber is excellent,
all pine, pitch and yellow, trunks 60 to 80 feet to the first limb
and two feet through, standing so thick that a wagon could not be
driven through. We crossed the Suwannee River at its junction with
the Withiacoochee, near Ellaville. These two streams are very swift,
deep and dark, being stained by pine straw and cypress roots. The
Suwannee was choked up with pine logs, being drifted to the saw mills
at Ellaville. These mills are the largest in the state, the proprie-
tor, a Yankee, owns a special engine and ships five car loads of
lumber every day, using his own train, but there is enough lumber on
the yard to keep him shipping for four years to come. We camped our
first night in Florida "way down upon the Swanee river, far, far away."
(The old folks were not at home.) I threw my line in the river and
caught first a gar, then a turtle, and lastly an eel two feet long, he
squirmed so much that I give-up fishing in disgust, and told the boys
I wouldn't fish where I could catch nothing but snakes.

Leaving Camp Suwannee we passed by a small swamp and near the
roadside was an alligator about four feet long, calmly watching the
approach of three green Missourians. He had a very open countenance
and a smile that was child-like and bland. He died. Newt walked
around him and soliloquized. "Well, of all the gol-darned tales I
ever read, or saw, or heard, yours beats."

The soil of Suwannee county is an improvement on what we have
seen. Land here is divided into several grades. The best is called
hammock land, and on this is a heavy growth of Magnolia, Live Oak,
white oak, sweet gum, hickory and swamp pine, matted together with
vines. The first class pine land conies next and has pine and hickory,
with some oak, covering it. Second class pine land is perfectly flat,
with a heavy growth of pitch and yellow pine. The third class pine
land has a stunted growth of pine and is covered with scrub palmetto
and wire grass. Suwannee county, as far as we saw it, has a large
proportion of first and second class pine land.

We came through Live Oak, the county seat of Suwannee, and the
junction of two railroads. Seems to be a very thriving little place,
with some very admirable citizens, some very large, barnlike build-
ings, a tar factory, and the streets well macadamized with pure white
sand six inches deep. The main industry here is in the tar and tur-
pentine interest.

We camped last Saturday evening on the bank of the Santa Fe
River, a quarter of a mile above where it sinks into the earth. On



Sunday Newt and I went down to see the natural bridge. The river
banks are low, probably twelve feet high above the low water mark
At the point where it disappears the bank merely continues across
the river, being no higher or lower, and the river seems to go so
tar and stops, showing no commotion or fall, excepting when an alli-
gator (and it is full of them) drops off a log and disappears After
running under ground a distance of three miles, the Santa Fe rises
full size and proceeds on its way to the Gulf. We visited Jehatuck-
nee Springs, a few miles from the natural bridge, and were amply re-
paid for our trip. Here a full grown river rises from no one knows
where and flows full size, six miles, into the Santa Fe. Where it
rises the spring is about 100 feet in diameter, is very deep, clear
and cold, and full of fish, mostly bream. We could see fish full 30
feet from us, the water was so clear. The spring is surrounded with
dense hammock, full of game.

Alachua county is better, as far as soil is concerned, than any-
thing we have yet seen. There is more hammock and good pine land and
less scrub palmetto. Here the planters raise from fifteen to forty
bushels of corn to the acre, 1000 to 1500 pounds of sea island cotton
in the seed, 300 bushels of sweet potatoes, sugar cane, rice, oats,
rye and peas are staples, oranges, figs, bananas, plums, peaches,
blackberries and strawberries all pay well, oranges, plums and black-
berries are now ripe and plentiful. Around the low places are a
great many whortleberries and the hammocks are full of grapes, though
we have found none ripe. Still there is so much sand that we North-
erners cannot understand how things grow so profusely. The corn is
as high as my head and tasseling out. In Gainesville today I saw
watermelons, cabbage, cucumbers, peas, beans and many other vegetables.
The cucumbers were not ripe! We camped here on account of our horses.
The grass is very fine and water good. The county is full of springs
of clear, tolerably cool water. Jim has a good deal of trouble with
"Greeley" our near mule. He jumped a fence today into a field and
mowed down the young cotton, worth 4 cents a stalk.

Yesterday I visited a sink hole called the "Devil's Hopper." It
is six miles from Gainesville, on the Newnanville road. It is a hole
in the ground, 100 yards wide at the top, circular, and 100 feet deep.
Of course I went to the bottom and looked up. The sides of the cavern
are covered with a heavy growth of Magnolia, live oak and white oak,
some of them four feet through, and an undergrowth of fern and scrub
palmetto four feet high. Ranged around the sides, about half way down
are seven springs, rushing down the bank into a deep, clear pool in
the bottom. One of these springs is sulphur water, one iron and the
others limestone. The pool at the bottom is circular, and about forty
feet in diameter. Around the edges of the pool were suck holes lead-
ing down deep, to some unkown place in mother earth. There were
large rocks and caves around the bottom, and tracks of animals at the
entrance of the caves.

This is an excellent stock [country as] the grass is knee high
and never [dies] there being very little cold weather. The cattle
are never fed and depend [upon] the hammocks for shelter. I have [seen]
more cattle here than I ever saw at [any] other place and they are all
fat. [One] man a few miles south of here, has a drove of 60,000 head.
The cattle are much smaller than our Missouri cattle. Milk and butter
is plentiful but families milk from nine to fifteen cows and have then
no more than two or three of our Missouri cows will give.

From the heavy growth of grass and weeds I think the sand is some-
what different from other sand which it resembles. A gentleman told me

I. ,

A surveying party. T. M. Rickards in the center of the photograph,
the young man on the far right is p:x>bahly his son James. Note the
small pig at Mr. Rickards' feet and the unconcerned cat on s tool .


