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Helen Cooper Floyd, author, with marshes of
Mayport in the background, 1941.

Natives of Mayport, she and her husband, Hilton,
have collected lore of this maritime community since
they sat on porches listening to old folks
reminisce when they were children.

Two books, Mayport Remembered -People an
Places and Mayport Remembered - Along the Water-
front, contain some of their favorite stories.

A work in progress, folklore of trawlermen, cov-
ers a wide spectrum of tales from the little-known world
of this special, larger-than-life, group of men of the sea.



Viola Singleton King Boley

1889-1986

Her life spanned the eras
covered in this book.
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This book is dedicated to those who remember our
sandhills and sand spurs, the horned toads. and the joe
jumpers, violets and chinaberries, and the "recording
angel" in the Catholic church.
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Preface

There was standing room only in the little white Presbyterian church
on February 11, 1962. A call for a special homecoming to commemorate the
congregation's fifty years as a chartered membership brought many from
afar, reuniting friends of more than half century and introducing to a new
generation half-forgotten memories of those who were boys and girls in
Mayport when the century was young.

Viola Singleton King, whose many years of active membership gave
her seniority in this group, brought the past to life as she pointed to old
friends in the congregation and recalled with them earlier days of the church
and of the village.

Bare statistics painstakingly written by dedicated men and women
from the past were here aplenty. But the recollections of old timers aroused
during the nostalgic celebration made clear the fact that a way of life that
once existed here was gone and almost forgotten.

True, the villagers cherished their folk memories, for porch-sitting and
tale-spinning were favorite pastimes well into the 20th century. But
changing ways within this fishing village and emigrations of many to
faraway places left few to sit on porches.

"Miss Viola's" references to a long ago lifestyle where young people
played on the lighthouse green, picnicked in the lighthouse hammock, or
walked to the south jetty along a wide-open beach that bordered lands that
later became Stark's "Wonderwood" raised many questions: "Where was the
lighthouse green?" "What was the lighthouse hammock?" "What has
become of this 'Wonderwood' and its owners, the Starks?"

A record of these and many other things seemed needed, so a number
of people . . . far too many to mention here . . . have been interviewed, have
fent journals and other written memorabilia, and have gathered photographs
to be copied so that some of these questions may be answered.

Although the history of the Mayport Presbyterian Church is used as a
point of departure, the stories in this book go far beyond the life of this
congregation.

In recent history many of diverse backgrounds have come together in
the Mayport area: the Catholic Minorcans with their vanishing customs who
have been here longest; the Anglo-Protestants; the wave of immigrants,
many Norwegian, who settled here as the nineteenth century faded away; the
African Americans; the Portuguese; the fishermen per se and the river pilots
within whose ranks the other groups have melded.

Because I am of the Anglo-Protestant group. was reared in the
Mayport Presbyterian Church and have access to primary and secondary
records of two generations before me, this is the group I am most qualified
to write about.
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I have been blessed with the help of Mildred King Ogram, also a
Mayport native, with whom I share maternal grandparents and legions of
relatives reared in Anglo-Protestant traditions.

Both of us have strong ties with 20th century history in this village,
for here we enjoyed early childhood and school days, and we have lived
through the changes which have reduced "Old Mayport" to vanishing
memories.

Having a peer to verify "this is the way it happened" when writing of
something not recorded before has made this work a challenge.

Her own deep interest in the past of Mayport people, her tenacity in
ferreting out obscure facts and her patience in dealing with the dullest of
statistics when I have needed help have kept this project moving when I
have tired of it

Her moral support and her personal recollections have been
invaluable.

One other person must be mentioned here. Beth Floyd Gammill, my
computer person, has exhibited both patience and forbearance far beyond a
degree I might have expected from a daughter of mine.

She has put into her computer draft after draft of this manuscript as
countless revisions have been made . . . all without complaint.

For the contributions of all who have helped me I am most grateful.

Here, finally, is an informal folk history recording changing customs
and passing events as remembered by many who lived in Mayport during the
past hundred years.

Helen Cooper Floyd

September 21, 1994
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Introduction

It was a sandy spit of land outlining hills and hollows that hid great marshes

that lay eastward. High tides from an unjettied ocean swept inland, molding
and remolding the shoreline and building sandbars at the inlet that one day
would be called the mouth of the St. Johns River.

Mound builders hunted and fished in this area and left kitchen
middens and burial grounds nearby to mark their tenure in the territory now
dominated by the Mayport Naval Station.

Timucuan Indians were here in 1562 when its written history began . .
when Jean Ribault and fellow Frenchmen sought to build a settlement for
their Huguenot countrymen.

Warfare between the Frenchmen and Spaniards, who earlier had
claimed the whole peninsula they called La Florida, left Spaniards in control
of this strategic location by 1565. Conquistadors and Catholic priests were
followed by settlers from Spain and the Indians retreated.

Englishmen from the north, James Oglethorpe and his soldiers from
Georgia, landed cannon here and dragged them toward St. Augustine in an
effort to unseat the Spaniards. Their ill-fated forays ended with Florida's
Spaniards victorious.

Descendants of the conquistadors remained undaunted by invaders for
200 years until wars and politics an ocean away led to their exodus after the
Treaty of Paris was signed in 1763.

Englishmen then ruled the land a brief twenty years before Spain
regained possession, but never its former power. The Lion of Spain gave
way to the Stars and Stripes and in 1822 the U.S. Territory of Florida was
established.

And what of life on the little spit of land at the mouth of the river now
called the St. Johns?

Oddly enough, Jean Ribault in his log and Jacques LeMoyne in his
writings and sketches before 1565 tell more about the Timucuan Indians
than the laymen today can find compiled in English about any group of
settlers and sojourners on this land since those Indians disappeared.

There are records of forts and other barricades which may one day be
matched with remains of masonry that old-timers of the twentieth century
called "Spanish brick." A formidable task for future archeologists.

Other tangible clues suggesting that this strategic, waterlapped land
was a military outpost have been covered by a navy airfield. But early in
this century children played within boundaries of earthworks much like
those surrounding Fort Frederica on St. Simons Island, Georgia.

Census records and some personal papers indicate that the Civil War
interrupted growth of a thriving settlement here. Comprising many who
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