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This book is dedicated to all that have come before me as storytellers. Those who sat in rockers on the front porch, those who were at the campfires, and those who brought the reality of leaving and weaving a lasting message. Thank you! 

To my Grandfather C. W. Bibler who encouraged my storytelling and my writing. Storytelling to him was a way to take our adventures in life and hold them close for others to share. Thank You!

To Robin, my wife who has always encouraged me, and helped me through the process of writing and the telling of a story. Thank you!

To all who touched a young man’s life and taught the feeling of home when in the woods. Thank you!
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Preface

Growing up on a dead end street that ended in a swamp was a wonderful place for a young man to embrace his imagination and adventurous nature. Tracking and trailing the many species of animals was my favorite way to spend an afternoon, or better yet, a whole Saturday.

In my wanderings I collected bones, skulls, leaves, old bottles, and anything else that caught my imagination. 
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Saturday

Saturday had finally arrived, and my backpack was full and ready to go. In it were my Woodscraft Nation Handbook and all ten essentials for an outdoor explorer like myself.


• Compass

• Whistle

• Water Bottle

• Food

• Poncho

• Fire starter

• First Aid Kit

• Knife

• Flashlight

• Hat / Bug Repellent


When I had finished all the chores that had been assigned to me, I asked if I could go out for an adventure with the promise to be back and cleaned up ready for dinner at 6:00 PM.

I had read and reread Woodscraft Nation Handbook, a guide to the outdoor way of life. It told how to identify and catalog each of my finds. While on my many adventures I was lucky enough to collect leaves, flowers, bark, and seeds from many of the trees in the swamp. I held them all in my many composition notebooks that I bought at the local Five & Dime Store, for fifty cents apiece.

To me the interior of the swamp was the most exciting place to explore. There was always something new to see, discover, and learn about and I was looking forward to discovering even more interesting things today.

The weather on this Saturday afternoon was a perfect 80 degrees, sunny, with a light breeze. As I entered the path out to the swamp I could smell the damp, almost stale aroma and hear the animals that only lived where no one could see them. It was heaven to my senses.

After crossing the homemade bridge that spanned a small steam (really a man-made ditch) right before me there in the mud I spotted the prints of a Florida black bear (Ursus americanus floridanus). It looked as though the family that had been coming through here each year was getting larger with the number and size of the prints. I would most often see these prints in the fall as the bears headed south seeking a warmer place to winter down around Lake Okeechobee.

I had been on their trail for a little over two hours when I discovered an old  gravestone. It was overgrown and a Sabal Palmetto known by the locals as a Cabbage Palm had grown around it, almost encompassing it—hiding the marker from view.

As I looked around, I realized I’d never been in this part of the swamp before. So, I took a compass bearing and jotted it down in my field notebook so I would know how to return to this exact spot again.

I wandered around for a short time, doing my best to get the lay of the land. Suddenly, I tripped over a log only to discover the remnants of an old log cabin made from the trunks of the cabbage palms that grew thickly in this area.

I stopped for a moment to listen and heard what I thought was the faint sound of running water. A few feet from the last log was a crystal clear natural spring flowing up from a pile of red bricks that had been placed in a circle. It must have been an old well sometime in the distant past.

Not far from it I spotted an overgrown mound. I wondered what I would find buried in it. I didn’t know what would be in it or where it came from. Curiosity drew me closer to the mound and when I pulled an old branch off the top of the pile I discovered where the early settlers who had lived here threw their garbage and things they no longer wanted.

Suddenly I realized that it was getting late. I knew I had been there a long time. I looked at my used military watch from Bill Jackson’s Army-Navy Surplus Store and knew I would have to run and run fast to make it back home, get washed up and presentable by 6:00 PM for dinner.

I quickly tied a marker to a tree limb, checked my compass, wrote down the location in my field notebook one more time and I was off. I had to look carefully to find and retrace my footsteps and was elated when I emerged out of the swamp and saw my grandparents’ house.

I ran as fast as my legs would propel me and made it home just in time to wash my face and hands and make it to the dinner table on time to avoid my mother’s wrath.

Dinner went as expected. Everyone was there talking and telling of their importance of their day. Being the youngest and not in their world of working, I was not included in the conversation.

After dinner it was my job to scrape the plates and wrap the garbage in the old daily newspaper the Clearwater Sun. Most everyone called it the mullet wrapper because when you bought the local fish at the market it was what they wrapped your fish in.

As I was out at the burn pile, where we burned our trash for the week, I started to think about the old cracker homestead I had found.

After my shower I asked my older brother what a person was called when they dug in the ground uncovering the past. He said, “That’s an archeologist, dummy. So, now you want to be an archeologist?”

I said, “I’m not sure I know what all they do, do you?”

“Go look it up,” he replied.

Off I went out to the living room where the Encyclopedia Britannica were held, only to be found by my mother and told to get back to bed. I answered her saying, “I needed to look up something in the encyclopedias. You’re always telling me to read and study more. I think I want to be an archeologist when I grow up.”

Mom looked me straight in the eye and said, “Go. To. Bed!” The answers will be there in the morning. Besides archeology is not something you can make a living doing. You’ll spend lots of money going to college and you need to get a job working with your hands. Now, go to bed.”

The next day was Sunday with church attendance mandatory, that left me no chance to look up anything.
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Sunday

Sundays always meant I had to be up early. I planned to get up even earlier and take the time looking up what I would need to become an archeologist. It was not to be.

It was raining and that meant my dad would have to drive my brother around on his paper route. It also meant that I would have to help stuff, fold, and bag the Sunday papers for him.

The work went quickly, and we were finished delivering and back at the house in time to get some breakfast, change our clothes and get ready for Sunday school and church.

When Mom yelled, “It’s time to go!” it was time to load up and get going. Mom would turn her head and look to see everyone was in the car just before she would hit the gas. My dad and brother did not have to go for some reason. I didn’t understand why, but I didn’t mind too much since I got to see my friends.

After Sunday school I told Tommy, my best friend, of my discovery in the swamp. He became as excited as I was about the find.

Old Pastor Andy’s sermon was about knowing our past and how to prepare for our futures. It might have been interesting, but all I could think about was the mystery I had discovered out in the swamp.

On the way home I asked my mom if after I had my chores
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