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Hobe Sound, Fla. Feb. 25, 1918

My Dear Granddaughter,

It gave me pleasure to receive your letter and to learn that you were enjoying yourself. Your Grandmother
has a lovely place here and seems very proud and happy in it, and of course that makes me feel gratified, but I
have nothing to do and find that the days and nights seem long.

After supper, we went up to the beach to see the full moon silver the sea, but it made me so sad I soon came
away. It reminded me of the glorious nights at Las Olas when your Mama and I would go to the beach, where
Uncle Steve and Ann fixed brush piles for you and Cuzzie to play by. It all seems long ago, and it makes my heart
ache to think that we never will see your good and beautiful Mama again.

In my desk, up stairs where I used to work so hard, is every note and letter that your Mama ever wrote me,
from the days when she was a little school girl like you, until the awful day when she wrote me the last one from the
Atlanta Sanitarium. Some day I will give them all to you, and you must keep them to remind you of her. I think I
loved her better than anybody in all the world, excepting your Grandmama, and I never will get over her death.

But I must no make you feel too sad: you are young and have your own life to live. You are innocent and
there are many things you do not yet know. There are bad people who will harm you, unless you are careful.

Never let any of the boys hug and kiss you, or put their arms around you, even in games. Do not take part
in plays of that kind. You must hold yourself above all that and be as much like your poor Mama as you know she
would want you to be. Don’t ever do anything that would make your mother cry, if she were alive and knew it.

The old home that I gave her, and which she loved so dearly is yours now, and I hope you will love it as she
did. I planted the trees myself, and your Grandmother planted the old rose bushes, vines, and shrubs.

It would please us to see you keep it just as your Mama left it, for her dear sake and for ours. When you feel
like it, write to me again and tell me how you are getting on at school and with your piano music. I don’t think
much of those other instruments the music teacher makes a fad of, but I do think you have all of your Mama’s tal-
ent for the piano. She spoke to me of that the last time we talked, and she wanted your musical gift developed.

I hope this letter will not make you feel to badly, my baby, but it is wholesome to look on the serious side of
things now and then.

We cannot always be happy and having a good time. Often, a good time leads to bitter fruit. Your papa
can explain to you what I mean.

With a heart full of love,
Your Grandfather.
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In March, University of South Carolina Watson-Brown scholars
and alumni gathered at Mellow Mushroom in Columbia. Pictured
front left to right: Ushma Desai, junior; Jennifer Newman,
freshman. Back, left to right: Abir Dakhlallah, sophomore;Mark
Szasz, alumnus; Shannon Looney, sophomore.

Ushma Desai, in her own
words: My P1 year at the South
Carolina College of Pharmacy
(SCCP) at the University of South
Carolina in Columbia has been
very fruitful. My college
experience has transformed from
a small liberal arts setting at
Furman to a very large sports-
centered lifestyle at USC. I have
made several new friends and
gained the opportunity to learn
under an excellent pharmacy
faculty. I earned new leadership
opportunities for next year, such
as Secretary for the Student
Society of Health Systems
Pharmacists and Vice President
for the American Society of
Pharmacists. I will be going on my

community pharmacy rotation at the Greenville Hospital this
summer to get hands-on experience in the dispensing pharmacy.
I also plan to start an independent-study project regarding
Geriatric Polypharmacy and Diabetes Management with the
Intervention of a Pharmacy Care Team later this summer with a
clinical pharmacist at Palmetto SeniorCare, a long-term care
facility. I am proud to be a part of the SCCP excellence and look
forward for further enrichment in my P2 year.

Olivia Hightower, in her own words: My last semester at
Presbyterian College (PC) has been the busiest yet. Completing a
special-events internship with Presbyterian College’s Student
Volunteer Services, I oversaw six coordinators and helped organize
campus-service events, including Special Olympics and Relay for
Life. I also conducted honors research in mathematics onWaring’s
Problem and presented my summer-fellowship research at the
2010 MAA-SE conference at Elon University. The really special
part of this semester was my spring break trip with PC’s history
department to Jerusalem and Cairo. We spent six days in Israel
before making a quick visit to Egypt, experiencing firsthand the
culture and history of the region. In May, I will be graduating
summa cum laude with a Bachelor of Science in mathematics.

Vikki Bernotski, in her own words: Last semester, I was able to
go on an oceanographic-research cruise to collect samples, and
now I am doing a real project about the ocean sediment in my
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class! I am writing a research
poster and presenting my
research on benthic
foraminifera this semester.
The cruise was a great
opportunity for me to figure
what I want to do with my
marine biology degree, and I
think I have found the
answer: I want to work on a
research vessel. This
opportunity was a once in a

lifetime thing, and I’m glad that I was able to take part in it with
eleven other undergraduate science students.

Theodore McNeal, in his
own words: I am enjoying
my time at the University of
Arkansas at Pine Bluff. It is
a great school that is
teaching me a lot. I’ve been
really busy between school
and football practice, but
everything is going great.
Our football team went 5–5
this past season, and we are
looking to improve. I also
learned that time

management is the most important thing in college when you play
a sport that is so demanding like football. As far as my grades go,
I am passing all my classes and have a 3.3 GPA. At our sports
banquet, I was one of the athletes awarded with a plaque for
academic excellence while playing a sport.

Keith Hall, in his own words: Last summer I went to Germany
to take an intensive immersion German course at the Goethe
Institut in Munich. It was a great opportunity for me to improve my
German and to learn firsthand about German and Austrian
history and culture. I recently stepped down as the historian for
Princeton’s student tour group and as an officer in the
undergraduate LGBT organization on campus. As historian, I
completed a revision of the tour guide handbook, organized
something called the ‘locomotive chant’ at the ‘Pre-rade,’ designed
and compiled a book of famous Princeton songs, and organized a
step sing to teach incoming freshmen those songs. Over the past
year I’ve been writing my senior thesis on an issue in the
philosophy of perception. I’ve enjoyed the chance my thesis has
given me to engage with philosophical questions in a way that is
much more involved and independent than typically possible in
coursework. Next fall, I will pursue a PhD in philosophy in
graduate school, specializing in the philosophy of language and
mind. I haven’t made any final decisions, but I will probably end

up at the University of Southern California. I have enjoyed my past
four years immensely. I have been extremely fortunate to have
been given such an incredible opportunity, and I’m really grateful
to Watson-Brown for making that happen.

Gabrielle Corbin, a junior
interdisciplinary studies
major (with concentrations
in biology and business) at
North Greenville University
in South Carolina, has
recently had the opportunity
to begin a research project
with her professor that
focuses on the cognitive and
communicative abilities of
the African Grey Parrot. The
research team will be
working with and assessing
the cognitive limits of the
Grey’s mental abilities, while

teaching the parrot to respond to questions such as, “What color?”.
Although the project will take many decades to complete, Gabrielle
feels honored to be one of the starting members of the research
team. She will be staying in Greenville over the summer doing
research and will continue the project to the end of her college career.

Lindsey Wallace is a junior
political science and
psychology major at Duke
University and a recent
recipient of a Truman
Scholarship to graduate
school for a JD and MPP
focusing on nonprofit law
and animal-welfare issues. At
Duke, she volunteers at the
Durham Animal Protection
Society and works on the
Animal Control Advisory
Board, in order to change
spay and neuter policy in

Durham. Lindsey is currently working with the Board to institute
a Trap, Neuter, Return (TNR) policy for dealing with the feral cat
overpopulation in Durham County. She also volunteers with
Triangle Residential Options for Substance Abusers, is a Duke
Admissions Ambassador (read: tour guide!), and works at the
Duke University Union planning fun events for students on
campus. This summer she will be spending six-and-a-half weeks
working in Malawi at the Lilongwe Wildlife Center, rehabilitating
wild animals and preparing them for release into the wild.
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You can tell archeologists by the way they walk: slowly,
with their eyes on the ground. The frantic where-are-the-car-keys
pace is for amateurs—the pros have an all-the-time-in-the world
amble, which more matches that of retirees with outstretched
metal detectors and vacationers beachcombing for sand dollars.
It’s at this quiet gait and frequency that St. Anthony, the patron
saint of lost things, broadcasts answers to petitions.

For Andrea Adams the walk is automatic. Growing up in
Dearing, Georgia, she and her father would canvas the freshly
plowed fields of neighboring farms on Sundays, looking for pieces
of the past. Sometimes they’d find fragments of amethyst and
amber glass, projectile points, shards of cups with English maker’s
marks, and bits of stoneware. “My favorites were the ones with
transfer prints,” Andrea remembers. “I thought they were pretty—
and they were the easiest to see.”

It’s no wonder that as a child she enjoyed this real-life
version of hide-and-seek with history—but that was only half of the
fun. “Even then I understood the process of survey, clean, and
study,” she says. After she carefully washed each find at the spigot
outside, she’d sit down and examine them with her dad. An
avocational archeologist, Andrea’s father was well-read on the
subject and relished sharing his knowledge not only with her and
her older brother, but also with local elementary school students.
“My classmates thought he was the coolest,” she says.

Artifacts weren’t the only things that Andrea found out
in the fields of Dearing—she also discovered a desire to study
ancient cultures in college and turn her passion into a career. In
2001, she enrolled at the University of Georgia. “I was intimidated
by the size of the school, but not many schools in Georgia are
known for their anthropology departments like UGA,” she says.
However, her first course in the subject, intro to anthropology, was
less than inspiring and made her rethink her decision. But she
stuck with it, and a course on Georgia archeology taught by Mark
Williams, PhD, changed her mind.
Everyone knows Hollywood’s version of archeology—renegades in
safari hats running through cobwebbed tunnels, clutching sacred
relics—so it’s understandable that no matter how gifted Andrea
felt in the subject, truly making a career out of it seemed intangible.
Williams’s mid-term was designed to separate treasure hunters
from those serious about the field: Most of the class did poorly …
except for Andrea. “I finally felt reaffirmed that I knew what I was
talking about,” she says. Williams recognized her potential, too,
and offered her a job in the archeology lab. The rest is, well,
history.

She followed up her double major in anthropology and
art history at UGA with a master’s in anthropology at the
University of Alabama. Despite the silver screen’s depictions,
archeology isn’t always glamorous: Field work can mean digging in

By Shannon Friedmann Hatch

Photography by Rebecca Wilson (beckwilson.com)

Andrea Adams: Past, Present & Future

“Watson-Brown truly cares about
education and helping students
succeed. Not only did they assist

me financially, they gave me
confidence and the desire to
branch out and accept new

challenges.”

As an archeologist, Andrea has worked in South Georgia swamps and
Alabama Indian mounds, but these days she spends her time at the St.
Louis branch of the Veterans Curation Project.



help them compete in the workforce—and give them hope.
For someone who spends the majority of their time

thinking about the past, Andrea has definitely considered her
future. She plans on one day pursuing a PhD, expanding her
background in Southeast Woodland cultures to focus on North
American complex societies. She’d also like to do some field work
in Europe, South America, or Central America. But whatever path
she follows, she’ll continue to walk just like she did with her father
across the farmland in east Georgia so many years ago: slowly, eyes
on the ground—and locked on her goals.
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100-degree weather, and more than half of an archeologist’s work
is spent processing, categorizing, and preserving artifacts in the
lab. But it’s far from your typical nine-to-five job—for example,
when was the last time someone snapped your picture while you
worked? “There was a constant stream of people taking
photographs of us,” Andrea says of the time she spent excavating
the Nacoochee Indian Mound outside of Helen, Georgia. And
once, while working in a South Georgia swamp, her group came
across fresh looter holes on burial mounds (unearthing human
remains is a felony). “I ended up in a car chase, trying to catch
them,” she says.

Today she’s using her degree in a way she never
imagined: working with wounded and disabled U.S. veterans. An
employee of Brockington and Associates, Andrea is a co-supervisor
of the St. Louis branch of the Veterans Curation Project. Prior to
building a dam, lock, or reservoir, the U.S. Army Corps of
Engineers surveys and excavates the land that will soon be
underwater. Andrea trains veterans to archive these prehistoric
and historic government collections, which include stone tools,
pottery, projectile points, and more. The VCP is a win-win: The
artifact and archival materials, the majority of which date from
the 1960s to the 1980s, are finally processed with the latest and
best equipment. (“You know all of the fake forensic equipment you
see on TV? I get to work with the real stuff,” Andrea says.) And
the veterans are able to gain new skills, such as data entry, which

About The Author
Shannon Friedmann Hatch is a Watson-
Brown alumna and a 2003 graduate of
the University of Georgia’s Grady School of
Journalism and Mass Communication.
She has been published in national
magazines and Web sites, including
Southern Accents and ELLEgirl.com, and
worked in book publishing at Oxmoor
House, a division of Southern Progress. She
currently works for Health magazine and
lives in Birmingham, Ala.

Cataloging maps, pottery, stone tools, and more is all in a day's work (with a little bit of fun thrown in).
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PBS’s History Detectives appeals to its viewers because it
allows them to act as armchair experts to dramatic historical
mysteries. What is left on the cutting-room floor, of course, is the
mountain of blind alleys and dead ends in the untold stories that
stumped the team of otherwise clever researchers.

But there can be gold in them thar edits. Case in point: in
January, Christopher Lawton, adjunct professor of history at the
University of Georgia, approached us about the possibility of using
the T.R.R. Cobb House as the project for his Antebellum South
class. So we arranged for his twenty-eight students a “curator’s
tour”—an in-depth discussion on the artifacts and memorabilia in
the house. An hour-and-a-half later, the young detectives returned
to the lecture hall to adopt an artifact and begin their own
historical investigation. One student took the piano, one the sugar
chest, another selected Mary Ann Cobb’s ball gown, while still
another decided to research the Maynard carbine and the soldier
who carried it. Then it was off to the races.

Lesson one: Bypass the reference desk, because this was
not a typical research project. Library resources held few clues on,
say, a Maynard carbine or a Meeks center table.

Lesson two: Conducting research in places other than a
college library can be fun.

Lesson three: Symbiosis is good.
Enter Jared Peden, a sophomore and the youngest

student in the class. Jared selected our Meeks center table for his
study. His detective work took him to other historic-house
museums in the region, including the Old Governor’s Mansion in
Milledgeville, Georgia. There he discovered archived copies of
several pages of a notebook that inventoried period furniture. The
staff of the museum had done its research well in preparing its
furnishing plan and used the inventory as a general guide to
period furniture and the tastes of former Georgia governor Howell
Cobb. The original notebook was housed at UGA’s Hargrett Rare
Book & Manuscript Library. Jared was intrigued by what he saw
and headed back to Athens to read the document proper.

The notebook had belonged to John Basil Lamar of
Macon, Georgia. Lamar was Howell Cobb’s brother-in-law, his
sometime business manager, and, during the Civil War, General
Cobb’s aide-de-camp. In 1853 Lamar, bless his antebellum heart,
inventoried the furniture purchases Howell made preparatory to
his move from Milledgeville back to Athens.

Howell was not Tom, but the timing of the purchases
coincided with Tom and Marion’s expansion of their home.
Lamar’s inventory allows reasonable extrapolation as to what
period furniture might have existed in this house.

The pages of the little notebook were divided between
“Parlour,” “Library,” “Sitting Room,” “Lower Passage” [hallway],
and so forth. On each page, Lamar made note of colors and sizes

The Notebook
of carpets, weaving characteristics (“3 ply ingrain”), cost, and the
manufacturer. On occasion he noted the manufacturer’s address.
Most of the items were ordered along Broadway in New York City
in an area known as the “Ladies’ Mile” for its varied shops catering
to the female shopper located along that stretch. This was a
tremendous find.

Even though Lamar was from Macon, he is well known
to us. Lamar was Mary Ann Cobb’s brother. He was also the
manager of properties in several Georgia counties that belonged to
Howell or Mary Ann. As Howell and Mary Ann were preparing to
depart for Athens, Lamar was busy managing the construction and
furnishing of their new home on Hill Street there.

What help the notebook provided our young scholar is
debatable. But there is no question his research trumped ours.
That’s right: two years of looking for documented evidence in
homes as far north as Maine and as far west as Memphis, and we
find it just 2 1/2 blocks from the T.R.R. Cobb House!

Did I mention Jared is changing his major to history?

Latest Collection Addition
A table landed in our laps the other day that appears to

have legitimate provenance to T.R.R. Cobb.
In the

1980s, a Cobb
descendant sold
some family furniture
to local buyers. A
woman from
Washington, Georgia,
bought a mahogany
oval marble-top table
that was represented
as “Tom Cobb’s
center table.” It
remained in her
home more than
twenty years.

She recently
died, and her niece,
who inherited the
home, discovered the provenance. She offered to sell us the table.
After confirming it was a period piece (c. 1858) and that it had
some provenance, we acquired it. It probably was one of the
marble-top tables placed in one of the sitting rooms of the T.R.R.
Cobb House when the family lived here.

By Samuel N. Thomas, Jr., Curator of the T.R.R. Cobb House
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lost Marx brothers. You’ll answer to ‘Peeno’ and ‘Boardo.’”
David said something like, “Gringo loco en la cabeza.” He

smiled when he said it, so I guessed he liked his new name.
Lorenzo didn’t say anything. He’s new here.
Everyone seemed to like my new game and went to work

smiling. I whistled. From time to time I’d just call out one of their
new names and grin. In no time, we had the main vines trimmed
back to where they would sprout again.

Our vines did not need tying down since they were
sufficiently large and could support new spring growth. We tried to
achieve a balanced pruning system.We shoot-positioned our vines for
allowing this year’s fruit to be potentially larger when produced.
Better buds for next year’s crop (I’m a thinkin’ man) also will reduce
the number of tangled shoots, improve exposure to sunlight, and
allow for more air circulation.

When pruning, use this rule of thumb: prune or discard
anything smaller than the diameter of your fingers, especially if your
main root is the size of your ankle or larger. Another rule of thumb
is to not prune anything that looks like a thumb. I had a friend in
Jenkins County named Lefty who learned that lesson the hard way.

By dinnertime we had created quite a mass of vines off
Senator Watson’s historic grape arbor. We gathered up the vines,
brought themback to the shop, and tried to cool down. Just about the
time I was daydreamin’ of the fall harvest, starin’ at the storm clouds
forming, another idea popped into my head.

“Peeno,” I asked, “you ever make baskets where you come
from?”

“Si,” he said. “Canasta de mimbres.”
I sat up. “Well, gang,” I said, “seein’ as it’s about to rain, I

figure we have two options. I can send you all home and you can take
a half-day pay cut, or we can put all thesemimbres in the barn, listen
to the rain dance on the tin roof, and watch Professor Peeno teach
underwater basket weaving.”

And that’s what we did. Dr. Peeno’s class reminded me of
college again. Reese Lang thought anything that didn’t involve sweat
made for a sound management decision. Boardo just smiled.

Me, I just thought about big clusters of grapes and Athens,
Georgia, in the fall. Like I said, I’m a thinkin’ man.

By now, you know I am prone to getting off on all kinds of
tangents. In college, where tangents run wild, I periodically found
myself in hot water with my professors. They’d catch me for some
academic misstep and call me on the carpet. With head hung low, I
would patiently hear them out. “What do you have to say for
yourself?” they would ask.

“Well, sir,” I would respond, “I was doin’ just fine ’til fun
happened.”

I guess they never could get over that response, because that
would end our session. I got my degree, though, and today the
campus police still let me walk beneath the Arch.

Fun happens a lot around here. Take the other day, for
instance. I was doing some research online at the University of
Georgia Cooperative Extension Web site. It was like going home. I
stumbled across an article on muscadines. That made me think of
college, too.

Muscadines (Vitis rotundifolia), or scuppernongs, are native
to the Southeastern United States. They have been around for more
than 400 years. Native Americans preserved muscadines as dried
fruit long before the Europeans inhabited this continent. There are
reports as early as 1565 of muscadines being used for wine.
Apparently, the Europeans were not interested in driedmuscadines.

The first muscadine cultivar was a bronze color. For
unknown reasons it was known as the “Big White Grape.” Later it
was named “Scuppernong” after the river in North Carolina.
Scuppernong is only one of many cultivars of muscadine grapes.
“Bullis,” or bullet grape, is another very old name for dark-fruited
muscadines.

Around the time I was reading about the Europeans, I got
thirsty and remembered the grape arbor below Hickory Hill. That
mademe all goose pimply. The arbor was restored in early 2000with
the rest of the grounds. Cedar poles and treated two-by-fours
supporting heavy-duty metal hog panels make a fearsome setup for
grapes. If healthy, the vines will climb all over the trellis arrangement,
allowing the grape clusters hang beneath five-inch openings in the
hog wire. Thatmakes for easy picking, especially if the arbor is six feet
high. Our restored arbor is at least one hundred square feet.

They key to preparing for a good harvest of bullises is
pruning. The main vines on the Hickory Hill arbor had not been
pruned since I started work here in 2003. I decided the time was
right.

My staff and I set loose with loppers, hand pruners and
handsaws. Still thinking about those Europeans, I thought it would
be fun to rename everyone.

“Robert,” I said, “today you get a new name. It’s like being
baptized all over again. We’re giving you a new German surname:
‘Lang.’ Your given name can be ‘Reese.’ I bet you feel taller already.”

Robert said I could call him any damn thing I wanted as
long as Friday’s paycheck read “Robert.”

I looked at David and Lorenzo next. They come to work
together.

“Gentlemen,” I started, “we’re gonna play like you’re the

By Dexter E. Rhodes, Groundskeeper

Dexter

Underwater Basket Weaving
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By Michelle Zupan, Curator of Hickory Hill

Their first home on the coast was Las Olas (“the waves”), in
present-day Ft. Lauderdale.

Long before Watson showed up, Ft. Lauderdale had been the
domain of the Tequesta Indians. Like the Seminoles who took
their place, the Tequestas dwelled in the swamps of the Everglades,
fished from canoes, and hunted in the hammocks and forests. The
Seminoles arrived with settlers along the New River in the 1820s.
In 1838, during the Second Seminole War, a palisade fort named
for Tennessean Major William Lauderdale was constructed. It was
the first of three such forts, each named Lauderdale, that were
built progressively closer to the ocean.

This is Las Olas—he called it so in the indulgence of that fondness
for giving pet names to those things which one especially loves. He
had already grown old when he chanced upon this spot—old and
rich—and the joyousness of boyhood had come back to him, and
he found pleasure in nature and his fellowman.

As summer approaches, thoughts turn to warm, sunny beaches
and tropical vistas. In Tom Watson’s time, those thoughts turned
into reality during the winter months. For much of the time
between 1900 and 1922, Tom and Georgia Watson maintained a
house on the Florida coast. They would repair to the Sunshine
State in January and February to escape chilly Georgia winters.

At Home in the Sunshine State: Las Olas



Today, the former hunting lodge built among the coconut palms
on the narrow spit of land between the New River and the Atlantic
Ocean is the asphalt corner of A1A and Las Olas Boulevard.

After him I came; and after me will come another—and so runs the
world away.

A Watson Family Update

We were saddened to learn of the death of Mrs. Virginia Watson
Terry in March. She was the granddaughter of William “Top”
Watson, Tom Watson’s brother. Mrs. Terry was a lifelong
genealogist who devotedly collected information on the Watson
family. Over the years, she generously shared her research with the
Foundation. She also donated Tom Watson’s pocket watch and a
silver luggage tag to the Hickory Hill collections.

Mrs. Terry’s last visit to Hickory Hill was during the 2009 Tom
Watson Watermelon Festival—both her father and grandfather
grew tons of melons over the decades. Mrs. Terry will be
greatly missed.
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Southeast Florida remained relatively undeveloped for the majority
of the nineteenth century. Challenges of transportation largely
inhibited development until Henry Flagler arrived in Jacksonville.
By 1896 his East Coast Railway Company had snaked its iron down
the Atlantic to Ft. Lauderdale, literally laying part of the
groundwork for the Florida land boom of the 1920s.

Before Flagler chased that fortune and fame, two other Yankees,
Hugh Taylor Birch and John MacGregor Adams, purchased three
miles of beachfront at Ft. Lauderdale. They were chasing nature.
Adams built a hunting lodge on his portion of the beach, reportedly
the first concrete-block structure in Ft. Lauderdale. In 1905,
Adams’s widow sold the lodge and twenty-eight acres of waterfront
property to Watson for the princely sum of $10,250.

Oscar Lee, Watson’s son-in-law, remarked in a 1906 letter that Las
Olas was “the prettiest place in all the world—the natural scenery
and tropical groth [sic] is simply a dream.” His wife Agnes wrote
home excitedly of discovering turtle skeletons as large as a man
while walking the beach. Seashells were everywhere. Seminole
Indians camped within sight across the river.
When Watson arrived, the stunning beauty of Las Olas inspired
reflective prose. He invited his readers to

.

As with most serene elements of his life, Watson lost Las Olas. In
1914, Watson sold his winter home for $55,000 to satisfy debts
incurred by his publishing company, then struggling against an
effective nationwide boycott organized by the Catholic Layman’s
Association.

In time, Watson would return to South Florida, but not to Ft.
Lauderdale. Las Olas was sold again and, in the 1920s, was used
as an inn. At the same time, the South Florida film industry was
taking off. Watson’s Las Olas property became the set for director
D.W. Griffith’s 1919 film The Idol Dancer, a South Seas epic that
used local girls as extras. A replica village was constructed amid
the coconut palms.

In later years, the Las Olas Inn was torn down and a six-story
Holiday Inn was built in its place. It was demolished in 1992.

sit here on the wall of the boathouse, and gaze
southward. A lovelier stretch of water the world does
not hold—for the tide is still on and everything is
water. A fringe of forest bounding the view
southward, a thread of brilliant blue marking the
spear-thrust which the ocean makes into the brown
bosom of the river, the tossing foam which shows
where the billows from the sea charge home upon
the distant beach; and, over all, the mellow radiance
of the sunny afternoon—for the tide is ebbing now,
and the sun is going down
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dramatically pledged, “and never shall I pull them up.” He
grabbed his pen, parked his Chrysler and jumped into national
politics.

In quiet Thomson Georgia weighed what few options were
available. Living 600 miles from her husband barely three years
into a marriage was no way to map a future. The strain on their
relationship was real. She was stubborn but not foolish; passionate
about home but quite in love with her husband. Letters trickling
in from Washington pledged devotion and pleaded for
understanding. Although awkward and sophomoric, they worked.
By January Georgia had arranged for a caretaker to manage the
Watson estate and its myriad homes and tenant farms. She
wrapped what memories she could and headed to Washington to
join Walter. It was a familiar trip.

Georgia Watson Lee came into the world March 5, 1906, the only
offspring of Oscar Slater Lee and Agnes Pearce Watson, Tom
Watson’s favorite child. The granddaughter assumed her mother’s
mantle and “Baby” soon had the run of Hickory Hill. She was
born within weeks of her first cousin, also named Georgia, the
daughter of Watson’s son Durham and his wife Jessie. The two first
cousins were raised together in and among the shadows of Hickory
Hill. They called one another “Cuzzie.”

Agnes Watson Lee died of cancer on August 30, 1917. TomWatson,
despondent over the cruelest of fate, eventually retreated to his
newly built winter home at Hobe Sound, Florida. It was no escape.
His son arrived soon afterwards gravely ill. On April 8, 1918, John
Durham literally died in the arms of his father. Not yet 62, Watson
found himself robbed of all his children. By necessity he and his
wife Georgia assumed a more prominent role in their
grandchildren’s lives.

TomWatson had naturally presided over his granddaughters’ early
education. He built a one-room schoolhouse behind Hickory Hill
and hired private tutors. He explained current events over dinner.
Books, never far away, were always among holiday gifts. In 1920
Tom Watson was elected to the U.S. Senate. He moved to
Washington in the spring of 1921, and was soon joined by Georgia
and the granddaughters. He arranged for the youngest Georgias to
attend National Cathedral School. When not in session, Watson
guided them through the nation’s capitol and softly lectured on
American history.

Even at the age of 85, Walter Brown remembered December
25, 1928, when he anxiously announced to his wife of three
years a job offer with a newspaper in Washington, D.C.

At the time, Walter and Georgia lived in Thomson where she had
inherited much of TomWatson’s estate. They had made a glancing
stab at running a publishing business that reprinted her
grandfather’s histories and essays. Together they edited their
monthly magazine, The Watsonian, and handled mail orders for
Tom Watson’s books. Walter discovered he enjoyed writing and a
summer’s study at the University of Georgia taught him the
mechanics of journalism. He returned to Thomson an eager
reporter. Soon thereafter came the job offer from Washington.

Walter’s excitement met a tepid response from Georgia, who saw
opportunity crashing headlong into a cherished home and family
and inherited obligations. Her reaction was predictable. While
they believed their union was natural, even fated, Walter and
Georgia greeted life in wildly different ways. She saw human
existence as a natural, if often unfair, continuum from which the
thoughtful drank deeply. He organized it in a series of finite
chapters, each manipulated for man’s purpose. She was moved by
the beauty of nature and sensed the delicate cadence of organic
life. He saw a need for blocks and trestles laid in sequence towards
goals and dreams.

Specifically, Walter was frustrated by stagnant finances and a
suffocating social life. For a man on the make any liberation was
welcome, but life on the Potomac was a dream come true. Georgia
was unsway’d. Walter was resolute. After Christmas dinner he
packed his bags and did the unthinkable: he departed Thomson
alone in a new blue convertible for another life a world away. It
was the first in a string of gutsy professional moves.

Walter Brown knew his worldview was provincial and his
education scant. He was a country boy with no college degree. But
determination had long since eclipsed self-consciousness and
Walter was ready for whatever a city might throw at him.
Washington was a hell of a town. Even in 1928, its atmosphere was
palpably electric and he absorbed it like a sponge. Walter marveled
at its built environment. His office was on Pennsylvania Avenue
just two blocks from the Capitol. To the west the Washington
Monument seemed to break the skyscrape in exclamatory relief:
Walter Brown had made it. “Here I drive my stakes,” he



president of Watson’s Jeffersonian Publishing Company. It was
being prosecuted for sending obscene literature through the mails.

On that occasion, the sight of Watson and the relative opulence of
his environs left Walter nearly dumbstruck. Hickory Hill was “the
most beautiful place” he had encountered. Awkward and shy,
Walter gaped at a seated supper “with a spread of silver and food
the like of which I had never seen.” Precocious and inquisitive, ten
year old Georgia Lee invited him to help cart evidence to the train
for transport to Augusta. One thing Walter could do was handle
pony carts. He volunteered. Besides, the girl was cute.

Whatever they rekindled in Atlanta was strong and on April 12,
1925, Walter and Georgia eloped. Though not entirely scandalous,
the occasion made front-page headlines in Hearst’s Atlanta

Tom Watson died in office in 1922 and his wife died the following
year. The grandchildren remained at National Cathedral through
graduation in 1924 and returned home refined and well educated.
Georgia Watson enrolled at Agnes Scott College in Decatur. Georgia
Lee arrived at her father’s home in Druid Hills. At the time he
worked for the state Department of Agriculture. So did Walter J.
Brown, when he wasn’t flirting with classes at nearby Georgia Tech.

The reunion betweenWalter and Georgia might have been magical
(she later confided she lovedWalter since she was a “little girl riding
Shetland ponies”), though it is likely they had stayed in touch
through the years. They had originally met in the fall of 1916 on
the eve of Tom Watson’s famous obscenity trial. Walter, then 13,
had driven his father and two Watson bodyguards from Bowman,
Georgia to the relative metropolis of Thomson. J.J. Brown was vice
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Saranac Lake: Georgia Lee Brown



a specialist. She agreed, if for no other reason than to get the
disease away from her loved ones.

Until the advent of streptomycin in the mid 1940s, the prescribed
treatment for tuberculosis centered on relative isolation, bed rest,
improved nutrition and a steady diet of mountain air. The first
sanatoria in the United States were located in Asheville, North
Carolina and Saranac Lake, New York. By 1930, both towns owed
part of their existence and much of their growth to TB. Asheville,
easily accessible by East Coast populations, had more than two
dozen sanatoria in 1930.

On February 15, 1934, Georgia was admitted to Ambler Heights
Sanatorium in Asheville under the care of Dr. Charles H. Cocke.
Feisty and determined, Georgia anticipated recovery within a
month. Medical reality quickly tempered her outlook. After his
examination Cocke did not mince words: on a scale of A to C she
rated B. She had likely carried TB through her pregnancy and had
virtually coughed a hole in her left lung. She would be lucky, he
advised, if she recovered in a year. That would require a lengthy
stay at a sanatorium. Georgia’s eyes dropped at the prospect.

She was not afraid of death. Georgia knew enough about loss to
meet mortality on its own terms. But she swooned at the thought
of limited mobility and extended exile, especially from a husband
she loved and an infant son. “It isn’t that I mind the seriousness of
the thing,” she wrote Walter four days into her treatment. “I’m not
afraid of a bad illness, not even the possibility of passing out of the
picture, but I have not so ordered my life that I cherish it enough
to wrap it up in cellophane and put it in an incubator in order to
preserve it. Then to live 27 years devoid of patience and suddenly
have to develop an overwhelming amount in order to exist!”

From her hospital bed, Georgia fought sadness and tried to develop
patience. Reading made time bearable, and she panted for mail.
Hours passed with the New Yorker, Vanity Fair, Esquire, the
Washington Post, and The Baltimore Sun. She kept her eyes out
for—and occasionally corrected--Walter’s newspaper columns.
Digesting novels was dangerous: “I’ve finished one book and liked
it except it went into a detailed and vivid description of a man dying
with TB.” She knitted. But mental escape in the pages of
periodicals and balls of yarn was frustrated by a train trestle she
could see from her room; a reminder that freedom was just beyond
the glass panes, out of reach. “The trains come and go past my
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Georgian. Among those most surprised were their fathers, who
were presumably miffed by the sudden announcement. “You put
[one] over us,” J.J. Brown replied to Walter by telegram, “…be sure
to wire Mr. Lee at once…he has not received a telegram from either
of you today he regrets that you did not notify him….”

For its many physical virtues, Washington D.C. was not known for
its delicate climate. The region was considered “humid
subtropical.” Summers were certainly muggy, if not unbearable.
Walter was breathless there, though it was from his work schedule,
not from the heat and humidity. He was aware the summer
weather fatally aggravated Tom Watson’s chronic asthma in 1922,
but Walter had no reason to be concerned with the city’s incipient
population growth. In the thirty years since 1900, the population of
Washington City nearly doubled to almost 500,000. Its population
density was over 7,800 persons per square mile. The conditions
were good if not ideal for the spread of viral and bacterial
infections. Tuberculosis was the deadliest of contagious diseases
that year. Young women were particularly susceptible.

Georgia joined Walter in late January 1929. They rented a home
near National Cathedral School. He worked, honed his writing
skills and traveled. In 1931, he boldly established his own news
bureau, gained access to the Congressional Press Galleries, and
was soon reporting for several southern newspapers. He had found
a dependable source in the Capitol, South Carolina Senator James
F. Byrnes, and was scooping stories. Notwithstanding the Great
Depression newspapers sold andWalter and Georgia enjoyed a fair
amount of prosperity. Walter was on his way of realizing a dream.

For a blink in time, Georgia was too. She and Walter bought their
first home in affluent Foxhall. In the summer of 1932 she
announced her pregnancy. On January 28 of the following year she
gave birth to a boy. Predictably, she and Walter named him Tom
Watson Brown. Georgia was on her way to enjoying an ordered life.

That same year she developed a nagging cough she cavalierly
dismissed as an unruly dispute between Washington weather and
Watson family lungs: “We may raise hell in other respects, but we
crumple from the diaphragm upwards.” More troubling was that
pulmonary symptoms were accompanied by a mild fever and
nausea. A visit to her physician confirmed the worst: she had
contracted tuberculosis. He was relatively optimistic, but cautioned
a trip to a sanatorium in Asheville, North Carolina for treatment by



window,” she wrote her nephew. “They steam along giving a snow-
white smoke that billows to the sky like some giant knight’s plume
waving in the air as he goes to fight. I’m always wondering if I have
any messages from home on them.”

Reading also encouraged reflection, particularly in the early days
of her diagnosis. Themes of nature and love tinged with melancholy
pervaded notes to Walter. Her letters increasingly took on the
complexion of elegant prose: “[T]ime does hang here no matter
how little you resist and I miss being near you at night, so I’m
always glad to see the sun rise.” Later yet she wrote: “One clear
night I saw the moon in all her splendor floating past my window
and I gasped with the beauty of it. Mountains for a setting, clouds
for a background and casting enough light to read by and then the
rain came and I’ve missed the moon and the sun.”
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Georgia celebrated her 28th birthday at Ambler Heights and
remained in Asheville another month. She did not improve. By
summer she made plans to move to Saranac Lake for better
treatment. She returned to Washington just long enough to prepare
the house in Foxhall for renting and to negotiate the adoption of
Sandy, the beloved fox terrier, to Maude and James F. Byrnes. In
a matter of months tuberculosis had turned upside down all the
elements of meaningful life she had assembled inWashington. Now
Georgia was arranging for their disposition. With Walter’s nephew
acting as her caretaker, Georgia headed to the hope of the
Adirondacks the second week of June.

Absent its beauty, the loveliest greeting at Saranac Lake was
tuberculosis specialist and survivor Dr. Lawrason Brown, then
considered among the finest TB doctors in the world. A Baltimore

Nurse, visitors and patients at 60 Park Avenue.
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native, Brown had graduated from Johns Hopkins University Phi
Beta Kappa, then remained for his medical training. During his
third year of medical school he contracted tuberculosis and went to
Saranac Lake to be treated by the famous Edward Livingston
Trudeau. Trudeau also had survived TB. Under his care, Brown
regained his health, graduated from medical school and in 1900
returned to Saranac Lake as assistant resident physician to the
Trudeau Sanatorium. He worked closely with his mentor, helped
develop the hospital’s facilities, practiced, researched and wrote.
In 1903 he founded the Journal of the Outdoor Life, a monthly
dedicated to the study of tuberculosis. In 1919 he published his
acclaimed Rules for Recovery from Tuberculosis: A Layman’s
Handbook for Treatment. His official approach to the doctor-
patient relationship was somewhat novel and no doubt played well
with the headstrong Georgia. “The day has come when the
physician should look upon the patient not as an ignorant child,”
Brown wrote, “but as a human being endowed with more or less
mature intelligence; as one in fact who has a right to demand an
explanation of the way certain effects follow certain causes.”
Georgia soon adored him.

Brown and Dr. Joseph T. Eagan saw that Georgia’s treatment at
Saranac was thorough and intensive. Her letters indicated a
relentless parade of tests and fluoroscopes and X-rays; forced
regimens of experimental serums and food and liquids. She
basked under sun lamps and slept in open-air porches.
Occasionally prescribed narcotics offset anxiety and insomnia.
Georgia endured weekly “surgical” attempts to collapse the infected
lung with hypodermic injections of nitrogen, a procedure more
technically known as forced pneumothorax. Some attempts were
more painful than others:

For his part, Walter listened to her printed words and responded
reassuringly of managing life at home. Tommy was healthy and
growing. Cooks and maids had been hired. The Thomson farms
were operating smoothly. His career was looking up. Always there
were bills. Walter constantly fretted about money, and he did not
shy from passing remarks about the expenses at Saranac. At best
the comments were impolitic, and on rare occasions Georgia would
fire back a scorching letter to remind her husband her income was
paying the vast majority of treatment bills.

The busy regimen at Saranac brought out a toughness in Georgia
and spawned critical self-evaluation that overshadowed the
melancholy exhibited in Asheville. “I’m trying not to dwell on the
future,” she wrote Walter in July. “So far as I see plans are
impossible and we do better to live day to day. Whatever I said that
sounded cruel was not so much a thrust at you as a condemnation
of my own wastefulness. I’ve been too spoiled and never had to pay
the piper so that I realize so fully that life seems too much of a
struggle to have what I want and yet not extinguish what little bit of
honesty there was in me. In other words, I’ve never solved my
problem satisfactorily for there has been too much hedging and I
can’t see myself dying with these thoughts, though I expect I shall.”
In another note she added, “For most of my troubles I assume
responsibility as due to my own cussedness. I always said if I die,
my disposition rather than my body will have finished me.”

Social life at Saranac displayed a complexity unique to the setting.
For most of her stay, Georgia lived in a boarding house at 60 Park
Avenue with several other patients. Doctors visited routinely. The
stern matron of the house, Gertrude Smithwick, lived on its third
floor. This was one of many “cure cottages” that homeowners
operated to make a dime. At times Georgia resented the
opportunism of the Saranac community; certainly she grew weary
of Yankee condescension exhibited by three of her fellow boarders:
“[I am] regarded as something very humorous if not even
barbarous…” Days later she joked that “…a minor phase of the Civil
War has been in progress at 60 Park Avenue. What was the
percentage our Southern grandfathers had to beat? Wasn’t it
something like one rebel to ten Yankees[?] Well, here it’s one rebel
to three Yankees, only they have the drop on me because my voice
gets paralyzed.”
When Georgia was not storming Little Round Top she kept a daily
diary of her weight. She flirted with 110 pounds, but struggled to
increase it as Dr. Brown hoped. She also battled a fever, which

Anyway, this Dr. Eagan, who surely knows his gas, tried to find
a space and the lung had expanded completely so tight against
my rib, he couldn’t go in the side at all. He went after the x-ray
which is never done he said. By then he decided (on Dr.
Brown’s orders) to go in over my bosom where he hit a nerve,
nearly paralyzed my arm and worked for 20 minutes trying to
find an air space. By that time he wanted to give up and begin
treating me all over as one who had never had gas (they have
it down so fine here they have different needles and machines
for various patients), but I said try again, so he went in from
the shoulder blade and I had a fit all night with pain. Never felt
anything like it before….
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receded only at odd intervals. For sleep Georgia slugged amytal.
The successful collapse of the infected lung was illusory: it failed to
collapse the area with the cavity. In late September her doctors
admitted she was not improving and prescribed surgery. Even it
failed to provide results and a series of medical setbacks ensued.
Asthma apparently complicated the TB. She was “as weak as
water” and was wheezing terribly. Dr. Eagan held her frightened
hands while adrenaline and pantopan were administered. She
became pessimistic. “I hate to think of the next news I’ll have to hit
you with,” she wrote Walter. “Every time I get settled, something
bad happens.”

For all the gloom and defeat, charming moments of humor and
even mischief occasioned life at 60 Park Avenue. Were it not for
the seriousness of the stay, accounts could be mistaken for sorority

pranks. The scowling matron of the house, eventually known by
the inmates as “Battleaxe Smitty” or “Crocodile Smithwick,”
repeatedly scolded the girls for rowdy behavior. There was some
cause. Lawrason Brown encouraged his patients to consume
alcohol moderately, but at Park Avenue the prescription
occasionally got out of hand, usually in Georgia’s room. Laughter
during gossip sessions at night was not infrequent. Chatter about
sex could bring down the house. “A man is at such a premium you
should hear our conversations. I imagine we sound like a bunch of
shipwrecked sailors,” Georgia wrote. At one point the girls placed
a phone call to Clark Gable and then in a fit of inspiration tried to
reverse the charges.

Family visits offered complicated emotional relief. “I was telling
[Dr.] Joe [Eagan] about how my mental attitude toward life here

Georgia Lee Brown and fellow “inmates”.
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became all shot to pieces when you all come up,” she wrote Walter.
“We go along in a rut and find a certain amount of peace, then,
when our families arrive, we suddenly find ourselves cut off,
unneeded, really living in a separate word.” Emotions exploded
when Walter’s nephew returned home in September. “His
eagerness to be gone just about broke my heart for he was the last
connection with my life, and what nerve I could have gotten from
him was gone, consequently I went to pieces and have been wailing
ever since.”

In October, Georgia underwent surgery for an apparent uterine
infection. Recovery was complicated by the onset of bronchitis.
November brought a coughing spell so severe she lost her voice.
Dr. Brown prescribed more adrenaline punctures and morphine.
“[W]hen old Lawrason Brown gives his patients morphine, he’s at
his wits end for he doesn’t approve,” she wrote. Dr. Eagan, always
straightforward, admitted “they had no other case like mine, that
they were completely baffled about the cough, and in conversation
with Dr. Brown they can only experiment in a hope I’ll get better.
Nobody understands it.” Georgia tried to balance declining morale
with a stiff upper lip. A housemate collapsed in Georgia’s arms in
tears after declining a marriage proposal “because she has no
future—poor kid.” Death was around every corner. “Two people
directly across fromme died this week,” she recorded. “Bad seeing
the hearse and casket.”

In January Georgia rented a piano but when it arrived she was too
weak to play. Champagne did little to lift spirits on her 29th
birthday. In May her son Tommy arrived, and his playful antics
temporarily brought laughs. Georgia was crestfallen when Dr.
Brown announced Tommy also tested positive for TB. The boy
stayed for observation through the summer.

Georgia’s physical decline aggravated her psyche. At the end of
June a fellow boarder died. “I am scared into hysterics,” she wrote
Walter, “…I wish you were with me.” Frayed nerves had her “ready
to run.” In July she suffered the “worst bronchial attack I’ve had.”
Eagan administered morphine. The nausea was awful, and
Georgia could not keep down water. “Life is just one long gasp for
breath after another with a fever thrown in for good measure,” she
recorded. “They have tried so many tests I’m beginning to lose faith
in everything—even my adored Dr. Brown.” In desperation, she
moved from Park Avenue to a quieter apartment. Dr. Brown
restricted her visitations to total of five minutes a day. She was not

allowed to sit up.

The isolation of her new apartment afforded some sleep, but she
found the loneliness unbearable. A former resident of Park Avenue
went home in September, leaving Georgia “almost crazy” and
ready to “cry at the sight of a friendly face.” She was emotionally
exhausted. Physically, she occasionally vomited blood. She hated
her reflection. “I’ve been so lonely and blue and there’s always that
dread of never being better,” she wrote home in frustration. “I
despise invalids!”

Fall brought cooler weather and deceptive relief. By October,
Lawrason Brown allowed her a degree of freedom and when she
had the strength, Georgia visited town and other patients. It teased
her into thoughts of travel. She and her nurse dreamed about a
weeklong trip to New York City. On a lark, they asked Dr. Brown for
permission. When Brown agreed escape would be therapeutic they
became delirious:

The subsequent days excitedly passed with plans for suppers at the
recently opened Rainbow Room and Jack Dempsey’s. Georgia
inquired about Broadway plays. She reminded Walter to pack his
tuxedo.

On Wednesday, October 16 she prepared to take the evening train

Virginia came running in at top speed shouting at me and
when we made a lunge to embrace each other, we upset a glass
of milk on my table, spilling the contents on bed clothes,
pillows bedroom slippers, all over my pajamas and the floor. I
know the man underneath thought Helen was back and we
were drunk. My goodness, I was so excited I couldn’t sleep. If
nothing happens and I really go, it will seem like something
out of a novel. Sixteen months I’ve stayed up here, just about
500 long weary days and now, maybe, perhaps, I’m leaving
for a week. Cinderella didn’t have a thing on me. I know twelve
o’clock will strike and my golden coach will turn into a
pumpkin and my evening dress to flannel pajamas, but I’ll
have my day. I want to go on a grand big splurge and I’m going
to get some money somehow, from Decatur, maybe, but we can
do this just once and do it right. I’ll give up Christmas if
necessary. I want a pretty room, a great big soft bed, a nice
bathroom, flowers—everything just this once and I’m going to
buy myself something attractive in a pajama suit so I won’t
have to lie around in flannels. This no doubt sounds utterly
insane to you but I am crazy. You’d have to be a released
prisoner to understand the feeling.
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to New York. A hurried postcard to her husband confirmed travel
plans and her arrival time. She casually mentioned a problem with
air pressure on her lung.

Georgia never made the train that night. A sudden and presumably
violent relapse anchored her to Saranac. She died three days later.
Georgia Lee Brown was 29. Walter recorded the cause of death as
tuberculosis and a lung sarcoma.

Time passed. Much later, in a place far removed from funerals,
attorneys and estates, Walter quietly gathered her letters. He had
saved every one. He organized them chronologically and bound
the neat stack with a rubber band. He placed them in a footlocker.
On her last postcard to him he prayed in ink: “Rest her sweet soul
in peace, Oh God.” Then he closed the lid and started out again.

Walter continued to build roads towards dreams. In time a
successful career in journalism led to radio, then to television.
There were times his professional career was so fortuitous it defied
rational explanation.

One wonders how he interpreted that. In the natural afternoon of
his own life, Walter Brown remembered beginnings. “I was in early
life drawn into what may be termed ‘The Hickory Hill Circle,’” he

publicly announced, “and subsequently married [Tom Watson’s]
granddaughter, the late Georgia Watson Lee Brown…. To this
family and Watson background I owe most of whatever I have
accomplished….” In 1970 he established a charitable Foundation
to perpetuate the memory of Tom Watson and to fund education
for underprivileged students, especially those “handicapped as a
result of broken homes.”

And he bequeathed to it everything he built.

By Tad Brown
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Where In Our World?

Correctly identify the historic structure and the college campus on
which it resides, and we will issue a $20 credit to your account at
your respective university bookstore.

Awards will be made to the first five e-mails received in our office
with the correct information.

E-mail your responses to: Florence Ann Story
fstory@watson-brown.org

Designed by William Nichols and built in 1829, the Gorgas House
was the first structure on the campus of the University of Alabama.
In its early life it was used as a dining hall, a guest house and a
faculty residence. Five days before Lee surrendered at Appomattox,
Union General John Croxton ordered the university burned. Only
the Gorgas House and three other buildings of the old college
survived. Today it is a museum.

Congratulations to Mark McDonald who won a Barnes & Noble
gift card for correctly identifying the home!


