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MRS MITCHELL'S MEMORIES
OF EARLY BOCA RATON

Floy Cooke Mitchell. The photograph was taken in 1919,
four years before the Mitchells moved to Boca Raton,

floy Cooke, UJjtcheUL anxive.d in Boca Raton -in 1923. ThiA mean*
that 4/ie not only uuXntiizd aZmoit the. zntinz hibtohy o{, the. city,
but with heA hu&band, J. C. Mitchell, wcu actively involved -in it&
Q/iowth and de.vel.opme.nt. Thii Z&iue. oi The Spanish River Papers
might be. caZtzd a. Memoir oi 6i{ty-£ivz yeMU in thz ti£e. oi Boca.
Raton.

Donald 01. Cant, EdutoA

EARLY BOCA RATON
by

Floy Cooke Mitchell

Boca Raton, Florida, has its own colorful story, and I am
very happy that my family has been a part of its history and growth.

My father and mother, LaFayette and Elizabeth Cooke, of Cooke
Springs, Alabama, used to come to Miami for several months each
winter. Dad, an astute business man, could see great possibilities
in South Florida real estate. In the winter of 1922, he met H. D.
Gates, who had his real estate office in Miami at that time. Mr.
Gates brought him up to Boca Raton and sold him five hundred
acres in the southern part of town, where the Royal Palm Yacht and
Country Club subdivision is now located.

When my parents returned to Alabama in the spring of 1923,
Dad asked my husband, J, C. (Joe) Mitchell, if he would come down
and develop the land. This he consented to do. We arrived in
Boca Raton, October 1, 1923, and drove up to the combination
grocery store and post office owned by Tony Brenk. Before we



Tony Brenk's Store. One of the first in Boca Raton, it was located
at Palmetto Park Road and Northwest First Avenue.

Palmetto Park Road in the early days of Boca Raton looking
west from the bridge.

could get out of the car, Tony came out with the mail, the key to
the house we had rented from Mr. Gates, and said, "You must be Mr.
and Mrs. Mitchell. Here is your mail, the key to your house, and
welcome to Boca Raton." That was our first introduction to the
warmth and friendliness that characterized Boca Raton in those
early days.

Our rented house belonged to Maurice and Helen Stokes, great
uncle and aunt of George and John Lamont who still live here. The
furniture was rather sparse—just the bare necessities. A two-
burner oil stove, small ice box, hand pump in the sink, and an oil
lamp furnished the kitchen. A "chick sale" was in the back yard,
with a cute half-moon cut out in the door. We would have to take
a bath in a zinc tub with water heated on the stove. Joe looked
at me, and, knowing we had left a home with indoor plumbing and
all the modern conveniences of that time, said, "Are you sure you
want to stay?" I replied, "Wild horses couldn't get me away from
here!" I had hoped and prayed that we could live in Florida some
day, and here we were. That was my first really big answer to
prayer.

We got busy and cleaned the house, unpacked and settled in,
ready to spend the rest of our lives here. I really felt that way
from the start.

Next morning our next-door neighbor, George Martin, a bachelor
from Vermont, came over with a bowl of green mango sauce. George
took me under his wing, so to speak, and taught me how to do the

laundry out in the yard with a tub and rub board—and how to boil
in another tub with a fire under it to keep the water boiling. He
thought that I was yery dumb because I didn't know how to do these
things. He was always available in an emergency, and added much
to our lives with his homespun humor.

The day after we moved in, Mrs. Margaret Young, who lived
across the street on East Palmetto Park Road (where the 7-11 Shop-
ping Center is now located) came to call, bringing homemade Scotch
shortbread and a pot of hot tea. Our house stood at the present
location of the Fishing Tackle Shop.

A few days later Mrs. George Long, mother of Vinton Long,
came with a large basket of fruit from their trees. She was a
lovely, understanding person and a very dear friend for the twenty-
three years we were privileged to know her.

While we were still "new" to Boca Raton, Bert and Annie
Raulerson, uncle and aunt of Eula Raulerson and Viola Poston, came
with fresh vegetables from their farm. The way these folks took
us into their hearts and homes was heartwarming!

Our first Christmas Day in Boca Raton dawned warm, bright and
beautiful. At the breakfast table I made the comment that Mama
and my two sisters would be busy in the kitchen preparing a large
Christmas dinner and everybody would be there but usj Before I
could say anything more, Joe suggested that we spend the day at
the beach—an intriguing idea, which caught my attention at once.
I got busy and prepared our lunch. We dressed in bathing suits,
gathered a blanket, books and magazines, and were on the beach by
ten o'clock. We had it all to ourselves all day. It was like
being on an island away from civilization—warm sun, soft breeze,
and the waves quietly lapping on the shore. The spiritual sign-
ificance of the day made a deep impression on us. It wasn't just
any day; it was Christ's Birthday. We recalled that there were
palm trees and sand in the Holy Land, and here we had the same.

We swam, read, talked, ate and swam again, and had e marvelous
time. We were sorry to break the beauty of the day by leaving the
beach, but the wind began to get cool, and we were invited to Bill
and Peg Young's home for five o'clock dinner, and for which I had
volunteered to bring the dessert.

A.large box had arrived from our Alabama home the week before,
which contained our Christmas gifts, plus homemade candy, mints,
cookies and fruitcake, made by my two sisters, who were very talent-
ed in the culinary department. They knew that we were not going to
be with them, so they tried to share some of the traditional
Christmas goodies with us.

The Chesebros and the Longs had each brought baskets of fruit
to us for the holidays. The basket from the Longs contained, be-
sides fruit, one of Mrs. Long's "Heaven Knows What" cakes. Her
daughter-in-law, Winnie, had once asked her for the recipe, and


