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BEYOND CARPET CLEANING
CARPET | TILE & GROUT | HARDWOOD | UPHOLSTERY

Before the Holiday Rush Clean Up Now!

PROMO CODE: BEFORE
Cleaning Completed by 11/30/18.Must present coupon at time of cleaning.

Must meet minimum charge, residential only.

$99
CLEANING
SPECIALS

ASK ABOUT OUR CARPET SPECIAL
~ OR ~

TILE & GROUT SPECIAL
~ OR ~

UPHOLSTERY SPECIALANIN

C

Residential only; cannot be used for water restoration services. Must present promo code at time of service. Valid at participating locations only. Combined living areas,
L-shaped rooms and rooms over 300 sq. ft. are considered 2 areas. Baths, halls, large walk-in closets and area rugs are priced separately. Offer does not include protector.

FL #CAC1816408
FL#CAC1816408
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Hurricane Michael, which was prob-
ably a Category Five when it hit the
beach at Mexico Beach and Tyndall Air
Force Base, wiped out everything in my
past and future.

The house my family once rented in
Mexico Beach in the late ‘70s is gone,
just a stoop now. I was going to spend
Thanksgiving week at Cape San Blas.

That is not happening now because, last
I heard, Cape San Blas is three separate
islands.

Even my hometown of Marianna,
which is 60 miles from Mexico Beach as
the crow flies, got blown apart by the
storm. My wife’s ancestral home, a few
miles west of Altha, was only accessible
by boat on Oct. 11. As my lifelong friend
John Milton told me recently from Mar-
ianna: “Never ask anyone how their
house is doing after Micheal. They will
tell you. Everybody had damage and 

Mark Hinson met a girl from Tulsa, Oklahoma, at Mexico Beach in the '70s. MARK

HINSON/TALLAHASSEE DEMOCRAT

Tales of Thanksgiving
past in Michael’s wake

Mark Hinson
Columnist

Tallahassee Democrat

USA TODAY NETWORK – FLA.

See HINSON, Page 7D

World-renowned artist and color theorist Ray
Burggraf takes note of the water towers he passes by
on long drives. No matter the shade of blue or purple
or green paint, the colors never quite come together to
match the sky and camouflage the structures. He ad-
mires the ones that come close however. 

Burggraf has spent the majority of his career paint-
ing the world he sees in prismatic color. His skyward
gaze is distinct and unique in “Blue Skies — New
Works and Revisions,” his fall exhibition at Venvi Art
Gallery. Re-examining his past work and introducing
new works, Burggraf ’s abstract color constructions
are placed in realistic landscapes, sometimes floating
above the clouds. He says Blue Skies is a nod to both
the Frank Sinatra tune and a thematic feeling that is
evident in the body of work. 

“I would say it’s unbridled optimism,” says Burg-
graf. “We haven’t seen that in this country in a long

time but there it is.” 
Burggraf reaches as far back as 1820 when it comes

to finding that optimism. Inspired by the Hudson Riv-
er School artists, he admires Frederic Church’s ability
to work large and expansively. These artists saw early
America as “a place of sublime beauty,” and through
his own lens, Burgraff works to achieve that same
emotional state. 

He sees similar themes in painter Edward Hopper’s
view of America in the 1940s, particularly with “Au-
gust in the City,” a painting of a nude woman looking
out the window with great excitement. The woman is
inside a small apartment gazing at the unseen, and
what the viewer could only guess as being the colors,
shapes and forms of her surroundings. 

“That’s where the life is, it’s outside,” says Burg-
graf. “It’s going on somewhere else. You can’t see it in
the picture but you follow it. That’s real optimism. It’s
knowing that around the corner there is going to be 

‘Unbridled optimism’

Searching for Fresh Air by Ray Burggraf is part of new show opening Dec. 7 at Venvi Art Gallery. BRINDA PAMULAPATI

COLOR AND THEME POP IN RAY BURGGRAF’S BLUES SKIES EXHIBIT
Amanda Sieradzki
Council on Culture & Arts

See BURGGRAF, Page 7D

If you go
What: Ray Burggraf: Blue Skies –
New Works and Revisions 

When: First Friday Opening, 5-8
p.m. Dec. 7. Gallery open 9:30
a.m.-3 p.m., Tuesdays, Thursdays
and Fridays and 1-5 p.m. on Sat-
urdays through Dec 15. 

Where: Venvi Art Gallery, 2901 E
Park Avenue, Suite 2800 

Cost: Free 

Contact: For more information
please call 850-322-0965 or visit
http://www.venviartgallery.com/. 
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Think US Congress is a 
little unpleasant today?

Bob Holladay
Florida Bookman

Several years ago, I tried to get the 
city leaders of Quitman, Georgia, to 
start a new municipal celebration: 
“Preston Brooks Days.” Quitman, 
which is the county seat of Brooks 
County, is named for Brooks, a South 
Carolina congressman. Brooksville, 
Florida, is named for him, too.

In May of 1856, Brooks caned — 
and nearly killed — Massachusetts 
Senator Charles Sumner on the floor 
of the U.S. Senate, after Sumner gave 
a two-day speech attacking the 
South over the issue of slavery in 
Kansas, an attack that included per
sonal insults directed to Brooks’s 
cousin, Senator Andrew Pickens of 
South Carolina.

Brooks was not charged for the as
sault, nor was he expelled. After fac
ing a congressional hearing, he re
signed and was overwhelmingly re
elected a few months later. The reac
tion to the caning was about what 
you would expect: Northerners want
ed to try Brooks for attempted mur
der; Southerners sent him souvenir 
canes engraved “Hit him again!”

Over the decades, after the Civil 
War, the event morphed into some
thing that people could joke about, 
along the lines of “Where is Preston 
Brooks when we need him?” In the 
early 1990s, a magazine out of 
Charleston even designated a regular 
“Preston Brooks Award” for the pub
lic figure most in need of caning. Ted 
Kennedy and Bill Clinton each won 
multiple times.

My idea for the town of Quitman — 
small, somewhat economically chal
lenged — was that it do what the 
town of Griffin, Georgia, has done for 
its most famous citizen, who just 
happens to be a distant kinsman of 
mine: the western outlaw and gam
bler, Doc Holiday.

Every year (I think they’re still do
ing it), Griffin holds “Doc Holiday 
Days,” complete with outlaws and 
lawmen and rodeos, and everything 
else. My suggestion for Quitman was 
that every year it designate a “villain” 
(Osama Bin Laden was my first sug
gestion), create a huge Mexican piña
ta in his or her image, and invite peo
ple to bring their canes and thrash it. I 
ran the idea by FSU history professor 
Jim Jones, who forever after has 
looked at me somewhat strangely. 
Unfortunately, the city leaders of 
Quitman weren’t taken with the idea.

I was thinking about my efforts 
the other week and the fact that we 
don’t seem to have any fun with the 
absurdity of history anymore, when I 
picked up Joanne B. Freeman’s book 
“The Field of Blood: Violence in Con
gress and the Road to the Civil War”
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The Field of Blood special to the
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(456 pages; $28.95). Freeman’s book 
is serious, particularly in our own 
days of pipe bombs and church mas
sacres.

There has not been serious phys
ical violence on the floor of the U.S. 
Congress in my lifetime (though in 
her epilogue she does relate the hair- 
raising story of a member pulling a 
knife on Speaker John Boehner), but 
as the Kavanaugh hearings demon
strated, we could be getting closer.

Between 1830 and 1861, there was 
lots of violence in Congress, primari
ly between Northerners and South
erners as the nation slid toward civil 
war: fistfights, brawls, attempted 
shootings, pulled knives, duels. 
Members regularly went armed and 
constituents often gifted members 
with weapons “to fight for us.”

Most of the incidents were not re
ported in the Congressional Globe, or 
the language was later changed by 
embarrassed members, to hide the 
truth, but Freeman, who teaches at 
Yale, did find one primary-source 
goldmine, the 11-volume diary kept by 
Benjamin Brown French, who served 
as a clerk in the House of Representa
tives for nearly 30 years and became, 
in Freeman’s words, a “professional 
Congress watcher.”

Through French’s diary, the truth 
about just how violent Congress was 
from the Jacksonian period up to the 
war makes — I am sorry if this of
fends any of my readers —fascinat
ing and fun reading.

My reaction, for example, to the 
confrontation between Missouri 
Senator Thomas Hart Benton and 
Mississippi Senator Henry Foote, 
whereby Foote pulled a revolver on 
Benton, and Benton tore open his 
shirt and dared him to fire (Foote 
didn’t) is less one of horror and more

one of watching elected officials be 
childish. Now who would have 
thought that could happen?

As Freeman points out, societal 
differences put Northerners at a dis
advantage through most of this peri
od. Even though the most famous 
duel in American history was fought 
by two New Yorkers (Aaron Burr and 
Alexander Hamilton), by the 1830s 
the practice was considered barbaric 
through most of the North (and some 
of the South, it must be said).

The South was a true “honor” cul
ture, where protecting your reputa
tion and manhood often meant being 
willing to be killed under a set of 
strictly observed guidelines or killing 
someone else under those same 
rules, or at the very least thrashing 
someone like Brooks thrashed Sum
ner, or like Sam Houston did to a con
gressman in the 1820s.

Personal dislike often had little to 
do with it: ritual and ideas of man
hood did.

Indeed, in the only one of these in
cidents where a member of Congress 
was actually killed, the deceased 
made the mistake of refusing to carry 
a written challenge to the member his 
antagonist really wanted to kill. Rep
resentative Jonathan Cilley’s (Demo
crat, Maine) refusal to deliver the 
written challenge of Representative 
William Graves (Whig, Kentucky) put 
Graves in an “unpleasant” situation 
that had to be satisfied. Oh, well.

The situation changed somewhat 
in the 1850s, after the Mexican War, 
the Compromise of 1850, and the 
Kansas/Nebraska Act, which opened 
federal territories to the expansion of 
slavery.

It also led to the creation of the Re
publican party, whose new members, 
like Joshua Giddings of Ohio, loved 
nothing more than to bait Southern
ers to violence — or threats of vio
lence — during which Giddings and 
others, often gave as good as they 
got, at least verbally.

Then, as now, observers worried 
about the destruction of American 
institutions. It is worth noting that in 
the aftermath of his caning of Sum
ner and the opprobrium that rained 
down upon him, Preston Brooks 
challenged several northern con
gressmen to duels, but none of them 
happened.

Freeman has been working on this 
book for 20 years. Don’t let anyone 
tell you that publishers don’t time the 
release of books for maximum effect. 
This one certainly was. In the mean
time, I still like the idea of “Preston 
Brooks Days.” Think of the villains 
we could nominate.

Bob Holladay teaches history at 
Tallahassee Community College and 
is president of the Tallahassee His
torical Society. Email Bob Holladay 
at Sentrypress (Sigmail.com.

Burggraf
Cont inued  f rom Page  1D

something incredible.”
Growing up on a farm in Ohio, Burg

graf spent much of his youth outside. 
Saturated in nature, the colors that sur
rounded him eventually bled into his 
work as an artist. Burggraf studied at 
the Cleveland Institute of Art where he 
established mentors influenced by the 
Bauhaus, a German art school that com
bined crafts with fine arts. His funda
mental teachers, Josef Albers and Ju
lian Stanczak formed the basis of how 
Burggraf thinks about and theorizes col
or.

“Stanczak was an optical artist,” says 
Burggraf. “[He’d place] very small units 
of color one against another usually in 
lines. The colors would dance and vi
brate and cause all kinds of auras to 
happen.”

An Emeritus Professor of Fine Arts at 
Florida State University, Burggraf’s 
paintings have been coined as color 
constructions in national and interna
tional exhibitions. He ascribes the word 
“musical” to his process of sequencing 
color. Taking in his natural surround
ings, Burggraf transforms this visual in
put into colored pencil thumbnail 
sketches before turning to his acrylic 
paints and wood. He prefers acrylics for 
their forgiving nature and vibrant color, 
and paints on units of wood to create 
varied gradations.

While he primarily works with wood 
to give shape and form to his paintings, 
for “Blue Skies” Burggraf also utilizes 
Plexiglas to give the illusion of floating, 
upward momentum. He enjoys working 
with this canvas, a fluid assembly of 
wood where bits of one color are 
crushed or complemented by slabs or 
slivers of another.

“If you put down one color it’s noth
ing, but if you put down two colors they 
start to interact,” he explains. “The very 
definition of color is dependent upon 
how you organize and put them togeth
er.”

In his latest artistic shift, Burggraf is 
drawn to the waxy, smooth character of 
colored pencils. The twelve drawings he 
considers to be the heart of the show at 
Venvi are arranged throughout the gal
lery to give this blend of old and new 
works a sense of retrospective. “Search
ing for Fresh Air,” a painted banner com
missioned for the 2002 Korea World 
Cup hangs in faded glory alongside the 
bleached, summery palette of pieces 
like “Sun Blasted.”

As an avid supporter of local galler
ies, Burggraf is appreciative of the work 
that Venvi Art Gallery has done in Talla
hassee. He is looking forward to seeing 
how the community receives his work, 
which will have a second opening on 
December’s First Friday and stay on dis
play through Dec. 15.

The sharp peaked waves of “Dolphin 
Day” greet visitors when they first walk 
in. The piece’s shifting color scheme is 
another new addition to Burggraf’s rep
ertoire as he continues to experiment 
with color, surfaces, and light.

“To me that’s the way life is,” says 
Burggraf. “Nothing stays the same. It’s 
not all just looking out the window and 
there it is. It’s just one impression after 
another after another.”

Hinson
Cont inued  f rom Page  1D

they want talk about it.”
With Hurricane Micheál in mind, I 

went to our archives to fetch a column 
about Thanksgiving. It takes on special 
resonance now. What’s left of El Gover
nor Motel in Mexico Beach will soon be 
bulldozed, I am told. Everything in that 
part of the world has been changed by 
Hurricane Micheál.

Here is how my column went a few 
years ago:

Most of my friends remember their 
childhood Thanksgivings with comfort
ing thoughts of stuffing themselves 
with turkey, pie and gravy at grand
mother’s house. Real warm, fuzzy, Nor
man Rockwell stuff.

The Thanksgiving Days of my youth 
were spent sitting on the ground outside 
a bunkhouse in the middle of Where-In- 
The-Pluperfect-Hell-Are-We, Liberty 
County, wondering if any food was go
ing to be served at all.

My father, who was a World War II 
veteran and an avid sportsman, insisted 
that I join him at the Camp Seclusion 
hunting camp every late November. I 
had no problem running around the Ap
alachicola National Forest with a loaded 
firearm but Camp Seclusion was actual
ly more of a private poker club. He and 
his buddies liked to stay up all night 
playing cards and drinking bourbon in 
the camp house. They hired a short-or- 
der chef who was great at cooking eggs, 
bacon and squirrels but he wasn’t exact
ly Martha Stewart when Thanksgiving 
Day rolled around.

To make matters worse, my young 
stomach lived in the Central Time Zone 
back home in Marianna. Camp Seclu
sion, which was somewhere south of 
Estiffanugla (aka Stiff And Ugly), was 
on the east side of the Apalachicola Riv
er. It operated on Eastern Time. The

tummy was used to eating lunch at high 
noon Central, not 2:30 p.m. Eastern. It 
felt like an eternity as I eyeballed the raw 
mustard greens growing in a garden 
near the camp house. I wondered if they 
were edible raw?

The best part of Thanksgiving lunch 
was the blessing. The men tried to outdo 
each other when it came to tacking on 
an Irish zinger to the end of the prayer. 
Even though I was starving, I still snick
ered the first time I heard: “And may you 
get to heaven a half hour before the devil 
knows you’re dead.”

You didn’t hear that kind of chummy 
chit-chat with the Almighty down at the 
First United Methodist Church of Mar
ianna.

Lunch usually consisted of dry tur
key, over-salted spiral ham, marshmal
low-slathered orange goop, room-tem- 
perature ambrosia and stuffing. It all 
tasted better when drowned in delicious 
gravy. After lunch, the boys took to the 
woods to shoot tin cans and squirrels. 
The men retired to their heated bunk
house to count their poker losses and 
snore the wild hogs out of the woods.

What I wouldn’t have given for one 
Thanksgiving afternoon of slumbering, 
drooling bliss in a La-Z-Boy recliner 
while a TV the size of a mattress droned 
on about wishbone formations and hur- 
ry-up offenses. I thought the televised 
Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade was a 
myth until I was old enough for college.

Eavesdropping on Thanksgiving Eve

Camp Seclusion slowly faded away 
as members died off and the truly ded
icated poker players formed a new club 
that did not carry the pretense of hunt
ing. During the ‘90s, I attended a few 
“orphan” Thanksgivings with neighbors 
and friends.

In 1994, when I was getting serious 
with my wife-to-be, Amy, she drove 
from Ocala to Tallahassee on Thanks
giving Eve. It was getting late and we

hurried out to grab some dinner before 
the restaurants closed.

When we got to The Wharf Restau
rant on the Apalachee Parkway, the one 
next door to Mom & Dad’s, the hostess 
seated us in a small dining room next to 
a large party of 10 or so people. They 
looked vaguely familiar. After I sat 
down, I realized it was gazillionaire Ted 
Turner, his then-wife Jane Fonda and a 
flock of other Fondas. They owned a 
plantation down the road in Jefferson 
County, so The Wharf was their neigh
borhood joint.

I told Amy how glad I was to see her 
but I was going to maintain radio silence 
for the next hour so I could eavesdrop. 
And, yes, my mother would have been 
ashamed.

It was fun, at first, to hear about Hen
ry Fonda’s lifelong battle with gout and 
other tidbits of information about the 
famed actor’s idiosyncrasies. Turner did 
not say much but would occasionally 
blurt out random thoughts. He had just 
finished reading a book called “The Hot 
Zone” about the Ebola virus, so he loud
ly described symptoms of the disease.

I nearly dropped my fork in my 
cheese grits and Amy went a bit pale 
when The Mouth of The South practi
cally shouted: “And then blood started 
spewing out of his nipples.”

The Fondas were obviously used to 
this type of thing so they paused for a 
second and then went back to talking 
about Hank Fonda.

When Turner finished his meal be
fore anyone else, he suddenly pushed 
his chair back and began pacing around 
the room. The Fondas took little notice. 
Turner closely studied all the brightly 
colored fish swimming in the room’s two 
enormous salt-water tanks.

After four or five minutes of fish in
spection, Turner turned and bellowed: 
“I know every one of ‘em by name.” 

Jane Fonda, without missing a beat, 
said, “Is it by first name or last name, 
dear?”

Pass the Goblin Juice, Pilgrim

My family finally got Thanksgiving 
right by the end of the ‘90s.

Every late November, we rented sev
en or eight rooms on the top floor of El 
Governor Motel in the far east corner of 
Bay County. The rates were absurdly 
cheap in the off-season and the weather 
was typically mild.

We played bocce ball on the beach, 
held marathon dominoes games, 
plunked guitars, sang songs, shucked 
fresh oysters on the balcony and slept 
with the sound of the waves crashing a 
few yards away. Plus, it all came with 
house-cleaning service and a full-sized 
kitchen in each room. It was the divine, 
polar opposite of Camp Seclusion and 
even my father had to agree.

One Thanksgiving Day afternoon, 
following a feast of raw oysters and 
grilled fish, we put my nephew, Mike, in 
charge of the blender. He whipped up 
some lime daiquiris that were dark, 
green icy sludge. The deceptively potent 
concoction was dubbed Goblin Juice.

The bocce tournament quickly went 
off the rails after someone threw the 
jack into the Gulf of Mexico. The conver
sation turned into a something resem
bling Ted Turner Tourette’s syndrome. 
Amy, who’d been napping during the 
bocce disaster, was appalled by it all. 
Especially when she discovered Mike 
was throwing whole limes, rinds and all, 
into the blender before topping them off 
with an obscene amount of rum.

“I don’t think they served Goblin 
Juice at the first Thanksgiving,” Amy 
said.

She was right, of course. But maybe if 
the buckle-heads who landed on Ply
mouth Rock had the recipe for Goblin 
Juice, they would not have swiped their 
new neighbors’ land not long after the 
orange goop was served.

Contact Mark Hinson at mhin- 
son@tallahassee.com
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