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Introduction 

 My friend, Worley, calls this “a little book” of 
stories.  It may be little in size but in feel and sensibility it 
is a universe.  The stories reflect the aspects of his past 
and present and the future he already knows that have 
made him who he is.  They paint the flow of the 
influences of his life, from the spirit of his 17th century 
ancestors who first settled in America to his certainty that 
after he leaves this plane, this incarnation, he will 
reconnect with all who went before and all who come 
after. 

 Worley’s children, grandchildren, and friends 
begged for these stories to be written down.  We have 
heard them in his speaking voice for as long as we have 
known him, but we needed the security of having them in 
written form to ensure we would remember their richness 
as our own journeys through this life grew longer. 
 These stories show the evolving Worley: the child 
and young man whose family and experience of the 
natural world shaped his future; the adult who came to 
understand the power of art and who is able to 
demonstrate it through his pottery; and the elder who 
senses the links between what has gone before and what 
will come.     
 Enjoy the journey of Worley Faver.  

       
   Emily Trapnell   
   Roanoke, Virginia  
   November, 2015 

 
 



 
 
 

DEDICATION 
 
 

Today I visited her, as I always do when I'm discouraged and 
finding little success in bringing my “personal legend” to 

reality.  She does not lie under that tombstone in the grass, but 
when I need to feel especially close to her, this is the place to 
which I return.  She lives in my  blood and genes, but most of 

all she lives in my spirit.  My eyes have not looked upon her for 
sixty-five years, but she never ever left my heart. In my 

moments of physical and emotional pain, she has always been 
there with her healing hands. Because of her, I know the 

meaning of unconditional love and have, in my own small way, 
been able to share that love with a  few others. These words 

are for you — my precious Grandmother. 
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 GRANDPA WILL (1867-1940) 
 

Arrival in America 
 

 The Van der Groeft family arrived in New 
Amsterdam from Holland in 1657.  As many immigrants 
before them, they “Americanized” their family name to 
DeGrove in 1750.  The family prospered in their new 
home up until the Revolutionary War.  Our cousin, Rachel, 
married an Englishman and was designated “tainted” by 
the new American Government and forced to flee to 
Canada after the Revolution.    
 According to family records the DeGroves owned 
property on Manhattan Island in an area which they 
described as “swampy land.”  Today that land is under 33 
Wall Street and the J.P. Morgan building.  They also owned 
part of Pier 3 on the Hudson River.  The land on Wall 
Street was lost in a long complicated law suit, 1832-1839. 
The Hudson River property was not lost.  This was the 
beginning of the DeGrove family in America.  

 
 



 
 

Florida 
 
 My grandfather, William Morton DeGrove, arrived 
in North Florida in 1873 when he was seven years old.  The 
name of the village was Fruit Cove on the St. Johns River, 
where his father planted citrus and other fruit trees.  His 
father, William, had been a telegraph superintendent 
during the early days of telegraphy in Kentucky.   
 In less than eight years his mother, father, and twin 
brothers had died.  The killer was probably influenza.  An 
aunt who taught school in Clay County helped raise the 
remaining children.  Her name was Fredonia, but in our 
family this angel has always been known as “Aunt Donie.”
 In his early twenties, Will met and married Mary 
Townsend who was raised in west Jacksonville.  Only one 
story from that courtship survives.  
  It has been said that when Grandpa first saw Mary 
at a dance, it was love at first sight.  Apparently he and his 
friends were sipping from their flasks and when his friends 
saw his attraction to Mary, they dared him to wash his coat 
in the punch bowl.  After he ruined his coat and the punch, 
we wonder what sort of impression this made on my 
grandmother, who was a very quiet and beautiful girl. 
 

Palm Valley 
 
 The little village was called Diego.  In the early 
1600’s the Spanish army and a few settlers built a small 
wooden fort called Fort San Diego.  This was an early 
warning outpost to protect St. Augustine from English 
invaders from Georgia and to protect them from Indian 
raids. 



 In 1895 Grandpa bought seventy-two acres of land 
in Diego for $300.  We think he had received some money 
from the sale of Pier 3 on the Hudson River.  He and his 
surviving brother and sisters were the only living heirs of 
William Michael DeGrove.  Pier 3 sold in 1896 for $85,000.  
Will and his bride, Mary, built a small house on the 
property and commenced building a large stone and 
cypress two-story home.  When completed in 1910, their 
home was called “The Big House” by the neighbors.  This 
is the house I grew up in and it still stands today.  
 Will and Mary raised seven children in that house, 
Edward, John, Charley, Doris, Marie, Russell, and my 
mother, Birdie.  Soon after moving into The Big House, 
Grandpa persuaded the few settlers in Diego to change the 
name of the community to Palm Valley. 
 When I moved into The Big House in 1940 the 
names of the neighbors close by, not related to our family 
in Palm Valley, were Mickler, Henson, West, and Mier. The 
property had a large sugar cane field west of the house, 
where the best cane syrup I ever tasted was created.  There 
were pecan, persimmon, orange, fig, and pear trees, as well 
as a peach orchard and grape arbors.  There were two 
varieties of orange trees (one for juice and eating fresh and 
the other for marmalade) and two varieties of grapes (one 
for jelly and one for eating fresh). 
 When the sugar cane was harvested in the fall, the 
field was left to rest until Uncle Charlie planted the 
spring/summer garden, where all of our fresh vegetables 
were produced.  We never bought vegetables because 
Granny and Mama canned enough in the summer to last 
through the winter.  The peach trees bloomed in February 
and the fruit was harvested in June.  I can still taste that 
homemade, hand-churned, peach ice cream.  
  East of the house was the “big field,” where 



produce was grown to sell to Mr. Crowe’s grocery store, 
the only one in Jacksonville Beach.  Grandpa and his sons 
grew sweet potatoes, pole beans, and other large crop 
vegetables in the big field.     
 Here’s a story about the big field I have to tell.  One 
day I was driving a tractor pulling the harrows and 
preparing the soil for the next crop when I heard one of 
the harrow blades strike something hard.  Getting off the 
tractor I found that I had run over a bottle, without 
breaking it.  Wiping the bottle off, I found it was filled with 
a clear liquid.  When I swirled the bottle around,  beads 
rose from the bottom.  I knew I had found something 
special.  At the end of the day I drove over to Flavian 
Mickler’s house.  He inspected the bottle, then pulled the 
cork to sniff the contents.  He smiled and said, “William, 
this is a special vintage and we can’t let it go to waste,” so 
we sat in the afternoon shade and enjoyed the best 
moonshine we would ever drink.   
 Grandpa Will earned his living as a farmer and 
mail-carrier.  He served on the St. Johns County 
Commission from 1902 through 1910 and was elected to 
the Florida Legislature in 1916 where he served two terms.  
The second run for election produced a very nice “left 
handed” compliment from his opponent who said, “Will 
DeGrove is the meanest man in Palm Valley, but he is also 
the most honest.”     
 While in Tallahassee he sponsored bills to give 
women the right to vote (Women’s Suffrage) and was also 
instrumental in dividing St. Johns County to create Flagler 
County.  I have an old photograph of my grandmother and 
my mother (all dressed up in a long white dress with 
matching hair ribbon), probably made in Tallahassee 
during a legislative session.   They would board the train at 
Pablo (later Jacksonville Beach) to travel to Tallahassee.



 In the early days the state of Florida was divided 
into two counties with Escambia County in the far western 
part of the state and St. Johns County covering the rest.  
Grandpa’s help in dividing St. Johns County finally 
brought the area of the county to a reasonable size. This 
final division of the county created Flagler County.  
 Family legend also says that he supported the idea 
to clean up the St. Johns River in the area of Jacksonville 
where raw sewage was contaminating the water. I imagine 
this idea may have come from Uncle Henry who was 
Captain on the St. Johns River Dayline Steamer 
“Magnolia.”      
 One afternoon Grandpa was sitting on the front 
porch resting from the daily toil when he noticed a man 
running up the lane to The Big House. When the man 
reached the porch out of breath and visibly very frightened, 
Grandpa asked him what was wrong.  The man said, 
“Mister Will, you are the only person who can save me.  
I'm a Minorcan from St. Augustine.  I'm being chased by 
the Ku Klux Klan because of an untrue trumped-up 
charge.”  Sure enough, up the lane came several men 
dressed in the white robes of the KKK.  Grandpa calmly 
moved the Minorcan to stand behind him and called his 
boys out of the house. 
 The leader of the KKK said, “Mr. DeGrove you 
have to turn this Minorcan over to us to be punished.”  
Grandpa said, “Gentlemen, if you want him, you will first 
have to go through me and my sons.”  The Klan backed 
down that day. There was no violence and the Minorcan 
was returned safely to his family.   
 How I wish I had known my Grandpa Will.  I was 
only three when he died in his seventy-fourth year.  
Thankfully, I can still remember his face.  He apparently 
was one of those larger-than-life, “force-of-nature” men.  



 He divided his property between his children, set 
aside land for a family cemetery, and donated a fairly large 
tract to the Palm Valley Baptist Church, where he was a 
leader and deacon. He also offered land to the U.S. 
Government to be used as a post office.  
 His oldest son, Edward, died of tuberculosis when 
he was twenty eight..  Grandpa did everything he could to 
save him. According to family legend, he even sent him to 
New Mexico for treatment in the dry climate.  
 My mother was the “baby” in the family and could 
have been his favorite.  She was born May 9, 1910. Her 
name was Birdie and he called her his “little May bird.”  
 Apparently no alarm clock was needed in The Big 
House.  My mother said that every morning Grandpa 
would go to the kitchen and while putting the coffee on, 
that old Baptist hymn “When the Roll is Called Up 
Yonder,” was sung loud enough to wake the entire 
household.      
 One morning in 1940, my dear grandmother woke 
up and found him lying beside her very still and not 
breathing.  He went to the other side while in his sleep.  
What a wonderful way to leave this world.   His passing 
was recognized by the Florida Legislature in House 
Resolution #39, which honored him as a “pioneer of 
Florida and a man of exemplary character and Christian 
faith."       
 After he left, my mother moved our family into 
The Big House so that Granny would not have to live 
alone.  After we moved, I enjoyed the perfect childhood, 
spoiled to perfection by my granny and my mother. There 
are so many happy memories and if I dream of a house to 
this day, it is always The Big House.    
 At ten years old I roamed the woods around the 
house to shoot squirrels, which Granny would fry for 



supper.  If the sun went down before I came from the 
woods, Mama would step out on the back porch and call 
me.  There was also some sadness.   
  Playing on the front porch one day, I noticed two 
messages written in pencil on the stone wall of the house. 
They were alike except the names. Here is what they said:  
“Remember Edward (John) Degrove.”  Both of these 
uncles died in The Big House from tuberculosis. Eddie was 
twenty eight and John was in his late forties, I believe. 
       
 What a wonderful example Grandpa Will was, 
showing us how to live and love. 

 
* 
 

 Thank you for reading the first chapter of my 
book.  If you would like to read more, the book is 
available here in the Amazon Kindle Store. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B018UW0IR4


 
 
 

 
 

Grandpa Will circa 1890 — age 27 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
DeGrove Family at the Big House — circa 1935 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 

Mary Townsend  DeGrove (My  Grandmother) and 
Mary Birdie DeGrove (My Mother) 



 


