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INTRODUCTION 

  
The following history of the Magnolia Inn is told in the "first· person" by 

Alice D. Roach, who purchased the Inn in 1940 and operated it for 30 

years until her retirement in 1970.  

 

Magnolia Inn was purchased in September of 1940 through a Southern 

Hotel listing. It consisted of two acres of land with many fine large old 

trees fronting on St. Joseph Sound just off the Gulf of Mexico in the little 

fishing village of Ozona. The Inn building was a one, two and three story 

frame structure with 13 bedrooms, two living rooms and a large porch 

extending around three sides on both the first and second floors. Some 50 

citrus trees were located on the back lot and a 300 foot pier extended out 

into the clear waters of the bay.  

 

The first two story section of the Inn building was constructed from heart 

pine logs which had been cut around Cedar Keys and floated down on a 

raft about 1886. A saw mill had been set up on the grounds to cut the 

finished lumber for the building. A Mr. L. H. Eavey, who had a small 

grocery store on the waterfront at the west end of Bay Street, was getting 

married and the first section of the Inn was for his new bride. The building 

had four large bedrooms and before long the Eaveys were asked to take in 

boarders for there were no accommodations in that area for travelers. 

Their home became a popular place to stay and they continued to take in 

boarders for many years. A few years later with the extension of the Coast 

Line Railroad through the area and down to St. Petersburg, the number of 

travelers increased. Mr. Eavey decided to build a three story addition with 

nine more bedrooms and to all a large one story kitchen and dining room 

in 1893.  

 

In 1905 Mr. Eavey leased the Inn to two maiden friends from Chautauqua, 

New York, a Miss Gibson and a Miss Clough. They ran it for Mr. Eavey 

for about 15 years thereafter. Mr. Eavey sold it in 1920 to Douglas and 
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Twist from Old Orchard, Maine. Douglas and Twist sold to Robinson. 

Later, Mrs. Eavey had to foreclose on Robinson and sold it to Charles 

Perry. Charles Perry sold it in 1938 to King from North Carollina. King 

sold it to Alice Roach in 1940 and she changed the name to Magnolia Inn. 

She operated it for 30 years, longer than any other owner. She retired in 

1970 and the Inn buildings were removed to build two story modern 

apartments in 1975.  

 

When first constructed, there were no bathrooms located in the Inn. Later 

bathrooms were added to most of the rooms as they were large enough to 

do so. Still later, closets were also added to each room.  
 

Historic Narrative  

 

I purchased the Inn from Mr. King, who owned Kings Inn in Highlands, 

North Carolina, which he operated during the summers. He had purchased 

the Inn just one year before to operate during the winter season and 

thereby keep his colored help employed year round. However, he could 

see the war coming, which would probably take his sons into the service. 

He sold the Inn to me in 1940 and agreed to allow his colored help to 

come down to Ozona in the winter season providing they would return to 

work for him each summer.  

 

The four colored helpers were invaluable to me as I had no experience 

running an Inn. They really trained me and were outstanding workers. 

Since I had no funds to advertise and we had inherited no guests from 

previous owners, all our business came from friends and word of mouth 

recommendations. Therefore, our business started very slow. The colored 

chef, "Nat", soon saw that I wouldn't be able to make a go of it unless we 

began to serve outside meals as Mr. King had done.  

 

Nat did all the ground work of ordering supplies, making menus and we 

soon began to serve quite a number of dinners in the evenings. On 

Sundays we gradually worked it up to as many as 100 with a few coming 

from as far away as St. Petersburg.  



Page 5 of 13 
 

Our Sunday dinners consisted of a choice of soup or juice, Southern fried 

chicken, mashed potatoes and gravy, salad, two vegetables, home-made 

rolls, two passed side dishes of sliced roast lamb and macaroni mousse. 

Dessert was almond chiffon pie or ice cream sundae. This meal was 

served for a dollar. Mr. King had been a wise old Southern gentleman and 

had made his peace with the neighbors for having four colored employees 

living on the Inn grounds by offering to serve dinners to the local 

residents for only $.75, thus I was forced to extend the same terms when I 

took over.  

 

Wages for the help were unbelievable low. Mr. King had warned me not 

to "spoil" his colored help. The chef was paid only $6.00 a week plus his 

room and board. His wife waited on tables and did part of the maid work 

for $3.00 a week. She had a niece who also helped in the dining room and 

the maid work was paid the same. A colored handy man took care of the 

lawn, carried guestsô luggage, picked the citrus, chopped wood for the 

fireplace and washed dishes for the same $3.00. After only a couple of 

weeks, I felt obligated to raise their wages to double and also give them 

Sunday afternoon and evening off. Mr. King had never allowed them to 

have any time off and so they were very grateful for the treatment they 

received.  

 

When we first arrived in Ozona, Mr. King had employed a man from 

North Carolina, Mr. Ring, to be a caretaker during the many months in the 

summer when the Inn was closed for the season. Mr. Ring was thin and 

frail and bent over almost double from arthritis. He had actually been 

brought down from North Carolina on a stretcher to die. Mr. Ring had 

been a druggist in North Carolina and once here he had embarked on his 

own formula to cure himself. He drank lots of grapefruit juice, bathed in 

the salt water of the bay, and had pushed himself to exercise in the sun to 

enable him to sweat. To do so he had pushed a hand-lawn mower around 

the Inn grounds in the hot summer sun. When we arrived he still weighed 

less than 100 pounds but had been able to straighten up a little when he 

walked. Mr. King had removed all of the blankets from the Inn before 

selling to me and we had no blankets anywhere. Mr. Ring, through his 



Page 6 of 13 
 

contacts back home, was able to obtain fine 100% wool blankets for us for 

only $5.00 each. In gratitude, I asked Mr. Ring to stay on with us until 

after guests began arriving in January. During those two months he gained 

30 pounds and began to recover his physical abilities. After moving 

across the street from the Inn in January, he continued to take his dinners 

each evening with us and continued regaining his health. Within a few 

years he had recovered enough that he resumed his druggist career on a 

part-time basis. He lived until the 1960ôs and we always felt the Magnolia 

Inn meals did much to help him regain his health. The healthy friend from 

North Carolina, Mr. Patten, who had brought Ring down to Ozona, died 

many years before Mr. Ring did. But then he didn't dine at Magnolia Inn.  

 

Ozona and this area of Florida were relatively poor in the 1940's and 

tourism did not yet contribute greatly to the economy of the county. We 

were "Yankees" from a suburb of Chicago, and were unacquainted with 

the ways of the old South and with the low costs of doing business here. 

As a result, we received quite an education from our town neighbors in 

many things. Soon after we arrived to operate the Inn, word spread around 

town that new people owned the "hotel". Some of the local people 

realized that we would need some of the goods and services that they 

could supply and they soon began to call.  

 

One of our first experiences happened the first morning after our arrival. 

Several people came in our yard to a hose spigot in the lawn. They filled 

empty gallon jugs with our water. We soon learned they had been doing 

this for many years as the Inn had a wonderful deep well and the water 

was very clear and good. Everyone in town had a pump and septic tank as 

there were no public utilities for those items. Those with poor quality 

water came to the Inn to get their drinking water and we were happy to let 

them continue to do so.  

 

The Inn had four large fireplaces, which in the old days had been about 

the only way to heat the building. A few electric heaters had been installed 

through the years, but they were very expensive to operate. Within a few 

days after arriving in November 1940, the weather turned very cold and 
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we found it very hard to stay warm. A knock on the back door revealed a 

local man with a pick-up truck which had a large, very neat stack of cut 

and split firewood on it. We soon learned that this stack of wood, several 

feet high and several feet long was known as a "chord". Mr. Jones quoted 

us a price of $5.00 for the chord and we immediately purchased it. After 

he had unloaded and carefully stacked the pile and was about to drive off, 

he came to the door again and asked "Lady, do you know anything about 

"fat lighter?" I admitted that I knew nothing about that term. He explained 

to me it had been cut from a dead pine tree that had been struck by 

lightning which halts pine tar from sinking down into the roots of the tree. 

As a result, the wood burned like a blow torch. He warned me to never put 

more than two small pieces or one large piece in the fireplace at a time or 

it would burn the house down. And he was right. The fireplace soon had a 

small very hot fire that really heated up the area. In the dining room, a 

very large space, there was a small old pot belly iron stove in one corner. 

On cold mornings the handy man would start a fire and soon the iron stove 

would be glowing red-hot from the fat lighter.  

 

Fishing in the bay was excellent and schools of mullet could be seen every 

day around the 300 foot pier. Often guests could catch red fish off the pier 

and could bring trout in from fishing trips on the bay. Usually these fish 

were placed on the menu that same evening or no later than the next day.  

 

The entire bay water was clear as gin after the tourist season ended in 

April and we could go scalloping as they were very plentiful. Swimming 

off the pier was usual all summer and you would see every blade of grass 

on the bottom. The bay stayed clear until 1962 when three events 

occurred to make the water cloudy thereafter. The causeway to 

Honeymoon Island was dredged, and the intercoastal waterway channel 

dredging began. Then in December 1962, the weather froze down to 18 

degrees and stayed below 32 degrees for over 18 hours. As a result, all the 

sea grass in the bay bottom was frozen and there was no grass to filter the 

sand and silt out of the water.  

 

As mentioned previously, Ozona had no water or sewer system and there 
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was no garbage pick-up until about 1955. At that time, an old gentleman 

named Mr. McMullen began collecting garbage once a week for $1.00 a 

month. My mother, who had been a farmer's wife all her life, lived with 

me the winters and visited her other children in the summers. Seeing all 

the food waste the Inn generated, she soon converted an old tool shed at 

the end of the five carports in the grove to a hen house and fenced a small 

area of the grove for a chicken yard. She bought 100 baby chicks from the 

Brandenberg Hatchery in Dunedin and soon supplied all the chickens we 

needed. It usually took about 275 chickens to get us through the season. 

The chickens ate the food scraps and required very little chicken feed at 

all.  

 

When we arrived at the Inn, we found that each hammer in the tool shed 

had a hole about as big as your finger drilled in the butt of each hammer 

handle. The hole was filled with Fels Naptha soap. It took us quite a while 

to figure out that the only way to get a nail to go into the wood that the 

entire Inn was constructed of was to grease the nail first with the soap, and 

then you might be able to drive it in without bending. The Inn was 

constructed of long leaf yellow heart pine.  

 

 

One morning after we arrived, we heard a "pounding" out on the front 

porch. Looking out we saw an old man with a long white beard standing 

next to the porch in the yard. He didn't want to come up on the porch and 

knock on the door so he stood in the yard and pounded his hand on the 

porch floor.  

 

He would have looked just like Santa Claus except for the large brown 

stain on his white beard around his mouth where he spit tobacco. He 

advised us that our citrus trees needed trimming very badly and that if it 

wasn't done properly the dead limbs would all die back and eventually kill 

the trees. I had very little funds for such activities but we needed the citrus 

trees to be in good condition. When I asked his price for such work, he 

quoted "Fifteen for the small trees, twenty-five for the medium trees and 

forty for the large trees." I really didn't know what to say. If he wanted 
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forty dollars to trim a large citrus tree, then I just couldn't afford to have 

the work done. So I asked just what he meant. Quite a bit irritated at my 

lack of understanding, he repeated, "Fifteen cents for the small uns." I was 

just stunned that anyone would work so hard for so little money but I told 

him to go ahead. He worked for about two weeks and did a neat and 

complete job of it. Sometimes I saw him work several hours trimming a 

large tree. 

  

Mrs. Eavey, who came to the Inn as a bride, recalled that her husband had 

run out of nails while building the first part of the Inn. Usually all supplies 

were brought by boat down from Cedar Keys or else by mule and wagon 

from Tampa. Mr. Eavey had heard there was a new town down at the 

South end of the county named St. Petersburg. So he took his mule and 

wagon and drove down to St. Petersburg which took all day. He found no 

nails for sale anywhere so had to hire a raft to float his mules and wagon 

over to Tampa. The raft was polled across the bay. That took a second 

day. In Tampa he purchased the nails and returned to Ozona the third day.  

 

After the end of the first season, we returned north for the summer to our 

former home in a suburb of Chicago. The second year we opened the 

season on Pearl Harbor Day.  

 
 

Thereafter, the war made travel very difficult for guests to come south. 

Only two of our help returned for the second season. The others had gone 

to work in war plants. Our goal during the war years was to try and make 

enough money to pay the taxes, insurance and maintenance. It was 

difficult and at one time I had only $1.87 in my checkbook.  

 

Right after the war, we moved to Ozona permanently and began to try and 

catch up on the neglected maintenance. These old frame buildings located 

right on the bay were very high in maintenance and labor expense.  

When we arrived at the Inn, the building was painted a faded pink with 

dark green trim (almost black). Much of the exterior paint was badly 

peeled. On the inside the Inn had calcimined walls and ceilings, and 
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varnished door frames and baseboards at least a foot wide. Gradually, the 

pink and green outside were replaced by white paint and the varnished 

woodwork inside was replaced by pastel colors after several coats to keep 

the varnish from bleeding through. 

  

In 1945 and 1946, a family friend, a semi-retired carpenter, John Stelma 

from Grand Rapids, Michigan spent winters at the Inn doing much needed 

carpenter repairs. At one time, he could not locate any dry lumber to 

repair the roof. So we dismantled a porch roof from the old original 

section of the Inn that made two of the bedrooms too dark, and used that 

lumber because it was of much better quality than could be purchased. 

Nails were impossible to find in Pinellas County immediately after the 

War, so Doug, my son, would buy them in Gainesville where he was 

attending college, and bring them home in his suitcase along with his 

weekly dirty laundry.  

 

In the fall of 1946, immediately after the War, Doug began to attend 

college in Gainesville and came home every weekend to help with repairs. 

Then during the summer, he brought home a friend and they spent the 

summer repairing the roof, the pier, etc. But late each afternoon they 

would take a little time off for swimming or fishing. 

  

Gradually our guest list built up all through recommendations from our 

first guests. We had many guests from Philadelphia and from all over the 

East Coast. So, soon we were having to find rooms outside the Inn to 

accommodate our expanding business. Most of our guests were from the 

Northeast and were accustomed to their evening cocktails before dinner. I 

couldn't afford a liquor license and so designated the second floor lobby 

as their cocktail lounge. In a small downstairs closet was an ice chest 

where they could obtain their own ice and store their beverages. So each 

evening they would congregate, bringing their own bottles in the upstairs 

lobby hall unless the weather was nice. Then they would gather outside on 

the lawn in the shelter of the dining room and front entrance where the 

cold winter winds would not disturb them. 
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My mother always helped out at the Inn after we moved here 

permanently, and she just loved doing it. She had a table in the back of the 

kitchen where she prepared vegetables, fixed orange juice, and sectioned 

great quantities of grapefruit.  

 

She was always a big help to Effie, the cook, and it made her really proud 

to be of assistance. Summers we would spend in Illinois with my sister.  

In 1953, Helen Masce started working for us and stayed with me after I 

retired, helping guests in their apartments after we stopped operating the 

Inn. Helen Warner also helped us. We called Helen Masce "Little Helen" 

to separate the two Helens. Effie, the cook, and Erv had purchased a 

summer resort of several cottages on a lake in Michigan, which they 

rented out during the summer. So they had to leave early in the spring to 

get their cottages ready. That left me to carry on with the last of our 

season's guests and the help of the two Helens. We also had Mrs. Harvel 

help for many years. Mrs. Harvel was a local Indian woman who could 

work rings around most anyone else. Early in the morning, you could see 

her walk by in her fast Indian gait going to work at someone's house, like 

Mrs. Larner up the road. There she would do Mrs. Larnerôs washing, or 

clean her house or mow her lawn or rake her leaves. After a couple of 

hours, she would go to the fruit packing house and work all day. Then in 

the evening, she would come to the Inn and wash dishes and clean up the 

kitchen carefully taking most anything edible that was returned from the 

dining room home with her. Usually the dishes she took the food home in 

never returned, but she was such good help and so necessary to our 

operations, we didn't feel we could object.  

 

In 1953 I decided to build the Annex which provided five motel-like 

rooms, with a large storage area. This proved to be very popular and the 

rooms were taken for the season right away, enabling us to keep the guests 

with us instead of getting rooms outside. 

  

This "motel-like" building was located at the back part of the property. 

We did not have to sacrifice many fruit trees to build the Annex, and it 

proved to be a very attractive addition.  
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I had purchased two lots in Ozona Shores in the early 50' s for $2600 each 

so that fall decided to build a house there to use in connection with the 

Inn. The house had two separate wings and would take care of two 

couples. It proved to be very popular with numerous guests. 

  

We built the first two-story apartment building in 1961 at the rear of the 

orange grove. These were fully furnished but the guests who rented them 

still got their meals at the Inn, but also enjoyed having their own private 

apartment, and they proved very popular from the start.  

 

In 1969 we built our first two story apartment building on the waterfront, 

N.W. Corner. These apartments were sold immediately, to guests and one 

to my friends, the Scudders from Ozona Shores. I retained one apartment, 

N.W. corner for myself. The following year we started the second 

waterfront apartment.  

 

In the early 1970ôs, we remodeled the Annex into two one bedroom 

apartments and one efficiency and sold them to our winter guests too. 

  

1970 was the last year that I served meals and operated the Inn. I was 

nearing 70 years old and times were rapidly changing. Guests had become 

used to air conditioning where they traveled and far more modern 

accommodations when they vacationed. The age of jet travel opened up 

the entire world to travelers and an old frame building with 12 foot 

ceilings and no air conditioning was far less attractive than it had 

previously been. New rules and regulations made it very difficult for our 

old frame building to comply with restaurant requirements. Florida was 

entering boom times making adequate help almost impossible to obtain 

and far too expensive. We delayed removing the old Inn for several years, 

but finally in 1975 we did so because it had become totally obsolescent.  

 

However, we allowed a custom home builder in Clearwater, several 

weeks before wrecking the building, to remove many of the old windows, 

doors and staircases and moldings which he used in custom homes for his 

daughters in Clearwater. After removing the old Inn buildings, we 
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constructed two additional two story, four unit apartments which were 

sold to old Inn guests or their friends. 

  

Today a total of twenty-three apartments occupy the land amidst the same 

old oak trees and citrus.  

 

 

 

 

 

NOTE: Alice Roach lived at Magnolia Apartments until 1984 when she 

moved to Freedom Square Retirement Apartments in Seminole. She 

passed away in June of 1997 at the age of 95.  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 


