Pinewood cemetery                  
  By John Montague 

Pinewood Cemetery illuminates the unintended consequence of inconsiderate and irresponsible development: a society detaching itself from heritage.  The fenced site, now hidden in the blighted reconstruction zones of Daytona Beach, sharply contrasts with Daytona’s ambition to restructure, and obtain the new and fangled.  Pinewood exemplifies the dangers of forgetting the past, and shedding a historic city’s once idyllic roots.  The gravesite’s corrosive condition--within the heart of the city--elucidates how the community is disjointed from an earlier period, a period when aristocrats raced on Daytona’s silvery beaches for sport.  Daytona has consistently formulated around the bottom line. However, the city’s frantic pursuit of lucre has led to a mentality adrift from Daytona’s history—a perspective that only looks toward condos, binge parties, race tracks, and biker bars.  Pinewood is an emblem of a beach town’s enthralling former times.
Pinewood Cemetery is stashed under the grime of urban re-development.  Enclosed by a biker bar, seven eleven, novelty shop, low-income housing, and an additional bar, the area’s most frequent patrons are malt-liquor bottles and beer cans, which stockpile into clusters within the black, wrought iron fences.  Pinewood has no grounds keeper and lacks established public tours.  Nevertheless, the Official Daytona Beach Tourism Guide does mention a regular “Daytona Ghost Walk” which encircles the lot: “This is the only tour around that is owned and operated by certified ghost hunters/ an entertaining journey blending history, scientific data and haunting tales.”  The gimmicky add is unmistakably captivating and flashy, as well as exemplary of entrepreneurial success.  Interestingly, the ad fails to mention Pinewood or any of its tenants; ending with the statement “we sell cameras/ so come and catch some paranormal activity.”


The synoptic aloofness encircling Daytona’s headstone city is embodied in Pinewood’s rearing metropolitan.  Motorist, cyclists, bikers, prostitutes and pedestrians monotonously orbit Peninsula and Main with narrow-vision and reluctance.  The adjacent bike shop’s overwhelming racquet of NASCAR is compounded with motorcyclist sporadically roaring engine’s; the roaring discord sounds like voracious lions, polluting the Kingston Trio’s, “I don’t give a damn about a greenback dollar,” chorus at the Bootstrap Saloon.  Across Pinewood, to the west of the cemetery, the Seven Eleven bustled with many newfangled cars projecting hip-hop music, and revving their engines for show.  Daytona’s scaling beach infrastructure towers over pinewood, dwarfing the small cemetery: A Hilton Head, water park, fresh condo, shopping mall, draw bridge, insurance agency,  Bank of America, water tower, community college, and expanding convention center all look down upon Pine Wood’s area as children overlooking a sickly shrinking father.  

Despite Daytona’s restless effort to ameliorate and modify Pinewood’s encompassing area, Pinewood remains.  Every day, from dawn till dusk, Pinewood’s two entrances are invitingly open, and the old bending oaks sprawl outward for influence.  However, the city recently fortified the structure with an 8’ wall and a black wrought iron fence which both uphold numerous city ordinances stating “No trespassing—dawn till dusk/ no sitting or leaning on the fence.” Though seldom, if an individual does venture past the cities aesthetically pleasing barricade they will become plagued by the graveyards fallowing bareness.  As an ambler enchanted by the blighted site, I seek to unearth Daytona’s distraught graveyard in hopes of better understanding Daytona Beach.  The city was unable to screen me from Pine Wood cemetery.  
After I wondered under the far-reaching oaks I was exposed to the sites’ overwhelming aridity.  As I stride, the chalky-loam powders my feet, and sponges’ everything salubrious from my pours.  My mouth begins to grow dry in the escalating summer heat; I crave water.  Hoppeing to replenish myself, with one of the numerous faucets, I turned a spouts rusty handle to disappointedly find the entire area dehydrated.  All the faucets were dry as beach weeds thrived, spanish moss flourished, and, in the distance, a silvery water tower beamed light down atop the property.  The landscape is excruciatingly infertile, indicating a fierce competition among fernery inevitably occurring during Florida’s long summer droughts.  Though the soil is rich with Floridian heritage; the sandy-loam is arid, mal-nourished; and has been exploited of almost all nutrients.  

With the absence of a grounds keeper, one will have difficulty finding a plot.  In fact, a man was incapable of visiting a lost nephew because of the areas awful management.  He couldn’t recall the site, but could vaguely remember the tombstone’s inscription: “never forgotten/forever young.”  Unfortunately, I hadn’t seen the man’s nephew.  The plot remained uncharted, swallowed by Floridian weeds.  

The relationship between Daytona and pinewood is further illuminated through the studying the area’s human ecology.  The grounds have been infringed to a stage of geological disruption, as land rifts, protruding graves, and fissured concrete fragment the landscape.  The great variety of trees makes the area appear jungle-like and wild: sable palms, cedar tree, cypresses, and a variety of oaks are scattered throughout the lot, rupturing tombs and splintering concrete.  Disregarding a gothic fence, a white oak wraps and blankets the once fashionable rail, brutality illuminating the tough and adaptive nature of oaks.  Two narrow tire ruts, of a golf cart, horseshoe around the spine of tombs, bringing the disorganized landscape accordance, and causing me to feel as though I were touring a necropolis rather than Daytona’s local gravesite.  Seeking insight, I persisted, venturing deep within Daytona’s potter's field.  However as I navigated the desolate site, I saw loved ones, confederate soldiers, rich doctors, and great philanthropists.  Though the hedge stones varied in condition, they all universally disintegrate as Daytona’s sultry weather in-clash with pollution—from acid rain—unceasingly gnaw at countless already illegible tombstones. 

   Interestingly, as one begins to walk along the west side many of the tombstones are constructed in such a manner that they turn their backs upon the city and the encircling path.  

Upon following the path to the west side one subtly encounters, the site’s most recent construction, a newly added ridge.  The wall refines a large quantity of fresh-laid loam, which sharply contrasts from nutrient-deprived surrounding soil.  Inserted within the sandy loam, is an advertisement that has bombarded, what is left of, the cemeteries outlay.  The sign advertises a newly reinforced ridge, displaying “Jim-Carpentry masonry,” and cleverly including a phone number so any of Main Streets’ heavy traffic will certainly be exposed to his business.

Most of the graves appear archaic and boring in-perspective of the flashy, pleasantly-painted Daytona Beach.  However, of the most recent plots exemplifies a coolly perceived Daytona Beach.  Lying towards the east entrances the grave is marked by a hand made 4’’by 4’’ 2’’ by 6’’ cross that displays no name, but is distinguished by a blue steel Harley Davidson plaque.  There are numerous other graves within the site however none of them are as recent most are not as recent as the Harley Davidson plaque, nor as simple.  .  Pinewood’s layout is disjointed, following no real symmetry; crumbling graves protrude outward as if the diseased were trying to rise and effect exterior circumstances. The graves trophying the names of Dr’s, lawyers, preachers, sons, daughters, mothers, and great philanthropist are faded and dim.

Charles Burgoyne, a philanthropist and founder of Daytona Beach tourism industry is also contained within Pine Wood’s twisted fences.  Upon Burgoyne’s death in 1916, Pine Wood gleamed of white marble and glossy Model T’s.  Burgoyne’s family continued annual concerts paid tribute to his philanthropic lifestyle, and the marble walls torches danced with vitality.  Today, his tomb is ruptured from a newly sprouted live oak, the marble has corroded to a crusty grey, and the bordering torches are filled with the beach’s sandy-grit.  Nevertheless Burgoyne’s affluence lives on outside the graveyard’s gates as Daytona’s booming economy and roaring speedways have far surpassed Burgoyne’s aspirations.
Speculating Daytona as tourism powerhouse, Burgoyne birthed a seawall, promenade, casino, and a series of classical concerts to attract vacationers to the small beach town.  Burgoyne’s small tourist allurements have ballooned into a multi-billion dollar industry that captivates 8.5 to 9 million visitors each year.  However, amidst the Hotels, Speedways, water parks, and shopping malls that Charles Burgoyne strived to initiate.  Ironically, Burgoyne’s framework instilled the city with a sense of venality, leaving his grave ill-kept and disintegrative from original intent.  Charles magnificent cross has faded, and the verse “Lord remember me when thou comets into our kingdom” remains almost indecipherable.  Pine Wood models the end result of a city lusting after lucre: a cycle of forgotten graves compounded with a predominance of profit and overgrown weeds.   
