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An immense influence. An inexhaustible example of a 
DIY attitude. A peer. A timeless island original. South-

ern renaissance man. Father Goose, Boz, The old man. Robert 
Bostock, you taught me how hard work and a little thinking 
outside the box can pay off. That you could look like a free 
spirit, but think like a business man. That if you’re not having 

An islAnd icon, remembered. 

St. Simons Island lost a favorite resident recently with the passing 
of Robert “Boz” Bostock. Everyone knew Boz, everyone loved him, 
and he is deeply missed. The stories about him are legendary, 
and there’s a palpable feeling of his presence lingering even 
though he’s no longer with us. His friends tell it best.

fun doing it, then don’t do it … as well as the value of a damn 
good pun. Much peace and love to all your family here with 
us. Godspeed to your spirit. Rest easy Boz. – Griffin Bufkin

He was just this little guy that none of us had heard ever 
of. We were three smirky 20-something year-olds so 



full of ourselves that we didn’t realize how power-
ful we really were. We were THE bartenders of the 
extremely popular Emmeline and Hessie at the very 
beginning of its greatness and soon to be reputation. 
Forrest Brown, Steve Ceceri, and I could have con-
quered the world but we needed a fourth and it came 
in a little package of bizarre and wonderful humor 
named Robert “Boz” Bos-
tock. As soon as he stepped 
in the pit we knew he was 
one of us. We were a team 
and a force to be reckoned 
with. Liquor flowed faster 
than any joint in the area 
with people stacked up four 
and five deep and we never 
stopped, looked up, or ever 
whined, but by God we 
laughed and joked until it 
made us cry, and all because 
Boz was our comedic hero. 
We loved to put him on 
the frozen drink machine 
and as we hollered out the 
orders from one station to 
another, what never ceased 
to amaze us was this guy’s 
cool and adept ability to stay 
on task, throw back a shot, 
and keep on joking with 
the best of them. He never 
changed and I thank God I 
had a chance to know him.  
– Fred Griffin

I  met Robert “ Boz, The 
Troll, Mr. Dirt, Father 

Goose” Bostock in the fall 
of 1970 as I was pledging 
Kappa Sigma fraternity at 
Georgia Southern College. 
Boz was a sophmore and 
already a brother and I was 
a junior as a transfer student from Middle Georgia 
College. I can honestly say the Boz’s personality 
never changed. I never saw Robert Bostock that he 
was not in a good mood and he always had a story 
to tell and he always made me laugh. He is one of 
those very few people you meet in life that you will 
remember and tell stories about for the rest of your 
life. Robert Bostock was one of a kind and the world 
was a better place with him in it. – Bill Nutgrass

Boz’s thoughtful words to me about maintain-
ing a balance between family and the restau-

rant business really meant a lot to me. Also, the 
encouragement from him about restaurants sticking 
together in tough times showed to me that it was 
more about community than competition and that 
we are all in the same boat. To have been friends 
with Father Goose was truly an honor that I will 
always treasure. – Zack Gowen

Boz and I were friends for over 30 years. His 
humor was like none other, and I’m sure 

everybody has great stories. I’ve got hundreds. 
He could find humor everywhere, maybe at your 
expense, maybe mine, or often his own. He had 
the quickest wit of anyone I have ever known. Not 
long after Boz returned from a trip to Emory, I 
went to see him at his office above Bubbas. I said 
to him, “Damn Boz, you look like you’ve been to 
the spa or something!” He’d lost a little weight 
and looked great. He says, “Yeah, I was thinking 
about being cremated, but now I look so good 

I think I’ll have an open casket!” Perfect Boz – 
humor anywhere and everywhere.

He did many good things in his life here on St. 
Simons Island – he was a teacher, a wrestling 
coach, a bartender, an artist, a toystore owner and 
lastly, a restaurateur. But he was most proud of 

being a dad. 

Boz fought his fight 
and dealt with it with 
class, dignity, and of 
course, humor! He made 
a huge mark in too 
short of a lifetime – he 
was a true original and 
Janet and I are proud 
to call him our friend!  
– Forrest Brown

I often told Robert 
that his true calling 

was in advertising and 
marketing, as I have 
never met anyone with a 
vision and wit like Rob-
ert. Who could forget 
the Beach Bucket Baby 
concept he developed 
and marketed as one of 
a kind cloth dolls com-
plete with a bucket of 
St Simons Island Sand 
and a serial number 
inscribed “under toe” to 
authenticate the exclu-
sivity of the dolls for the 
buying public simulta-
neously violating sev-
eral EPA regulations 
and copyright laws, just 
another classic example 
of Robert’s genius when 

it came to marketing and promotions. Robert 
had his own specific gravity; people were nat-
urally drawn to him. His legacy for the island 
and for those that knew Robert will continue to 
strive and prosper through Gnat’s Landing and 
Bubba Garcia’s. I am honored to have known 
Robert for almost 45 years, to have called him 
friend. I will miss him every day of my life but 
I can go on knowing that the pain of his loss 
will eventually subside and the memory of his 
many contributions will remain with us forever.  
– Dale Stoddard (continues)
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I travel with my big, old, ugly box fan because 
I think I can’t sleep without it. A group of us - 

about 6 couples and a few of us single girls – were 
enjoying a long, glorious weekend at Susan Wain-
right’s family retreat and of course, I’d been teased a 
bit about my fan. On the last day, as some of us were 
loading the cars and some were still eating break-
fast, including Boz, I came down the stairs with my 
stuff. In his quick-witted way, Boz says, “Look! Here 
comes Leslie with her biggest fan!”  Boz was a great 
teaser, but I never, ever heard him tease anyone in a 
mean way. Humor is the joy of life and Boz was pure 
joy! – Leslie Sutton

A big part of Christmas was Christmas Eve 
lunch at Gnat’s. For the past 11 years, this 

was a tradition for a group of close girlfriends 
with Boz and the rest of the Gnat’s family. We 
girls made sure our Christmas rush was completed 
by the 23rd! Boz stocked up on champagne for our 
mimosas and poinsettias, and he would occasional-
ly sit with us or stop by. He’d be wearing his apron 
and Santa hat because his day was spent smoking 
numerous tenderloins, Boston butts and turkeys 
for his family and for Christmas gifts. But as hectic 
as the day was, he always offered to make one of his 
specialties for you to have for your family. So many 
cherished memories and laughter that I wouldn’t 
trade for anything! When we learned his fight was 
over, we gathered at Gnat’s with the Gnat’s fam-
ily, hugging and sharing tears for the loss of a dear 
friend. Some of the crew quickly thought ahead to 
Christmas Eve, and mentioned how different this 
year would be. We all looked at each other and 
smiled, vowing we’d honor his spirit this year by 

reflecting on how much 
we all loved precious Boz.  
– Sherril Sumner

The thing that I will 
miss most about Mr. 

Bostock – that’s how I knew 
him first – is his generosity. 
He was generous with his 
time, love, money, advice, 
and so much more. I met 
his daughter Jocelyn when I 
was 5 years old and we have 
remained close ever since. 
Growing up, I spent a lot of 
time at the Bostock’s; Boz 
made you feel like a part of 
the family. He loved being 
a dad and did so much for 
us kids; driving us to dance 

classes, the fair, anywhere we wanted. He loved mak-
ing breakfast in the mornings and always had a funny 
joke to make us laugh. Boz never seemed bothered 
when it came to us kids – he was always patient and 
kind. Years later, when I would come to Boz for dona-
tions to various charities, his answer was always yes! 
He loved giving to his community. I am a better per-
son for knowing Mr. Bostock and I hope to be as gen-
erous a person as he was. – Kim Richardson

Boz exemplified a person willing to play hard 
and work hard at the same time. I remember 

Boz laughing at me, not with me, with a bit of gor-
gonzola pie in his mouth when I told him a work 
story. He quickly reminded me that this life isn’t a 
dress rehearsal and that I better lighten up and have 
more fun at work since I worked so much. While 
not exactly new words to me, it struck a different 
chord with me and I have since learned to laugh a 
bit more when things don’t go exactly to plan. I’m 
thankful for such a little, yet poignant lesson from 
the man who managed to be a teacher, a toy man, 
and a restaurateur at the same time that we will miss 
so much. – Dave Snyder 

It was 1992 and I was 15 years old, looking for a 
job. Robert and Pete Joris were desperate to find 

someone (probably anyone!) who could run the shop 
while they traveled to any and every festival that 
might let them set up a table selling toys and trick 
store style novelties. I was hired and given a set of 
keys in the same afternoon. Great timing that was a 
life changing opportunity. I worked at Father Goose’s 
International Toys for the next 3 years selling whatev-
er Robert thought was fun or educational: thousands 

of nose flutes because of Robert’s hilarious version of 
“The Yellow Nose of Texas,” care packages for sum-
mer campers with contents that counselors probably 
didn’t allow them to keep, potato guns and Madame 
Alexander dolls. Work was always fun – I never knew 
when a bomb bag would explode or a Japanese alarm 
clock would belt out almost in English, a rock-n-roll, 
“Hey baby, wake up…come and dance with me!” 
He could sell anything. He was “Father Goose” and 
I watched out-of-town families return every year in 
hopes that they would be able to enjoy his Father 
Goose experience. They would leave delighted and 
entertained, carrying that feeling with them to share 
with their family and friends. His love and passion 
was not just for our little island…it reached across 
thousands of miles and made countless people cel-
ebrate life as he did. – Kim Mumford

Boz and I had something very special in com-
mon. It was a place that we both loved, Aunt 

Fanny’s Cabin, one of Atlanta’s most famous res-
taurants which was opened by my grandmother in 
the early 40s and tucked away off the beaten path 
in Smyrna. While a child growing up in the 50s 
and 60s, Boz had family dinner there almost every 
Friday night. After opening Gnat’s, he decided one 
day he wanted to recreate an Aunt Fanny’s dinner, 
and what a surprise, it was just as he remembered 
it – chalkboards and all! I’ve always said that any-
thing can happen at Gnat’s but I didn’t think that 
one would fly!  I went home and found an old flyer 
from the restaurant and gave it to Boz. He was a sen-
timental man, and I think he had some copies made 
to send to people who remembered and loved the 
restaurant, too. He found something in connection 
with so many people in so many ways; I will miss 
him. – Chris Northcutt

Boz was one of the first people I met when I 
moved to St. Simons 23 years ago. Our mutual 

appreciation of bad humor and an entrepreneurial 
spirit drew us together immediately, and we executed 
many projects together. I could go on and on about 
humor and T-shirts and bumper stickers. But I am 
ultimately most impressed with how he dealt with 
the last year and a half of his life. He was supportive 
when I had the opportunity to go through cancer 
treatment in 2007. He faced his own challenge with 
nothing but a positive spirit, courage, and – most 
importantly – his Olympic sense of humor. People 
with an enhanced sense of humor and an enhanced 
appreciation of life, tend not to be so overwhelmed 
with the knowledge of its imminent end. If it is pos-
sible for a life to end well, his did. In spades. – Har-
lan Hambright
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hen I met Robert Bostock, or “Boz” should I say

I had gone into Gnat’s to have dinner one day

We began talking about Education and how he used to teach

And how many lives he touched and the students he did reach

Whether it was in the classroom or in hospitality

He expected them to be the best that they could be

He and I shared many jokes and on occasion we’d tell a “funny”

It was tradition for us to be laughing at each other hysterically

My favorite story, he’s told many times, was when he went to teach with no socks on

And was told by the principal: Come to work tomorrow without them and he would go home

Being “Boz”, he came to work the next day with socks and shoes

And the principal said; “Look even Boz knows how to follow the rules”

Then Boz spoke up with people in the office everywhere

I definitely got on socks but do not have on any underwear!!

My special friend Boz, you will be missed because you were so loved

But of course, you’re keeping everyone laughing up in heaven above

– Bonita Tanner




