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Dedication

When the students decided they wanted to dedicate this book
toc Bob Edwards, I thought, “Of course.” For it was Bob, owner of
the Kodak Shop in Clayton, who taught us how te print black and
white photographs in 1966, let us use his darkroom thereafter until
we had one of our own, carried our photographic charges on his
books without complaint unti! we could pay them, loaned us equip-
ment, and has greeted us, supported us, trusted s, encouraged us,
and been a constant friend since our very first meeting. It has
been—and continues to be—an extraordinary friendship.

We would also like to dedicate this volume to Ed Cross, who
printed the very first issue of Foxfire magazine. He died in March
of 1992, :
— 8. Eliot Wigginton
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Introduction

Chris Nix: I am now a senior at Rabun County High School. 1
am seventeen, which means I wasn't even borm when The Foxfire
Book was first published in 1972. This past summer [ was employed
by Foxfire, along with seven other students, to put together Foxfire
10. 1 was one of two students in charge of the Cralts section, and,
along with Jenny Lincoln, I helped put on the final polish and take
care of some last minute details—up to the minute we left to deliver
the manuscript to New York. I have been involved with Foxfire for
three years now, and although T have not yet graduated from high
school, I have already been a co-editor for two recent Donbleday
releases: A Foxfire Christmas and Foxfire: 25 Years. Foxfire, and
Wig (Eliot Wigginton) especially, made it possible for me to do
important things and to travel te places I never dreamed I would
get to visit. Together we went on many speaking engagements, one
in Australia, for example, in the summer of 1689. I wanted to do
something significant which would begin to repay Foxfire in some
way for the opportunities it has provided me. Doubleday and Foxfire
had planned at one time to end the Foxfire series with volume nine,
This new volume of Foxfire came about, in part, because of the
urging of a group of students who were hungry for more. That
Doubleday and the Foxfire staff would respond to our urging is an
important step, one of the first steps in forging Foxfire's next twenty-
five years.

xiil



xiv Introduction

There are several reasons that Foxfire 10, to me, represents a
humongous leap toward our future. To begin with, Wig was on a
sabbatical leave from our program in Rabun County to teach ed-
ucation courses at the University of Georgia, so we had to put this
book together largely on our own. We have had some apprehension:
you know, that little voice in the back of the head that says: “It
can't be done....” It’s a little scary. Second, whereas all of the
previous nine volumes of Foxfire were put together using type-
writers, scissors, and rubber cement, the copy for Foxfire 10 was
all typed and edited on Apple Macintosh word processing equip-
ment, which we also use to produce our magazine. As far as I'm
concerned, I have never worked on copy in any other way. The
crafts persons I worked with for this book are different, too, from
most of the contacts Foxfire worked with twenty-five years ago.
Foxfire has been known throughout the country as a project in
which students interview “old-timers” on their means of survival.
Now, often as not, we interview people about what they do as a
hobby—something they chose to do instead of practicing it as a
way of life. What's more, it is not unusual to discover that people
we interview do things based on what they have read in the Foxfire

books.

George Reynolds: Since 1976 I've worked at Foxfire as music ad-
viser, folklorist, and when the job demands, writing coach. Chris
and I collaborated on this introduction as students and teachers do
in most every aspect of our work at Foxfire. Those who have fol-
lowed the process of Foxfire through the years will know that the
books represent more than they appear to be on the surface. At
first glance, this volume features the folklore, arts and crafts, and
personal experiences of Southern mountain people. But, like the
first nine volumes, this book is also the product of an educational
process that takes place in classrooms in a public high school. For
twenty-five years, Wig and his colleagues in the Foxfire program
have been developing and refining an approach to classroom in-
struction that is spreading among teachers and their students from
Washington to Maine to Florida. The approach, briefly, is based
on the following notions: that people learn best when they are
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mvolved in real work with a real audience, that they should help
plan strategies to meet a rigorous academic agenda, that their work
should be honestly assessed, and that the work have aesthetic value
and connect direetly to the community where the leaming is taking
place (See Wiggintan, “"Foxfire Grows Up,” Harvard Educational
Review, Vol. 59, No. 1.).

Here's a brief update of what we've been up to since the last
Foxfire book. Our main effort has been, 1 guess, our Teacher Out-
reach program, begun six vears ago. Teacher Outreach director
Hilten Smith offers a briel description of the program

It started with the modest goals of offering courses in the Foxfire
approach to classroom instruction at four or five colleges and
universities, then supporting the efforts of participating teachers
as they learned how to implement the approach in their
classrooms.

Evidently the program struck a chord resonant with some
very fundamental but untended notions about students, teach-
ers, and schooling—notions which can clicit achievements by
teachers and students well beyond what most educators have
come to expect. It’'s that responsive chord that attracts teachers
to this program, around two thousand to date, in levels K-12,
all content areas, and all sorts of student constituencies.

We now offer graduate-level courses and staff development
workshops at about twenty regional sites in twelve states, with
a number of spinoff courses around each of those. In each
region, the participating teachers have formed a network to
provide continuing support of each other as they refine their
own applications of the approach in their classrooms. Each
network has a coordinator; several of the networks have devel-
oped arca units or subdivisions to cope with the increasing
numbers and geographic spread. The networks have become
quasi-professional organizations, providing the kind of training
and follow-up that those of us as teachers have always wanted
and almost never received from our school districts.

Foxfire teacher networks are involved in collaborations with
the Coalition of Essential Schools: Project Zero; the National
Center for Restructuring Education, Schools, and Teaching; the
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Program for School Improvement; an‘d a number of state-level
initiatives.

One reason our Teacher Outreach Frogram succeeds is that
it is one of the few initiatives that is carried out entirely by teach-
ers. Another is that we can draw on the accumulated, reflected-
npon experiences of classroom teachers from an increasing va-
riety of contexts. Beyond that, there is a conscious linkage of
practice to pedagogyma feature that empowers participants
with the knowledge of why it works and what to do about it
wlhien it doesn’t. [For more information, write to Foxfire Teacher
Outreach, P.O. Box 341, Mountain City, Georgia 30562.]

Five years ago we planned to end the numbered series of Foxfire
books, launching instead a new series, in collaboration with E. P.
Dutton, that would go into some depth on special topics. We had
alrcady begun the effort with three titles: Aunt Arie: A Foxfire
Portrait (1983; rpt. 1992}, The Foxfire Book of Appalachian Cookery
{1984; rpt. 1992), and The Foxfire Book of Toys and Games (1985).
We continued with The Foxfire Book of Wine Making. We came
to realize that books of such a SPCCializcd nature were more suited
to a regional markel, and we are now working with the University
of North Carolina Press to reissue those titles and market them
closer to home. Our continuing relationship with Doubleday has
remained strong, however, with the publication of Wig's book for
teachers, Sometines a Shining Moment (1985), and two more recent
titles Chris mentioned earlier—A Foxfire Christrmas (1959), and
Foxfire: 25 Years (1991), an oral history of the Foxfire Program
focusing on the experiences of students through the vears. With
the publication of Foxfire 10, we return to a format much like that
of the previous numbered volumes of Foxfire, but with a more
unified theme.

Like Chris, all of my kinfolks for the last several generations made
their start in the Appalachian Mountains. Though I grew up in the
mountains of southwestern Virginia, I [eel like “branch kin™ to my
northeastern Georgia students and their folks, As we worked on
the hook together, we realized that we have much in common: our
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ancestors faced a difficult world, while relying on their families,
their neighbors, and their Maker for help and guidance. The stories
in Foxfire 10 reveal that our contacts used their wits, their creativity,
and their traditional resources to respond to a changing world. In
this respect we are all “branch kin.”

As we collected the material for this book, the story emerged
of a people coping with the irreversible changes that came to Ap-
palachia by way of improved transportation, government decree,
and corporate America. In this volume the issue of change clusters
around five main topics. They include the history of the Tallulah
Falls Railway, which entered Rabun County in northeast Georgia
at the turn of the century; the era of the boardinghouses that sprang
up to serve the tourists who came to the county by rail; a people’s
history of the coming of the hydroelectric dams, the Depression
and its concomitant federal programs; personality portraits; and
folk ait and crafts. Much of the information in Foxfire 10 was
gathered from past issues of our student-produced quarterly, Foxfire
magazine—which we still publish—and includes the work of stu-
dents who were involved with Foxfire back in the early 1970s and
throughout the 1980s. Of course, we also conducted additional
interviews, some just weeks before the manuscript deadline.

Popular literature around the turn of the century created a
romantic image of Appalachian people as naive illiterates, isolated
from the rest of society, living in idyllic surroundings, and holding
doggedly to archaic, Old World traditions. The media since that
time have created another image of the same people, that of helpless
victims, impoverished, ignorant, malnourished, genetically defi-
cient, and sometimes sinister and dangerous. Neither is accurate,
but nonetheless we have to deal with it. When I accompanied some
students to Australia last summer to visit rural schools, the movie
Deliverance played on network television; I found myself explaining
to locals, “No, folks in North Georgia really aren’t depraved, dan-
gerous, and strange-looking.” In examining the history of Appala-
chia, or of other regions where exploitation of natural resources
has taken place, one will find that mainstream culture tends to
deride yet romanticize those who live on the land being exploited.
And people will believe what they see and hear in order to live
with their social conscience.
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There may have I)eer! a time when travel in Appalachia was
difficult, but the region was never as isolatéd from the outside world
as popular cultnre would have us believe. Since the indigenous
Cherokees began to trade with the white man in the eighteenth
century, people who live in the Appalachian Mountains have con-
tended with successive waves of influence [rom the outside world.
When we think of the American Industrial Bevolution of the nine-
teenth century, we think of the factories in New England and the
northern Midwest, but the Industrial Revolution came to Appala-
chia as well, in the form of railroads, and timber, power, and mining
companies. From the tumn of the century on, missionaries, settle-
ment schools, and the populanzers of folk culture made their mark
an App;ﬂachian mountain communities. (For an examination of the
politics of culture in Appalachia, see David Whisnant's All That Is
Native and Fine [Chapel Hill and London: University of North
Carolina Press, 1983]). In the 1930s the Depression hit, and Roeo-
sevelt’s New Deal came to the mountains, bringing federal eco-
nomic improvement programs. In the sixties the government’s War
on Poverty came to Appalachia with more programs designed to
aid the economy. Today, the tourist and retirement home industries
are alive and well in southern Appalachia, drving the economy in
parts of the region.

Throughout Fexfire 10 runs the common thread of mountain
people interacting with the outside world. Many of the contacts
illustrate how pcr)plc copcd with and participa.ted in the wor]-:ings
of a changing world decades ago. Others, particularly the crafts
people, address their situation as tradition bearers in today’s world.

The first section of Foxfire 10 is devoted to the Tallulah Falls
Railway, referred to Jocally as the TF, which for filty-four years was
a major link to the outside world for communities between Comelia,
Georgia, and Franklin, North Carolina. M uch of the cash economy
in Appu]achia has h]'_'«“,tr;llrirca]]:n,,r been linked to railways in some form
or other until the four-lanc highway began to change the picture.
As early as 1882, the railroad had reached as far as Tallulab Falls,
Georgia, inviting a brisk trade with tourists secking a look at the
“CGrand Canyon of the East.” Its completion in 1907 made a thriving
timber business feasible in Rabun County. Foxfire students and
stalf’ put together the first story of the Tallulah Falls Railway in
1976, entitled Memories of a Mountain Shortline. Since then, stu-
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dents at Rabun County High School have made additions to the
original work, and their combined effort is represented in these
pages.

October, better known as “leaf season” in Rabun County, is one
busy time. On balmy Sunday afternoons the glut of cars on U.S.
441 moves like rush hour in Atlanta. All along the roadside, veg-
etable stands advertise fresh cider, boiled peanuts, jams, jellies, and
handicrafts. The harvest sale means a sure income to everyone from
basket makers, to Boy Scouts, to banjo pickers. The Dillard House,
Rabun County’s most famous restaurant enterprise, serves thou-
sands of tourists “family-style” at tables groaning with platters of
fried chicken, green beans, country ham, and homemade rolls. This
yearly event has historical underpinnings which date back perhaps
a century. Bolstered by the coming of the railroad, boardinghouses
sprang up all over Rabun County, inviting people to visit, rest, and
eat. The second section of this volume includes stories by people
who worked in and ran boardinghouses in our community. We chose
to feature the stories of a few that have long since disappeared—
places like the Glenbrook Hotel at Tallulah Falls, now a ruin—and
we include stories and recipes from the Dickerson House which,
as recently as the 1970s, entertained guests in Wolffork Valley.

One of the major sections of this book we call “Economic Rev-
olution.” It’s a ground-level story about the corporate and govern-
mental intrusions into our community between the turn of the
century and World War II. We begin with several narratives which
illustrate how power companies affected the lives of some of our
contacts in North Georgia and western North Carolina. Sixty-five
families sold or relocated their farms on the Tallulah River in deals
with Georgia Power Company, as it built a system of hydroelectric
dams on the waterway, completed in 1927. With the dams and
power plants, came construction and logging jobs and today a build-
ing industry that primarily constructs vacation homes. During World
War II, the Tennessee Valley Authority (TVA) built dams in the
watershed of surrounding counties, bringing more jobs and creating
lifelong memories for some of our contacts. The “Economic Rev-
olution” section begins with narratives that focus on the inundation
of Burton community to create Lake Burton; it continues with
narratives by men who worked in the timber and construction
businesses connected with both the Burton Dam and Fontana Dam,
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a TVA project in western North Carolina. Next, we take a look at
the Depression through the eyes of several who lived through it.
A well-established system of subsistence farming and barter econ-
omy tempered somewhat the. economic devastation of the Depres-
sion; nonetheless, people lived hard, and their stories illustrate their
remarkable endurance. Considerable change took place in the com-
munity as a result of the intervention of federal programs to re-
juvenate the economy. During these years, the U.S. Government
established the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC), which operated
in conjunction with the U.S. Forest Service and the Works Progress
Administration (WPA). We interviewed a number of people in our
county who were employed on these government jobs, and whose
lives were substantially affected.

Three powerful personality portraits of Ellene Gowder, Walker
Word, and Lyndall “Granny” Toothman comprise a fourth section.
They are exceptional people and good storytellers whose lives reflect
many of the same experiences chronicled in the Tallulah Falls
Railway and the Economic Revolution sections.

The final section of Foxfire 10 features the subject of folk art
and crafts, always popular with our readers. Deeply respectful of
the traditions that nurtured them, the more conservative artisans
we interviewed were delighted to talk about the issues of persistence
and change in their work. Others of a less conventional persuasion
break the molds of convention and have no qualms about it; they
are not conscious tradition bearers, though their work carries the
marks of the culture from which they emerged. All are influenced
by some agent of change in our society, whether it be the economy,
the crafts guild, the folk art dealers, or Elvis.

Looking back, it appears that many people in our comer of
Appalachia, accustomed to living off the land, exchanged their land
and its resources for money and jobs. Some survived with their
dignity and little else; some thrived and became prosperous as
agents in the extraction of wealth. Others farmed the old homeplace
and followed the old ways, dubious of modern pretensions that the
new way is best. Today, their children and grandchildren are in-
heriting family farms and shouldering sobering responsibilities for
land they perhaps cannot afford to keep but cannot bear to sell.

In our continuing effort to make a living, we are called on to
make compromises, and land stewardship is but one issue. There
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is also the quality of our work and, ultimately, the content of our
character, which we must consider as we face new challenges.
Perhaps if we continue to examine the process by which others
have interacted with a changing world, we can exercise some wis-
dom in our current decision making. 1 hope so.

Chris Nix
George P. Reynolds Rabun County, 1992
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TRANSPORTATION

STUDENT EDITOR, TIM MARTIN

Near]y two decades ago, when we were Foxfire students, Myra
Queen and I co-cdited Memories of a Mountain Shortline, the story
of the Tallulah Falls Railway. Our book was a combined effort hy
many students who contributed interviews and photographs, and it
was overseen by Foxfire statf members Suzy Angier and Pat Rogers.
It was the first book published by The Foxfire Press (1976}

A lot has changed since then. Myra is martied, has two children,
and raises and trains horses. I've married, have one child, and I'm
back where the book began. 1 returned to Foxfire two vears ago to
work with the alumni and the community programs.

When Wig asked me to help Tim Martin, a tenth-grader at
Rabun County High School, work on a new version of the Tallulah
Falls Railway, my first response was, “Well, what's wrong with the
original version?” But us 1 have become reengaged in the saga of
“the old TF, I've grown to appreciate the fact that while the original
story was good, there definitely was room for improvement.

For example, Tim has done a worthy job of broadening the
history of the railroad. His facts and fignres give the reader a much
better sensc of what the TF was and what it could have been. The
history is still not as detailed as some railroad historians would like,
but we feel that what the people served by the train have to say is
just as important. For those of you who are interested in pursuing
the history of the Tallulah Falls Railway in greater depth, we have
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provided at the end of the “History” section a bibliography of
sources we used in complhng our historical account.

Flatly stated, the Tallulah Falls Railway provided jobs and trans-
portation for people and goods. But its impact on North Georgia’s
economy and society was immeasurably greater than that. For fifty-
four years, the TF ran from*Comelia, Georgia, to Franklin, North
Carolina, a distance of fifty-eight miles. When the line was com-
pleted in 1907, it was the major link to the outside world. A state
highway ran parallel with the tracks, but in bad weather it was
muddy and impassable.

Before the railroad came, Macon, Rabun, and Habersham coun-
ties were isolated, essentially self-sufficient, agricultural commu-
nities. Clarkesville was the big resort in northeast Georgia. People
went there by stagecoach to vacation, and made side trips to places
like Tallulah Falls. When the railway reached Tallulah Falls in 1882,
tourists came by trainloads to spend their summers at the hotels
that sprang up around the gorge and, soon, further north in the
Clayton area.

The train immediately changed this area’s way of life. It did
more than give people railway job opportunities and provide a way
for goods to be shipped to and from this mountainous region. It
also helped in the creation of new industries, such as timber and
tourism. It provided safe, fast transportation for people who pre-
viously had had to ride in a wagon for three days just to get from
Clayton to Cornelia. The depots became places for people to meet
and socialize. In short, either directly or indirectly, there were few
aspects of life that the train did not affect.

In the introduction to the original book, Myra and I said, “Our
intentions while compiling this book were twofold: recount from
an historical perspective the operation of this particular shortline
railroad, and at the same time attempt to capture the ‘personality’
of the line as reflected by those whose lives it touched. Perhaps
the term ‘personality’ is a romanticized fabrication in reference to
a railroad. Or maybe it isn’t. For we came to know the TF as a
unique mixture of people and machinery—almost as a living being,
complete with its own birth, life, and death. We hope you enjoy
these memories of a mountain shortline.”

—Kaye Carver Collins




Tallulah Falls Railway

HISTORY -

By the mid-1800s, the Tallulah Gorge in south Rabun County
became famed as “the Grand Canvon of the East.” The city of
Tallulah Falls, located right on the edge of the gorge, hecame a
popular tonrist atrraction. People pourcd into the city as fasl as
they could get there—but “getting there” was quite a problem. In
Sketches of Rabun County History, Andrew |. Ritchie tells of how
much trouble it was to get to Rabun Commty back in the 1800s:

Go one day by railroad, the next day by herse and huggy, a
third day on horseback, a fourth day on foot and then on all
fours until vou climhed a tree, and when vou fell out, you'd be
in Rabun County.

Actually, the real reason for the Tallulah Falls Railway was not
to accommodate the masses heading for Tallulah Falls. Nor was it
hecause of anv other attraction in this avea. The reason for the
Tallulah Falls Railway started many miles from here and many
railroad companies ago.

You can trace the Tallulah Falls Railway all the way back to the
early 1800s. Tt all started with John C. Calboun. After 5eTVING hwo
terms as Vice President of the United States, Calhoun reh]med
home to his plantation in South Carolina, where Clemson University

3
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sits now. There he began work on his dream, a major east-to-west
railroad line. it would run from Charleston, South Carclina, to
Cincinnati, Ohio. Lines were already in existence from Anderson,
South Carolina, to Charleston and from Cincinnati to Knowville. It
is believed that the line he envisioned was to have run, originally,
through South Carolina and North Carolina and on to Tennessee.

That changed, however, in 1838. In 1838, two coincidences
suggest that because of the first, the second took place. The first
coincidence was that 1838 was the year of the Georgia geld rush.
The second coincidence was that the Rabun County Inferior Court
gave permission to the Blue Ridge Railroad Company to build a
line through Rabun County in 1838. Although it isn’t known for




TALLULAH FALLS RAILWAY LINE

S,
== —rs S0 o ,
|.|. :'II
- N
I -u
‘0 T JACKSOM N
: HACON )
] GOLNTY f,pn,g,m;u“ ; CounTy
w'l .
- 3
" E;FHENTISS 1
v 5"“ » MNCRTH
;nﬂl..mnu i CAROLINA

GEQRGIA | papun

; PILLARD
o COUNTY 3 aabun oan
j.-“' MTH. CTY SQUTH
N CARCLINA
o f::Ln'mN

BETHEL
TIGER
RS s § WILEY
. " LAKEMONT
5 T e /
{ s-em U TALLULAM FALLS
&

. HABERSHAM

/ COUNTY Z°% TALLULAY LoDGE
< TURNERVILLE
"f HalLrwoon ™
: CLARKESVILLE'
A pemonesT 7
o o !
¢ CORNELIA STEPHEN
- s pint Mol EXPLANATION OF SYMBOLS
3 =0T ell W
v Tee FreEtr TALLULAM FALLS RAILWAY

—— STATE LINES

—orTfr COUNTY LINES

=] DEFQT DR SDEAAIL

sure, it is assumed that the route of the line was changed because
gold was discovered in Dahlonega, Georgia.

The gold rush soon died out, but the line’s route was never
changed from Georgia. [t is believed that Calhoun thought the 1838
railroad attempt premature. When Calhoun died in 1850, others
hegan to make the line a reality, and in 1853, construction finally
began on the line.

News of the first major east-to-west line spread through the
country quickly. Feeder lines were planned all up and down the
new line, including several through Georgia. In 1854, the North
Eastern Railroad Company was chartered te build a line from Ath-
ens, Georgia, to Clayton to connect with the Blue Ridge line at
that point. There were at least two other known lines planned to
connect with the Blue Ridge line at Rabun Gap. Nothing, it seemed,
would stop the railroads now.
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Unfortunately, trouble hit in the late 1850s. With the threat of
war closing in, the Southern economy tlghtened up. In 1858, with
the track reaching Walhalla, South Carolina, work had to be stopped
on most of the Bluc Ridge line. In 1839, the rest of the work came
te a halt. When the war hit, work hadn’t even started on the North
Eastern line. >

From 1861, with the firing on Fort Sumter, to 1865, one of the
bloodicst wars in our country’s history was fought. At the end
ol the war, the South was crushed. After five vears ol recovering
and rebuilding, the Scuthern economy began flowing again. Money
soon became available for expansion, and the railroads began to
rebuild.

In 1869, work resumed on the Blue Ridge line—ouly to fail
again, because stockholders did not want to buy bonds in still un-
certain conditions. Several attempts were made from 1869 to 1940
to finish the line. The most successful was made by the Black
Diamond Railread Company, but it, too, faled when construction
on the railway grade was 80 percent completed.

The North Eastern started construction on its line in 1871, with
a greater ambition than that of just conmecting up to the Blue Ridge
line. Since the line had stalled with 80 percent of the work com-
pleted, it would be casy for the North Eastern to build on to
Knoxvilie after reaching Clayton. By 1873, the line had reached
Lula, Georgia, and the Atlanta & Richmond Air Line (A&RALL}.
The A&RAL had been built earlier that year and ran from Charlotte,
North Carolina, to Atlanta, Ceorgia. Along the A&RAL route were
Lula and Comelia, Georgia.

The scant information that exists makes the sequence of events
and acquisitions impossible to untangle with any certainty. What is
kmown follows: The North Eastern did use the A&RAL line from
Lula to Cornelia as a major component of their line, thereby saving
time and money. The capital stock of the North Eastern was ac-
quired by the Richmond & Danville Svstermn (R&D) before 1882,
The R&D also acquired capital stock of the A&RAL before 1894.
These three facts can be combined to form many theodes about
who bought whem when, but no one knows for sure.

In 1882, the railroad reached the town of Clarkesville, as this
excerpt from the January 4, 1882, edition of the Tri-County Ad-
vertiser reveals:
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Look Out For the Engine! On and after Thursday, 5th inst.,
Trains will arrive at and depart from Clarkesville as follows:
Leave Clarkesville 8:00 a.m., arrive Rabun Gap Junction [Cor-
nelia] 8:45 a.m. connecting with trains from Athens and Atlanta,
and all points North, Leave Rabun Gap Junction 11:15 am.,
arrive Clarkesville 12 noon. Freights will be received and de-
livered at Clarkesville on and after the 10th instant,

G |. Foreacre, President NERR

The train did more than just enhance towns along the route; it
created a few. In 1887, the city of Demorest was established as a
vacation spot. For some rcason, though, the attraction never caught
on. Nevertheless, Demorest is now a thriving community with a
population of over 1,100

On June 22, 1882, the North Eastern Railroad reached Fallulah
Falls and in doing so fueled a forty-year-long tourist boom in the
North Georgia mountains. That is as far north as it would go for
twenly more vears.

In 1885 or 18886, the Richmond and Danville System acquired
a line that ran from Atlanta to Knoxville, thus completing their own
east to west line. It then became obwious that the North Eastem
Line from Comelia northward would never make it. Because the
R&D already had another east to west line, the line into Tallulzh
Falls was nseless to the company.

In 1887, the R&D sold the line to the Blue Ridge and Atlantic
Railroad Company (BR&A), which wanted to build a line from
Savannah, Georgia, to Knoxville. But in 1892, the BR&A went into
receivership and in 1897 was given permission to sell the line. The
BR&A never began any work on the Savannah—Knoxville line.

After five years of receivership, the BR&A just couldn't afford
to maintain the huge trestles. Work on the Panther Creek trestle
had lapsed and the timbers had grown rotten. On June 14, 1898,
a TF passenger train was heading across the Panther Creek trestle
when its timbers gave way, and the train plummeted ninety-eight
feet. Of the six people on the train, only one was killed, Clinton
Ivy, the fireman on the train. Others on the train were the engineer,
Henry Johnson, the conductor, John C. Faulkner, the brakeman,
Charlie Askea, the baggage master, Doc Shirley, and one passenger,
whosc name is unknown.
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Wood burner in "downtown” Mountain City,
between 1907 and 1914, {Photograph courtesy of Tom Hunnicut?)

In 1898, the Tallulah Falls Railway Company purchased the
twenty-one-mile line from Cornelia to Tallulah Falls. Now officially
known as the Tallulah Falls Railway (TF}, the company was ready
to push on. Plans now were to reach Clayton by their own route,
follow the Blue Ridge roadbed to Franklin, North Carolina, next,
follow the Little Tennessee River to Almond, North Carolina, and
connect with the Western North Carolina Railroad,

The year that work on the line restarted is unknown, but by
1901, the TF had reached Wiley, Georgia. In June of 1904, sixty-
six years after talk of a railrcad through Rabun County began, the
TF finally reached Clavton.

Just north of Clayton, at mile 37.4 on the TF line, the TF ran
into the Blue Ridge roadbed. By 1905, the line had reached the
North Carolina state line. At this point the Richmond & Danville
System, now incorporated into the Southern, saw potential for the
TF line. So, in 1803, the Southem Railway Company acquired
capital stock of the Tallulah Falls Railway.

While further work was being done, the TF needed an im-
mediate source of income. Finances were becoming slim, and the
outlook for new investors was not favorable. Then timber became
a major industry in Rabun County. Logging was the perfect money-
maker for its time. There was a seemingly unlimited supply of
timber, and the railroad was a cheap way to export it.
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Unfortunately, in 1906, the TF ran into severe financial proh-
lems. Work was stopped on the line just south of Otto, North
Carolina, at a depot named Prentiss, the name of the man who had
pushed the railroad from Tallulah Falls northward.

The people of Macon County, North Carolina, weren't happy
with the terminal point of the railway. They wanted the railroad to
mn all the way in to Franklin, the main commercial town in the
area. As a resnlt, in 1906, Macon County voted for a bond issue to
pay for the completion of the TF to Franklin. This was as far as
the line would ever go.

At this point, the TF had overcome all of the steep grades, rocky
cuts, and rough terran that had made its construction so challeng-
ing. [t would have been an easy ride all the way to Almond where
it would have connected with the Western North Carolina Railroad.
If the connection had been made, the TF line would have had
much revenue from through freight between the Western North
Carolina Railroad and the Southern Railway. This extra revenue
would have helped to keep the TF in business longer—perhaps
even until today.

Regardless of what could have been, the TF never made it past
Franklin. In 1908, the TFRR again had financial problems and went
into receivership for one year. The property and buildings of the
railroad began to be administered by a court-appointed receiver.

In spite of its problems, the TF remained a very worthy asset
to Rabun County, as is best demonstrated by its importance to the
Georgia Railway and Power Company.

Georgia Power had no way of hauling materials to its dam sites
in North Georgia except by using the TF. But since the TF was
miles {rom some of the sites, Georgia Power built five rail spurs
from the TF line and purchased several small locomotives to enable
the company to reach sites the TF didn't already serve.

For the next several years, the business from the dam-building
projects helped generate new revenue for the Tallulah Falls Rail-
way. In 1917, the United States entered World War 1, and the
government took control of the railroads in 1919, Acmrdmg to
Hoyt Tench (a fireman with the TF from 1942 to 1944), “they [the
government] seized the railroads and other transportation that they
needed for their own henefit. If they needed to haul soldiers, they
would get us. When the government has to move a lot of things,



This spter was built off the Telfulul Folls track to fucilitate the building
of Burton Damn (which created Lake Burton) by the Georgia Power
Company. [ FPhotograph courtesy of Tom Moss)

thev do it bv rail. They just seize them. Thev seize the emplovees
and the railroad.” The government replaced the set-salary payroll
with mandated hourly wages, which greatlv increased the TF’s pay-
roll. Bv 1919, the TF had lost $919,731.

Though its holdings varied over the life of the TF, a 1822
Interstate Commerce Commission ([CC) report gives a snapshot
of the TF's assets. In 1922 the rolling stock of the TF included five
steam locomotives, forty-five freight cars, nine passenger cars, and
six work equipment cars. According to an ICC report, the railway
line consisted of thirty-two miles of Straight track and twenty-five
and two-tenths miles of curves (with up to twelve degrees in cur-
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vature}. Nincty-five pereent of the line was on native earth. There
were forty-three open-deck timber trestles and bridges, ranging in
height from eight to eighty-three feet. The longest trestle was nine
hundred and thirty-nine feet long and had a maximum height of
forty-six fect.

In 1923, the TF went back into receivership for the remainder
of its existence. From then en, it lost a little more money each year.
To reduce its outgo, in 1929, the Tallulah Falls Railway quit paving
government taxes, and never paid taxes again. By 1933, the TF had
a cumulative deficit of 82,137,274, Receiver . F. Gray petitioned
the ICC to abandoen the line. The ICC granted permission, bt
action was never taken on this petition to abandon.

Wrecks also contributed to the financial worries of the shortline.
On August 23, 1920, eighty-five girls rode train No. 3, returning
home from summer camp. Just nerth of Wiley, the train derailed
and turned over. None of the children was injured, but the engineer,
John Harvey, was killed and the fireman, Caloway Gibby, was se-
verely burned. Then in 1927, the Hazel Creek trestle collapsed
with a passenger train on it. Ernest Hogsed, the “news butcher,”
and Don Merritt, the baggage master, were killed, and fourteen
others were injured. The rear coach, with thiteen passengers on
board, stayed on the tracks.
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In 1938, H. L. Brewer, who had worked on the railroad since
he was a boy, was appointed receiver, and would hold this position
until the train was abandoned. The TF’s problems were the same
ones faced by other railroads. Brewer cut expenses everywhere
possible. He reduced the number of employees in all departments,
delayed replacing timber in dross ties and trestles, and took on extra
dutics himself.

While it was obvicus that, from this point on, the railroad was
headed for abandonment, it was decided to let it run as long as it
could. On Saturday, May 11, 1946, passenger service ended when
Engine No. 73 wrecked, leaving the last passenger coach damaged
heyond repair.

In 1948, Brewer replaced four steam engines with two diesel
electrics. They reduced the cost of running the engines from ninety
to twenty dollars a da}'. But revenues continueed to dmp.

Indirectly, the highway ruined the TF's business. Before the
paved highway was built, the railroad was the only direct link be-
tween Franklin and Cornelia. After the highway opened the area
to trucks and cars, trucks began hauling freight and mail, and tour-
ists started traveling in their own vehicles. It was clear that the
railroad would eventually die.

There was a brief resurgence in activity along the line in the
early 1950s, In 1951, the movie I'd Climb the Highest Mountain
was filmed on the TF line. Then in 1855, Walt Disney began to
film The Great Locomotive Chase. The Tallulah Falls Railway was
chosen as the location for the depiction of the famous Andrew’s
Raid, in which Union troops tried to destroy the Western & Atlantic
Railroad hetween Atlanta and Chattanooga, Tennessec. Carl Rog-
ers, the depot agent at Clayton, recalls: “The film prolonged the
life of the TF for a little while. The TF got some money out of it.
Walt Disney gave them around $10,000 to make the movie. Plus,
the TF got all the revenue off of those trains coming in, and they
furnished Walt Disney with rail cars. It gave the Tallulah Falls
Railway a considerable boost in revenue.”

By 1960, the rolling stock of the TF had diminished significantly
from its earlier holdings. The stock consisted of two diesel loco-
motives, three flat cars, two caboose cars, one baggage express
(nonpassenger carrying) car, one self-propelled car, and four com-
pany service equipment cars. That same year, the TF had operating
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revenues of $155052, operating expenses of $226,471, and the
railway tax accrual of $19,336. So, for that one year the TF operated
at a loss of $90,755,

By 1961, the TF had a cumulative deficit of $5,067,586.

Finally, on March 26, 1961, the Tallulah Falls Railway line was
abandoned. Soon after, the Rabun Industrial Development Com-
pany {RIDC) was formed by citizens of Macon, Rabun, and Ha-
bersham counties who wanted to raise enough money te buy back
the line. On May 4, 1961, the railrcad was auctioned off to the
RIDC. The following announcement appeared in the magazine
Trains in August 1961:

The recently abandened Tallulah Falls Railway may rmn again
if property sale plans are consummated. Rabun Industrial De-
velopment Company, formed by local businessmen, had offered
$266,000.00 for the 54 miles of the line, from Clarkesville, Ga.,
to Franklin, N.C., and hopes to resume operations. Represen-
tatives of Southern Railway have made a bid of $36,000.00 for
the four mile stretch from Clarkesville to the Southem con-
nection at Cornelia, Ga.

Local businessmman Woodrow Reeves remembered: “There
were representatives [in the RIDC] from Franklin, Prentiss, Otto,
Dillard, and Clayton. There were also some from Tallulah Falls and
Clarkesville. The line was purchased for us by our attorneys, Knox
Bynum and |. Homer Stockton. The bid was $266,000—but we
never had that much money on hand. We had raised approximately
$100,000 by the time of the bid.

“Southern Railroad was the first mortgage holder. Mr. D. W.
Bronson, who was president of Southem Railway at that time,
agreed in substance that if we conld get the other claims settled,
he would sell us the Southern’s TF mortgage for one dollar. The
largest claim, other than Southern’s, was one held by the National
Railroad Employees Retirement Board. They claimed that the TF
owed them the sum of $300,000 for back taxes, such as Social
Security. [The TF] was in bankruptcy, and the federal courts had
allowed it to go on and operate at a loss. They could operate by
not paying their taxes. [The TF's revenue wasn't enough to pay any
taxes after salary and maintenance costs were met.]
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“We made the Railroad Retirement Board a cash offer of
$50,000 to settle their claim. They thought that since it had been
bid in at $266,000, they would have the first lien against it. They
refused the $50,000 offer. Well, as it turned out in the end, they
wound up getting only about $17,000 [after a salvage company
eventually assumed the bid]:

“The main obstacle was lack of sufficient funds. While trying
to compromise [on] the Railroad Retirement Board’s claim, we
visited the Justice Department and spoke briefly to Robert Ken-
nedy, who was then Attorney General, and then the rest of the time
we appealed to one of his aides. I don’t think we impressed Robert
Kennedy very much with our cause.”

Businessman Lewis Reeves told us what the Rabun Industrial
Development Company planned to do with the railroad when they
purchased it: “We didn’t think it was necessary for the railroad to
lose all that money. We were trying to save it more for the counties
that it ran through than anything else. We intended to operate the
railroad. I guess it would have wound up as a scenic railroad. I
guess we would have hauled freight and had a scenic railroad, too.
We had both in mind. But we didn’t make any actual plans because
we got stopped.”

Woodrow Reeves recalled: “Judge Sloan told us to have our
money in by 30 days or forfeit our deposit. Well, the only thing to
do then was to allow the Midwest Steel Company from Charleston,
West Virginia, to come in and take over our bid, which we did. We
didn’t sell it to the steel company—they just assumed our bid.

“Some folks may blame the Southern Railroad for allowing the
TF to go under, but I don’t. The Southern needs all the feeder
lines it can keep. Anything shipped over the TF also produced
revenue for the Southern. Officials of the Southern were very re-
ceptive to our committee and really wanted the TF to continue
operating.” ‘

As Mr. Reeves said, the railroad was sold to the Midwest Steel
Company. They took up the track during 1961-62 and scrapped
many of the cars. The TF’s long struggle was over.
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A PIPELINE TO THE WORLD BEYOND

The Tallulah Falls Railway was completed to Franklin in 1907,
nearly twenty vears before the muddy track of a “highway™ that it
pamllelerl WS ﬁna]ly paved. Ross Davis, a lifetime emp]ovee of the
railroad, explained: "I started on the railroad September 3, 1918,
and I worked on it almost fifty vears. I was there when it closed
down. Before the railroad, there wasn't any way of getting np in
that country unless vou walked or rode a mule. It was rough—
cspecia]]y in the wintertime. There wasn't any automobiles. 'l“hE}-'
usually had oxen or mules pulling wagons. There was no concrete
on the highwavs anywhere, and the road crossed every hranch, you
know, on the water. There were no bridges—or there might have
been one or two. They even crossed the Tallulah Falls River without
any bridge before the TF was built. If they had to go across the
river, they would go across on the rocks.”

The railroad immediately beeame, in other words, the pathway
to the outside world. The impact was instantaneous and dramatic.

In part, the railroad’s value came through the fact that it was
a dead-end line: It served only the communities that lined the fifty-
cight miles of track. It went nowhere clse but to them. The railway
gave the residents jobs, bought things from them, teok them places,
brought visitors to see them, shipped out their farm produce,
hmught in things thc}' couldn’t raise or make, prc:-vided depots to

1&
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gather in, kept them conpany, pro-
vided excitement, and even sup-
posedly helped some people
forecast the weather by the sound
of the whistle. It seems there was
hardly a facet of life which the rail-
way did not touch.

In an area with so many forest
resources, naturally a substantial
portion of the freight carried was
timber. With the ralroad com-
pleted, major logging companies
like the Blue Ridge Lumber Com-

Ross Davis, dispatcher pany and Morse Brothers moved
for the Tallulah Folls Rathvay.  into the area, set up logging camps

i; back in the woods served by their
owTL narrow-gauge railroads (see the interview with Ellene Gowder
on p. 305}, and hauled the logs out of the woods to the sawmills
that sprang up along the railroad right-of-way. As Carl Rogers said,
“They hauled out mainly timber. They hauled an enormous amount
of telephone poles, cross ties, lumber, tanbark, and telegraph
poles.”

Jobs were hard to find in Rabun County, and when the railroad
carue through it provided many people with work. Lon Harkins
told us about jobs cutting lumber and hauling it to the railroad:
“Long time ago., when they had that rallroad over there, they
shipped pulpwoad [logs too small to be sawed into lumber). Millard
Crist run a pulpwood yard, and all the pecple cut pulpwood. They
took it over to Dillard and loaded the boxears. Back then peaple
didn't have much to do, and they'd hire you. I worked aver there;
they give me about 50 cents or a dollar to help load them cars.”

Ellen Alley recalled how they loaded lumber on the cars: “The
train would usually park on a flat place. They used what they called
a flat car. They measured it [lumber] and put it on the train. After
the railroad came there was lots of logging, and lots of logs were
shipped out. That was one great asset to the community.”

Some of the timber went to the Singer Sewing Machine Com-
pany. R. M. Dickerson remembered: “They got yellow poplar to
use as a base for oak-veneered sewing machine tables. It made a
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lighter top than solid oak. They did quite a business here, and they
depended on the railroad to get the yellow poplar to them.”

A small factory even sprang up in Mountain City which man-
ufactured shuttles out of dogwood for the textile industry.

Homer Deal discussed how the combination of the railway and
the lumber mills helped the local economy prosper: “When they
first put in the railroad, they brought a lot of big sawmills in here
and began cutting the virgin timber into lumber and shipping it
out. There was a lot of chestnut here, and they cut a lot of telephone
and power poles. They shipped out thousands of carloads of them
out of here. The people around here definitely prospered on ac-
count of the railroad. Franklin grew a lot when the train came in—
it was as isolated as Rabun County. It was a great thing back in
them days.”

Mildred Story’s father ran a hotel in downtown Clayton and a
general store. She remembered: “When my daddy bought tanbark,
people in the community would skin oak trees. He shipped [the
bark] to Sylva, North Carolina, where they had a tannery. They
used it to take the hair off of the skins of animals and make them
into leather.”

The railroad also shipped hides that people would tan and sell
to companies. Ellen Alley recalled: “I remember one thing that the
train did for us. At one time, people tanned leather to sell, and
they would tan them and ship them out on the train [to companies
that bought them].”

Many people in the area raised livestock for a living. The railroad
was the easiest way to transport the animals to livestock yards. Ethel
Corn remembered: “A lot of people shipped cattle. Before the
railroad they used to drive them [on foot] to Athens or Atlanta, to
market. They drove everything that way. I've heard my mother talk
of it. They drove ducks, geese, and hogs. After the railroad came
in, they went to shipping it, and it helped a lot.”

Esco Pitts worked for years as a farm manager at the Rabun
Gap-Nacoochee School, in part raising cattle for market. He says:
“Then the [Rabun Gap-Nacoochee] school had a big cattle barn
down there. They fattened 75 to 100 head of cattle and shipped
them on the railroad. They would get sales from off some place,
and they rode them in them cattle cars—put them cattle in there
and shipped them. That’s one way the school made its money.”
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The train would occasionally bring a special car, called the
“chicken car,” through the three counties the TF served. People
would bring chickens to sell, and others would come to buy chick-
ens. Carl Rogers said: “I can remember when the chicken car used
to come. They would take it to Franklin for a day, and the farmers
would come in. There would be a representative there from a meat
packing company. The poultry cars had little compartiments for
chickens. They were slatted to give them ventilation. The farmers
would bring in the ones they wanted to sell. They'd have scales
there, and the representative would weigh them out and pay cash
per the weight. Then they'd go to Otto, Diillard, and right on down
the line.”

Asbestos mines and mica mines were opened. Roy Shope said:
“They used to ship asbestos out of here. There was a place on down
below the state line [in North Carolina] wav up on top of that
mountain and the Indians had worked it way ‘back when they was
here. I've mined lor asbestos up there. (I got a really good stone
pot made by the Indians out of that minc up there and I used it

Roy Shope worked on the bridge and section crews of the TF.
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for years.) I forget how many carloads we shipped out of that place
but it was a lot of ‘em!

“There was also a saddle factory in Demorest. The saddle shop
did a lot of business. They'd-make the skins into saddles and ship
them out by train. That factory is still down there, making saddles.”

Ross Davis remembers atother Demorest factory that used the
TF: “There was a large cotton mill—textiles—there called Ha-
hersham Mills, and they hmught all of their staff up toa little depot
at the side of the railroad tracks. They built them a depot on
purpose. They could put two or three carloads of manufactured
cotton yarn in that depot, and when we didn’t have boxcars enough
to put empty cars in there for ‘em, they would load it in that station.
When we got a boxear ready, our section man would go up there
and load the boxcar for them.”

People also shipped produce. Carl Rogers recalled: “Apples
were shipped on the train as well as garden produce. The Express
used to handle a lot of gift products, and we vsed to ship hundreds
of bushels of apples in the fall. We had a real cheap rate. One day
I counted seventy boxes of gift fruit.”

Not only did the TF export several items, it umported a few
also. It brought things to this area that were unimaginable to the
people living here at that time—some of them simple things. This
newspaper clipping from the Tri-County Advertiser (February 15,
1882} demonstrates this:

The first two bales of cotton that were ever brought to Clarkes-
ville came in last Monday morning. This is some of the good
effects of the railroad.

The TF belonged to the people it served. The more integrated
the TF became with the lives of the people, the more it changed
the socicty and economy. Most of all, it brought to North Georgia
what nothing else could bring: unity. It unified three counties that
had been totally independent areas.

The way it did this, in part, was through the jobs it created.
Here Carl Rogers tells of the TF's connection to postal commu-
nication: “They had a special mail car. Freight trains didn’t handle
anvthing but freight, and the passenger trains handled the mail,
passengers, and express. Just about every passenger train carried
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mail—had a U.S. Mail Post Office on the train. The postal clerk
had to bag mail for the post offices along the line. He'd just dispatch
[the mail] and sort out things for the post offices.”

“The way that we got our mail,” recalled Jo Brewer, “was on
the passenger train. The reason it came on the passenger train was
because the passenger train had a regular schedule. [The freight
train did not.] It would have heen too bad if it came on the freight
train because nobody would have ever known when to come down
to the depot and get the mail.”

Carl Rogers remembered: "The U S. Postal Service hired a mail
carrier tor every post office all up and down the line. Thev were hired
on a contract basis for, I believe it was, thirty dollars a month. Their
job was to carry the mail between the train depot and the post office.
They had a special place fixed for him to park. He'd go to the post
office first and pick up all the mail that was going north and hring
it to the depot in a bag. Then whenever the train came by, why he
would throw his bag into the mail car and they would throw out a
bag tor his post office. Then [later in the day] he'd pick up the
southbound mail at the post office and bring it down and put it on
the southbound train and pick up the mail for his post office that
had aceumulated north of it and carry that back to the post office,

At Rabun Gap, the [Rabun Gap-Nacoochee School] had the
contract, and every time a new family would come in to live on one
of the school farms [while their children went to school there], if
they didn't have a team of mules, Dr. Ritchie, the president, would
let them have the mail on a school wagon [with mules owned hy
the school]. It was almost three quarters of a mile from the railroad
depot to the Rabun Gap Post Office, and he would delegate that
job to the new family long encugh to where they could buy them
a pair of mules. I've heard him tell it many times—he called that
‘the mule buy.

“So the railroad really amounted to a lot of employment for the
people along the line. There'd be a mail carrier to every post of-
fice—a little bit of income for everybody all along the line.”

The railroad alse provided telegraph service. Carl Rogers said,
“The railread had a contract with Western Union. I believe they
had it from the beginning. When I came to work, we had two
telegraph wires. One was for Western Union, and the other was
for railroad use only.”
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Taken in 1904, this phategraph s of an excursion train from Cornelia
to Tiper. Often people from Atlanta would take the Southern Railrond
te Cornelia, then board the TF excursion for an outing,

And, of course, there were the passengers. Bt can be argued
that the existence of the train was the catalyst for the development
of North Georgia's tourist industry. Before the turn of the century,
the railroad was completed to Tallulah Falls and visitors were filling
the hotels that were built there to provide them some relief from
the South Georgia summer heat (see the section on tourism be-
ginning on page 89).

There were alse excursion trains that Jo Brewer remembers: “A
lot of times [there would be] excursion trains on Sunday, just in
the summertime. I guess they would usually start about May and
probably go into October. The excursion trains came from Atlanta.
If they had big crowds, which they did often-times, 1 guess there
would be five cars or more, a lot of passenger cars hooked up
together.”



WORKING ON THE RAILROAD

Wh'en the TF arrived in Rabun, Macon, and Habersham coun-
ties, it brought a host of jobs with it that were dircetly connected
to the railroad itself.

This section focuses on these jobs: the daily routines, the tech-
niques, hassles, and dangers of “working on the railroad” from the
men who know them best, the men who held them.

The Roadbed

To start off, crews were responsible for preparing the bed for the
tracks in the initial building of the road. Through some areas they
had to build fills, or long mounds wide enough to take the track
over low ground which might be boggy, and to build up small dips
in the terrain where they didn’t need trestles. The fills were usually
made with rock and soil from cuts through hills or mountains.

It was basically handwork, with mules and slip pans, picks and
shovels, scratching a route across the landscape. At regular intervals,
“cuts” had to be drilled and blasted through solid rock vbstacles.

Oftentimes, no notice would be given where a cut had been
made. Because people sometimes did not know or forgot about the
railroad grading, serious injuries or death would result. The January
11, 1882, Tri-County Advertiser rcported such an event six days
after the railroad reached Clarkesville:
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On Saturday night last, in
Center Hill Dist., this county,
a man by the name of Whit-
field W. Berry, a well-knewn
and highly respected citizen of
this county, fell into a railroad
cut just opposite Lacell's = v
Camp which resulted in his “"—
death.

Will Seagle, who helped build
the railroad between the Georgia
state line and Franklin, North
Carolina, told us of another un-
fortunate death, this time while
building the railroad: "1 was
drillin’ my holes and loading down
under with powder—what they
used was dynamite—and they
was drilling to pour that powder #
in. It was awful deep. They went
to pourin’ the powder in before '
that fuse went out there and
sprung it. When they poured that
keg of powder in, why, it caught
down there, They went t'pour it
in too quick—the fuse wasn't
out—and it catched the powder
when they poured it in. That's what caused it. I started up there,
and I looked to see the men a-goin’ in the air. And they hollered,
‘There’s a man in the river.’ I seed him a-goin” up but I didn’t know
[who it was]. I had an uncle working there, and I thought it was
himn. But I'd’a went anyhow, made no difference who it was. I run
and jumped in the river and got him out.

"It nearly killed him dead then. It was Mr. Will Talley. T led
him to the store over here. [It was] a house on the side of the
road—used to be a little store—and it had a bed in it. I told my
uncle to get a sheet up at Molly Cabe’s and to mn as fast as he

Will Seagle helped to drill the cuts
and lay track to make way
for the raifroad.
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could. Mr. Talley didn’t have a rag nor a shoe on him. Flesh was
a-dropping off of him. Boy, he was pitiful. He lived till midnight,
then died. I set up there with him till he died that night.

“I worked more than three years on the railroad and never
missed a day. I lived on the Taylor Gap up here. The going and
coming [to work] was twenty miles—ten miles each way. Had to
make the twenty miles a day. I did that every day—I never lost a
day.

“I drove steel [made holes for the dynamite]. There was two of
us. There should be a right-hand man and a left-hand man. There
was a colored man there, and he was a left-hand man, and the boss
asked me, ‘Mr. Seagle, do you care t'drive with a colored man?

“I said I didn’t care. Well, he come out there. I'd been a-striking
steel all the time with Will Talley, and then he got killed, y’know,
and they had t'get me another hand. I never will forget it. I was
hitting ‘faster'n him. He said, ‘Who-0-0a, I'm a-gettin’ the same
money you are. Son, you cut out. You hit soon as I hit.” I never
will forget it. I drove with him for a long time.”

The Cross Ties

With the roadbed prepared, the next step was to obtain the wooden
cross ties to which the rails would be spiked. Many people in our
area still remember cutting timber and hewing it into cross ties by
hand. John Crane and Chad Bedingfield persuaded their grand-
father, Dan Crane, Sr., to hew one and show us the process.

Dan Crane: “A lot of people hewed. They had to. That’s the
only way they had to make a few dollars to buy groceries with.

“The railroad company had to have the ties for the railroads.
They never got too many ties because when one would rot, they’'d
have to replace it. They was all the time working on the railroad
track.

“[The cross ties were made out of ] white oak, red oak, and all
different kinds of oak for a long time. After several years, then, we
started hewing them out of pine, too. After they creosoted the heart
pine, they would last a pretty good while. And a lot of times, we
would get trees that would have three or four cross ties in them.
The hewed cross ties came from the heart of the tree, and they
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Dun Crane, Sr., demonstrates part of the process
of hewing a cross tie.

would last lOngCr than the sawed ones that were cut out of any part
of the tree, so the railroad would pay more for a hewed one than
a sawed one.

“[We mostly used tools like] a crosscut saw, timber wedges,
hammers, and a double-bitted ax. The crosscut saw was used to
cut the tree down and also to cut the log into sections when we
got the log hewed. The little flat timber wedges were mainly wooden
wedges made out of lecust. We used those to help cut the tree
down and (all it the way we wanted it to [all. Sometimes we nsed
ithe side of] a single-bitted ax or a hammer to hit the wedge with.
And all we ever used to hew with was a three-and-a-half pound
Sager doubls -bitted ax. We never used a broadax.

“We'd hew the cross ties mostly in the fall ol the year alter the
sap went down. You had to hew them ¢ green. You used the main
body of the tree. The limbs wasn't big encugh. [We mostly got the
tlmber] from the government land. Old man Roscoe Nicholson was
the Forest Service ranger then. He'd go mark vou up a boundary
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of timber in certain areas around close to your house. You just had
to go out to the office and buy a permit. Then he would go with
you in the woods where you wanted the timber marked up, and
would mark up the trees that were good for cross ties. He had a
little ax with an ax blade on one side and a head with ‘US’ on the
other side. He'd hew a little place off with the ax, and then hit it
and put a “‘US’ stamp on it.

“We hewed on Lake Burton. We also hewed across from Homer
Parker’s [in the Scott’s Creek community], at the waterfall branch.
We would drag the cross ties out to the top of the waterfalls and
then ballhoot ‘’em off over there. A lot of times, one would bust
when you threw it off over there, and you would just have to cull
it and use it for firewood.

“My daddy could hew ten [a day]. Eight was a good, easy day’s
work. He'd hew ten a lot of times. I could hew six or seven myself,
and I was just a boy then sixteen or seventeen years old. It was just
me and my daddy working mostly. A lot of times, if my uncle, Bill
Butler, was here, he’d help us some.

“If we were going to haul them on a mule and wagon, we’d just
hew two or three days ‘cause the old mule couldn’t pull but just
so many on a wagon. It would take two good men to lift one and
put it up on a wagon. Sometimes we would cut skid poles and roll
them or slide them up. They weighed between 300 and 400 pounds
apiece. The oak cross ties were heavier than the pine, but the pine
cross ties were easier to hew than the oak.

“When we would hew over on the lake, we'd get somebody
with a truck to haul the ties from over there. You just hauled 'em
when you got a load. A lot of times it would take us about a week
to get a load for a. truck—we’d hew thirty-five or forty maybe.

“We sold what we got to old man Claude Henson. He was in
charge of the cross-tie buying at that time in Clayton. He paid by
check when you took him the cross ties. There were first- and
second-class ties. The first-class ties would be anywhere from forty-
five to fifty-five cents, and the second class would be from twenty-
five to forty-five cents.”

Roosevelt Burrell was also a cross-tie cutter: “I hewed a many
a tie, many. [My wife] had an uncle who lived down there in the
edge of North Carolina, and he could hew forty a day. Boys, he

was one of the best men I ever seen with an ax. He made every



Dan Crane, Sr., with aﬁnished, haned-hewn cross tie.

lick count. But about ten is all I could do. Itll work you. They say
you've got to have a weak mind and strong back to do that.

“This was back there in that Depression. We were about starving
to death, I know that. And when [ started making them, they
[brought] forty cents apicee, and that was a number-five tie: that
was eight foot and six inches long and seven inches thick and a
nine-inch face. Approximately seven inches thick was [acceptable];
they'd allow you a half inch. And they didn’t care if the face of it
was twelve, fourteen inches—whatever. But later they got to where
they wouldn't take them unless they was worked dewn to sever by
nine or seven by cight [hewed on all four sides]. Seven by six was
the least theyv'd take, and they wouldn't take many of them. Ones
that little yon wouldn't get nothing for them,

"We'd go to the woods with a good old erosscut saw and an ax.




Tallulah Falls Railway 29

There weren't no power saws. Then you'd take two chunks [of
wood] about eighteen or twenty inches long and cut a little notch
in [the top of each] where your log will lay in it. Then you roll your
log up on them two blocks [so your ax] wouldn't go in the ground
[while you were hewing]. Then you get up on that log with your
feet—stand up on it—and score it first and then start busting [the
chips] out. Get right up on top of her and go to chopping—just
chop one end to the other, and then turn that around and hit the
other side. Usually I'd cut a tree down and maybe hew the whole
thing plumb to the top and then cut it up into ties eight foot six
inches long. You'd hew it off [some at the end of the process] to
get it right—take your rule and measure it or take an ax and eyeball
it.”

Local resident Numerous Marcus remembered: “Usually we’'d
peel the bark off of the cross ties and tan with it. We used what
we called spuds to peel the trees with. I'd get started at the top of
the tree and come down, peel the whole tree, everything that had
a piece of bark on it, right on out to the limbs. Chestnut oak is
what you want to peel tanning bark off of. The new moon in June
is the best time to peel tan bark. The sap would have been in free
flow. That way it would peel pretty good. After the bark was peeled
off, we’d load it on a sled and drag it out to the truck with horses.
We used to have many a hard time digging out roads around the
sides of mountains for the sled to be pulled on. Every once in a
while, the dang sled would turn over with us and spill our bark, or
the horse would get in a yellow jackets’ nest and run off out of the
road and tear up our sled.”

Mary Cabe tells of how she used to cut cross ties and how she
and her family would go into the woods and get them: “Why, I've
helped cut many a cross tie; we'd go to the woods and get a white
oak or a black or Spanish oak, whichever. We'd saw them off at
eight foot and a half long, and had to hew that to eight inches thick
and as wide as the log was. We'd get the bark off all of them and
then haul them down here to the railroad station, lay them there.
[The railroad] took them up, graded them and paid us a little for
them, about fifty cents. Anybody who could hew good could hew
one in an hour, after they got it sawed down.”

In addition to hewing cross ties, in the very early years of the
train, when the engine burned wood, many people cut firewood to
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fuel the trains, and stacked it at designated places along the side
of the track. The railroad would then measure the wood, load it,
and pay the person accnrdmgly.

The Section Crews

Once the line was built, and trains were mmnning over it, it became
a maintenance challenge of considerable proportion. Two types of
crews were constantly at work: the section crews, which maintained
the roadbeds and track, and the bridge crew, which attended to
the hridges and trestles. Section crews were usually assipned to an
cight- to ten-mile scetion of track, and many of them were hired
from the area surrounding their section and lived at home. Bridge
crews, on the other hand, roved the linc, usuaﬂ}f h'ving in railroad-
supplied shanty cars unless the trestle they were working on was
close to home.

[n an attempt to understand more fully the job of the section
crews, we interviewed Donald Anderson and |. B. Waldrop, section
foremen on the then still-operating Graham County Railroad—a
line almost identical to the TF in terms of the size of the rails used,
the types of ties, cte. Donald Anderson explained some of the basics:
“We have to keep the ties in, keep the joints {the point where two
rails come together) smooth, and raise the low joints up level with

A section crewman tamps dirt around a He.
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the rest of the track. To keep the rail tops even, you raise the rails
up and pack dirt and gravel and tamp it in under the ties to hold
them up.

“When ties have to be replaced, we have to jack up the rail to
put the new ties in. We use a regular railroad jack. It raises both
sides of the track. We take the old tie out; then we dig [under to
put] the new tie in. I'd say it takes one man a day to put in about
six to eight ties. That is to dig his ties and put them in himsell.

“Sometimes you have a rail that will wear out and has to be
changed, or it will break. These rails are sixty pounds—sixty pounds
to the yard. [f you have to change the rails, you have to gauge the
rails when you put them down. They've got to be fifty-six and a
half inches apart. You could let the gauge come off as much as half
an inch and you're okay. On a curve, you should have wider gauge
than you would have on a straight rail. That gives it room to keep
it from ‘turming your rails over. Every time you put a tie in, you use
your pauge to gaugf- it in.

“Now you've got what are called rail dogs. - Two men get held
of the rail dogs and catch the rail, one on each side, and lift it with
them. We can put down about fifteen rails, or four hundred feet,
a day.”

J. B. Waldrop said: "I'm a section foreman. I look after the
track, see that it's put on gauge. [ put in tics, raise track, and align

A rail dog is used fo grab the rail when hﬂmg it.
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it. Sometimes the track isn’t parallel—it wavers. That’s got to be
redone. We have to go back over it and align it and lay it. We have
an aligning bar to align the track, and men pry it over by hand.
The spikes hold the rails and the ballast holds the ties in place.
They just lay the ties flat on the ground, and the dirt and gravel in
between them hold them and keep them from sliding. Gravel raises
the track up out of the water, and when it rains, the gravel keeps
the track dry. The water runs right on through the gravel. It keeps
the ties from rotting, too. Your track will hold up a lot better on
gravel because in the wintertime and rainy weather, dirt will give
way while gravel holds up.

“You can replace a tie in about forty minutes. It takes three
men. We have some that are made of pine that are reused ties from
other railroads. All I've ever used on this road are oak, pine, and
locust. Locust was what they used twenty-five years ago—locust
makes good ties. There aren’t any new locust ties, though. The only
locust left are those that have been here for the last twenty-five
years. They're better than oak, a lot better. A good creosoted oak
tie will last fifteen or twenty years. Untreated ones don't last but
four or five years. They get to where they won't hold the spike.

“The rails expand and contract, depending on the weather. The
joints fill back in in hot weather, and in cold weather they open
up. In the heat of the summer, the rails will all tighten—the joints
will be all tight. The rails will buckle sometimes. When they do
that, sometimes you have to cut out a piece and line the rail back.
The joints are like laying bricks—you've got one joint down there
and then on the other side, the joint is not opposite. This way the
two joints will not be as likely to come out of line—if they are
opposite each other, the track will get out of line faster.

“If you have to replace a rail because it breaks or wears out, it
takes a long time to take the rail out. Each of these rails is thirty
feet long. You've got to take the bolts out—you've got eight bolts—
and all the spikes on about sixteen ties to pull on one side. To lay
your old rail out and lay the new one in, and to put your bolts back
and then spike it back in, will take an hour.”

Jim Bingham worked on both the TF section and bridge crews:
“I worked on the railroad thirty-one years. I started around 1909
and I quit the railroad in 1940. First job I ever worked on I got a
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dollar a day when I first started—the day was ten hours long.
Worked six days a week.

“The first thing I did—I went to work on ‘the section,” we called
it, where you put ties and smoothed up the track. I lived at Dillard,
and we had a little car we went in and out on. When I first started
we had a lever car, but after several years they got us a little gasoline
motor car. Took us to where we had t work. We repaired the track—
had t'’keep the ties under it and keep it smoothed up. It was hard
work, but you got tough with it.

“Laying track, some days you'd boot a quarter of a mile, de-
pendin’ on how many men you had working with you. That doesn’t
include the grading. If the grade started t'wash, we'd have t'haul
dirt and fill it in. They didn’t sow any grass; they just built up their
fills and let the bushes take over. They followed on right after the
grading with the track—put it down as soon as the place was graded
out.

“We had tkeep the track up, and long about August, we’d have
t'cut the right-of-way. Bushes and growth—that was a big job. One
time I was starting through and I run into a yeller jackets™ nest. I
cut out pretty fast t'get ahead of 'em, and the other boys come on
behind me, and the yeller jackets was stirred up good for them.
They got it all!”

Lawton Brooks recalled: “Well, down in Clayton the train come
around a big curve and two cars wrecked off the road out there.
One of them was loaded with cement and one of them with lumber,
I believe. That man didn’t have many hands, and he come out there
and wanted to know if I'd come to work awhile on the railroad. I
didn’t have a job and told him, ‘God, yeah, be glad to.” So I came
on out and went to work. See, if they had wrecks or anything they'd
call in other men to help take up wrecks. So we worked there one
night all night long, and two days, and got it back together—got
the stuff cleaned back up so the train could run. God, I got tired
of carrying them old bags of cement. They was a lot of them. We
had to carry those things up a bank, back up out of the way. We
had to go down in the hole [where the wrecked car was and get a
bag of cement] and go up on the bank and lay it down. Got that
one car moved out to where a train could pull another one by, and
had to load that cement back in the car. God, I thought I would



Lattem Brooks, section crewsman.

never make it. We did. Boy, it was rough on me ‘cause I hadn't
done none of that in a long time till that day. That was my first
day.

“After that, T worked up and down the railroad—all the way
up and down it—for five years, ning months, and five da\m I had
to work ten hours for a pitiful dollar. Ten cents a hour is all thev'd
give you. You had to work, too. I mean you worked ten hours. You
worked from the time it got light enough to see till it got so dark
you couldn't see.

“[It was] the hardest work you've ever done, but I loved it better
than any work I've ever done in my life. I just got used toit. I knew
exactly what to do and what had to be done, and every day, you
knew exactly what was gonna be done before vou went the next
day. It wasn’'t no changing around in it. You knowed how to put in
ties. You knowed how to catch up a track. You knowed how to line
the track, and after I got that in my mind, I'd rather do it than
anything in the book. [ got so good on it that I got sub-boss. If my
main man went off, he'd tumn it over to me. He'd be gone a week
or two at a time and I'd run it myself. I got just as good as anybody
could laying ties and evervthing. [ just stayed with ‘em.

“I could walk up and down the track and stand out here and I
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could see a place [that needed fixing]. And then you go to where
a rotten tie broke or something, and we had to jack it up and take
that tie out and put another one in. I've drove in many a spike—
now you might think that was easy drove. You start that in an old
hard white oak [tie] with an eight-pound hammer—that’s what
you drove with. Come over that hammer and hit the spike, you
straddling that hot rail, the sun a-boiling down on you; man, you
talk about sweating. Me and my wife’s brother—the foreman—
put it in every day. When we wasn’t putting in ties, they’d say, ‘All
right, Lawton, you two go and spike up track today.” We'd go along
.and check the rails—we’d gauge them—sometimes the rail would
play and lean the spikes back and the rail would get to playing
worse. We'd go along and put our gauge on it, and we’d have to
pull the tracks into a tight gauge and respike them. It was shore
a job—I'd rather do anything than spike up track all day. It
hurts your old back stooping over all day. With two people work-
ing together hitting a spike, taking turns, with him on one side
and me on the other, it still takes a good little bit of time to pound
a spike in.

“Or in a place where the truck would go down, we’d have dirt
to put in there and catch all them ties up and let our track down
on it. Get you a big old jack there and jack the rail up where you
want it. Catch up the head of the tie with the shovel and put your
dirt in there. Them old jacks weighed almost eighty pounds, and
they had to carry them up and down the darn road where you were
putting in ties.

“Then, in the summertime, the railroad track would run and
we’'d have to get on those curves and line that thing in and saw off
about that much of the rail [holds his hands apart] and then put it
back together and smack it down. In the wintertime, that blame
thing would draw up and shear the bolts and we'd have to put that
piece back in. You didn’t think steel would run, but it does. Railroad
track will run—draws out and draws up. You've got to line it up.

“But nothing new come up unless they had a wreck. [After that]
you never would use the old rails. You couldn’t straighten them.
You’d be afraid the train would climb out on them. We'd have to
go get the new ones. We went to way over in North Carolina to
get them. We’d go over there and load "em on a flat car over there.
Then they’d bring "em in on our line and we’d have to unload that
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stuff. Now that’s some work picking up them rails. They got them
old hand things—you over here, me over here, and a hook there
in the middle. Boy, when you come up with your end, if you let
that man get an inch on you, you can’t get up. I liked to killed my
poor old self, but I learnt what to do—take advantage of him every
time. I'd watch and about the time I seen him tighten his hands,
I tightened up on mine just a little bit. That made him have to
come with all he had to get his end up. After you get up, you are
all right, but when you go to pick it up, you're straining "cause it’s
heavy. They'd have about six men to the rail, you know. Two out
here in the front, two about the middle, two at the back.

“One time, the whole mountain slid off. Slid the railroad off
down into the dirt roads. We had to take that up and build a railroad
back. They even sent the convicts to help us that time. They had
the durn woods full of convicts there helping us put that railroad
back up there. I forget how many days and nights. It was three
nights, I know, before I went home. Worked all night "cause they
wanted them trains to move. They was a-hollering all the time, ‘Get
it fixed, boys. Got to move.’

“It come an ice storm one time, and that ice began to break
loose and washed some trestles out. Good God, then we had to
build all them trestles back. You get in that water, stay in there five
minutes, and get out and stand by the fire five and jump back in
and stay five more minutes. Your legs get so numb you couldn’t
stay but four or five minutes. Your legs would get numb, froze. I
went to the house a many of a time when I laid down on the bed
and my wife would have to pull my overalls off, and she’d set them
against the wall and they'd stand there. After a while, you'd see
them go down. Yeah, froze. Get on that motor car and hit that wind
going home. Just made ‘em freeze three times worser, you know,
but we made it just the same.

“Why I liked this, I don’t know, when there is lots of easier
jobs. It’s a whole lot easier to farm, but I'd still rather railroad as
to farm.

“And I always did want to work on the train, but I never did.
A man let me drive one a little piece one time. I wanted to drive
one just to see how it was. I always wished I was on these main
lines where they would just go, like a faster train, just head off
from one big town to another somewhere. Go through the coun-
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try and see the country. Never did get to do that, but I'd sure
love to.”

Minyard Conner worked on the section crew that covered the
line from the Georgia-North Carolina state line to Franklin, North
Carolina. He said: “T worked on the railroad twenty-four years, four .
weeks, and fourteen days. I started working on the railroad in '36.
See, I moved here in 36 and hought this place. They wanted
somebody to work on the railroad, and I went to work.

“Never was sick. Never missed a two-week payday. I put in
cross ties—took out the old and rotten ones and put in new ones.
Then they'd be a derailment, tear up a hall a mile of track, and
we'd have to fix it back.

“When 1 commenced to workin’ on th’ railroad, I got twenty-
one cents an hour. T'd draw twenty-five dollars or thirty dollars
every two weeks, forty-eight hours a week. It didn't go far, but it
wis a living.”

J. C. Stubbleficld recalled: “T worked two years, 39 till ‘41, and
then I went in the service, and then when T come back, [ worked
ancther eleven months. I was on the section crew from Wiley to
Tallulah Falls—seven miles. There was three of us there. [But]
they only had two regulars.

“Part of the time we cut right-of-way. That’s cutting bushes and
things back, you know, to keep "em from growing out on the tracks.
Had bush axes. Back then you didnt have no kind of machine
running out there to do that. You would get into yellow jackets’
nests and hornets’ nests and wasps’ nests, snakes, and everything
else.

“The foreman on the section was Andrew Watts, and if we had
the track jacked up when a train was coming—well the foreman
knows right when that train is coming because they keep him in-
formned, and he'll tell vou when it gets so close, "All right, boys,
take your jack out.” Yon would have to take the jack out and just
wait for the train to go by then and then start over.

“And on curves, now, the ties was replaced pretty often. Some
of 'em would [last] two or three years or something like that. On
curves, the train would run against the outside rail all of the time
and it would spread the track, and you've got to gauge that back
to the right gauge. That’s how far apart the two rails are. It was
four foot and eight inches, I think. We had an iron gauge that would
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measure the track. And when you get that‘tie with too many spike
holes in it, you have to take that tie out because, you see, you hadn’t
got nothing to hold the rail. You've got to take that tie out and put
a new one in. Sometimes you take plumb sound ties that’s just been
gauged up so much you've got too many holes in it. And if the track
was to spread out the train would just fall on the inside of it. It
happens.”

For Leo Ramey, working on the railroad still provided a com-
paratively good living: “I worked with Andrew Watts when I started.
He begged me for a long, long time to work there before I decided
maybe I'd better. It looked like I was gonna run out of a job. I'd
work a day for fifty cents, just hoeing corn or doing anything else.
I finally decided to work a few days [for the railroad] and I never
did quit! I started in 1928 and quit in 1960. That's thirty-two years!
Wasn't long before I was top man of the whole bunch. I got to be
foreman after I was a laborer. Then I got to be roadmaster over
the whole business—tracks, trestles, over everything.

“When I started, I was making $1.55 a day, not an hour. It was
awhole lot better, but we still wasn’t making nothing. I lived pretty
good then. Course I'm living better now than I ever did all the
time I was working. When I quit, I was at the top, doing $250 a
month. Make that much in a week now. But when I have more
money, I spend more money. I don’t save more money. I just spend
more money.”

Jess Page said: “I started in 54 and worked on the railroad till
it went dead in "61. We worked on the maintenance—take out ties,
put in new ties, put in new rail where it needed it. There were
four of us plus the boss, and wed travel along the track in a pittypat,
a gas-powered vehicle with iron wheels, just like the railroad car.
Sometimes we’d pull a push car behind—just a flat thing, about
eight-foot square. We'd lay cross ties on that and haul it to the job
behind the pittypat.

“We had a wreck one time on a pittypat, but there wasn’t but
three of us on it. It was time to quit work. We were coming around
the curve on it and it jumped the track. Boy, you can'’t tell nothing
at all when it gets off the track, all them ties and jacks [loaded on
the pittypat] flying ever’ which a way!”

A. ]J. Gudger remembers the time two section crews collided
on the track: “The superintendent told my foreman to bring his
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crew down to help the Demorest section crew. He failed to notify
the Demorest crew that we was coming. While the Turnerville crew
was going down to Demorest, the other crew was going on up the
line to do some work. Well, they hit a sharp curve, and [the foreman]
come out of that cut right into this other man and his crew. None
of them was hurt too bad.”

For any number of reasons, a train might derail, at which time
all the men were called to the scene.

“Several things could cause a derailment,” recalls engineer
Goldman Kimbrell. “Could be a broke rail, or a track spread, or
running too fast and jumping the track on a curve—plus, the con-
dition of the bed has a lot to do with it.”

Minyard Conner said: “We’d have to fix a temporary track to
the derailed train to get it back on the track. We didn’t have no
lift—just generally pull 'em back with the engine. Hook on to ’em
just like if you got stuck in a mud hole, and somebody come along
with a car and got on solid ground and pulled you up.”

Goldman Kimbrell: “The passenger engine wrecked right out
here at Clayton. The switch into a side track must have gotten a
little open and throwed the engine off. We call that ‘splitting a
switch.” The engine stopped right at the end of the trestle in the
dirt, still standing. It never did turn over. We worked from five one
evening to about three the next morning, and quit till daylight.
Then we went back to work, and along late in the afternoon, we
got it back on track. It just shut everything down until we got [that
engine] back on the tracks.”

Trestles
Aside from that portion of the ride that took the passengers along
the very top lip of the 1,000-foot-deep gorge, the most spectacular
feature of the line was its huge trestles. They were made entirely
from wood and bolts. There were forty-two trestles over the fifty-
eight-mile route—the most per mile of any shortline in the country.
All were wooden except the one across Tallulah Lake. The longest
was Wiley trestle, and the highest was Big Panther Creek trestle
at 98 feet. It's surprising that a totally wooden structure could hold
up a seventy-ton train. To find out how they could stand the pres-
sure, we went to talk to Roy Shope, a former bridge crew foreman



TRESTLE SCENE

on the TT line, and Dess Oliver, a railroad historian who has studied
the TF. Their comments are keved to the accompanying diagram.

Roy Shope: “[Starting from the bottom upward] right here
under every one of these posts is a 4 foot ]::mg 12 x 12 wooden
block. This was undergmund about four foot.”

Dess Oliver: “On top of those were these posts here [B&C].”

Roy Shope: "We call this a batter post [B]. On the outside,
these would lean. [These were 12 x 12s5.]”

Dess Oliver: “These were to keep the trestle from swaying back
and forth.”

Rov Shope: “"And this here's a plumb post [C]. [They were also
12 x 12s.]7

Dess Oliver: “This was called the plumb post, [ suppose, ‘cause
in older days when the trestles were built they'd hang a plumb or
a weight or something on a string by the stringer [1D] to see if [the
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post] was straight up and down. [ imagine that may have been
where the stringer got its name ton.”

Rov Shope: “Now that’s got an X-brace [E] that way on it. These
were 3 % 10s. They'd get [these] braces on it.”

Dess Oliver: “These were to keep the plumb and batter posts
from slipping away from cach other.”

Roy Shope: “Then this right herc was called a cap [F]”

Dess Oliver: “There were notches in these for the posts to fit
into them.”

Roy Shope: "Every one of these [notches) was [cut] right down
to cleven inches. [The caps were 12 X 125.] The [stringers] are
laying across the top of these. [They were] 8 inches X 16 inches
% 24 inches long. Thev'd be eighteen inches for [the cross ties] to
lay on.”

Dess Oliver: “The cross ties [G] [were 7 inches % 9 inches.
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They] would be set on their [7-inch] side across a trestle. [Usually
they were on their 9-inch side.] They wete notched out to sit on
top of the stringers to keep them from shifting from side to side.
The rail [H] was [spiked to] those.”

Roy Shope: “One set of blocks, a lower cap, two plumb parts,
two batter posts, a set of X-braces and a cap made one layer or
one deck of a trestle. On top of the cap would be a stringer. Over
the stringer would either be the cross ties and rail or another deck.

“[The holts used to hold the wooden trestles together were]
3/4-inch bolts, and they were 15 inches long. Some of ‘em we had
to use was 20 inches, 18s and 20s, 15s to 18s and 20s.

“There are one, two, and three [deck trestles]. We had some
three decks high. The Big Panther down there was 98 feet high.
[1t was made of] all wood except the rail.”

Oftentimes, railroad jobs could be very dangerons. An article
in the Tri-County Advertiser (January 4, 1882} tells of a man getting
killed while building one of the trestles on the TF line:

On Tuesday of last week, Jack Harris, a colored man working
on the Railroad hetween this place [Clarkesville] and Mt. Airy,
fell from the trestle, a clear fall of about 42 feet, plunging his
head into the ground to his shoulders and breaking his shoulder
and taking his scalp. His condition is a critical one.

The Bridge Crew

Carl Rogers remembers: “[The bridge crew] did the repairwork on
all the stations and trestles. I guess you would have to call the trestle
crews professionals. They would just swing down right under the
trestles. They had ropes, and they had a heist mounted on that
Hatcar, and they'd sccure that flatcar to the rails and let the lumber
down. And the}-' would climb those trestles—I don’t mean to com-
pare them to monkeys, but they were very agile. They were used
to doing that kind of work so it was no problem with them
whatsoever.”

J. €. Stubblefield remembered working on the bridge crew:
“They had an inspector, and he'd come around and inspect every
so often, and if it was a [ittle rotten there, he'd have {the timbers]
replaced. They would change the bad ones ount and put in new,




These men maost likely were on the bridge crew, as evidenced
by the shanty car and cook.

and all that was bolted together. You've got to get it up here and
you got to swing the timber down on ropes to get it where you
want it, you know, and you've got to have somebody that knows
what thev're doing or they] get hurt. They's a few got hurt once
in a whl]e—Just carclessness really, They d let a picce of timber
fall and hit "em, or maybe their foot slipped and they lell.

“The bridge crew had about six or eight men on it [instead of
the three the section crews had] because the bridge work is a lot
slower than the section part, and they had to have enough men
when they had somcthing to do to carry the job along as fast as
they could because there was going to be a train a~coming.”

Fred Williams traveled with the bridge crew: “"On the bridge
crew we had shanty cars. There we cooked, ate, and slept. We had
one car to cook and cat in, the other to sleep in. The shanty cars
pulled us from one place to ancther to repair the trestles, We had
to work from here to Franklin.”

A.]. Gudger once became a cook by default on the bridge crew:
“On the hridge force, thev couldn’t keep a cook—it only paid



This picture of the Panther Creek trestle he:-'ng teken down in 1962 shows
the possible devastation of a coflapsing trestle.

twenty-five dollars a month and board, and a week or two was as
Inng as they could keep a cook. T wasn't a cook by no means, but
when the cock quit, I had te go in the kitchen and do the cookin’
until they could get another cook.”

Roy Shope recalled that the bridge crew was better paid than
the section crew: "When [ left section to go to bridge gang, [ was
making twenty cents an hour. The bridge gang was paid good
money, and 1 think T went to work there for thirty-seven cents an
hour. That was good pay.”

He had a close call with a freight train: "When I was on the
briiige gang, [we were down at the lockout] on a motor car. We
was pushin’ a push ear in front of us. [ was sittin” in front. We went
around that curve and met the freight train! Well, I left it. F jumped
oftl Rest of them boys jumped off and went over the bank, [too]!
We made it though. The freight train, he was kinda lookin” out for
us.

Despite their sturdy desigm the trestles did not always hold as
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they should. Two of the three fatal train accidents that happened
on the TF line occurred when a trestle collapsed under a train.
Florence Brooks remembered another instance where the trestle
did not hold: “We'd started somewhere one night to a dance—
we'd walk the railroad track ever'where we went—an’ boy it uz
a-rainin’, an’ th’ creek was up, and just as we got across th' trestle,
here come some big logs an” away went the trestle. We did just get
off of it.”

Hovt Tench recalled an incident that demanstrated the fine line
between satety and disaster while working ou the railroad: “It hap-
pened on the trestle just north of Dillard. It was plowing time,
about March or April. 1 was standing on the deck watching this
fellow plow as we left Dillard. There was a trestle after Dillard
[that was] about twenty foot high and fitty feet long that went over
a ravine. When it rained, water would run in it.

“Jim Brown and I were on Engine No. 75 going to Franklin,
and just as the engine went over the trestle, one of the eight-foot-
long [beams of the trestle] just come falling ont from under it.
There were four people riding in the cab—the conductor, a flag-
man, a brakeman, and a swing brakeman. [We all just watched that
bean fall.] We went on across by letting it roll to the other side.
[We never slowed down. Thankfully] we didn’t have ten or twelve
cars and the cab, They had to rebuild that trestle before we conld
come back.”

There are also stories in which a trestle did hold its weight as
it should. Leo Ramey told one: “Camp Dixie Dam busted one time.
There was this little old bridge down there this side of Lakemont
School. There was a trestle there, and the bridge was pushing
against the trestle. The trestle crew was there with their jacks and
moved [the bridge]. They put the jack on a sill and put a block on
that, then put a chain around it on a pole and pulled the bridge
away from the trestle.”

Dispatchers
Without the dispatcher, who was based in Comelia, the Tallulah
Falls Railway wonld have been simply a collection of equipment,
frozen in place, unable to move. He was literally the brains of the
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Carl Rogers, depot agent at Clayton, Georgia.

entire operation. He had to know the contents and the weight of
each frelght car, as well as when the freight each carried was needed
by the customer, so that he could make np the composition of cach
train—and make sure that it wasn't too heavy for the engine to pull
over the line's grades. And he had to know where each train on
the line was at every moment to avoid collisions. It was a heavy
responsibility.

Carl Rogers said: "The dispatcher was the boss of all the trains
going and coming. He gave the order for them to go out, and he
told them what to take and told them how far to go. He made up
the consist of the train—[a list of ] what to pull that day and how
far to go and where to [leave] it and so on—and gave it to the
conductor of the freight train. A lot of times, maybe they would
have more cars than they could pull in onc day, so the dispatcher
would check with the agent along the line [and if] someone [was
getting] a carload of something they wouldn't need [right away],
they would put it on the sidetrack and haul the cars that [the
customers| needed the most.”

For part of his career with the TF, Ross Davis was a dispatcher:
“The dispatcher had to protect all of his trains, know where every
one was at and which way it was headed to. Anything that had to
move on the tracks, I had to know where it was and plan it that
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way. For instance, if I had a train going to Clayton on its way to
Dillard, and one at Clayton coming back this way, I would have to
call the agent at Lakemont and give him an order for that train
above him there to meet this other train at Joy sidetrack [between
Lakemont and Tallulah Falls].

“I also kept a record of all the cars in and out. As the cars came
into Cornelia, the Southern Railway delivered them to the TF, and
then the tonnage had to be figured out for the freight trains as to
how much they could pull from one point to the other. You see,
for those little engines we could just haul so much tonnage. For
instance, they could only pull three cars of rock to Clarkesville,
[because of the steep grades], but they could take six cars of rock
from there [north]. So we’d have to take three cars from Demorest
to Clarkesville, and come back and get the other three. Lots of
times I'd have fifteen cars going up to Clayton, and everybody
wanted them up there at the same time, so I'd have to divide those
cars up all along. Set part of them off at Demorest, get part of
them to Clarkesville, then get the rest of them on up the line. And
sometimes we would get enough cars until we could run two freight
trains—usually to Dillard—and if we run an extra train, I had to
get an extra crew rounded up to run that train.”

Carl Rogers recalled: “A first-class train is a passenger train,
and it has priority over a freight train, so the freight train would
be the one that had to go onto the siding. [When they discontinued
passenger service and had a] mail train, we just had a little diesel
for the mail train, so it was easier for it to go onto the sidetrack
than it was to push the whole freight train onto it.

“And if they had special orders, why, the dispatcher would tell
them. If they were working on the track somewhere and they had
to slow the train down, they'd get the word to the dispatcher, and
he’d dispatch it out to the agent, and they would give it to the train
to watch out. _

“We had scheduled runs, and then we also had extras where
they had trains [besides] our regular scheduled ones. He had to
schedule those. And if the freight train was delayed, the dispatcher
had to find out how much the train was delayed and tell [it and
the others] where to meet. Those dispatchers would wire those
orders to the agents along the line, and the agents would show the
red stop sign on the signal board to alert the engineer to stop the
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train. The conductor would go into the depot station to receive the
special orders before the train would move on. The conductor
signed and received two written copies of the orders, one which
he kept and one which he carried back to the engineer. A third
signed copy was held in the station by the agent as a permanent
record of the fact that the conductor had heen notified of the special
orders, Very complicated, but a very safe way to operate, They don't
do it that way anymore. They do it by computer, 1 think. Back then
we did it manualiy.”
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The Running Crew

Engineers
The lives of many people depended on the reliability of the track.
Those who trusted their lives to it every day were the running
crew—the men responsible for the safe delivery of the train be-
tween depots—and the passengers.

The running crew of a freight train consisted of the engineer,
fireman, brakeman, and flagman. On the passenger train there
would also be a conductor, and often, a postmaster, and “the news
butcher,” someone who sold newspapers and refreshments during
the trip.

Goldman Kimbrell was an engineer on the railroad for many
years. He telis of some things that the engineer was responsible
for: “The engineer was responsible for the train between stations—
how fast to run, where to run, where he couldn’t run, all that. They
had timetables to go by—the only way you could figure your speed
was from one mile post to another. The passenger train made a
round trip a day, and they had one regular scheduled freight train.
Then they run an extra if they had enough freight to run another
train. Most of the time they had two freight trains out. They’d have
meet orders, where to meet at—one train going north, one going
south. If they didn’t have meet orders, they had to go by this
timetable—a freight train would have a certain time to be at a
certain place; so would the passenger train. If you were delayed,
you had to report it to the agent at the nearest depot; they had
telephone and telegraph back then, so they would report it to the
station nearest the train you were to meet. You could usually flag
down an automobile to go to the nearest station. Course if you
broke down or derailed, and they was somebody coming behind
you, then a flagman had to go back to flag him to keep him from
crashing into you.”

The relationship the running crews had with the communities
the train served is legendary here. Kimbrell illustrates the fact: “We
had all the children spoilt—we got to buying a little chewing gum
and pitching it off. When they heared the whistle blow, they got
to where they was coming out of the woods and everywhere else
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a-looking for chewing gum. They was a family lived just this side
of Franklin, and there come a snow; we’d been throwing the kids
chewing gum all along as they lived pretty close to the road. The
kids were always barefoot, no coats, nothing. So we thought we’'d
get them something afore Christmas. We got the section foreman
to work on the track right in*front of their house and give them a
little candy. We decided we’d get them kids some socks and shoes.
He got the kids over there with some candy and measured their
feet with a stick. So all the train crew went in together and got 'em
all a pair of shoes, and maybe half a dozen pair of socks apiece.
We was hoping the next time we went up through there, we'd see
’em with them shoes on. A week or so afterward there was another
snow, and they were out barefooted just like always, right in the
SNOW.

Fireman Hoyt Tench told us about how friendly and helpful
the people along the line were to the railroad men: “One day we
had the work train down at Tallulah Falls—right on the end of the
big trestle. [The bridge crew] were working on the trestle with big
timber and we were there with the engine. All the ladies brought
us a big shoe box full of fried chicken and cat-head biscuits. I told
the superintendent I didn’t care if they do have a few derailments
every once in a while [if we could eat like that]. They would do
that all up and down the road. People all up through here was real
neighborly people.”

Often, in the case of injuries and deaths, the engineer would
blame himself for the accident, as Leo Ramey related in this story:
“One night it was raining and thundering, couldn’t hardly see any-
thing. Jim Brown, who was the engineer, was taking a train down
the track, and he hit and killed a man that was walking on the
tracks. It broke him up so bad that he quit right after that.”

Firemen
Dan Ranger, the engineer for the Graham County Railroad, ex-
plained the operation of that line’s coal-powered, Shay-geared lo-
comotive. Built in 1925, it had three trucks (sets of wheels), three
vertical cylinders, and weighed seventy to eighty tons. It was still
used until the Graham County line went out of business in 1975.
Though a different type of steam engine from those operated by
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the TF, the process of operating the engine was similar, and Dan’s
description of that process brings into clear focus the critical role
of the fireman on mountain lines:

“From dead cold, it takes four hours to bring the engine up to
operating temperature. If you were to bring it up any faster, you'd
put a racking strain on the boiler—that’s a lot of steam! To bring
it up from cold to operating temperatures in less than three hours
is putting a lot of torture on the boiler. We like to take between
three and four hours to bring it up to where we can get a nice,
slow, easygoing process. The locomotive, under normal operating
conditions, is hot most of the time. [At the end of the day] you put
a bank in it; pile a lot of coal up against the back of the firebox,
and it just sits there and burns away slowly and keeps the engine
relatively hot and keeps steam on it. We fill it up with water and
it just sits there at anywhere between one hundred pounds down
to thirty or forty pounds of steam, which is enough to work with
to get it fired up again. If you drop the fire out of it and kill it,
then you have to start up with wood. When you get up to steam
on wood, you go to coal. There’s an artificial draft on the locomotive
while you're firing up and starting to move. Once the engine is
moving, you turn the blower off because the exhaust steam from
the cylinders goes out a pipe and in underneath the stack, and out
what they call the nozzle. It then goes up what's called the petticoat
pipe, which induces the draft, feeds the vacuum in the front end
of the engine, and sucks the air through the fire and the fire tubes
in the boiler to heat the water, and finally out the stack. To get it
ready [if the boiler is hot] is maybe a forty-five-minute or hour job.
It depends on where you are—if you've got a high steam pressure,
it takes a shorter time; if you have a low steam pressure, it takes
longer.

It takes twenty-five or thirty shovelfuls of coal—a couple of
wheelbarrow loads—to fire up the boiler. Going from Robbinsville
to Topton [twelve miles] and back again on an average freight run,
the duration of which is probably two to two and a half hours,
figuring your switching time and all the air-brake tests that you
have to go through, we burn a little less than a ton of coal. We can
operate here all day with our four passenger trips, which would be
about a twenty-mile round trip all told; go from maybe eleven in
the morning till four or five in the evening, and we would use about
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Drawing of a TF wood-burning engine.

a ton of good grade coal, same as on a freight run. If you get bad
coal, it's going to take vou more.

“The little back part of the cab holds the coal; the rest is water.
It holds 5 tons of coal and 3,000 gallons of water. The amount of
water used depends on what you're pulling, how hard the grades
are, and how well the engine is maintained. If we go over on a
freight mn and come back, we'll use anywhere from a half to three
quarters of a tank of water—between 1,500 and 2,000 gallons.

“There are two domes up on top of the hoiler. One holds sand
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track, wet track, icy track, anything like that. It causes your wheels
to adhere to the rail and will give traction. The second is the steam
dome. It's there because as the water boils in the boiler and gives
off steam, the molecules of the steam break the surface of the
water and corne up dragging water with them. The water is called
saturated, or very wet, water close to the water surface. The hig}ler
up you go the drier it is, so steam from the cylinders is taken off
through a pipe out of the dome. The throttle, the valve that admits
the steam to the ¢vlinders, is up high in this dome—as high as it'll
go, so that you get the driest possible steam. You want dry steam,
because steam is a gas that will compress, but the more water, the
less it can compress. Water is not compressible, so if vou have your
cylinders full of water and you start to move the engine, you rn
a great danger of blowing the end of the evliuder right off.

“The forward portion of the boiler is called the smoke box.
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From there back into the cab, about even with the window edge,
is the boiler proper. The boiler is broken down into different sec-
tions called courses. The first is a tapered, or conical course; then
there’s the second course; then the roof sheet course over the
firebox. From the metal band in the front where the smoke box
starts, back to about the band right above the first cylinder, is the
part that has the flues. Flues are pipes with water around them
that the fire and hot gases go through, then on out the stack. This
heats the water and boils it.

“From that area back there’s a rectangular section that sits down
low that’s called the firebox—where the fire is carried on the grates.
In the front of the firebox is the flue sheet that holds all the pipes
together on that end. The top part of the firebox is called the crown
sheet. The firebox sheets are made out of sheet steel at about 55,000
pounds tensile strength, and held together with stay bolts from the
inside to the outside. Between these two pieces of metal is water,
and over the top of it is water. If the water gets down below the
crown sheet, you have a firebox failure—in other words, a boiler
explosion. So you have to be very careful about where your water
level is. On a mountain railroad like this one, you've really got to
be with it. You let it get away from you, and you're in serious
trouble. It’s a demanding job.

“As you back up, the position of the boiler on the grade will
tend to lower the water level in the back part of the boiler—the
firebox end. As you are going uphill, it will raise the level because
all the water is in the back. The difference between a good fireman
and a bad fireman is that a good fireman knows when to feed water
into the boiler to keep the water level up, and how much, and he
knows at all times on any portion of the railroad where that water
level is supposed to be. That is a trick, a real trick.”

Hoyt Tench, a fireman on the TF, explained some of the prep-
arations made to get the engines ready to run: “Before we would
do anything of the morning, [we’d] get up enough air—start the
air pump, grease it and all so it would run—then we would blow
all of these, about 100, flues out in that engine. When you'd put
the air to "'em—seventy-five pounds of air—it would blow the cin-
ders, dirt, and accumulation in those flues out the stack. We had
done that where it would heat better because the fire went through
these flues and then circled all of the water. That's how that we
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could keep the steam up. Nobody that didn’t fool with them couldn’t
hard]}f helieve how powurfu] the steam wis because the little C}fl-
inders were only about twentyinches in diameter, It was hard [to
keep enough water] because you were using steam and water so
fast. You had to have many water tanks. We used to have to leave
Cornclia with a full tank, andwe'd have to get another tank before
we got to Tallulah Lodge, less than ten miles away.”
Roy Mize told us about his job as firerman on the TF Railway:
I started late in the fall in 1917 as a fireman. [ quit in March of
1918. I was on the passenger car run part of the time and the freight
car run part of the time.

“The fireman kept the engine het to make the stewn that pulled
the engine. Tt was a ot of hard work. When T started, the enginecr
taught me how to do it—get down off his seat and help me, showing
me how to fire it. The freman had to keep the steam up. The
actual coal box was about three and a half feet h}' six feet. On a
passenger run, I'd use four tons of coal for a round trip. On the
freight rum, they'd burn six and eight or more, depending on what
kind of load thev had. There’s skill

to it. You've got to know how to 7 1
throw your shovel in, spread your
coal. If vour coal is not good, or =
if you put too much in at one time,
then you get the white smoke,
Then you've got to get vour rake
and rake it up a little, shake down
vour grate in order to get a dark
black smoke. That's when it’s
steamning, when vou get a black
smoke, not 4 white smoke—1 al-
ways watched my smokestack.”
Ernest Anderson recalled his
days on the TF: “I was freman.
I shoveled coal. Everything on the
left-hand side of the engine cab
the fireman was respousible for.
The engineer was on the right,
and he was responsible for things
there. You had to learn the road,  Roy Mize, fireman fur the TF.
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shovel your coal. When you went around a curve where the engineer
couldn’t see, the fireman had to watch—if anything happened on
that side, the fireman was responsible.

“I went to working in "42, about March 15. [My] first trip out
was with Frank Bardon. I fired for Frank Bardon for several years—
the last run I made was January 20, 1960, because I got sick, but
the railroad shut down about a year later. Mr. Bardon, he was a
fine oI’ man.

“The fireman had to watch out for his water pump. If you've
got heavy tonnage like going up through Mountain City, why maybe
you'd have to put on both pumps—the one on your side and the
engineer’s. Whether you worked on the passenger or freight trains
depended on the length of time you've worked on the railroad.
Working the passenger train didn’t pay near as much. You see, you
never did get over eight hours on it unless there was a wreck on
the passenger train. On the freight train, after you worked eight
hours you got time and a half, and it was a normal thing to put in
twelve to sixteen hours on the freight train, depending on how
much freight you had to let off and pick up. If you didn’t get in
before sixteen hours was up, somebody else had to take your place.
Sixteen hours, you stop right then.

“A lot of firemen quit because it took a lot of work shoveling
coal. Some young feller once wanted to work on the railroad. He
asked me about being a fireman, and I told him there was no trouble
to it—all it took was a weak mind and a strong back to shovel coal.
Well, he got him a job. He just made one trip with us on the freight
train [and quit]. If you shovel coal sixteen hours, why, when you
wake up the next morning, you turn out of the bed and hit the
floor, and itll jar you loose.”

Hoyt Tench maintained that shoveling coal also required a de-
gree of finesse: “There was quite a knack to [shoveling coal]. But
one of the greatest things that you had to do—and if you weren’t
a good ballet dancer you couldn’t have done it—was you had to
put your right foot on the tender and your left foot right up here
next to the fire door [inside the engine]. You had to sort of spread
out to do this. There was a split [between the cars] and a cover
keeping you from falling down between. It had to be loose where
it would work because one of them would go one way and one the
other and that little old road was sinking a lot of times. You'd start



Houyt Tench began as a fireman for the TF, and later became an enginesr
for Southern Raifway.

to throw a scoop of coal inte the firebox and might end up throwing
it up in the engineer’s lap. He didn't like that much.

“All the stcam CIFINes were made like that, You hit your left
foot on an air button and the doors [on the firebox] flew open. You
took your right hand and got whatever coal vou could in the scoop,
mashed that button, and throwed [the coal] in the firebox, made it
scatter, released the button, and [went] back [to the tender with
the shovel]. In the meantime while you were fiving, vou couldn’t
hold to a th[ng. You didn’t have nothing n your hands but a shovel.
So you had to go with the rocking back and forth. After a while
you conll learn to do that and never miss a lick.”

Brakemen
Walter Williams describes his job as brakeman: “I went to Cornelia
and started in as a brakeman. This was 1919. Then when the war
was over and these men in the Army came back [who had worked
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on] the railroad, I got laid off. So I went to Gainesville and went
to work on the railroad out of there.

“As a brakeman, your job is to throw switches on the sidetrack
that goes in to where they set out cars to be loaded and unloaded.
You gotta go and unlock the switch, throw the switch, and put the
cars in there. [You] cut the air on the brake to cut the train so
whatever car you want to set off [can be set free]. Then you set it
in there so they can load it or unload it. The conductor would tell
you what he wanted done, and then you would do it. So you would
go and set these cars in wherever they want them, and then youd
come and couple the train back up. And you [hook up] your air
brake, and then you'd go on to another station.”

Roy Shope was also a TF brakeman: “One time we was down
in Clayton getting a car off here on the sidetrack, and I was up
there to tie up the brakes. They kicked the car loose, and it started
running on its own. The main train was coming down, and I thought
I'd run off the top of this car when I got the brakes tied up and
jump onto the main train. It was too far gone, and the main train
was still coming, so I went down between the tracks. A boxcar and
a half went over me before they got stopped. It didn’t hit me. I
was laying against one rail, and the brakes has got a crosspiece on
it. I just had room to lay between that and the wheel. The train
pushed me down because it was still moving. I landed on one heel
on a cross tie, and I was off on crutches for about thirty days. That
thing made a scar up my leg and I thought it was pretty close.

“A cow would get killed every once in a while. If a cow was on
the track, we didn’t stop to push it off. It was very hard to stop a
train on that short notice. Most of the time, we'd just go on and
hit it. You could lock every wheel down, but that engine still just
kept sliding. Usually, if something was hit the railroad paid for it.”

According to Hoyt Tench, animals were sometimes spared a
fatal end: “[There was] another instance that included a big old
bull. Right before you got to the depot at Lakemont coming north,
they had a cut [for the train to go through]. There was generally
always water running in it. It was higher than the boxcars. [The
train would] get to rocking in there and it'd hit the sides. Rocks
and dirt would fall [on the train] because it was such a high cut.

“It was a good cool place for cattle to be. Right the other side
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was the water tank at Sandy Flats. We had stopped to get water
and weren't running very fast. We were just getting started off
pretty good. We went into the cut and there was a big old bull.
Some of [the cattle] got away, but he just stood there. We knocked
him down with the cow catcher. By the time [the train] got stopped,
he was [under the train]—between the step on the fireman’s side
and the cow catcher. He couldn’t get out from the cow catcher
because it was too high and the step would have tore him up if
we’d went on. So we had a bull on our hands.

“We didn’t know what to do. But being young, I said, ‘Hey, I'll
get him out of there.” I just stuck my shovel in the firebox and got
a whole shovelful of hot coals and I just sprinkled them on his back.
Boy, you began to smell hair and meat in a little bit. You never
heard such a roar he give. He went out over top of the cotton-
picking cow catcher. He got them feet over it and he pulled the
rest of himself and over it he went. He got away from there. We
laughed about that a lot of times. Of course, they said, ‘Shame on

you for putting fire coals on him.” [But] that was the only way to
get him to move. I saved his life by domg it. We never did see him
in that cut anymore.’

Emest Anderson said: “There was a second brakeman, called
the head-end brakeman. You see, if you had twenty freight cars,
there had to be several on the ground to give signals about backing
in, pulling out, and all that. There wasn’t no play job on the railroad.”

Joe Snyder worked in several capacities on the railroad: “[The
first job I had was as a brakeman.] I tied brakes up on cars when
they were set off on the sidetrack to keep them from rolling out.
I also unloaded freight cars, along with just a little bit of everything
else.

“The number of cars we had on a train depended on [the
merchandise and the size of the load]. Sometimes we would have
ten or fifteen cars, some more than that. We would just pull so
many up the grade to Mountain City or in Clayton. Can'’t take but
so much [up the grade]. We’d have to cut off half of the cars and
go back and get the balance of the train. We had what we called
‘doubling.” When we’d reach Clayton, we'd stop and cut off part of
the train and take part up to Mountain City and set them out, then
go back and get the balance. I have doubled like that, letting the
engineer think that I had set out [the cars] on the sidetrack, when
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Joe Snyder.

I hadn't. [He laughs.] [He would] pull the whole train at once. That
was kind of dirty to do. Have done it theugh.

“I remember when we set a car off in the sidetracks that didn't
have but one switch in it, and the guy that worked there told me
that if 1 stopped it on the money he would give me a pint [of
maonshine]. [ stopped it in the right place, and he said, ‘Come and
get it.” [ said that I didn't need to do that but he said, Yeah, you're
gonna take it

“One time we went into Clayton, the third trestle had grown
up [in weeds and undergrowth] pretty bad. We saw this little girl
standing out there in the middle of the trestle, and we stopped. 1
told her just to stand still and wait on me till 1 got there and not
to move. [ went out and took her by the hand and led her off. She
was shaking so, | couldn’t carry the little thing. I wonder how she
got ount there.

“[One thing that I didn't like about the railroad) was working
in all kinds of weather. When ice got on the handrails going up the
side of the car, there'd be icicles that big around [gesturing the
size with his arms]. You'd have to break them off before you could
climb up there. Pretty dangerous in a way.

“I have walked across cars a lot of times when there'd be some-
bnd}f standing between the cars and on the C{}up]ingjust a 'huh()ing‘
it. Then I'd step over them to ancther car and you looked down
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again and you'd see them just a-hanging on. We had quite a few.
Along towards the last we had a lot of them. They were just riding,
you know. [One time] I was sitting in the cab filling out my reports,
and I heard somebody coming up from the other end. I went to
open the door and looked out, and there was three or four boys
standing on the back of the eab. It was dark, so I told them not to
jump—they might get killed—but they did anyway.

“I really loved the railroad work. I looked forward to doing it
every day.”

Flagmen
Carl Rogers recalled the responsibilities of the flagmen: “What the
flagman did whenever you went into a siding when you met another
train, he’d get off and turn the switch so you could go onto the
siding, and then he’d turn it back for the other train to go by.

“The flagman also had to couple and uncouple the cars, and it
was fascinating to see them work—they’d get out there and wave
their arms and move their hands in a special way to get the cars
coupled just right. If it was around a turn, the conductor'd relay
[the signals] to the engineer. About the time the cars made contact,
the flagman would drop his arms, and the engineer would stop the
engine, and the [momentum] in the other cars would [force the
couplers to lock].

“The flagman also checked out behind the train. If it had to
stop on the main track, and there was another train coming, he’d
jump off the train [and run up the track to flag the other train
down] to stop it.”

Emest Anderson remembered: “If you were to pull in a switch
here for another train to pass, he’ll run up there in case the train
comes on before you get in. After you get in, he signals to the other
train that everything is clear. If you're not ready for him to pass,
as soon as he comes into sight the flagman’ll flag him down. He’s

also got to help unload freight, along with the brakeman.”
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Depot Agents

For all the towns up and down the line, the depot was a center of
coramunity life. Though most people immediately think of arriving
and departing passengers when they think of depots, that was only
part of their function. As Jo Brewer remembers: “Everything in
the world [came through the depot]. The furniture that people
wanted, the lamps, tables, chairs, beds, anything that anybody
wanted they had to order them.”

At the center of zll this activity was the railroad agent.

Roy Beshears was depot agent in Franklin, North Carolina: “In
the beginning a depot agent worked until way into the night—
sometimes the freight train would be waylaid, and I have sat up
all night waitin’ for the freight train. You didn’t have any hours.



LY ] Foxfire 10

A large crowd gmhf:rs at the Franklin, North Carolina, depot.

You worked all the time, paid by salary, and it was very low. Worked
every day.

“One time a man brought a dog to the depot to be shipped.
Now, I was responsible for accepting or rejecting anything to be
shipped. If it wasn’t crated or packaged right so it'd make the trip
safely, | had to tumn it down. If I accepted it and the erate tore up
and something got lost or broken, it was my fault. So this man
brought this hig dog to be slipped to Cornelia. I was doubtful that
the crate was all right, but he really wanted to ship that dog, so 1
finally accepted it. [ asked him how much he wanted to value it
for. Well he hemmed and hawed and finally decided on $30. Well,
just a few miles down the road that dog got out somehow; the crate
wisn't good enough to hold him. I shonld have known it. When 1
notified the man, he said that dog was worth $300! Well, they hunted
for that dog and finally located himn and returned him to the man,
I never was so glad of anything in my life,

“The hoy who worked with me stayed in the freight room and
handled the freight. T handled the hooks, and the telegraphing,
During World War I when there was all the government telegraph-
ing to do, that kept me busy most of the time, so my wife sold
tickets [or me, but they didn’t pav her any salary. She just worked
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Roy Beshears, Franklin, North Carolina, depot agent.

with me to help me out. I would try to get most of my bookke(,pmg
done after work and sometimes Id work till mldmght

Ross Davis was depot agent in Prentiss: “T started before the
sixteen-hour law hecame effective, and we had to stav on duty until
the last trains come in and were handled and went on their way.
For instance, I went to work one morming at six-thirty up at Prentiss,
and they had a wreck down this way somewhere, and T remained
on duty until four the followin y morning. I think that was the longest
day I ever put in. The government sort of took over the railroads
during the First World War, and it wasn't long until the sixteen-
hour law was passed, that we couldn’t be constantly on duty over
sixteen hours, The northbound freight train very often got to Pren-
tiss between 9 p.m. and } a.m. Then it left out of Franklin in the
morning. I waited many a unight till one, and they always had a big
load for the warehouse, and would just about fill it up with [reight.
Sometimes they would check out five and six cars. They'd fill the
platfor full. When they got it full, they'd go on into the warehouse
with it. My job next moming was to get all this freight inside and
sorted so I could tell who it belonged to, and get it ready for delivery.
Now, we worked seven days a week; not many people would be
interested in that kind of job!
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“Before the government stepped in during the war, we got $1.50
a day, but after that, all stations was moved up to a standard rate
of 48 cents an hour. I believe in the year 1919 I made nearly $1,400.
The government soon gave the railroads back to their rightful own-
ers after the war, and it wasn’t long after that till the Tallulah Falls
Railroad went into the hands of a receiver. The telegraphing was
discontinued at Prentiss, and the job was put on a $50 a month
basis, which reduced my income quite a bit.”

Carl Rogers, the depot agent in Clayton, recalls: “T was agent
from 1954 to 1961, when the railroad went out. The agent was
responsible for everything that went in and out of the depot. You
were responsible for keeping books on all your cars, and carload
lots. You had to enter the time that the cars were set in place for
unloading, then when they were available to be returned.

“The first thing I did whenever I came in, I checked in, and
then I had to make a ‘yard book.” In this yard book, I had every
car listed on my yard. The first thing I had to do was to go all the
way up and down the yard and check these cars to see if any of
them were empty or how many empty ones there were. If they
were empty, then I had to report [for them] to be picked up. I had
to make a yard check every day.

“Then, of course, freight came in and you had to help unload
the cars. As an agent, the usual thing was I checked the freight,
and the train crew unloaded it into the warehouse, and I had to
make expense bills. The expense bills were just two bills. One of
them was a receipt for the customer, and the other one was a
receipt for the railroad.

“Now that was for the LCL—the less than carload lot—f{reight.
That’s small shipments like bags of nails and feed and pieces of
furniture and all kinds of hardware and electrical appliances such
as stoves and refrigerators and washing machines that used to come
in. On the upper side of the warehouse, we had two big doors there
where the trucks could back in to load up the freight that had come
in, or haul in the freight that they were shipping out.

“The other kind of freight we had to deal with was whole car
lots [when a customer was receiving or shipping an entire freight
car load of merchandise].

“You had to make expense bills on it, too, and collect from the
customer for the carload lot. All of this money that you collected,
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you had to deposit it in the bank for the railroad, and you had to
keep records on how much you collected and how much was un-
collected, and you had to give a report on how much was on hand
at the end of the month. It was really a detailed bookkeeping job.

“Cars that came in that were going to one customer were put
out in the car lot for them to come and unload. You had to know
what was in those cars because you were responsible for it. If it
was a carload of cattle, you had to count the cattle because you
were responsible for the count. If the car got to its destination and
there wasn’t the proper number of cattle in there, well, the railroad
was responsible because the agents had counted them [at the point
where they were shipped, and at the point they were delivered to].

“It was the depot agent’s job to keep track of all these cars.
Then we had a demurrage bureau that audited us on it—came in
and audited our books. We had a big book that was made for all
this. It showed the date of arrival for a car, the date it was placed.
That book must have been eighteen by twenty-four inches. The
depot agent had to go out every morning and check every car to
see what its status was. And you'd give the consignee two days,
commencing at 7 A.M., to unload his car. He had forty-eight hours
to unload that car without paying any demurrage on it. That was
one reason you had to keep tabs on the cars. Now that was excluding
Saturdays and Sundays and holidays, and rainy days. If the car wasn’t
unloaded in two days, why, you had to charge him demurrage on
it whenever you made your yard check.

“The longer it took a person to unload a car, the longer the
railroad had to pay the rent on it. That’s where the TF was hurting
so bad because on weekends, holidays, or rain, the per diem might
run more than the railroad made on the freight. The longer it stayed,
the higher the demurrage got.

“We had the big books for years and years. [Then one year]
they had the section crew to haul ‘em off and dump ‘em in a big
hole south of Clayton and cover ‘em with dirt. Now those that we
had on hand when the railroad deactivated, why, they had to send
them to Comnelia, Georgia. They stayed at Cornelia, and then later
on they were transferred somewhere else, and I don’t know where
to find them. Last time I ever asked, they told me they had moved
these records to Greenville, South Carolina, and didn’t know what-
ever happened to them. You see the TF was on the Southern
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Railroad Company, and these records were turned over to the
Southern Railroad. I guess they destroyed them. I don’t see what
use they would ever have for them, so I imagine they destroyed
them.”

Homer Deal, relief depot agent for the TF, tells about his job:
“I was a relief depot agent, which included Morse telegraphing,
Western Union telegraphing, freight agent, express agent, and bag-
gage agent. Those were the jobs of the depot agent. I did relief
work at depots all up and down. I started doing some relief work
by the time I was twelve or thirteen years old—I was raised up in
it. My stepfather was a station agent, and I worked under him. By
the time I was twelve I was doing commercial telegraphing, and
railway telegraphing. I worked with them till I was about seventeen
years old. I did a little relief work after that, but I started in the
pharmacy business in 1915. But Morse telegraphing operators were
always scarce, and [even after] I first started my drugstore at Dillard,
I did some emergency work for the regular agent.”

When he was a boy, Homer Deal was almost killed on the
railroad: “I was crazy about the ‘road. When I was about twelve
years old, I was as sure that I'd be a railroad engineer as I'm setting
here. They’'d send me from one small station to another small
station, being I was just a young boy, and they’d send the regular
agent to the heavy job. I rode the train back and forth. Some of
the best times I ever had in my life was riding that train. The
engineer would let me pull the throttle, let me pull the whistle,
and ring the bell. In other words, they all let me do as I pleased.
That’s why I was sure they were gonna let me be a locomotive
engineer. One time I was riding the cow hook on the front of the
engine. We were running into a cut, and this great big old cow was
in there, and there wasn’t room for it and the train to pass, and
she jumped on the track. There wasn't time to stop the train. I
guess that is the fastest I ever moved in my life! I slammed myself
back and under that boiler. Just about the time I got under it, the
train hit the cow, and it come up the cow hook and slammed into
the boiler. If that cow had hit me, it would have been the end.
That broke me from riding the cow hook—TI never rode it no more.”

Jo Brewer, a public health nurse in Rabun County for most of
her professional career, was the daughter of a depot agent for the
TF. She gave us her perspective on the job. “My father, Jim Kinman,
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Fassengers purchased tickets at the depots to ride the train.

was a relief agent on the TF. I was fourteen when he died, in 1924,
and people have told me that he knew more about this work on
the railroad, and the history of the railroad, than any other person
on the road.

“He went to Mercer University in Macon, and he moved to the
mountains—Comelia—in September 1911, for his bealth. T was
just a baby. My brother, Donald, was older, and later he was also
a TF agent—the youngest agent on the road.

“My father started on the TF March 22, 1912, and he was a
relief agent at Prentiss, North Carolina. We stayed up there until
September 1912, and moved to Hollywood, Georgia. We were there
just a few weeks, then we moved to Tallulah Falls. That was a two-
story station, and we lived up above it on the top floor. The depot
was right across from the Clitt House, a great big old hotel. And
then the depot burned. We were upstairs, and there were some
boxcars on the siding right there by the depot that had dynamite
in them because they were building the dam at Tallulah Falls. The
men in the town were just worried to death because they were
afraid with the station burning down that those boxears would catch
an fire. They knew how to undo the brakes on the ends of the cars,
so they moved the cars on down a little further away from the
station south so that they wouldn’t cateh on fire becaunse it would
have burned up all of Tallulzh Falls if they had. That was May 13,
1913,

“May 16, 1913, we moved to Clarkesville; June 1, 1913, we
moved to Tumerville; September 13, 1913, we moved to Clayton
and my father was assistant agent, doing the bookkeeping. We were
there until 1918 when he got the flu. He never was well after that.
So he asked the railway company if he could have a smaller station
becanse work was just too much here because he was not well. The
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reason he couldn’t remain the agent here is because everything in
this world that came to Clayton came on the train, and it was heavy
work. So they let him go back to Turnerville. So in 1921 we moved
back to Tumerville because _;it was a smaller station. My mother
continued to help him and he also had helpers to do the rolling of
the big barrels and the lifting of the feed sacks, because the agents
weren 't supposed to do that. He was just supposed to do the phoning
and the telegraphing. Back in those days the phone system wasn’t
very good, and you had to holler your head off, and, frankly, I think
you conld have heard somebody from Clayton to Cornelia almost.”

THE HUMAN SIDE

Practically everyone over forty years of age who lives in the counties
served by the TF has some special memories of it: derailments,
wrecks, going to the station to meet the train, hearing the whistle
blow at a certain time of day, seeing the train for the first time,
riding the train for the first time, hitching free rdes, ete.

The train was an indifferent machine, but the people endowed
the TF with a life and personality all its own because of its qualities,
which transeended the more obvious and practical functions of
bringing in money and transporting people and goods from point
A to point B. The train was a noisy, dirty, sometimes unreliable,
and probably cantankercus creature, which provided much excite-
ment and was regarded with love and awe. Thus as each leg of the
line was completed, inevitably there would be a community cele-
bration. Kenny Runion recalled one of them: “They wasn't no cars
then, and that train was a new thing. The first time the train went
south they had a big dinner up here in Mountain City, and every-
body came. That was the first time I ever scen any loaf bread. 1
was just a kid then. I reckon I was five or six vears old. That train
was full. [ wish you could of seen it. The cars was tull, and people
WS Standing un the steps. It was a new thing.”

Aunt Arie Carpenter remembered another such celebration: “I
remember the train coming in here as well as if it was yesterday.

“[The first train to Otto, North Carolina] came in just a-rollin’,
and there way a celebration. Everybody was as proud as they could
be ‘cause it was a good asset to the community. We was proud
t'death of it, I never will forget it. You know, it come in and went
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baclkward dewn to Franklin {North Carolina). For years and years
it went backward and turned there. I been on it.”

Some people were frightencd of it when they first saw it. Harry
Brown recalled his first sight of the TF: “T can remember when it
[the train] tumed around at Rabun Gap. 1 was about nine, and I
come with my mother to get a load of stuff for my father’s little
country grocery store up at Scaly [Mountain, North Carolina]. The
train backed up there and turned arpund. The best I can remember,
they said I got scared and started to run away.”

Mrs. Con Mitchell remembers a time when a train was such
an intimidating sight: “At that time, I was just a teenage girl, but
I knew two girls that lived back over on Lake Burton. They was
older than I was, and they'd never seen a train. They come over
one Sunday; they was singers, and they come to Clayton to sing.
We brought them and come to the depot with them to see the
train go by, and they was scared of it and left. They seen it and
heard it coming, and they got back up the street! They could see
it go by, but they wouldn't get close to it.”

Afraid or not, though, people were drawn to the depot like
magnets. Jo Brewer said: “When I was little the most fun in this
whole town was going to the depot and seeing the people come in.
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They'd get off the train and walk out maybe a minute, and we’d
look out and see the clothes—you know; they were so different
from the way we looked up hére. On Sundays, it was really some-
thing. I bet the whole town turned out to go to the [depot] in the
summertime because they'd have excursion trains. On Sundays, it
was really something to see these people come up here and get off
at Tallulah Falls and go down to the gorge and look at all these
mountains and look at us mountain folks and then get back on the
trains. I guess they thought we were some sight because back in
those days we didn’t—well, we didn’t have a place to buy good
clothes much.”

Lelia Gibson recalled: “All the recreation we had was going to
the depots on Sunday. All of us young girls and boys would go to
the depot to see who was on the train! We'd generally only go to
- the depot on Sunday afternoon, and we’d go to the Y’ [turnaround
at Franklin] and get on the train and ride down. That was a free
ride.” Lelia also told us about the time her husband was delayed
because of a bad storm: “My husband was on the night passenger
once—they had a complete rainstorm. While they were going
through a cut here at Dillard, the storm had washed the banks,
and the train couldn’t cross. My husband had to spend the night
there. They didn’t have the machinery like they do now to clear
tracks so soon. They had to work about eighteen hours clearing the
track for the train to go over.”

Ellen Alley: “People would go out to meet the train. Then, of
course, they had a big waiting room, and especially on rainy days,
people would gather in there, and one great thing that the young
lakeshore people would do was sing. I remember how they’d gather
down there and just sing up a storm. The men ‘loafed.” They would
sit in the depot. That was one place to meet. There and the post
office were the places to meet to see each other.”

R. M. Dickerson said: “When it got train time, everybody just
left the store—just closed up the store and went down to meet the
train. They went to see if they got express and freight or anything,
and would go down to see who got on and off. It was a real com-
munity thing.”

Raleigh Hopper remembers one man who was a fixture at the
depot: “There was a man named Uncle Bob. He met the train every
time it come in. Well, one night it come in there late with a big
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load of freight, and it was going real slow, just barely moving it was
so heavy. Well, Uncle Bob run out and he yelled at the crew, ‘How
come you don’t get out and push? ”

Many local people have vivid memories not only of watching
the train, but also riding on it. For many of them, the train meant
the difference between an exhausting two- or three-day wagon ride
to see a relative, and a quick trip in comparative comfort protected
from the elements. For others, it meant the difference between
being able to go to school or not. Mary Pitts rode it from her home
to the Rabun Gap-Nacoochee School where she was a boarding
student: “T used the train when I came up here to school in 1921.
I rode the train from Cornelia up to the Gap. That was the only
way for me to get to school. There wasn’t many cars. There was a
lot of passengers then. I knew the engineers. They were real friendly
and nice. Lots of times we would go down on Sunday evening and
watch the excursions go by.”

Mary Cabe remembered: “It cost a dime to go the ten or twelve
miles from Otto to Franklin, but I didn't ride it very often—dimes
were hard to get back then. But people would get on it and ride
to Franklin and back or ride down to Clayton. I took my first ride
on the train to Prentiss, down this side of Franklin. Got on at Otto,
went to Prentiss, and it came right back to Otto—it didn’t go up
to Franklin at that point. Why, I really enjoyed that!”

Leona Carver recalled: “I was about nine or ten years old, I
guess, the first time I rode the train. I was going to Clayton with
my daddy to get a pair of shoes. We walked to Dillard and caught
the train to Clayton and got my shoes and come back.

“People didn’t have cars back then like they do now, and when
we had to go somewhere, why we would go to the depot and catch
the train. It cost twenty-five cents to go from Clayton to Dillard
and back. That was cheap transportation. When me and my husband
first married, we lived at Clayton and his mother lived the other
side of Dillard. We’d catch the train there in Clayton, and we could
ride to the crossing beyond the Dillard depot [and walk from there].
Anywhere you wanted to get off, why they’d let you off. The train
would stop and let you off just like you was riding with anybody in
a car. Just let 'em know where you wanted to get off, and they'd
stop and let you off.”

Jim Taylor said: “I rode the TF every time I could—whenever
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[ had a dime and wanted to go from Dillard to Clayton. T'd hear
the train blow for the Highlands Road Crossing [north of Dillard),
and I'd sort of put myself in high gear, and I would get into Dillard
in time to catch it by the time it had made its stop and delivered
the mail and before it got gone. Didn't have but a few minutes [to
get there because] it'd be chugging on up the road, but 1 would
catch it. T would make it. It didn’t run too fast nchow—1I guess
about like a good dog trotting,”

The train opened up other opportunities along the ronte—
Harry Brown remembers: “The first time I rode a passenger train,
we walked to Otto and rode the train to Franklin to see the Ringling
Brothers’ circus.”

R.M. Dickerson remembers letting his children ride the train
by themsclves: "Everyone went for a ride on the train. We used to
have four trains. We could ride down to Clayton at ncon and then
ride back. We had three kids—two boys and a girl. When they
were little fellers and big enough to sorta mind, they'd go down
and buy them a ticket. The conductor always looked after them,
the little boys and girls, just like you would look after them if you
was & teacher.”

Florence Brooks told a story about an excu rsion from Nantahala,
North Carolina: “We went up there one day to apicnic, and started
back, and th’ brakeman, and th’ engineer, and everybody got drunk.
And vou talk about coming back down that track, well it was the
awfullest thing in the world. "Fraid it was gonna wreck and kill
every one of us. A wonder it hadn't. It was several miles, twelve,
fifteen, or twenty, a long ways up there. Somebody ought to have
whipped them trainmen when we got it stopped. It would have
killed a pile! Well, everybody over there would've been killed. There
wouldn’t have been any people on Nantahala left cause everybody
went. We didn't leave nobody at home.”

Aunt Are Carpenter remembered the TF “just like it was ves-
terday™: “The trains was all strange to me, and I didn’t care to ride
‘emn. [ don’t know why that is, but I didn’t. But I helped everybody
in the world I could help—now, that’s the truth—and they was an
old woman that lived on the head of Coweeta, name of Sanders.
And she come asking me to go with her—she wouldnt go by
herself-—tc get on the train and go down to Franklin and stay all
night, then come back on the train the next day. We went down
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there and turned around backward, then got off the train and walked
maybe a mile to where she wanted to stay all night.

“I'll never forget the day they had an explosion of some kind.
It blowed up this man and killed "im. That’s been many a year ago.
I never thought about remembering it.

“Last time I got on the train, I cried all the way home. I don’t
know what his name was. He was a conductor on the railroad. I
think I had a box or something to put on and ‘course I couldn’t lift
it and do like I love to. He thought I could, I reckon. He didn’t
treat me right. Anybody don’t treat me right, I'm bad for that. I
just cry and never can get over it. So they tried to get me to report
him, and I said, ‘No, sir. I just hope I never see him again as long
as I live.’

“He didn’t do me no harm, but he acted hateful. He didn’t do
a thing to me; he just didn’t treat me right. That's the last time I
ever got on the train. I said I'd never ride that train again as long
as I lived and I never have. It’s been about forty-five years ago, I
guess. I said I'd walk before I'd get on that train anymore, and I
never have been on it no more.

“But that old train was a good help to Macon County with all
the cross ties and all. It was a lot of help to Macon County. Seems
like just the other day they removed the railroad.”

Some Rabun County folks remembered stealing the small push
cars. Jo Brewer recalled: “[Nan Hamby Short] and I used to play
together a lot. So one Sunday, Nan and I and a bunch of kids, we
got this little old push car. It is a square kind of a car with wheels
on it that you push on the track. So we pushed it to Mountain City,
and my daddy, the Clayton depot agent, just came down to the
depot to see how things were, and he saw that little push car was
gone. He said, ‘Where did that push car go?” Somebody standing
around that depot said, ‘Your daughter and Nan Hamby and a bunch
of kids pushed it up to Mountain City.” I imagine my daddy just
about had a fit. You see, we didn’t know anything about grades,
and from Mountain City it’s a lot higher elevation than it is at
Clayton. So what he did was get my brother and some more boys
to get buckets of sand and go running up the track toward Mountain
City and put sand on the track so that we wouldn't just fly off the
track. If we’d been coming down from Mountain City without any
brakes on that little old push car or anything, we could have just
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shot out over them trestles, and some of them were higher than
this house. [There were] at least twe big ones between Clayton and
Mountain City. I don't remember getting a whippin’ about that but
I bet vou I did.” :

Steallng a push car ended Florence Brooks's school career: “The
time we stole the lever car, we just got it. We was riding down the
track in front of the schoolhouse, and liked t killed the teacher!
He tried to stop us, and got in the middle of the track and waved
his arms. I was sitting where you put the brakes on, and all the
kids a-saying, ‘Florence, don't stop, don't stop!” We went through
there as fast as we could [go]. We just barely missed him. He
shouldn't have got in the middle of the track if he didn’t want to
be run over, Now, let me tell you, if we'd hit him, we would have
jumped the track, gone into the river, and killed him and us too.
I never went back to school after that.”

Some folks, Esco Pitts said, used the push cars to date: "The
section hands had one of these old handears for the train. We'd
have dates at Mountain City and we'd go get that handear and crank
it up and pile on it and ride down to the dance and come back in
at midnight. We had lots of fun doing that.”

Lon Harkins told us about hoboing: “T've hoboed this old TF
freight train, from here [Dillard] to Cornelia. That was back in
1935—1 just got in a boxcar and stayed with it. Me and Lester
Thomas would go over there to Dillard and see if we could get in
the boxcar.”

Frank A, Smith remembers a wreck that involved gitls from
Camp Laurel Falls: “T remember the girls getting on the train, on
their way home. And [ remember getting the report. It was one of
the greatest shocks I've ever had in my life because the report was
that they had had a wreck, the engineer was killed, and the fireman
almost killed, and that camp girls were lying on cither side of the
railroad. Well, I never had such a shock, really. I got down there
and found that not a single child had been injured. My feeling was
one of immense relief.”

Jim Bingham remembers this about the wreck: “I was on the
passenger train one morning and down yoender below Tiger it
jumped th’ track—the engine went way over in a field. Th’ car I
was in, it tumed over on its side. Well, quick as everything got still,
I went out the winder, underneath of [the car]. It didn't go plumb
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flat to th” ground—caught something and I had room enough to
git out from under there. Now 1 was scared, I went to hunting for
th’ engineer and th’ fireman—we got [the fireman] out, he liked
to a died [though], but he’s still living yet. I was looking for th’
engineer—and I jumped off the corner of the coal tender, and 1
jumped right off on him. He was covered up with dirt. I hated that
so bad, but I couldn't help it. I didn't know he was there.”

The August 26, 1920, edition of the Tri-County Advertiser an-
nounced the death of John Harvey:

On last Monday moming, about eight thirty o'clack, Mr. John
Harvey was killed in a wreck on train No. 3 just about one mile
south of Tiger, Georgia. The fireman, Mr. Caloway Gibby, was
severely bruised and scalded.

A story about the TF in the February 14, 1960, Atignta Journal
and Constitution commented:

John Harvey could have saved himselfl by jumping from the
train. Instead, he stayed to put on the brake as long as he could.
If he had jumped, many more people would have been hurt
and several more killed, John Harvey did a noble thing for the
people on Engine no. 3. His last noble efforts were appreciated
by many.

A. ]. Gudger tells of a wreck that he heard stories about: “The
train went through Panther Creek [trestle] in 1898 and a lellow
named lvy was killed. That was the highest [trestle] —I believe it
was ninety-eight feet high.”

In 1927, another major disaster occurred on the line. Ross Davis
remembered: “The Demorest wreck happened in the twenties at
the trestle over Hazel Creck. The trestle crew had heen working
on it. The crew quit about five that afternoon, and they were all
on their way home.

“Whenever the evening train come, the trestle just split out.
Mr. Miller was the engineer on it and I believe he was killed in
that wreck. That was the wreck that Mr. Miller went down with
his engine. The mail carrier and his car went down and he was
killed. The baggage master was Don Merritt and he was killed.
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The Huazel Creek trestle collupsed under the weight of o pessenger train,
This photograph shows how many of the supporting beams are gone
[from under the passenger car that remained on the tracks.

Everything went down except one coach right on the rear end. The
wheels happened to lock, and it hung up there right ou the end of
the rails. I dont know what caused it. The pictures showed that
the tracks just split apart.”

Hoyt Tench related this humorous tale of an incident on his
train while waiting for a derailment to be cleaned up: “You had a
lot of derailments. [t was nothing just to be going along minding
vour own business, and all of a sudden vou would look back and
one [wheel] would be minning on the cross ties.

“They had a derailment up here at Otto, North Caralina, one
dav. We got caught behind it and couldn't get by. So the engineer
and I was sitting there biding our time, keeping the engine warm—
it was in the wintertime.

“Mr. Brewer, the general manager, came crawling up on that
engine and told the engineer, ‘Man, I'm glad you still got some
coffee. 1 need some coffee.”

"The engineer told him, ‘Mr. Brewer, you can have anything I
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got. You can have the old lady; you can have anything 1 got, but
vou can 't have my coffee.” [The engineer] reached up and got that
coffee off of the jacket of the engine where he kept it and drank
it. I thought that man wasn’t very hospitable to do something like
that with the big boss getting up on the engine.

“Mr. Brewer said, Tl go hunt me some.” He got down off that
engine and I thought, 'Now I know what it is,” because you could
smell it. The engineer would take a pint of white whiskey—rheu-
matism medicine—and put black coffee enough to turn it black
and put it up on the jacket of the engine and it would keep it warm.
He drank a pint to two pints a day. I never did see him drunk
[though]. He just sipped on it all day. I thought it was just warm
old strong coffee but it was just some of this good Rabun County
booze.”

Jess Page told us about wrecking a train on purpose for the
Walt Disney production The Great Locomotive Chase. “One train,
we wrecked it a-purpose, when Walt Disney was making that pic-
ture. It was down below Clayton. We had a train pushing a boxear
up and we had a switch there. The train stopped, and we threw
that switch and the car went off the main line. It went off and
turned over down in Tom Boane’s field. Sometimes we had to take
out a rail, fix it where a push cart jumped the track.”

The “Texas” was one of the engines used during the fitming of “The Great
Locomotive Chase.”
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John Kollock had a small part in the movie: “Anytime anybody
came to town to make a movie we all went down and tried out for
it. Since my voice is kind of North Georgian, I got a part as one
of the engineers, and so I came up to Clayton in October for the
shooting.

“Since there were no tunnels on the TF, they built a fake
entrance to the tunnel just below the Lakemont station in a little
gap down there. For one of the hotels, they just built the first floor
and faked the upper part of it.

“The station that I worked in was just above Otto, North Car-
olina. They built a siding and the station right out in the middle of
nowhere. We would get up in the morning and go down to the
train station in Clayton where they had the makeup people. They
put the makeup on and we got our costumes, and then we’d get
in the bus and ride up to Otto.

“At that time of year there’s a deep fog up in that valley, so we
would get up there and sit around by the fire and wait until the
fog lifted. It was nine or ten o’clock in the morning before we would
even start work, and then we would work the rest of the day. I was
up there for a week or so waiting around. Finally the day came
that I got to play an engineer on a train coming south out of
Chattanooga and had a little scene with Fess Parker. When we
finally got around to shooting it, we shot the whole thing in about
an hour and then I was through.

“I was supposed to be the engineer, so I hung out the window
but I didn’t drive the train. They had a man laying on the floor
between my feet and he was driving the train laying down. All 1
got to do was blow the whistle as I came in.”

Emest Anderson remembers Walt Disney as a generous man.
“Walt Disney sure was a fellow. He hired a whole lot of people
from around here to work on the film. You ought to have been
around when Walt Disney was making that picture up there. He
really paid you something. He gave you fifty dollars a week extra,
just to buy your Coca-Colas with, outside of your salary; then you
got your dinner and supper made. [The movie] was made in 1955.
The women and girls in the pictures dressed just the way they used
to seventy or eighty years ago: long sleeves, collars way up around,
the skirts a-dragging. Disney hired a lot of people for the movie—
and when you signed up, your pay started when you stuck your
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name down. I got paid two weeks before they got up there to work.
Me [the fireman], and the engineer and the brakeman wore the
regular clothes they worked on the railroad in all the time.”

Carl Rogers told us how Disney brought the old steam engines
up to Rabun County. “They pulled those trains up here by the
Tallulah Falls Railroad. The TF furnished the engineers and con-
ductors. They brought the trains from California, shipped them by
regular freight. One of them came out of the museum in St. Louis,
I believe. The others were shipped from California. They were
shipped to Comelia by railroad. Then our railroad crew took them
over at Cornelia and brought them on up. We had about three
locomotives and one regular TF diesel up here that was used. They
had dining cars and passenger cars. They operated on diesel fuel,
but it looked like they were operating on wood. They could make
them smoke, just like they were operated on wood.

“The regular scheduled trains, the ones carrying freight, op-
erated at night. They gave this picture industry the daytime op-
erating. Most of the picture was made on the north end of the
track, from right here in the Clayton vicinity up to Franklin. Those
trains that operated under Walt Disney Productions had to be
regulated under the ICC just like a regular train.”

Roy Shope recalls that it wasn't always a breeze going down the
line. Local folks would occasionally play pranks on the TF, and
natural obstacles would also slow them down: “There were people
who used to get Octagon soap and soap up the rails between Moun-
tain City and Clayton! When the train came through there, it'd just
sit and spin until it burned that soap off, and then it’d come on
through. Boy, I can tell you that thingll just nearly jump the track
when all them wheels go to spinning. The railroad crew kept buckets
of sand on them engines, and if they could ever get sand on the
rails, they could pick up and go. People would pick up old spikes
and put ‘em on the rails to make the train jump. They'd put all
kinds of stuff on 'em—rocks, bolts, spikes, anything! That soap’s
what give us trouble. They did it for fun to see if the train would
spin. We've got out and run the sand out and put it on the rails
with our hands.”

Buck Carver told us about a game he used to play at the railroad
track: “When I was a kid, we lived by the side of the tracks for five
years. We'd take straight pins down to the track and cross them
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and lay them on the track and the train would run over them and
it'd press them together. It looked like a tihy pair of scissors, Lord
lcnnv»s the times I laid pennies on the track and let it flatten them
ont.’

Joe Hopper remembers thc sound of the TF as the train went
down the line: “The train wbuld just go backward and forward,
backward and forward, and blow that whistle. I've been over where
Nell Thomas lives, and you could hear it blow for the Highlands
Road crossing, and I've caught it in Dillard before it got away. It
run pretty fast—it run about twenty miles per hour. T wish it was

still going. "

“AND THEN IT WAS GONE”

Thirty years have passed since the TF finally closed down. One of
the most moving stories we've heard about its passing Lelia Gibson
told us: “They was a Mr. Bob Donaldson who worked with the
construction crew as a section foreman. He rode the first train into
Franklin. The last time the train came to Franklin, Bob Donaldson
was on [it]. He didu't live very long after that. He died with grief
over the loss of the train.”

Jess Page was the only man we interviewed who worked on the
railroad after it was abandoned in 1961. He helped take up the
tracks to be loaded on trucks and tuken to different places. He tells
us here what happened to the tracks and the cross ties and the rest
of the equipment: “I started working there in 34 and worked till
it went ont in 1961, And [ helped tear the track up. We took up
all the rails, loaded them on trucks, and hauled them off, picked
up all the spikes—and a junk man bought it. I think the rails were
shipped someplace to these sugarcane factories, make a little rail-
road to haul that sugarcane out with. The old spikes and bolts, they
just sold them for junk—they were iron. They saved some of the
ties, took them over to Maggie Valley and used them. But the rest
of them thev'd give to people for wood.

“They came in here from Chicago to do it. They had machinery,
I guess it took them about two months to take the track up. It
didn't tuke long.”

People in the area still speculate about why the Southern Rail-
way closcd the TF. Esco Pitts said: "I was sort of sory to see it
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discontinued, but they claimed it was running in the red all the
time. They had in applications to discontinue it a long time before
they ever committed to abandon it. They was losing money, and
people didn’t have too much to ship on it like they did when it first
come here. Fewer and fewer people would patronize it. People had
automobiles. Finally, they wound up bringing the mail; that’s about
all they done. So it just had to be discontinued. I was sorry to see
it go. But it couldn’t continue losing money all the time.”

According to the February 8, 1973, Franklin Press, “The old
Tallulah Falls helped dig its own grave by hauling materials to build
the roads....” Many of our contacts agree with this statement,
among them Ross Davis: “The highways are so much more con-
venient for everybody. Everyone got their own transportation, and
of course, they used that. Wasn’t necessary to run a passenger train.
Then they got to hauling their own freight. Then came the motor
lines, and competition, and the railroad just couldn’t survive with
all that competition.”

Roy Mize blames the Southern Railway for the closing of the
TF: “It certainly was a hard blow to this area to lose that railroad.
People was all heartbroken to lose the train. It was the main way
of transportation, as well as transporting all the products that came
from this area at that time because there was very few trucks. I
think the biggest reason for the train going out was that the Southern
Railroad had controlling stock, and it got to where it was a losing
proposition so they just didn’t want to keep it up. When they closed
it, it was a great blow to Rabun County.”

Other people blame the receiver, H. L. Brewer, for the railroad’s
demise. Roy Shope said: “They claimed it wasn’t makin” any money,
but I kinda believe it was when it went down. To tell you the truth,
old man Henry Brewer, the receiver of the railroad, he [was] going
to retire. He wanted to take it out with him, and he did.”

Carl Rogers defended Brewer against this allegation: “He wasn’t
a popular man because the railroad was in receivership, and things
that were beyond his control were blamed on him. They claimed
he sold out to the Southern. He was supposed to be working for
the TF, but he was working against the train, they said, and for
Southern. They said Southern put him in there to kill the train.
That’s not true. The shortline railroads were all going out. It was
just the change of the times.”
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The majority of the people we interviewed still miss the train,
for it held a special place in many hearts. When asked how he felt
when the train went out, Homer Deal said: “I had a sister that
lived in Portland, Oregon, and when they junked the TF, I wrote
her a letter and told her about it. I told her that I felt like I had
lost my best friend.” >

Leona Carver: “We depended on the train, and the last run
that it was going to make, I don’t know how many of us who lived
up there on Kelly’s Creek walked to Dillard to the depot to see it
make its last run. It was just like losing a friend, or seeing a friend
leave. Then after the train quit running, why it was so sad. They'd
blow their whistle every day before they got to the depot, and after
they quit running, why it was just so sad in the morning, you know.
When it come time for the whistle to blow, why you'd be so sad.”

Lon Harkins said: “I wish they’d put the train back and get
these old trucks off the highway. You could hear that old thing go,
‘Wo0-0-0 wo0-0-0 W0-0-0-0-0-0.” And you'd hear "em let the steam
out: ‘Phew phew phew phew phew.” Every day you'd hear that
whistle and you'd know what time it was.”

According to Fred Grist, many people could see the end of the
TF coming, even before it ceased: “We knew before long it would
be gone. The messenger service went out [and] then later the freight
went out. I hated to see it go. I would like to see the railroad come
back, but I don’t think it would have any business.”

Lex Wilburn said: “We just had to do the best we could when
the railroad went out. I felt like we was ruint—it hurt us all when
they junked it. When they had that train, people could travel for a
long ways, and go to work for the railroad. They’s just lots of people
that wanted to keep it, but they just junked it.”

Emest Anderson felt the loss was greatest in the northernmost
counties served by the TF: “I'd done retired when the railroad went
out, but I hated to see it go. I was fond of the TF Railroad, as was
everybody who worked on it. There was lots of people that didn’t
work on it that lived along it and done business with it. They hated
to see it quit. It wasn’t as great a loss to the people around Cornelia
as it was to the people in Macon and Rabun counties, because they
still had the Southern in Cornelia.”

A number of the people we interviewed gave reasons for why
the railway should have stayed. Two of our contacts felt that the
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railway should come back because of the energy crisis. Esco Pitts
said: “Sometime there may be a need for it, and they may bring it
back and put it through. It could be mighty handy to haul coal from
up in Virginia and up in there down here. This energy crisis is
going to call for more coal than they have been using in years. And
that’s one cheap way of getting it from up there down here, get it
on that train. Them trucks is finding it harder to get fuel, and run
their trucks. The railroad is the cheapest transportation we got.
They may put it through again. I'd like to see it take place. It would
give people jobs and it would bring new industry and the country
would be benefited if it went through.”

A. ]. Gudger agreed that an energy crisis might make another
railway possible: “If we keep having problems with the gasoline,
which we will, in my opinion, the railroads, I believe, will come
back, because trucks and cars may have to come off the highways,
unless they come up with something or other else to pull the trucks
with. We'll have to go back to the old steam engines.”

Lex Wilburn thought that a new TF would fill a gap in public
transportation in the area: “Lots of people would like the train back
now. I would, too! A lot of people could go places where they can’t

it.”

Jess Rickman commented: “I believe there’s just a lot of people
that would like to see it back, because it was cheaper operated than
trucking, and shipping [by train] is cheaper than trucking will ever
be. We miss it a lot because you could have stuff shipped out of
Franklin back up here lots cheaper than trucking.”

The argument Lawton Brooks gave us for the railroad staying
was based on emotion, and it probably reflects the feelings of many:
“I'd like to have the old railroad back, and I bet the other people
does now, the way things is a-going, buddy. It'd be used more than
it used to be, because the way stuff’s a-getting, and as high as gas
is getting to be. I think it was good for the county. I never did see
no need of doing away with the railroad. I've always thought the
railroad still ought to be a-going. I still think it would'a paid off.
_.. That’s the worst mistake they ever made in Rabun County. If T had

" it just for a month, to get what I could make off that train and two
cars for a month, I would never ask for nothing else. You'd get
rich. They could get rich off all these tourists coming in here now
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if they just had that thing to run around them old falls where you
conld sit there and look straight down and them old cars just
a-rocking. Good God, it’d take somebody standing there with a sack
carrying the money off as fast as they could take it in.

“If they had it now, Lord have mercy, they couldn’t keep the
folks out of there. These touiists would've filled that thing full. A
man could’ve went from daylight to dark running that blasted thing.
Sure could, and all the money a man could've made. That's the
moneyest thing I've ever seen torn down in my life.

“I miss hearing the old bells—it'd come around the same time,
and it'd blow for all the train crossings. You could hear it coming
before vou could ever see it.”

Carl Rogers summarized how the railroad affected the com-
munity: "It was a great hoon to this section of the country. It give
this country a good many years of business long before the buses
and trucks came. If we'd waited till the buses and trucks came, this
would have been a dull section for a good many years.”

WHAT'S LEFT

The TF has been gone for thirty vears. It was sold to a steel company
for scrap. It seems that not much would be left of the railway, but
throughout the years, a lot has survived.

When the TF was scrapped, George Welch purchased two cars
and three trestles. “I give $3,000 for the three trestles. But I got
a lot more than that out of them, and if one hadnt been out over
a lake [one of the Georgia Power lakes at Tallulah Falls] I wouldn't
never got it. You see, I stayed overseas a lot and I knew how to rig
a lot of cranes and a lot of anything else. So I knew how I could
take it up before I bought it. I bought one section in Dillard, one
in Clarkesville [both wooden), and that 585-foot one [metal] down
there across the lake. That trestle was 100 foot up over the lake.”

Coyle Hollifield bought the rail car that was used to carry mail
alung the TF route from Cormnelia to Franklin. Here, he tells what
he planned te do with it: “When 1 bought that car, I was gonna
make a diner out of it. The highway went right along here. That
was before the bypass, you know. This was the main highway then.
When they built the hypass, there wasn't enough traffic to open a
diner for. We graded out a place, but we didn't make it into a
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The ofd rail car owned by Coyle Hotlifield is now a residence.

diner. We've been renting it to people that wanted it [to live in].
I think we get thirty dollars a month [or it. It has three rooms.”
Other cars still in this area include one that was owned by Clande
Giles. It was used as a residence for a while and is now vacant. Tt
was a wooden enach tumed into a maintenance car B-2.
Another is the wooden-sided TF caboose X-5. X-5 was discov-
ered by Gene Cannon of Yancey Railroad, who purchased it. Re-

TF caboose X-3.
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This stretch of track just north of Mountein City where this train ran
in the 1920s i now maintained by Weallace Scruggs. fim Taylor
cenmented: “Wallace Scruggs ain't even tore the railroad bed down. He
ain't wanted to let it 5o down, He said there might be another [train]
come throngh sometime and they wonldn't have fo build it back.”

cently it was donated to the Atlanta Chapter of the National
Historical Railroad Society. In August of 1991, it was brought to
Cornelia for renovation, where it had been built ninetv-one years
hefore.

Some of the depots of the TF remain. In Tallulah Falls the
depot is now used as a craft shop. In Demorest the depot is also
intact. The depot in Otto was torn down, but then a shed was huilt
in ity p]ace using the wood from the {Jrigiml] d{:pot.

A section of roadbed in Mountain City is still maintained by
Wallace Scmggs.

Georgia Power Company is considering opening a section of
roadbed in the Tallulah Falls area to hikers and joggers.

Bailroad historian Dess Oliver collects Tallulab Falls Railway
memorabilia. He has built a “railroad depot™ in Woltfork Vdile},
Rabun County, for his collection.

The Frankfin Press in Macon County, North Carolina, ran an
article about the TF on February 8. 1973, from which the following
excerpt was taken:

Today, there’s not much left except traces along the Little Ten-
nessee River, and many memorics in the hearts of Maconians.




Dess Ofiver’s “depot.”

Maconians who helped build the TF, patronized her, and shed
a sentimental tear when she died.

What's left of the Tallulah Falls Railway? We have a few tangible
things—some pictures, some wood, some steel-—and cone very im-
portant intangible thing—our memories: memories of good times
and laughter, sad times and tears, memories of scunds and smells
and sights—things that exist only in our minds. But we hope that
by sharing some of our memories of the TF, we are helping to keep
them alive.
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The C‘hﬁ‘ House porch, ca. 1906, ( Cmmesy Ceorgia Department
of Archives and History)




TOURISM

STUDENT EDITOR, JULIE DICKENS

Tal]u]ah Falls is a small town located in the northeast Georgia
mountains on the border of Rabun and Habersham counties. Since
the early 1800s, the arca has been famous for its natural wonders.
People visited Tallulah Falls to see the gorge and waterfalls created
by the rushing Tallulah River, donk from the minerul springs, and
breathe the fresh mountain air,

It you had been a traveler passing through Tallulah Falls during
the early 19005, one of the first things you would have noticed
“"Ol]ld h}.l\-’ﬂ heen the fﬂnC}' Vicl'(]rl'an h(}t(‘!]ﬁ il]'ld bl’)ﬂrdingh[)u.‘iﬂﬁ
with their ncat white trim decorating the windows and doors. Stop-
ping at one of these places, you would have seen lined all the way
across its inviting front porch amywhere from twenty to a hundred
rocking chairs. Just imagine all the fun and good times that took
place on these front porches! I you then opened the front door
and went inside one—the Cliff House, for example—laughter from
chattering vacationers would fill your ears, along with, perhaps, the
sonmds of an orchestra hming up for the cvening's entertainment.
Walking through the lobby and into the main wing, you might be
surprised at the more than comfortuble accommodations available
in the middle of the North Georgia “wilderness.”

‘I'ravelers passing through Tallulah Falls today will find that
hardly a trace remains of this bvgone time. Even many of the natural
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wonders—the romantically named falls, cataracts, and rock for-
mations that once drew vacationing crowds—have been hidden or
altered by the construction of a hydroelectric plant on the Tallulah
River. Now, it might seem curious that people used to make a
difficult trip of sometimes hundreds of miles to visit this place.
What did the people in thode hotels do tor entertainment? What
were the daily living arrangements? What sort of food did they
serve in those vast dining rooms? How did all those people get
there—and why did they come in the first place?

Much of the town was destroyed by fire in 1921. In The Life
and Times of Tallulah, John Saye describes the cold December
night the town went up in flames:

. .. [A] terrible wind whipped through the strects of Tallulah.
Residents awakened to find the town burning around them. The
wind picked up chunks of burning weod and hurled them into
nearby buildings. Soon every building on both sides of River
Street, the town’s main thoroughfare, was blazing. There was
no fire department for miles, there was nothing to do but watch
it burn. It burnied for several days destroying stores, hotels, and
residences. Very little that was destroyed was ever rebuilt.!

With photographs, reminiscences of the [olks we could locate
who were connected with those places, and the few published
sources on Tallulah Falls, we hope we can help you imaginatively
re-create a grand and largely forgotten era, when a small town in
the northeast Georgia mountains became, lor a time, a very well-
known vacation spot.

—Julie Dickens

Article and photos by Brooks Adams, Suzanne Nixon, Darren
Volk, Julie Dickens, Von Waits, Donna Turpin, Georgeann
Lanich, John Crane, and Chad Bedingheld.




The Tallulah Falls
Hotel Era

“People mostly sat on the porches and rocked.”
" —Pete Franklin

Nn one knows who first laid eyes ou the Tallulah River area. It
is known that as early as 1725 the Cherokee Indians had settled in
the Tallulah Talls area in a small village called Turura—a variation
of “Tallulah.™

The Cherokee “Tallulah™ and “Terrora™ are the variants now
used, but it isn’t certain what the words mean. Some sources have
translated the terms as “terrible,” "ery of the frog,” or “unfinished,”
while other authmities say that they are not translatable.” The Cher-
okees called the falls themselves not “Tallulah,” but “Ugunyl.™ The
Cherckees developed myths and legends about this impressive area,
some of them about “a race of little people who lived all about in
that region, but especially had their homes in the nooks and crannies
of the great gorge overlocking the Fails.”™ Another legend con-
cerned “a cave in the side of [a] cliff wall {which] was the entrance
to the Happy [Tunting Ground. Indians who entered the cave never
returned.”®

The first white visitors to the area were probably South Carolina
Indian traders. The Cherckees controlled the region until 1817,
when they began to cede the lands, first one side of the river and
then the other. Two years after that, Habersham and Rabun coun-
tics were established, with the dividing line the Tallulah River and
gorge.” By 1820, the land was surveyed for a land lottery system to
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open up this rugged, beautiful area to white settlers.” (The limi-
tations of this land survey were later to provide a glimmer of hope
for those who were fighting te save the falls from a hydroelectric
dam.) -

In 1819, the falls became known to visitors outside the Tallulah
area, and soon they were a popular spot, even thongh they were
not easy to get to. The earliest published description of Tallulah
Falls, in the September 1819 Georgia Journal, called it “one of the

reatest known curiosities in the United States.™ Georgians came
to see the falls by whatever means available: horseback, carriage,
or wagons. Their visits were occasionally part of a mare ambitious
trip that included Toccoa Falls, Nacoochee Valley, and Currahee
Mountain.'” Because the area was virgin wildcmess and the trip
rough, sometimes guides were necessary, especially in the early
years.

Although today’s traveler has to use some imagination to cn-
vision how the freely flowing river cascading down rocky precipices
must have appearcd before the 1913 damming, early visitors un-
dertook the hazardous joumney there because Tallulah Falls and the
gorge were truly spellhinding. Engravings of the falls appeared in
the illustrated magazincs of the times, and quite a fow writers
caplured their impressions ol the falls in prose or verse.

Many visitors compared the falls at Tallulah to those at Niagara
or Yosemite. In fact. the Tallulah Falls were not as high as those
at Yosemite, nor was the volume ol water as great as that of Niagara;
but the setting of the falls within the wild and craggy gorge created
a strong impression on visitors. Sometimes referred to as “the Grand
Canyon of the East,” the gorge walls at the Grand Chasm near
Horseshoe Bend were estimated to be 1,000 feet high. The im-
pression began well before arriving at the gorge. becanse the
lalls were so immense that visitors could hear them for over a mile
away."!

Early visitors began, like Adam, to name the natural surround-
ings of the falls, as well as the [lalls themselves. Indian Arrow Rapids
was the swift current where the rverbed suddenly narrowed and
sped on to a succession ol falls, pools, and rapids for two miles
below. Ladore, ‘Tempesta, Hurricane, and Oceana were the major
falls; the minor ones were Bndal Veil and Sweet Sixteen.'? The
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Stereopticon view of one of the major falls at Tallulah,
before the dam’s 1913 construction. (Conrtesy Georgia
Department of Archives and History)
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Members of the Glover family pose for a photegrapl while
an an outing in the gorge around 1906, Witch's Head
{in profile} is at the upper right. {Courtesy Georgia
Departinent of Archives and Uistory)

highest waterlall was Tempesta, at eightv-nine feet. Hurricane Falls,
at seventy-six feet, was the second highest. {One source savs people
estimated this falls to be ninety-six feet.) Sweet Sixteen was, as vou
might guess, just sixtcen feet high,

Natural rock formations along the gorge were popular spots
with visitors, who gave them fanciful names. A couple of the best
known were the Devil's Pulpit and Witch's Head.

When the Tallulah Falls area first began to grow, people had
no choice of what hatel, motel, or boardinghouse at which te stop.
A visit at that time meant either camping out or staying at a pioneer’s
cabin. The closest comfortable stopping place was Clarkesville,
sommie thirteen miles away. By about 1535 to the late 1850s, Tallulah
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Falls had become so popular that people who lived within the arca
startcd announcing that they would take in travelers, and a couple
of “rough and ready” hotels were established.'® Apparently, the
Civil War put 2 halt to Tallulah Falls” development, because around
1868, there is no report of these or any other places within five
miles of the gorge."

But in the 1870s, the area began a growth spurt, with hotels
springing up and tourists again seeking out the sights. Some of this
growth was a direct result of improved ransportation. As John Saye
notes in The Life and Times of Tallulah: "Vital to the growing
populanty of Tallulah Falls was the Tallulah Falls Railroad. Reach-
ing Tallulah in 1882, the railroad opened this mgged region to
many more tourists than the hardy individuals who had made the
trek over the rough mountain path. Beds were blasted from granite
Inounta_i_nsidcs; high wooden trestles were erceted to span the deep
hollows: as the train puffed into town, it hugged the very rim ol
the gorge ™*

The railway made access to the area hoth easy and cheap, and
its daily schedule and Saturday special train cventually bronght
visitors from Athens to Tallulah Falls in little mere than an hour.
Special excursions ran during the busy summer season with con-
ncetions to New Orleans. Coulter says, “In the early 1900°s special
week-end rates from Atlanta and retum were $3.35 and from Ath-
ens, $2.50. . [brnnging] people . . . by the thousands, some to
spend a week-end, others to stay a week, and some to spend the
whole summer. "

Leo Ramey, a former Tallulah Falls Railway worker, told us:
“A big excursion train from Atlanta came up here on Saturday or
Sunday. They'd bring just tons and tons of people out and around
the gorge locking ofl there. [ nsed to go down there every Monday
morning. There'd be people down there cleaning up [after the
tournists].”

John Saye deseribes the festive air that surrounded the arrival
of visitors to the falls: "The arrival of the train was greeted each
day with an elaborate reccption as bands welcomed the guests at
the station, and lmggies whisked them off to their hotels. Once
settled in, there were ample wavs for guests to spend their time ™7

The coming of the railroad began the era of the grand Victorian
hotels and bhoardinghouses. At one time there were as many as
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The old Muss House is one of two eriginal Tallulah Falls grest houses stilf
standing, and the only one still in wse, though not av a boardinghouse.
Cwned by the Tallutah Falls School, it was opevated for years as the
Talluluh Tea Room and now houses an adwlf education center,

seventeen of them. Some of the smaller, quieter cottages, accom-
modating about thirty guests, were The Pines, Oak Haven, Chasm
Brink, the Maplewood Inn, Riverside, Arcadia, Willard House,
Young House, and the Moss House. The largest establishments
were the Clift House, the Grand View, the Robinson House, and
the Tallulah Lodge, which offered lodging for up to 300 guests.
The dining rooms of the Grand View and the Robinson House
could both seat up to 250 guests. Not only were these hotels large,
they were also comtortable. Both the Clift House and Tallulah
Lodge were given a star of commendation in the well-known Bae-
deker travel guide to the United States.™

Many of the visitors whe were from South Carolina, Alabama,
and the lower parts of Georgia came to Tallulah Falls for the cool
summer climate—especially planters and others living in low-lying
coastal regions infested with malaria-carrying mosquitoes, The cli-
mate and air of this region were also considered healthy for people
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with respiratory ailments, and its amenities and romantic setting
soon made Tallulah Falls a popular spot for honeymooners,

Although many early visitors probably were just as interested
in sitting and enjoying the view, Sayc mentions the more active
pursuits available: “Activity . . . centered on the natural wonders of
the gorge. Whatever one did the crash of the falls provided a
constant backdrop. Local men hlazed trails to the floor of the gorge,
kept them clear, and hired themselves out as guides. Stairways and
walks took tourists to all points of interest, both in the gorge and
on the rim. An eighty-foot observation tower was built at the foot
of Tempesta Falls which could be climbed to the top ef the
waterfall. ™

Guests could also drink from the well-advertised mineral
springs. The Grand View Hotel clearly considered the mineral
spring on its grounds a real drawing card and published an adver-
tisement to that effect in the July 1, 1897, Talluiah Falls Spray,
with the mineral content certified by a well-respected local phy-
sician. Guests could obtain bottles of the water during their stay,
or it could be shippud to ther after they left.

Not only did local proprietors promote the healthful and scenie
aspects ol Tallulah Falls, they also tried to draw even larger crowds
with sensational reports of “a mysterious monster which had been
washed out of the Tallulah River below the Falls, by the great
freshet of 1891.” The monster supposedly was forty feet long, had
a head like an alligator’s, a body like a rattlesnake’s, a row of short
legs or paddies on either side of its body, and, to top it all off, a
scries of large fins. The story went that it was eventually killed by
a shot in the eyes.®

Still others tried to stage spectacular-—but real—events to draw
the curious. In 1886, when the proprietor of the Grand View,
Colonel Frank Young, saw a tightrope walker make an aerial cross-
ing of Atlanta’s Peachtrec Street, he decided that a similar feat
would be an irresistible advertisement for the Tallnlah Falls area
in general, and his hotel in particular. He immediately engaged
“Professor Leon” {J. A. St. John) to perform “the greatest feat of
rope walking on record. ™ His trip across the Tallulzh Gorge would
be “not only the longest walk (1,449 ft.), but the highest walk ever
accomplished by a human being.”* Professor Leon's walk a thou-
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sand feet above the Tallulah River that July 24 required 20,000
pounds of rope stretched across the gofge, anchored by fourteen
guy wires. The crowd was estimated at anywhere from 3,500 to
6,000, and tradition has it that the curious came in a dozen excursion
trains from South Carolina, Georgia, Florida, and Alabama. 2> While
in Tallulah Falls, Professor*Leon stayed, of course, at the Grand
View.

The comparison of Tallulah Falls to Niagara was apt for a couple
of reasons. America had always seemed a bottomless bag of re-
sources for a restless, growing population. In the last decades of
the nineteenth century, industrialization, expansion, and just plain
greed or ignorance fueled a tremendous exploitation of the nation’s
timber and mineral resources. The Southern Appalachian mountain
area particularly felt the effects of this increasing consumption.

The desire for cheap hydroelectric power for expanding cities,
factories, and modern comforts meant that water resources would
also be harnessed to produce power to feed the nation’s growth
and development. Around the turn of the century, a national fight
to save the magnificent Niagara Falls from a hydroelectric dam
spurred Georgians to look in their own backyards. Developers were
also eyeing the crashing waters of Tallulah as a never-ending source
of cheap power. The state’s first major environmental movement
began as a groundswell of support to protect the falls before they
could be developed. A state senator from Rabun County, Robert
E. A. Hamby, introduced a resolution calling for a committee to
explore the feasibility of buying enough of the surrounding land to
make a state park. Newspapers around the state generally supported
the drive to save Tallulah. The Savannah Morning News, for ex-
ample, said, “To commercialism there is nothing beautiful except
a machine that grinds out dollars, unless it possibly be the power
that actuates the machine. Imagine Bridal Veil falls sawing logs, or
majestic Tempesta ginning cotton!”**

While the state was not able to find the $100,000 the committee
estimated it would take to buy up enough land to protect the falls
and make a park, a new power company was. Organized in 1908
by C. Elmer Smith of York, Pennsylvania, and Eugene L. Ashley
of Glens Falls, New York, and joined by two other industrialists,
George G. Moore of Detroit, and Elliott G. Stevenson of Detroit
and Toronto, Canada, the partnership that would eventually become




The Tallulah Falls Hotel Era 99

Georgia Power Company pooled its resources “to purchase a stra-
tegic tract of land [in Tallulah Falls], costing $108,960.7%

The original Georgia Power Company purchased and merged
with other smaller power companics such as the North Georgia
Electric Company, the Etowah Power, and Blue Ridge Electric.
Then, in 1911, having contracted out the construetion work, they
began the job of buildiny, the dam and power lines to feed electricity
to Atlanta. Although the dam went up, it did not go up without a
fight.

While assorted individuals and newspapers had been protesting
the sacrifice of the seenic beauty of the falls for power, one person
stands out in the movement to save them: Gainesville resident
Helen Dorteh Longstreet, widow of Confederate general James
Longstreet. Under the banner of her newly organized Tallulah Falls
Conservation Association, she waged a spirited battle against the
destruction of the falls, which had already begun. Helen Longstreet
wrote letters, hired lawyers, and brought together quite a number
of supporters to fight the construction. She wrote about one of her
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Tallulah Dam during construction. (Courtesy Georgia Department
of Archives and History)
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more ingenious ideas to save the area in a May 25, 1912, news
release entifled Tkl ilE iRt S e Ead Ak e
nish Summer Home for President™:

[The Tallulah Falls Conservation Association plans to] purchase
Tallulah Lodge hotel and surronunding lands for conversion into
a summer home for the president of the United States, where,
it is hoped, that the executive head of our nation can spend at
least a few weeks cach vear, and in the surge of Tallulah’s waters
hear the voice of God who, throngh a mighty nation of awakened
patriots, has decrecd that his fairest handiwork shall be saved
from the destroying touch of commercial vandalism.

Helen Longstreet was tiveless in her efforts, enlisting the help
of the ]LgisldturL and the publiL d.I'ld Lulling on the patriotism of
the “war-worn heroes of the sixties.” Her final challenge to the
utility was the claim that, since the lines for the original survey
conducted for the 1820 land lottery had extended only to the rim
of the gorge, the power company’s land holdings did not, in fact,
include the Tallulah River and the gorge, which were stll actually

This photo was taken from the rim of the Tallulah Falls Gorge 1oday.
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owned by the state. In 1913, when the question of land ownership
finally came to the test in Rabun County Superior Court, the jury
decided against the state. The state appealed the decision to the
state Supreme Court but lost again. Meanwhile, construction on
the 116-foot-high dam had continued.

In September of that year, a natural wonder gave way to a man-
made wonder as the Tallulah River was dammed at Indian Arrow
Rapids for a Georgia Power hydroelectric plant, and “18,000 horse-
power of electricity went streaming out of defunct Tallulah Falls
over the wires to Atlanta.”® Many of the spectacular cascades were
covered by the impoundment of water behind the dam, and the
water going into the lower parts of the gorge slowed to a mere
trickle compared to the original volumes.

Although hotel manager F. D. Handy bravely advertised some-
time between 1913 and 1916 (when Tallulah Lodge burned):

Tallulah Falls Still Untouched
Tallulah Lodge Open for Guests

at the bottom of the ad for the hotel he noted: “The famous Lodge
is located on the brink of the gorge, near the great power house
and incline railway of the Hydro-Electric Company.”

While one printed source commented that “the damming of
the falls greatly accelerated the flow of tourists from Tallulah Falls,”
there is no clear evidence that this was so, or to what extent it was
so. Along with the extension of the railway and improved roads that
drew vacationers further north into the higher mountains, it is
probable that the dam did change the nature and extent of the
area’s tourism; and it is certain that the fire of 1921 finished most

of it off.

Ollie Dyer was a teenager when she moved to Tallulah Falls with
her family in 1916, shortly after the river was dammed. Living in
Tallulah Falls from that time, she witnessed its decline from a
booming tourist town to a small community with a post office and
a general store, serving a population of 162 residents. For recre-
ation, when she was growing up, she remembered: “People did a
lot of walking. They'd walk around the lake, or they'd walk to the
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post office and pick up their mail.” Mrs. Dyer told us there were
trails all around the falls area and down ‘into the gorge. She said:
“People hiked, climbed the mountains, and went to see things.

“One of the popular things for younger people to do would be
to get up before or by daylight and climb Hickory Nut Mountain
to see the sunrise. Rock Mountain was a popular place to go to
watch the sunset. It was beautiful.”

Mrs. Dyer remembers that people came to Tallulah Falls to
drink from the mineral springs: “The only one that I know much
about is just off the old railroad bed, just [south of] the depot,”
she said. “It had been drilled out of a rock into a round basin, and
the water flowed in it. They called it ‘Iron Springs.” There was so
much iron in it that it would get sort of fuzzy-looking around the
edges. Someone was always cleaning it out.

“Then they say the one that was out below the Indian Springs
Trading Post was a mineral spring, but it was not as popular because
people didn’t know about it as much as they did the Iron Springs.”
Tallulah Falls native Mary Franklin explained her views of the
springs: “T've never drank any water from the mineral springs, I
don’t think. I think people just wanted something different when
they’d come up here. I believe—now I don’t know—that the people
who owned the resort hotels sort of made those things up. You
know, it was an attraction. Their guests wanted something different,
and they’d fall for it.”

“All of these springs in these mountains are mineral springs,”
Mary’s husband, Pete Franklin, said, “because there are minerals
in all of ’em. And it’s the healthiest water there is in the world.”

Ollie Dyer recalled that hayrides were popular with visitors, too:
“There was a place between Tallulah Falls and the South Carolina
state line that people liked to go to. They'd put hay in the wagons
and take hayrides over there to Aunt Fannie Smith’s. Everybody
called her Aunt Fannie. She had a home over there, and she served
noonday meals. That was the thing to do—wagon rides to Aunt
Fannie’s to eat.”

Fannie Picklesimer Smith and her cabin became well known
locally during the late 1800s when the mountains opened up to
tourism. This was because of the cabin’s location and Aunt Fannie’s
enterprising nature. Oma Gipson was one of Aunt Fannie’s grand-
children. She related that the mountain, at the base of which sat
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Aunt Fannie Smith at her spinning wheel.

Aunt Fannie's cabin, began to sink into “nowhere” at the rate of
about two and one half inches per year. This was quite apparent
because only half the mountain was slipping down. Standing at the
site of this phenomenon, visitors could see that trees which had
once stood side by side were moving apart. By the 1940s, a viewer
standing on the high side of the crevasse that had been formed
could look down on the tops of trees. The mountain became known
as Sinking Mountain.

The strange sight drew many people to see it, and the mountain
had become quite an-attraction by the 1890s. The tourists came on
the excursion train to Tallulah Falls and hired buggies to Sinking
Moeuntain. Aunt Fannie, who was known for her good cooking,
decided to serve meals to those who traveled by her house on their
way to the mountain. By serving fried chicken, fresh garden veg-
etables that she raised, and milk and butter from her cows, in the
summertime she daily fed scores of people who were always de-
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lighted with her home-cooked meals. She was reputed to serve
some of the best fried chicken in (‘eargla

After a noondav meal at Aunt Fannic’s, travelers continued on
up the mountain to see this unusual natural phenomenon. They
sometimes btc:-pped by later in the day for a cold glass of milk from
Aunt Fannie'’s springhouse *before retummg to Tallulah Falls te
catch their train home or to catch up on gnsalp at the bﬂardmghouse
where they were spending a week or two. This tradition continued
for many vears, supplying lots of people with a happy afternoon
and Fannie Smith with a much-needed income.

With the help of her children, and, [ater, grandchildren, Aunt
Fannie continued serving dinner to tourists unti! her death in 1914,
By then, people might have come as much for her home-cooked
meals as to see the mountains. The tradition died with her, and
there aren’t many people who visit Sinking Mountain anymore. In
fact, there are many people even here in Rabun County who have
never heard of it

The Cliff House

The largest of the Tallulah Falls hotels was the Cliff House, named
for a famous hotel in San Francisco, and noted, its proprietor
W. L. Bain announced in 1803, “for its very home-like surrc:»undings
and the u)ngcnm] fLehng that is pmmﬁted among its gumtﬁ " Built
in 1882, and probably enlarged later, it had space in its main build-
ing and cottages for 300 guests and a dining room that would seat
250. The Cliff House was situated between the Tallulsh Falls Rail-
way and the Tallulah Falls Gorge. The back side of the hotel abutted
the edge of the gorge, so that, one source said, ATy OTe wu-.hlng 18]
do so might have jumped from one of the many windows on the
buck side of the hotel directly into the yawning chasm below.

As its 1903 advertising brochure modestly announced, its lorty-
acre park offered “the only approach to the Falls."® Those forty
acres included good stables, and room enough for the governor's
Horse Guard to camp there for a few weeks in the summer of
1899 2

Although the hotel was large, the rooms themselves evidently
were neither large nor fancy. Pete Franklin visited the Clifl House
while it was in operation: “I had a friend who boarded there. He
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The Cliff House Hotel.

worked for the Tallulah Falls Railway. I went with him to his room
a time or two, and that’s the only time that I was in the Cliff House.
[T vemember that] they had guest rooms underneath the ground
level and three levels above that.”

Since Bob Edwards opened his photography studio in Clayton
in 1935, he has learned a lot about the county. In conversations
with longtime Tallulah Falls resident Tom Moss, he heard some
things about the CLfT ITouse, which he shared with us: “Tom said
the CLff House had 140 rcoms, and the rooms were about ten by
ten feet. There was a double bed in each that took up most of the
room, and a chair. These were the only [furnishings] in the hotel
rooms.

A 1904 promotional brochure assured prospective gucests that
“AN ORCHESTRA has been engaged for the entire Season.” That
seasori would run from Jime 1 to October 1, and the Cliff House
would ofter all of that for “$2.00 to $2.50 per day, $8.00 to $14.00
per Week, $30 to $45.00 per Month.” Ollie Dyer remembered that
in her day the CLiff ITouse always had an orchestra come and stay
for the summer. At night, they would spread a big canvas awning
over the vard for dancing. She also recalled: “There was. @' tennis
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=== 2200 Feet Above Sea Level ==

THE MOST ACCESSIELE AND THE BEST
MOUNTAIN RESORT IMN THE S0UTH

THE CLIFF HOUSE

TALLULAH FALLS, GA.
SEASQON 1903 ’ W. L. BAIM,
Open June kst 4o Oct. st Cab Froprietor

This Cliff House promational brochure is dated April 12, 1804, (Courtesy
of Hargrett Rare Books and Manuseript Library, University of Georgla)

court up on the hill near the Cliff House before the new road was
cut down through there, and there was also a swimming pool
[nearby]. Those were primarily for the Cliff Honse guests.” The
Cliff House offered other amusements to guests, including hunting,
fishing, lawn tennis, bowling, billiards, ping-pong, and “card parties
galore.”

An ad for the CIiff House in the August 1934 Clayton Tribune
announced: “Round Dances every Saturday night. Music by Hurst
Dancing School Orchestra, Atlanta, Ga. Square dances every
Wednesday night: Music by Tim Hicks™ Tallulah Orchestra.™ By
then, the Cliff House, the Clenbmnk and the Moss House would
have been among the few survivors from the hevday of Tallulah
Falls tourism.

Three vears later, the Cliff House bumed in a blaze resulting
from the flying sparks of a passing train. Built the same year the
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railway reached the little village,
and fronting the tracks that had
brought thousands of guests, the
fifty-five-ycar-old landmark fell
victim to the very thing that had
made it a thriving business. As any
other old wooden strueture would
have done, it burned dewn very
easily without benefit of the fire
department. Much of the town
had already done so in the fire of
1621.

The Glenbrook
Mary Franklin grew up in Tallu-
lah Falls and went to Tallulah
Falls High School in the 1830s:
“The hotels were a big hoost to
the economy of the urea,” she re-
called. “It took a lot to feed the
people when the hotels were . B

: Ollie Dyer reminisces about
going. The [armers from Rabun the CHIF House:
and Habersham counties could
scll their produce there, so they would grow extra vegetables, hogs,
and chickens. It really gave the economy a shot in the arm.”

While she was in school, she worked in the dining room at the
Glenbrook: “T worked there when I was a teenager. It was being
run as a tourist hotel in the late 1930s. I worked in the dining room
and in the kitchen, washed dishes, and served meals.”

The Glenbrook was smaller than the Cliff House, and popular
hecause of its quiet setting away from the busy main street and
train depot. Mrs. Franklin explained what she remembered of the
Glenbrook's menu and scrvice: “We served three meals a day. Tt
was country-style food—fresh vegetables, com bread, biscuits and
fried chicken, country ham, and things like that, a little bit like the
Dillard Honse has now. We took the orders and carried the food
to the tables. We didn’t use much canned and packaged vegetables.
We did serve good food.
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“It cost about thirty-five to
[brt}-' dollars for three meals a da}f
for one week. 1 can't remember
what it cost to just stop in and buy
one meal. Often people would,
but mostly [we served] people
who would stay for several weeks
at a time, Some of the people
were construction workers, work-
ing on the new bridge, and we
would cater to the men working
on the bridge.

“The only room service that I
remember was [for] cne woman
[who] staved [in the Glenbrook]
who was writing a book. She was
British. We used to carry her
Mary Franklin worked in the breakfast to her room because she
kitchen of the Glenbrook when liked to sleep late, and breakfast

Lol enager.  We served
ShE Was @ tecnager. | would be over when she would
three meals o day. It was

conentry-style food . . We didn’t wake up.
use much canned and packaged Mrs. Franklin explained the
vegetables. We did serve lavout of the Clenbrook: “The
good food.” Glenbrook had elaborate seroll-

work on the front in the main lobby. The beautilul Hoor was made
of little tiny pieces of wood. Much of the material was brought over
here from France.

“As the gnests entered the hatel through the main door, they
walked into the lobby where they could buy posteards. There was
a little window, over to the lefi, where they registered.

“To the right there was a reom called the Blue Room. I guess
it may have been becanse it had the colored glass [in the windows].
[t's been broken. I guess people just threw rocks and broke it lor
no reason, except just to destroy it. It is such a shame.

“Across the lobby from the Blue Room, down a couple of stairs,
Was a big dining room. There was a hig ﬁrcplacc on the back wall
with a mantelpiece high enough to stand up under,

“The kitchen was bchind the dining room. It was not in very
good repair when [ was there.” Since Tallulah Falls became a tourist




A group gathered for a vacation photo in front
of the gazebo that stood in the Glenbrook's yard, (Picture
given by Tom Moss)

town in the 1870s, the hotels built at that time were not planned
to accommodate wiring and lights. After electricity became avail-
able, “The hotels,” according to Mrs. Franklin, “installed exposed
wires for lights. Tu the kitchen [of the Glenbrook], the cooks used
hoth an electric and a wood stove. Also, the water for the puest
rooms was heated with an electric water heater.

“They had two or three rooms in the old part that they used
for guests, On the other side of the dining room was the exit to
the new pait of the building with the guest rooms. When they built
the new wing, it added fourteen more rooms and baths. The new
part had a basement and three other stories. There were two rooms
in the bottom, and three on the rest. Maybe not all of the rooms
were full all of the time, but they had pretty good business.

“The whole hotel was laid out on different little levels. The new
wing was on a ditferent level than the dining room. The dining
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One of the most notable features of the hotel are the
decorated windmo frames, nearly every one of which is
different. They have even inspired people to make sketches
and drawings of them.

room, the lobby, and the Blue Room were all on different levels,
too. There were only a couple of steps between each level.”

The hatel closed for the first time in the early fortics. . D.
Crowe opened it back up in the fifties, but unlormmnately, he did |
not do well and had to shut the hotel back down, Mr, Crowe told
us that one room that really stood out from the rest was the belltower
00T, and he told s a “ghﬂst story" about it. Not lung after the
hotel had been closed down, a count from England hung himself
in the belltower room. Mr. Crowe told us that when he went to
the hotel in 1957 to try to start it back up, he found bloodstains |
still in the belltower room. He mentioned that all the windows were |
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imported stained glass. He also said there was a bridal suite in the
big middle room, where people could get married.

There was a little pool in front of the Glenbrook. There used
to be fish in it, but when Mary Franklin worked there, it was used
as a swimming pool. It was square with a semicircle arch on the
side facing away from the hotel. It was about four and a half feet
deep with about three feet of water being held by a rock wall.

Ollic Dyer remembers: “There used to be a beautiful spring
[near the Glenbrook] that had been walled around with rock. There
were also places for people to sit or have picnics at the spring. A
Iot of people, when the railroad brought in an excursion train every
Sunday, wonld just swarm out ta that spring and picnic spots.”

Mr. and Mrs. Franklin had much to tell about the original owner
of the Glenhrook, who is locally regarded as something of a mvstery
man: “Tt was built by Mr. Duboeay, or Norcop, as he was called
in those days,” Mrs. Franklin said. “"He was a French count. He
had two names because he was born English—1I think Norcop was
his family name—and I think that Duboeay was the title that the
French bestowed on him.”

Dr. Percy Trant Hickson Norcop (1833-1922) was an English-



The wading pool in front of the Glenbrook was a place where guests
could spend time, cool off, and refax.

man who had a French uncle named Count Edouard Saint-Algier
Duboeay. Mr. Norcop's uncle offered to make him his heir if he
would change his nume to Duboeay.

After he changed his name, Duboeay and his mother, Margaret
Hickson Norcop, came to America and settled in Tallulah Falls
about 1585. There he built Glenbrook (as a residence, not a hotel),
evidently sparing little expense, [rom the descriptions ol the inte-
rior. When his invalid mother finally died and was buried nearby,
Dr. Duboeay “built a small chapel where a priest, Father Louis
Bazin, held services once 1 month.™

Duboeay married Sarah Leicester Hunnicutt (1873-1954} of
Tallulah Falls, and they had one daughter. When Duboeay’s English
relatives offered him yet another inheritance to change s daugh-
ter's name to Norcop, he changed the family’s name back to the
original. Dr. Duboeay/Norcop eventually sold the Glenbrook and
had his mother’s body moved to Rock Mountain Cemetery, on the
other side of the gorge.”

Mary Franklin said: "My daddy always thought that there was
a little mystery to {Dr. Duboeay’s] leaving [ England to come here).
The old folks used to tell—now, 1 don't know whether this is true
or not—that he was shipped out in a barrel—that he was in some
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trouble in Europe—like he had
to leave in a hurry, That’s how the
old people used to declare it was.
I guess Tallulah Falls just looked
good to him when he got here.
When he came over here, evi-
dently he brought money with him,
because he was able to have the
Glenbrook bhuilt. He came here
with his mother, and he married
a gir] [rom Tallulah Falls. They had
one daughter, Margaret. He was
considered one of the best medi-
cal doctors in Rabun County,
in this area, during his time.”

Ollie’ Dyer also knew of Dr,
Duboeay: “A lot of local doctors
around would consult with him
and kept up [that way]. He knew
things to help them with. He was
a good doctor.”

Mrs. Franklin has fond mem-
ories of the Tallulah Falls Railway coming into town, bringing vis-
itors and excitement: “The train was entertaining because the
people were moving. Just a little dirt road was all we had anywhere.
At that time, ‘long back in the early days of Tallulah Falls, there
were no cars. [[t was] all horse trafhe.

“People that would come and stay at the hotels would gather
up somctimes and go on what they called a hayride. A lot of the
men out in the country had herses or mules. They would pile a lot
of hay and straw in the wagon, and then these vacationers loaded
on the wagon.” Mrs. Franklin told us a story that Tom Moss had
told her. Mr. Moss grew up in Tallulah Falls, eventually buying a
house that was built in the [ate 1800s by fricnds of the Moss family.
He could “remember many times that his mother fixed them lunch
or supper and teok them as children to walk up to the top of Rock
© Mountain.” Mrs. Franklin said: “They'd have their picnic supper
and view the sunset from there. That was the thing to do.”

Mary's hushand, Pete Franklin, used to visit Tallulah Falls reg-

Fete Franklin has been familiar
with Talfulal Falls sirnce his
chifefheod visits to the areq
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ularly when he was young. He told us: At that time [the hotels]
had guides to carry p:lnfies into the gufge [before the dam was
built], and that was part of their pastime—walking {rom one end
of the gorge to the other.” He also recalled another popular pastime
{or the tourists: “People mostly sat on the porches and rocked, They
enjoved that. 1 suppose it was a change. Most every hotel had
porches, because they didn't have air-conditioning then. They had
porches, and the people enjoved sitting out.”

After all these vears, not much is known about the Tallulah Falls
hotels and the people who stayed in them. Although it still stands,
the Glenbrook’s frame is now in mins, and the white paint is so
faded that it matches the trees and vines surrounding it. The vines
have grown up so much that it is almost impossible to see [rom
across the spring at the end of Spring Strect. Now, Dl'll_"f it and the
Moss House {owned by Tallulah Falls School) live on as reminders
of the resort hotel era.

P T e RO IR. T
Mm-' L A 3 s
The Glenbrook in its prime. Pete and Mary Franklin said, “The
Clenfirook was « beautiful building. s a shame it was allowed to just

deteriorate. The main part of it could be restored if someone had the
money and the time to put into it.”
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We do know, however, that the hotels played a major role in
the economic develepment of Tallulah Falls. We also know that
once the river was dammed and the gorge Booded, and the anto-
mobile began to make transportation to vacation spots farther north
easier, the area began to lose much of its original appeal and its
economic vigor. Like the Tallulah Falls Railway, the hotels have
long since gone, but through the presentation of this article we
hope this grand era will not be forgotten.
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Clayton
Boardinghouses

“Nearly every family . . . had rooms for boarders.™
—Fred Derrck

Om:e the railway opened up Tallulah Falls to crowds of visitors,
the rest of the county soon found itsell in the middle of a tourist
boom. In an article on tourism in the Atlanta fournal & Constitution
Magazine, Fred Dernick Explains why: “ A lot of folks didn't care
for the crowds and the higher prices at Tallulah Falls, and came
on up here,” he said. ‘Men who had to stay in Atlanta, Savannah,
Brunswick, and Jacksonville sent their wives and children for two
or three menths. Nearly every family in Clayton had rooms for
boarders, and a lot of summer visitors stayed on farms.” ™

A glance through notices and advertisements in back issues of
the Clayton Tribure reveals that over the years Rabun County had
almost sixty inns and hoarding establishments, usually named tor
the people who owned them: the Nicholson House, the Bleckley
House, the Bynum Iouse, the Dickerson [louse, the York House,
the Dillard House, the Earl House, and many more. These
brimmed with summer visitors who came to enjoy the relaxed pace,
temperate climate, and mountain seenery.

Hotel and boardinghouse events were always newsworthy, partly
because of their impact on the local economy and partly because
they werc a visible, vital strand in the social {abric, Not only were
the visitors a lively, interesting addition to the local population, but
their vacations would provide many jobs for inn owners, their em-
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ployees, and tradespeople. The Tribune frequently ran announce-
ments of new hotel constructions or improvements to the old ones,
of an old landmark that had gone up in flames, of who was staying
where and where they were from, of prospects for the corrent
season.

Frank Smith was county ordinary from 1937 to 1951. [n a brief
“Description of Rabun County™ for a 1943 report, he wrote: "The
sumimer-tourist business began to develop about 1908-1910, and
contined to increase until 1925 which was probably its best year.
The reaction from the Florida boom and the failure of the Manly
system of banks had a decidedly bad effect on this business for
several years. Revival was getting under way when the Great
Depression came along. ™

An article that appeared in the Tribune a month before the
stock market crash spelled out just how important tourist dollars
were to the local economy:

Most all of us know that the summer tourists business is the
greatest asset that we have but few of us have taken time to
gauge a fair estimate of just what it means.

... We asked [local busincsses, including drugstores, hotcls,
barbershops, filling stations, postal and telegraph clerks, ete.] for
an estimate of the increased reecipts from the 15th of June to the
15th of September—three months of business. . .. The folks in-
terested . . . have conservatively estimated their inereased receipts
.. . and the amount given lor the three months of the businesses
named [in the Clayton city limits only] amount to $117.000.°

Because receipts for taxis, saddle horses and ponies, cottage
rentals, local summer camps, and general stores were not included
{the latter becanse hotels spent much of their money with local
merchants and thus the figure they reported would have included
that amount), the editors of the Tribune estimated that the actual
figure for the Clayton area was probably more like $125,000. The
estimates of “several good business men” indicated that “the bal-
ance of the county would amount to as much as the receipts for
C]a}’ton." Thus, the Tribune's informal p{)l] revealed that summer
tourismn was worth a quarter of a million dollars to the county’s
economy—and those are 1929 dellars.
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How many tourists does that figure represent? A few wmonths
after discussing the county’s tourist receipts, the Tribune announced
in its fannary 23, 1930 issue that “The Government wants to know
how many visitors were here last year and how many tourists passed
through the county last year.” Neither the county ner local busi-
nesses kept records of the number of tourists either passing through
or stopping over in the county; because U.S. Forest Ranger Roscoe
Nicholson {“Ranger Nick™) was a local government official and a
man well known and liked in the area, the Forest Service asked
him te conduct an informal poll and come up with an estimated
number. That nurnber would include guests of hotels, anyone who
stopped even for an hour to eat a meal at a local eafé, or someone
passing through who paused long enough to eat a pienic lanch at
one of the springs. Ranger Nick concluded that there were “some-
thing like 50,000 guests in the county” in 1929. (Incidentally,
Ranger Nick's wife, Emma, would have offered their hospitality to
some of those guests at their boarding}muse, the Nicholson House.)

Visitors to the Clayton area were met there with as much en-
thusiasm as they would have been at the more tourist-oriented
Tallulah Falls, especially if they arrived on the train. Fred Derrick
recalled: “In suminer we had an excursion train every day. It went
up in the evening, spent the night at Franklin and came back next
morming. The Clayton Brass Band was always down at the depot
to play for the excursion. I never did learn much about music, but
to me it sounded mighty good. especially Fletch TIollifield’s part.
He blowed the big horn.”™ Local people tumed out in great numbers
to get a look at the visitors, particularly those who arrived on the
Sunday excursion trains.

People who came for more than a meal and a day of sightseeing
tended te stay for several weeks and then would often retum year
after year, for a month or two, often requesting to stay in their old
rooms, becoming a part of an extended family with a family's ec-
centricities and pleasures. While visitors are still welcomed to mo-
tels in the area that are now open year round, they are heve only
briefly, and no longer does the Clayton Tribune say about them,
as it did in Augnst 1927: “Many of them have been coming here
so long that we want to consider them a part of us und those who
have been coming longest seem to be the happiest when they

he

come, ”
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That cra of passenger trains and extended visits to the big
wooden hotels with their huge porches has vanished along with
nearly all of those hotels, although tourism is still a crucial part of
the area cconomy, gencerating about a third of its annual revenue.
Now, folks who want to stay longer than a few days generally stay
in their own second homesor those of fricnds, on one of the man-
made lakes or in other resort areas. No longer are there the same
kinds of opportunitics for visitors and local people to mix at dances,
concerts, or other events, or to spend long evenings talking and
rocking on porches.

Because there were far more boardinghouses during the early
tourist boom than we have space to cover, we have selected a few
representative ones to focus on. Most of these no longer operate
or even exist. But the stories of these establishments create an
unforgettable and charming picture of the ideal of recreation in a
more leisurely time.

—Julie Dickens, Mandy Cox, and Allison Adams

NOTES
1. Neal, Willard, “First Traim to Tiger.” Atlanta fournal & Constitution Maggzine, February 14,
{54500,
2. Smith, Frank A., “Briel Description of Babun County.™ April 6, 1843,
3. Clayton Tribuene, September 26, 1929,
4, Neal p 9
5. Clayton Tribune, August 18, 192T.
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The Blue Ridge Hotel
‘Home of the traveling man®

Mary tourists and even local people who drive down Clayton’s Main
Street every day to go to work, get something to eat, or even drag
town, probably never think about what used to sit where the furni-
ture store, clothes store, eraft stove, or harchoare store do now. Fina-
gine a hotel where some of the downtown businesses are note, on a
Muain Street that was just a dirt road. Mrs. Mildred Cannon Story
remembers when the Blue Ridge Hotel, the oldest hotel in town, sat
on Main Street and was known as the "home of the traveling man.”
The Blue Ridge was also one of the few hotels in Clayton—Mrs.
Story could remember only one other—that was apen year ronnd,
Originally owned by the Duncan family, who operated it as a trad-
ing post in the 1800s, near the turn of the century it was sold to
. Raleigh Cannon and his son, Cecil. They turned it into a hotel.
Mildred Story's wnother and father, John Henry Cannon and
Cetia Ann Dovilla Phifips Cannon, opened Cannon’s Store on Main
Street in Clayton in 1909, The store sat adjacent fo the Blue Ridge
Hotel. Around 1915 or 1916, they purchased the Blue Ridge from
Henry's uncle Raleigh and his son, Cecil. After John Henry Cannon
died in 1924, his wife and children carvied on both businesses. Mil-
dred Storyy lived at the Blue Ridge during her early chitdhood, rentil
her mother retired in 1945 or 1946 and the hotel was torn down.
Then she moved to Needy Creek along with her brothers and sisters.
Mildred Story taught school for forty years before she retired
A gifted storyteller and frequent substitute teacher, she and her
stories are still in demand at local elementary schools. Mrs. Story
has been interviewed by Foxfire many times, but never specifically
about the hotel her fumily ran. When we interviewed her in her
home, she greeted us all with a smife and made ws feel veny welcome.
As we walked from the kitchen into the living room, I asked her
about the little white notepad she carvied. She told us she had
written down some notes the night before. She began by telling us
some of her childhood stories and special things she remembered

among all the events that took place at the hotel
— Julie Dickens
Interciew and photographs by Julie Dickens, April Shirley,
Celena Rogers, and Jewell Murray. Historical photos courtesy of
Barbara Duncan, [. H. Cannon, and Mildred Story.



An em‘iy vieny uf the Blue Hidge Hﬂtef.

Now, Uncle Raleigh Cannon was a great hotel man. Cecil was
his son. They left here and took the Princeton Hotel in Atlanta,
which was across from the railroad station, where people would
come in and spend the night. Later, Cecil had the Henry Grady
Hotel, which was very exclusive at that time. When thev left here
[arcund 1915], my father bought the hotel.

Originally, the building was built as a trading post back when
the first settlers came into this area. It was made of logs. Then later
it was made to take in boarders and things like that. The hotel was
open all vear long, It was our home, and we lived there in the hotel
year round. We lived and ate with the boarders.

There were twenty-six guest rooms. Later there were about
cight fixed up above my daddy’s storc [which was next door to the
hotel], and there was a staarway by my daddy's store that went up
to those rooms. There were two rooms that had a double bed in
them, one room that had four beds, and the other rooms had two
wide beds. We had three bathrooms—one for each of the floors,
one upstairs and one downstairs. In each roomn, we had a washstand.
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In the washstand there was a glass bowl and a pitcher. The pitcher
was always full of water for washing. On the side of the washstand
was what we called a “slop jar,” where they put their waste water.
That was our job—to clean that up the next morning.

In the dining room, which was on the right-hand side of the
main lobby, there were three long tables that would seat twelve
people each. We had white damask tablecloths and napkins that
went with them. We also had two other tables that would sit six
people. Now sometimes the dining room would be full, and some-
times it wouldnt, but we always tried to [be prepared] in case
people came in.

On the other side of the hotel, the front room was what we
called the parlor. In there was the piano and two or three settees.
In the front room there was also a large office. In the office was a
desk and a sitting room where card tables were. I still have the bell
that was:in the hotel office. If you came in the office and no one
was there, then you'd tap that bell, and wherever we were, we could
hear it and come. [There was also a large dinner bell used at the
Blue Ridge to alert the guests that meals were being served. This
bell was also used to sound alarms. People in town knew that if
they heard that bell ringing at night that there was a fire, and they
immediately got up to go to it.]

The hotel sat on what is now the front part of the sidewalk [in
Clayton]. The hotel was built before the sidewalk was ever made.
We just had half of a sidewalk going up to the Blue Ridge Hotel.
Later my brothers and my mother had it jacked up, put props under
it, put it on logs, hitched chains to the back of the hotel and with
several trucks pulled it back enough to be on line so that the
sidewalk could be made solid in front of it like it is today. At that
time we put brick veneer in front of it. That [was] the third time
it had been veneered. First it was the logs, and then the planks
trimmed in blue [and then brick veneered].

After my mother had [the hotel] pulled back, she had a big
porch put in front. She always had rocking chairs, and anybody
could come in and sit and talk. She always enjoyed when people
came to visit. Women who came with their husbands to trade [at
Cannon’s Store] and got tired came up to the hotel and sat on the
porch. Anybody was free and welcome to come in and sit anytime
they wanted to.
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With twenty-six rooms, I would guess as many as fifty to sixty
people [could stay there]. We were not full all the time. In the
wintertime we didn’t have a great many people except those people
that made their living selling things to the store. The hotels in the
area were mostly summertime hotels. The Earl House, the Smith
House, and the Bynum House would have more guests than we
would in the summertime, with a hundred to a hundred and fifty.
There was one other hotel that was opened for twelve months a
year [as we were], and that was the Clayton Hotel.

At the foot of the hill where the rock house is now is where we
had a barn. When a carnival or a circus would come to town, my
daddy would rent [the lot to them]. People would go down there
to the circus. On the other side of the road was a high bank of dirt.
In the wintertime you couldn’t get across the road because of the
ruts and mud. You couldn’t walk across the street except down at
the corner. The marshall—what we called the police—would put
planks down there so you could walk across the street. If you wanted
to walk across to the other side of the street, you had to go down
to where the drugstore is now and go across.

We had four trains a day [that came through Clayton]. When
the Tallulah Falls Railroad came through the people would come
off the train and eat lunch. The conductor on the train would call
my mother somewhere down the road to tell her how many people
to prepare for. An old black man called Uncle Charlie—Uncle
Charlie Westmoreland—[worked for us]. Uncle Charlie would put
on his white starched coat and his white trousers and go down to
the depot station. He would ring the dinner bell and call [to] the
people and tell them that he was taking people to the Blue Ridge
Hotel for whoever wanted to eat. The price for a meal at that time
was seventy-five cents for a midday meal, which included two des-
serts, two meat choices, and five vegetables and fruit.

We always felt the main reason people came [to the Blue Ridge]
was the good eats. They weren't embarrassed [to eat their fill] since
they could reach and get what they wanted. Chicken and ham were
the favorite dishes, and as soon as the bowls were half-emptied
they were taken back to the kitchen and replenished. That was one
of the things that we advertised: “All you could eat for seventy-five
cents.” I think, looking back now, that that was the main reason
people came, because they knew they would get plenty to eat and
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a good variety of things at a good price. Of course, they enjoyed
the fireplace and the fellowship with the people that came there.
They would always find someone that was a friend to them.

Outside of town was my daddy’s farm. There was an apple
orchard up here. There was a barn on top of the hill where we
raised pigs and cattle. We also had a tract of land over in South
Carolina where they would take the cattle and let them run wild.
They would make their own way part of the year by eating acorns,
plants, and roots. Then in the fall of the year, he would bring them
in and fatten them up. That was where a lot of the meat came from.
He was also in the produce business. He would sell those to people
[in the store]. In the case of things like apples, oranges, beans, and
particularly tomatoes, they could be used at the hotel [if they did
not get sold].

Mother was a great canner. She could cut out the bad parts of
tomatoes or apples and can much of the leftover store produce to
be used at the hotel dining room. Sometimes we canned as many
as 500 half-gallons of vegetables in a season. We always canned 500
half-gallons of both peaches and apples and things like that. She
also used cabbage to make kraut and pickled some of the beans.
She made hominy from comn grains. Very little went to waste. I
never saw my mother idle. When she sat to rest, she was either
crocheting or stringing beans. It took a lot of beans to feed people
then. »

It is funny to me that chicken wings are a delicacy now. Back
then the guests ate the thigh, the leg, and the white meat. [Our
family] got what was left—now, it doesn’t mean we didn’t get some
of the good pieces, too—a lot of backs and wings! You couldn’t
buy chickens already dressed. My daddy bought chickens by the
coop. We killed the chickens, plucked them, and cut them up.
Behind the hotel there was a shack called the wash place where
the washing was done with two great big iron pots. We had to kill
the chickens by the wash place. I guess we did about twenty-five
at a time.

We couldn’t kill those chickens very long ahead, because they
wouldn’t keep with no electric refrigerators or freezers. [Instead
of ] electrical refrigerators like we have now, we had a great big
icebox. The icebox was homemade. Somebody made it out of wood
and put sawdust in the inside as an insulation. They lined it somehow



“This is wy father, Mr. | H. Cannon, standing in front of the hotel
in 19217 Mildred Stury said.

with some kind of metal and painted it. [It had] block ice in it to
keep it cold. It was paneled off so that the sawdust didn't get into
[the food or ice]. That's where we kept things that wouldn't keep
for too long. Mr. Ritchie had an ice plant down there across from
Kramway [grocery store]. He sold coal in the wintertime and ice
in the summertime. He had a delivervinan who had these great big
ice tongs which were used to carry the ice blocks. Every moming,
they loaded the ice on the wagons and delivered it to ditferent
people. There were certain homes and boardinghouses that would
get ice every day. The hotel would usually get 500 pounds of ice
every day. We could run down there and get ice all the time if we
ran out, particularly for iced tea and things like that. If people
wanted a soft drink, we had orange drinks and Coca-Colas. Those
were the bottled drinks, and they were kept in that great big old
icebox,

The tuel for the whole place—the cookstove and all—was wood.
Even in each of the guest rooms there were stoves. We had a wood
box in each room, which we had to keep full of wood. We had to
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keep a great big box in the kitchen behind the stove full of stove
wood. So it took a heap of stove wood to be able to have fuel.

The lights were not owned by the Georgia Power Company. A
local man, Mr. Tom Roane, owned the light and the telephone
company. When you went up to pay your light bill, Mr. Tom would
never come out and check your meter. He would always ask how
many light fixtures you had in your house. He charged you by the
number of lights in your house. We didn’t have light all the time.
We would have been in a fix if we'd had an electric refrigerator
like we have now. Any time of the day or night you could expect
the lights to go off. Sometimes they would stay off as long as two
weeks. So in each one of those rooms we had to keep a lamp. They
had to be washed, the wicks had to be trimmed, and the kerosene
[kept] full. In case the lights went off, you would just strike a match
and light the wick.

When the Georgia Power Company bought the light franchise
from Mr. Tom Roane, sixteen boys came and stayed at the Blue
Ridge Hotel while they were working on reconstructing the new
lines for the county. The power company paid for them to stay with
us, and every morning we would fix lunches for them to take with
them. My mother bought a mangle iron at this time for us to do
the ironing. We had a lot of things that had to be ironed, with
sixteen boys there. She gave it to me when my boys got older and
told me that I would need it.

There were eleven children in our family, so we all had our
jobs. The boys mostly worked in the store. My two older sisters
worked in the store, too. And the girls worked at the hotel. We
waited tables and washed dishes. We did not have dishwashers like
we do now. We had three cows that had to be milked twice a day.
Somebody had to do that, and the churning had to be done. We
all learned to do our part of the work because we couldn’t ever
have made a living if we'd hired everything done.

We did hire some people [to help in the hotel]. My father and
mother both loved people. They liked all races. We depended a
great deal on black help to help us. We had some very lovely people
that we felt dear to. Lizzy Dubois was about my age. I always felt
like she was my sister, because she was so close to my age. She
would come with her mother to work. We depended on her to do
the laundry, because it took a lot of sheets, pillowcases, and things
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like that. We had to wash and change the sheets daily. When the
boarders would move out, we would then have to take those sheets
off and wash them. The sheets were washed in a great big galvanized
tub out there in the back and then put in a big iron pot and were
boiled. This would boil all the dirt out and sterilize them. We then
rinsed them and put them®on the clothesline in the back to dry.
Then they had to be ironed before they were put back on the beds.

[To make the washing soap] my mother would take the grease
that accumulated from frying all of that chicken, let the dregs settle
to the bottom, and take that grease and boil it. She put lye in it to
make homemade soap. We would pour the hot liquid soap into
wooden boxes, then slice it into blocks after it cooled and hardened.
That soap would ruin your hands, but it would really make your
clothes come good and clean. It would bleach them just like Clorox
does now.

We depended on white people and black people to help us as
waiters and waitresses. We had a cook and usually a maid, though
she didn’t wait on us. Uncle Charlie was our butler. He lived with
us for quite a while, but he had a family living in Atlanta. They
lived at No. 9 Auburn Place. I remember that. He couldn’t read
or write, and I would write letters for him, and then I would read
letters for him when they came back.

I remember [one story in particular about] Uncle Charlie. There
was a boarder who was very particular, and his coffee was never
hot enough. Uncle Charlie would say, “I bet you I will get his coffee
hot enough today.” So he put the man’s coffee in one of those thick
cups and set it in the oven and heated it. When the man came for
breakfast that morning, Uncle Charlie had to handle that coffee
~ with a stove lifter to take it in there. The man looked up at him,
and Uncle Charlie said, “Dag jammit if that man didn’t drink that
coffee and it a-boiling.”

Some of the guests came on the train, and some came in their
cars. We used to have colder weather then than we do now. The
weather was so bad that you couldn’t leave water in your radiator
overnight. You had to drain those radiators every night. The next
moming it was Uncle Charlie’s job to go out and close up those
radiators. He would take warm water and put it in each one of
those radiators so that the cars would start and people would go
on their way.
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We didn’t have reservations at that time. We just knew to expect
~ so and so. There was an old man who lived at Tallulah Falls, and
his"wife had died. He also had only one child, who had also died.
So he came and boarded with us full time. We knew he would be
there.

[During the Depression, we had] a right good many guests. The
hotel business went on pretty much about the same. A good many
people who worked in town came in to eat lunch. At night we had
a lot of traveling people. We had traveling salesmen who came from
as far away as Atlanta who would make a whole week’s trip coming
up the road, up through Comelia, and all the stops through the
way. More of them came out of Gainesville than any place else.
The salesmen would often leave Gainesville on Monday morning,
coming up this way. They would usually stay all night in Comnelia,
and they came to our house usually on Tuesday nights. Salesmen
were called “drummers” then. There were certain drummers came
on Monday night, and they always had a special room that they
wanted. We saved the room for them. They would come here and
go out to [sell their merchandise at] what is now La Prade’s Camp
[on Lake Burton], and they would go to these smaller stores around,
and then they would go on up as far as Franklin and spend the
night again. They would come back and spend the night again, then
would go back home. That was their route for sales. [One such
salesman was Bill Chambers.] Mr. Chambers traveled for Carter
Grocery Company, I believe, and we always expected him on Mon-
day night. Then, he went on to Franklin and spent the night. We
expected him again on Wednesday night. He was always there. [We
came to know him as] “Uncle Bill.”

Of course, we had more people in the summer. During the
summertime, we had certain people who would come from Florida,
Tampa particularly, for a week or two weeks. During their stay
here, they liked to hike and sit on the front porch, listen and rock.
Nobody came much that didn't like to hike up to Black Rock. If
you couldn’t hike very much, you hiked as far as the reservoir here.
We didn’t have any picnic tables, but you thought nothing much
of taking your lunch and sitting on the ground and having a nice
picnic. There were more springs then. Places [where] I used to
find springs have dried up. I don’t know what it is, but one thing,
I think, is that we have cut too much of our forest so that the leaves
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do not fall to hold the water in. Another reason is I have seen the
population of Clayton grow from around 500 to what it is today
[about 1,613].

At night, some of them went off riding, or some of them dated.
We tried to have things to do for those who didn’t. One of their
things for amusement was to play set-back. It was a game that you
would play with cards. It is a real fun game, and sometimes I
remember there would be three tables set up with twelve people
playing.

My brother Gervace played the piano [in the parlor]. It was a
usual thing nearly-every night to have what we called singings.
These were for anybody who wanted to, and everybody was
welcomed.

There was a huge fireplace that was probably almost the size
of that wall over there. One tree would make two or three logs.
Uncle Charlie would bring those logs in and keep a fire. The fire
never went out in the wintertime. They roasted chestnuts in the
coals of the fire and popped popcormn. My daddy always had a big
barrel of cider. So that was the thing they had for refreshments.

Court week was always a busy time. We had court two times a
year. The Blue Ridge Hotel was the headquarters for the people
who came. They would come and stay all night or the whole week
in town. If the court was trying a case like a murder case that lasted
two or three nights, they always brought the jury to the hotel. My
daddy had furniture in his store, and they would get mattresses
and cots to put in this big room that had four beds. They put enough
in there to take care of twelve people, because they had to keep
them safe and so nobody got to them. There were two bailiffs that
stayed outside the room so that nobody would come. They would
eat three meals a day as long as the jury was in session.

Now that was a social time, as well as a time of trial. People
would come out from the country and bring their horses. My daddy
had hitching posts behind the store where they were always wel-
comed to hitch their horse. He also had a place where they could
camp back there sometimes for a whole week. The hotel was a
gathering place. One of the social things they did during that week
was they had an old-time fiddlers” convention. People from all over
the county and around would come and bring their fiddles. Usually,
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it was held at the courthouse. That was the meeting place of people.
They had fiddlers’ conventions there, and they had the box suppers
and singings, community singings.

Another thing they tried to plan sometimes—the Odd Fellows
Organization, particularly—was a womanless wedding, a wedding
in which the men were dressed like the women, the bridesmaid,
the bride, and all of that. They were all dressed as women, except
the preacher, of course. That was usually a lot of fun.

Another thing they used to try to do were benefit box suppers.
A girl would take a pretty good-sized box and decorate it beautifully
with crepe paper, flowers, and things like that. Sometimes when
she had a little tinsel, she’d put some on it to make it real pretty,
because the prettiest ones always got the most money. Then she
prepared a lunch of sandwiches, cakes, and things enough for two
people [and put it in the box]. They had a big table, and she brought
it and put it on the table. There would be piles of boxes there. Mr.
Luther Rickman used to auction off each one of the boxes. He’d
take it up and say, “Look at this pretty thing! Mmmm! Smells like
fried chicken! I think there’s chocolate cake, too!” And he went
along like that about what things people could maybe find inside
that box. And, “What do I hear bid on this?” And they would tell
how much they would bid for them. And he would say, “Ahhh, you
can do better than that! Let me have another bid.” Somebody else
would bid. And if two boys were liking the same girl (and sometimes
they’d do it on purpose), they would run it up ten cents or five
cents or what, till they'd keep running it on up until finally, he
would say, when it looked like the bidding was all gone, he’d say,
“Eight dollars once, eight dollars twice, eight dollars three times
and sold to so-and-so.” So, he got to eat that lunch with the lady
or the girl who had made the box.

Sometimes a box would go up as far as twelve dollars, and that
was a lot back then. Then that money was taken and given to worthy
causes. Sometimes, it was a project of the school that the state did
not pay for. [The state] only paid for teachers’ salaries then. Some-
times, it was for people who had had their house to burn down.
Sometimes, it might be somebody that was in the hospital and was
not able to pay their hospital bill. Sometimes, there were children
who had lost both parents. It was donated to worthy causes, but it
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also made a lot of fun and amusement for us young people, and
even the grown people, the old ladies and the old men, would do
that. It was quite an enjoyable thing.

At that time we had a town band. People would volunteer to
play. My brother played the trombone, another played the French
[horn], and somebody else Pplayed the drum. Lamar Green played
the trombone. Mr. Bill Long, who had a fancy grocery store up the
street where one of the Reeves buildings are now, played the cornet.
For entertainment they would go over to the public square where
the fountain is now and play all together. There was no building
there. There were sycamore trees all up the aisle. They put up rope
swings where children could go and swing. People would gather
there to hear the band playing.

The Blue Ridge was usually headquarters for the politicians,
and my mother would often be campaign manager for various can-
didates for state, district, and national offices. Richard B. Russell,
who was later United States senator from Winder, Georgia, would
come. A man by the name of Mr. Hardman was from Commerce,
Georgia. He ran for governor and was the governor of Georgia at
one time.

We celebrated Christmas [at the hotel with] a big Christmas
dinner, and we hung up our stockings. Usually the things we got
were toys, because my daddy stocked them in his store. Mostly,
though, we got things to wear.

Daddy also sold fireworks. Always on New Year's night, the
community knew that Henry Cannon would shoot all of the fire-
works he didn’t sell. He loved to take all the little tots or children
that didn’t have any money, go down the line, and give them a
Roman candle. He wouldn't let them have skyrockets, because they
were too dangerous. He would light them up. Those penny fire-
works went to the little children, because they could handle them.
They would light them and throw them in the street. The older
boys would set off the bigger skyrockets, and there was nothing on
the other side [of the street] so they wouldn’t catch anything on
fire. The bigger firecrackers went to the older children. He would
always empty his store of firecrackers. If he had a bad year and
there were a lot of fireworks, then he would put them out there,
and people knew that they were welcome to come and take part




Clayton Boardinghouses 133

in it. I don't think you could do a thing like that today. I am afraid
you couldn’t. People liked to have fun in a good safe way, and they
liked to watch out for all the children. People loved children—
seems like more than they do now.

I had a home wedding in 1933, and I was married in what was
the office at the Blue Ridge Hotel. There was a winding staircase,
and [ came down those steps. Roses were in bloom that time of
year, and I remember going to Duggan’s Hill and getting white
roses that just hung over the banks all the way down. We used
baskets filled full of home-grown roses for decoration, and my
wedding dress was homemade white crepe. {Because] my father
had died by that time, I came down the steps with my oldest brother
escorting me. We had some chairs in there, and my family was in
the background. After the ceremony, we went to Cormelia to eat.
The Depression [cconomy] was so bad, that was our honevmoon.

In the late 19305, Mrs. Story’s brother, Horace Cannon, and
his wife became owners of the store. Her mother, Mrs. Celia Cannon,
continued running the Blue Ridge Hotel until about 1945 or 1946
when she retired and the hotel was closed,

My mother had hoped, atter she reared her children, to get out of
the hotel business. She had a yearning desire to build a house on
top of this hill up here. All the time, if she could she would put a
little extra money aside. During World War II she couldn’t build
at all, because all the supplies were used for our military personnel.
After the war she had started to build it, but building materials had
gone up so high that she didn't think she could afford to build it
like she wanted to. My brother Gervace was in service and didn't
ever marry. He told her that he would help her build it. The two
of them built the house, and when she moved up there they tore
the hotel down and put in store buildings on Main Street.

You hate to see your old home place go {but] I was really
happier, because my mother was going to have a place she was not
going to have to constantly spend on. Wheu your plumbing fixtures
get old, therc is never a week that passes that you don't have a
plumber in. And the house was so big to heat. I was real happy
that she could come up here and have steam heat. From my father’s
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farm she gave me a lot where my home is built. The onc next to
me wernt to my brother Gunfdce and he didn’t have a wife so he
rented it. To my brother Horace she gave about three acres ad-
joining. All up Needy Creek she gave all the children a house place.

L
v

The Dickerson House

I just kept adding a bedroom or two"
I have lived in a community called Wolffork Valley near Rabun
Gap, Georgia, and attended Wolffork Baptist Church going on four
years now. At church I have seen an elderly man with a smile that
radiates from a joyful heart. He sings in the choir and is a very
active participant in the church. I never knew his name until |
started collecting the previous Foxfire magazine articles he has
appeared in. His name is Isaac Terry Dickerson, and his family
operated a boardinghouse in Wolffork Valley for more than fifty
years.

We were not alle to call and schedule an interview with him
about his family’s boardinghouse because Terry, who is in his nine-
ties, does not hear very well. We just went to the Dickerson House,
and standing at the front door was Terry-—very surprised and
happy to see us. After I told him who we were, he put his arm
around me and smiled from ear to ear.

Terry invited us onto the porch and took us on a tour inside
anel outside the Dickerson House. The house is ¢ maze of sixteen
bedrooms fitted together like a puzzle and what seems like a hundred
doors. Many of the rooms are not much larger than the beds they
hold, and their walls are narrow, horizontal tongue-and-groove
boards. It's obuious that the guests spent most of their time on the
upstairs aned downstairs porches, rocking and talking and, as Terry
told us, telling jokes. From the porches, we could look out over a
faerrou Crffgk fﬂwﬂr[f t}lﬁf&.’ﬂ{:ﬁ(f G[?mﬁﬁ'gd [Ind I}'ﬂm ﬂﬂ(i hlﬁ hgyﬂﬂd.
From the Dickerson House front yard, Wolffork Valley looked like
one big farm. During our tour, Terry showed us posteards, things
hie had made, and items he had collected through the years. He also
talked about his experience of running « boardinghouse with his
tnother and sisters for more than half a century.

The Dickerson House in Wolffork Valley, Rabun Gap, Georgia,
was a resort hotel from the early 19205 until 1973, when the Dick-
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ersons retired. After their retirement, Miss Mimi Dickerson (Rabun
Gap's former postmistress ), Miss Arizona Dickerson, and their bach-
clor brother, Terry, lived together in the long, rambling house. For
many years, their other sister, Mrs. Lucy York, owned and operated
the Cold Springs Inn, another resort hotel in the valley.

Miss Mimi died in 1989, Miss Arizona in 1987, Mrs. Lucy lves
in Clayton at the Mountain View Convalescent Center. Now, in
1991, Terry Dickerson, aged ninety-two, divides his time between
a local retirement home and his family's place, where he still goes
onwann afterncons to mow his grass. He stifl gets his own groceries,
nuns errands, and visits with a few other people, driving his truck
wherever he needs to ge. Terry has never married, and now that
most of his immediate family has died, he gets lonely. He told us
that it wasnt easy living by himself: “It's not a complete life one
by himself We're here to mix and mingle, and one’s life is not
compete without it.”

Now, every time [ see Terry, he is always as warm and friendly
as the first time I formally mei him on the porch of the Dickerson
House. Writing this chapter has made me reflect that all the people
we see every day walking down the streer or even sitting in our
church cheirs have a story to tell. Without Foxfire, I might never
have known Terry Dickerson's story of the Dickerson House, and
I also would not have made a new friend

Ouver the years, Foxfire students have interviewed all of the
Dickersons, most frequently Terry and Miss Arizona Dickerson.
Miss Arizona did the Dickerson House cooking and was an invalu-
able informant when we were preparing Foxfire’s Book of Wood
Stove Cookery (1981} and The Foxfire Book of Appalachian Cook-
ery (1984; rpt. 1992). This article is composed of several interviews
conducted somne years apart with Terry and Arizona Dickerson, inter-
views originally gathered for a Foxfire class, then expanded and used
in Foxfire's Book of Wood Stove Cookery. The last part of this
article is devoted to Miss Arvizona’s recipes that were featured in Wood
Stove Cookery and The Foxfire Book of Appalachian Cookery.

~fulie Dickens

Interviews and photos by Kim Hamilton, Dang Holcomb,
Rosanne Chastain, Tammy Hicks Whitmire, Kim Foster, Matt
Alexander, Hope Loudermilk, Heather Scull, Scott Dick,
Tammy Henderson, Al Edwards, Julie Dickens.
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My daddy was born over at the feot of the Blue Ridge Gap on
the Persimmon side. My mother was born right over here [Wolffork
Road]. She was a Keener,

I was born here [in Rabun County] and I've staved in the same
house all my life. T was bom in 1899, There were nine of us [chil-
dren] in my family, but just six of us lived to adulthood: [Melton,
Miriam {Mimi), Lucy, Jim, Arizona, and me).

The Dickerson family lived in a small log cabin near the site of the
present Dickerson House when the six children were small. Their
father, a carpenter, decided to build a larger house for them, but
he had not the intention at that time of making their new home
into a hotel. The lumber for this house came fram trees grown on
their land. Mr. Dickerson and his sons, Terry, Melton, and Jim, cut
them and had them sawed into boards at the nearby Sylvan Lake
sawmill. Terry told us, “We started with o thirty-foot span,” which
includes the present kitchen, dining room, pantry, and hallway.
Terny added sections through the years and made it the large place
it &5 now.

My father was a carpenter and helped build some of these
houses around here in Wolffork Valley. He worked for a dollar a
day! When my dad was alive—that was before 1912—he would
get Mother up at four every moming. He was a worker! Had to
work to live. She’d come in the kitchen and start her breakfast, and
Dad would come up to the barn, feed his cattle, horse, and sheep,
and he'd come back and wake all of us kids up to eat breakfast
with them. We'd all eat together.

He started this house some time before 1910. He had just got
that thirty-foot span in the middle of the house [finished], and he
went across the Blue Ridge Gap to haul logs and get lumber off
the land to finish the rest of our house. He got sick one evening,
so he stopped over at some relatives” home and went to bed. He
died that night from a ruptured appendix. That was February 11,
1912,

When we first moved in, we didn't have any [indoor] bathrooms.
We had no electricity until about 1948. Nobody in this valley did
because the power line wasn't run up here till then. We used candles
and kerosene oil lamps. We've still got a few of them left.
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We operated this house herc without a refrigerator for all those
years. We had a mountain spring way up on the hill there, and i
built a concrete trough in our milk room [a porchlike room behind
the kitchen]. That trough's about two feet wide and eight or nine
feet long. It's about an inch and a hall deep and fifteen inches wide
over where they kept the butter, cream pitcher, and little small
things in the cold water. That water stayed around forty-three de-
grees all the time. Then we'd set small jars in a section that's a
little deeper, and on down further we had big crocks—two- to
three-gallon chums with buttermilk, pickled beans, kraut, and sweet
milk. That kept our stuff, and we did without refrigerators.

Finally we got electricity and bought a deep freeze and a re-
frigerator, but this old boy here is still used to that cold water! It'll
keep stufl just as good as a refrigerator. The water comes in here
and pours out a little pipe I've got for an overflow. There’s never
been any ice in that water. All through the wintertime, this water
comes in and goes out twenty-four hours a day; so there’s never
any ice accumulated here. That was cheap refrigeration, wasn't it?
I built that trough when I was probably fifteen or sixteen years old.

We were curious to know how the Dickersons got into the hotel
business. Terry related the story:

Mimi's [former] schoolmate at Rabun Gap Industrial School [Rabun *
Gap-Nacoochee School now}, Carrie Kay, started our business.
When she was still in school, she and eight or ten of her friends
would come up here in a two-horse wagon with tubs and buckets.
They'd pick blackberries on that hill up yonder and haul therm back
to the school.

Carrie finished school and went to teaching, but her nerves
went bad. The doctors said, “You're gonna have to quit and take a
rest,” and Canie wanted to come back here to rest. We let her
come, and hefore she got her rest period over, her father and mother
was up here and maybe two or three of the neighbors, and that
started our business.

Melton, Miriam, and Lucy finished high school at Rabun Gap-
Nacoochee School. Jim and Arizona finished seventh grade at Wolf-
fork and didn’t go any further. Jim went to farming. 1 attended
Bleckley Memorial Institute in Clayton for several vears. The school
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there burned and was not rebuilt. [The students had to find other
schools.] I heard about a new school down near middle Georgia,
Monroe A&M School in Walton County, and I transferred down
there.

It was a boarding school, and there were about as many boys
as there were girls there. The University of Georgia sponsored a
lot of that program over there at A&M. We specialized in growing
some crops just to test. I also remember we did some work with
carpentry and building. [Since then] I've put roofs on houses and
I've repaired things. I finished there in 1924. [About then, we
started our business.]

Arizona stayed home and helped Mother with the cooking [for
the Dickerson House].

Arizona Dickerson: Rooms were about twelve dollars and fifty
cents a week. I know it wasn’t much, but things were cheap back
then. We had some people who stayed two weeks, some two months,
and a very few would stay three months. We would open about the
first of June and close the middle of September—be open about
three and a half to four months a year. In October, we’d sometimes
let them come back for the weekend to see the leaves turning.

We cooked and served three meals a day to all the guests staying
here—breakfast at seven-thirty, dinner at twelve noon, and supper
at six. And we didn’t miss them hours by many minutes at any time.
I always tried to cook things and make ‘em look pretty. I knew
they'd eat it. Folks eat with their eyes anyhow.

Terry: We raised most of the food we served—vegetables, meat,
milk, eggs, and butter. We grew a flock of chickens, and me and
two young girls we hired to help us each summer would get out
and kill and clean about three fryers every day.

Arizona: We milked three or four cows and got a lot of milk.
We had to churn every day. I'd get up at the break of day and get
out in the garden and hoe until time to start breakfast. Then I'd
go after supper and hoe until the gnats run me out of the garden.
You know, you can grow a lot of carrots and beets in a little row.

Terry: We just served out through this serving window. The
girls in the kitchen would set the big bowls [of food] up there, and
they were served on the table family-style.

They got the system started that whenever anyone got up from
a table after a meal, he would bring his plate, his cup, and his




Clayton Boardinghouses 139

“We all had responsibilities every day, morning, and night. Brother fim
wes a little older than I, and he would go to the barn and help over
there. I had to took after the stovewood box, and night never caught me
behind but a very few times. You know, kids are afruid of the dark, and [
had to go out in the dark ond feel around for some wooed a time or fwo.
Nowadays you just have to tum a knob for cooking or heating, hut T still
like to burn wood and cut wood.”

dishes and set them on the ledge. We could get the dishes when
we wanted to. Everybody got into that habit. That was a awful
helpful habit. That was a blessing for us. The guests didn’t mind.
They just fell in line—lived like a [amily.

Lord, it's a job, cooking. One can't do it all. I have a time of
cleaning pots. 1 cook vegetables, and it takes a long while, you
know. And then I get them on [the stove] and get busy. T don’t
know any more about them, because [I am deing something else.
Then they are] bumnt and already dry, and I have to run and clean
the pot. A cook needs to be around the stove, but when you're
doing everything like mowing grass, cutting wood, visiting with
people, it's hard to do. A cook has got to stay pretty close around.

Many of the rooms in the Dickerson House have been closed off
now. The beds are covered with handmade Guilts or spreads and
look ready for the next season’s guests. Terry showed us through
the house, pointing out things he had made.
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Terry rernembered, “When Dad and us boys used to go cut wood, Dad
would say, 'Boys, don't you hack on this good timber. If you want

to huck, get over there on that rough stuff.” " Terry soon learmed how

to make things out of both “good timber” and “rough stuff,” including
this chair and bench of mountain laurel—a particularly ornery and
strong-willed type of wood.

Terry: I made quite a lot of the furniture in the house. I built
the shelves and chairs and two single beds. I also designed the bins
where we keep all the silver and glasses. J. H. Smith {{former prin-
cipal of Bass High and Tech High in Atlanta] helped me muke
those five cabinets up there during the thirties.

When the tormado came through here in ‘32, it blew down those
big trees on the side of the mountain, We hauled those logs down
almost to Clayton and sawed them and brought the wood back.
That’s what those flour hins are made of—that white oak lumber.

A man who knew one of our guests printed up some postcards
for us. That's the only advertisement we ever had, because the
people [who stayed here] done that for us. It was all done by lip
service and them using their tongue. They would advertise our
place, and I just kept adding a bedroom or two.

People would come up here to Rabun County on the Tallulah
Falls train and get a taxi from the train station to our place. While
they were staying here they didn't go off much. They didn't even
oo as far as Mountain City to the square dance. They just wanted




Clayton Beardinghouses 141

This Dickerson House postcard was the only udvertisement they had
besides word of mouth. Terry told us when he was very busy he'd send
these to let people knoww if he “had aceommodations.”

to eat and talk and walk. One of the ladies [a Mrs. Wilhide from
South Carelina], who eame for about ten or twelve years until her
death, would get up every moming and walk about three or four
miles around the lcop of this valley down by cur brother Jim’s place
and back by the church and coine in here for seven-thirty breakfast.
She’d whistle for the dog, get her stick, and go off by herself. She
didnt want anvone with her that she'd have to wait on.

We had an old bachelor from Atlanta who came up here. He
was planning to marry a little Scottish lady. They came up here—
before they were married—when they bad to have a chaperone
and stayed for about a month, T guess. Then they were married.
That couple came up here for bventy-seven years for July and
August on their vacations. He finally died, and I don’t know if little
Betty went back to Scotland or not.

We had [as a gaest] a Canadian lady who had moved down just
below Tampa, Florida. She had lost her husband real early in life,
and she never did marry again. Somcbody took her the news down
there about this place. She wrote for a reservation one time, and
we accepted her. She chose alittle single room up here next to the
back, right in the comer. So she come up here and stayed about
two months every vear on that one reservation. She'd get here about
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six-thirty or seven in the evening. The last time she came, I was in
the bed and I heard a car drive up and stop. She got out. She had
on hard heel shoes—not high heels—and you could hear her little
short steps on that concrete. She pecked on the door. [It was late
enough that] I had to have the light to see to get dressed to go out.

[She said,] “Aren’t you going to let me in?” I said, “Just a minute,
Mrs. Hodge.” When I got to the screen door, she said, “Where are
you going to put me this time?” I said, “Well, you're early. You
can have the same place.” “Well, that’s just good enough.”

And she stayed in that little room as long as she came here—
twelve or fourteen years. She never did write and tell us she was
coming. She knew when we opened, and when the first of June
come she was right here. She was the nicest person you ever met.

We had a few little incidents when we had to call down some
guests. We had three or four young ladies—I imagine they were
teenage girls about eighteen or nineteen years old—one time from
South Carolina that were staying in the bedroom above the dining
room. They had finished school, and they might have come up on
their own, or their family may have sent them up. They acted like
eight- or ten-year-old girls, jumping from one bed to the other.
They were having fun over there, but some of the guests that were
staying back there couldn’t sleep. So we had to get onto that bunch.

We had three tables in there [in the dining room]. We had two
ladies here from South Carolina. They brought cigarettes with them.
They would finish their meal and sit there till they'd smoked two
cigarettes. They would shake the ashes in a plate, cup, or whatever
they had. We couldn'’t clean the tables up and do our work with
them sitting around and them puffing on two cigarettes right after
their meal. We had to wait in the kitchen until they got through
in the dining hall, and they would puff away and tell a joke and
laugh. It took ten or fifteen minutes to use up a cigarette. They
didn’t realize what they was a-doing. J. H. Smith, he stayed up on
the second floor upstairs. He come the first of May until school
started. So, we talked it over with him and he said, “Let me handle
it as a neighborly deed.” So we just said, “Mr. Smith, if you have
an idea, go to it. You are living at home here.”

So he wrote a sign and hung it up there right up against that
wall for us: “NO SMOKING IN THE DINING ROOM.” Those ladies
- noticed it the first time they went by there. They came to the
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The dining room, with the serving window to the kitchen on the right.

service ledge in there where the people sat their things up on this
ledge for the lady in the dining hall. Those ladies came in there
one day after they finished their meal and put their elbows up on
the ledge. You never heard such a pitiful noise, both of them
apologizing, almost crving. They never thought what they was
a-doing to our system,

Lord, 1 don't see how people smoke two packs of cigarettes a
day, That's two or three dollars a day in and out of vour mouth.
That is extravagant and harmful, too. Lots of business places are
loaded up with butts around the door, so they must obey the rule,

Then along later on, we had a lellow by the name of Coleman
and his wife. They were up in their years—about sixty or so. They
brought a radio along with them, and they got in the habit of wanting
to hear the eleven o’clock news at night. We had our house already
trained that ten o'clock was time 1o pull the light out. I heard the
radio down the hallway at eleven, and I got up and went to the
switch [fusebox] in there and pulled the switch on them. I left it
of(maybe just a few seconds; then I pushed it back in and everything
was quiet. I never said a word, and then I heard that man say,
“Something’s wrong with that radio. Keep it going. Keep it gDiLl‘g."
I pulled the switch again. The next moring they were just about
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One af the guest bedrooms. Note the tongue-and groove walls, and the
size of the room.

ready to leave. They came for two weeks, and they did finish out
their vacation, though. But they were disturhing all of this house
b}’ waiting for the eleven o'clock news to come on. When he went
to bed after he heard the news, he probably couldn’t sleep; so he
wonld be hetter off to have went to bed at ten.

I have gone to hed a lot ol times [after sitting a while] out there
on the front porch. There would be a crowd sitting there talking
and laughing, and they would see me go in there and pull my light
out. [ wonld turn in pretty early—as soon as we got the kitchen
cleaned up—and 1 guess [ was in bed by about eight-thirty. And
when ten could come, thev'd say, “Ten o'clock. Mr. Terry wants
to sleep.” You would hear them going upstairs like squirrels.

Although they have been closed for years, Terry told us he still
vels requests for reservations:

I had a letter from a lady who wanted to come up here for her
vacation. She was last here in 55, which would be over twenty-five
years ago. She's from some place around central Florida. She said
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Leaning against a homemade crocheted rag rug, Terry reminisces
with fulic Dickens.

{vegetables )
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Arizona, Mimi, and Terry atways gove their guests a good send-off.

it gets so hot down there and she was by herself, so she wanted to
come up and spend some time this snmmer if she could get away
up here. She says she can’t drive—she’s quite old now—but some
{ricnds will bring her. We had to write and tell her that we quit
the business. You can’t keep up with the clock when you get your
three score and ten, plus some more.

Even after his retirement, Terry still enjoys visiting and joking
with people:

There is this lady that T know. I don't know if she’s an old maid
or lost her hushand, but she's above a middle-aged lady. Every time
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I go out Lo the Clayton convalescent home to visit my sister Lucy,
this lady sees me a-coming and she gets close to the door and shakes
hands with me. Then she says, “You ever got married yet?” I said,
“No, [ just love them all and patch them up!!”

Menus and Recipes

Relaxing and eating were two of the main pursuits of guests in
Rabun County hoardinghouscs. Visitors enjoved food that was fresh
and locally grown, cating heartily and well out of the establishment’s
garden. Often cven the poultry and meats had been raised and
preserved on the premises. Though the menus might vary with the
inclinations of the proprictor, boardinghouse fare was abundant,
often consisting of at least two meats (very often chicken, with ham
or pork or heef), several dishes of good garden vegetables (many
of them cooked with a streak of lean bacon or other meat scasoning),
bread, dessert, relishes, and jellies. Foxfire's Book of Woodstove
Cookery included the following sample menus gathered from some
of the best cooks in Rabun County. These menus were designed
for [amilics, not boardinghouses, and therefore have fewer items
than guests would find in boardinghouses. A daily boardinghouse
dinner or supper would probably have come closer to the special
ment that families would serve on Sunday or holidays. The different
dishes on these menus can be combined in many wavs to produce
any number of good meals.

Breakfast
Egyus
Sausuge or ham
Crits and gravy
Biscuits, butter, and jelly

Egg omelet

Fried ham or sausage or bacon

Com bread or biscuits or Iritters or biscnit pone

Honey, sorghum syrup, blackberny jam, or other jellies or jams
Applesance

Milk and colfee
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Other foods served for breakfast lnclude
Cornmeal mush

Buked fruit

Fresh creamed comn

Berries and cream

Noonday and Evening Meals
Pork tenderlonin
Rice or dressing or fried potatoes
Green beans or turnips and greens
Sauerkrant
Blackberry pie

Cured ham, sliced

Squash

Buoiled okra

Sweet peppers and onions
Mashed potatocs

Fried apples

Cured ham and red-cye gravy
Baked sweet potatoes and butter
Chicken and broccoli casserole
Rice and gravy

Peas

Applesauce

Fried chicken

Stewed or [ried apples

Creen bCEUIS ar PﬁaS ar ngCHS
Com

Corn bread or biscuits and gravy

PPork chops, fried or baked
TFried green tomatoes
Potatoes

Biscuits and gravy
Pcaches
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Sunday dinner has always been a special lime for families in
this part of the country. The cooks would have one or bwo menus
that they would generally follow for the Sunday meal or for
special oceasions such as holidays. A special dinner menn might
consist of:

Fried chicken and gravy, ham, or turkey

Stewed or mashed [nish potatoes or sweet potatoes, if available
Boiled corn, en or off the cob

Green beans or lima beans or white half-rinner heans

(ther vegetables from the garden, as available

Cooked apples or applesauce

Comm bread and/or biscuits

Pie, cobbler. or a special laver cake

Miss Arizona shared with us many of the following recipes and
menns she used to serve to the twenty or more guests three times
a day fromw late spring through early September when “cold weather
would run them oftf.”

Pepper Relish

I pallon red sweet peppers 2 cups sugar

1 gulon green sweet peppers 2 cups vinegur

1 eup chopped celery 3 tablespoons suft
! enp dived sweet apples Spices, if desired

!} enp elived onions

Dice“the peppers. Pour bailing water over the peppers. celery,
apples, and onions, and let stand for a few minutes. Drain off. Add
sugar, vinegar, salt, and spices and cook nntil apples, peppers, and
celery are tender. Stir often and blend well. Seal in canning jars.
Process 10 minutes in boiling water bath.
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White House Relish

12 green sweet peppers 2 cups vinegar
12 red sweet peppers § 2 pups supar
12 omions 3 tablespoons salt

1 cabbuge, ground fime

Chop peppers and onions up into small pieces. Add cabbage and
cover with boiling water. Let stand 5 minutes. Drain. Add vinegar,
sugar, and salt. Beoil 5 minutes. Seal in canning jars. Process 10
minutes in boiling water bath.

Chicken and Dumplings

I chicken 3 to & tablespoons flour
Y cup rendered chicken fat Satt and pepper to taste

Stew the chicken in water to cover, then remove from the broth:
cut it up and keep warm. Mix other ingredients together and pour
into 3 or 4 cups of broth, stirring constantly over heat until it
thickens slightly, and hegins to boil.

Yo cup sifted flonr 1 eag
2% teaspoons haking powder e cup mitk
Y teaspoon saft

To make the dumplings, mix dry ingredients. Add egg and milk
and beat. Drop by small spoentuls into the boiling chicken gravy,
Cover pot tightly and cook 15 minutes. Do not remove lid while
dumplings are cooking. The steam is necessary for them to be light.
To serve, spoon out dumplings and gravy together with chicken
inte dish.
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“Riz" Biscuits

! package dry yeast 2% enps four

1 cup warm buttermifk I teaspaon saft

¥ teaspoon haking soda 2 tablespoons sugar or more, if
Y eup lard desired

Preheat oven to 425° F. Mix yeast in warm buttermilk. Add soda.
Cut the lard into the dry ingredients, Slowly mix liguid mixture
into dry ingredients. Roll out on deugh board. Cut out biscuits. Let
stand long encugh to rise {or until a lightly pressed fingertip leaves
a slight impression in biscuits}. Then bake about 12 minutes {until
lightly browned) in preheated oven. YIELD: 24 biscuits.

Sweet Potato Soufflé

I cupr sweet milk 2 eggs, separated

1 tablespoon butter or margarine [ teaspoon nufmeg

2 tablespouns sugar Y oup raising

Y teaspoon salt Y eup chopped nuts

2 eups mashed cooked sweet 5 wmarshmallows, if desived
preatoes

Preheat oven to 330° F. Scald milk. Add butter, sugar, and salt.
Stir until butter is melted. Add to sweet potatoes. Stir until smooth,
Beat yolks and whites of eggs separately. Stir yolks inte petato
mixture, and then add nutmeg, raising, and nuts. Fold in stiffly
beaten whites and pour into buttered haking dish.

If desired and obtainable, arrange & marshmallows over the top.
Bake in preheated oven for 20 to 25 minutes or until set. Usc as
main course or dessert. YIELD: 6 servings.
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Applesauce Cake

2 teaspoons baking soda I teaspoon ground cloves
2 cups applesauce -‘ i teaspooti selt

2 cups sugar L4 teaspoons Aulmey
1 sticks butter » I tablespoun cinnarmon

2 pogs I cup chopped pecuns

3 cups plain flour I cup raisins

I teaspoon buking powder

Preheat oven to 300° F. Add soda to applesauce and set aside.
Combine sugar, butter, and eggs and mix well. Beat in dry ingre-
dicnts except the nuts and raisins. Add applesaunce, nuts, and raisins
and mix well. Pour into a greased and Houred tube pan and bake
in preheated oven for an hour and a hall. Cool before removing
from pan.

No-Fail Coconut Pound Cake

This cake may be prepared and frozen for a later date. Freezing
gives it o maoist texture.

2 oups flour 5 or 6 eggs

I reaspoon buking powder 1 cup milk

¥ teaspoon sl 1 cup grated coconut

1% cups shortening I teblespoon coconut flavoring

BY cups sugor

Preheat oven to 325° F. Sift tozether tlour, baking powder, and salt
twice and set aside. Cream together the shortening and sugar; add
eggs, one at a time, beating well after each addition. Add fiour
mixtnre and milk alternatelv to creamed mixture, beating contin-
nously. Mix in coconut and coconut Havoning last. Four batter into
a greased and floured tube pan and bake in preheated oven for 1
hour and twenty-five minutes.
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Scotch Cake

2 cups flour Yo cup buttermitk

2 cups sugar 2 epps

Y cup butter 1 teuspoon bﬂking soda
Y cup vegetafle oil I teaspoon cinnamon

4 tablespoons coova I teaspoon vanilla

I eup water
fcing for Scotch Cake [recipe follows)

Preheat oven to 350° F. Combine flour and sugar. Mix butter, oil,
cocea, and water in a saucepan; bring to a rapid boil and pour into
flour and sugar mixture. Mix well. Add buttermilk, eggs (one at a
time}, soda, cinnamon, and vanilla, Mix well. Pour batter into two
greased and floured 9-inch layer pans or a greased and floured 13
x 9-inch sheet cake pan. Bake in prebeated oven for 30 minutes.
When cool, frost.

[CING FOR S5COTOCH CAKE

e cup margaring I box confectioners’ sugar
Y cup cocou I cup chopped pecans
& tablespoons milk I cup flaked coconut

1 teaspoon vanilly

Cream together margarine and cocoa. Add milk and vanilla. Stir in
confectioners’ sugar and mix thoroughly. Last, add pecans and
coconut.
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Quick Gingerbread

2% cups four 2 eggs, well beaten
2 fegspoons baking sodg Y eup supar

% teaspoon salf A I cupr rnodasses

I teaspoon cinngmon g Y cup vegetable oil
T teaspoon ginger £ ety boiling water

Y teaspoon ground cloves

Preheat oven to 350° F. Sift flour, soda, salt, cinnamon, ginger, and
cloves together twice. Set aside. Combine heaten eggs, sugar, mo-
lasses, and oil. Mix well. Add to drv ingredients and blend. Add
boiling water and stir until smooth. Pour inte oiled shallow baking
pan. Bake in preheated oven for 40 minutes.

Top-of-the-Stove Cookies

4 tablespoons cocon ‘2 cup peanut fnetter

2 eups white suger 3 cups quick-cooking catmeal
1 stick margarine Pincl salt

% onpr milk I teaspoon vanilla

Put cocoa, sugar, margarine, and milk into pan on top of stove.
Heat 2 minutes. Add peanut butter, oatmeal, salt, and vanilla. Lay
a sheet of waxed paper on the counter and drﬂp the cookie mix b}-‘
spoonfuls onto the paper. As the mixture cools, the cookies will
harden and be ready to eat.
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Layered Cheese and Apple
Salad

1 small package temon gelatin I teaspoon sugar

2 cups botling water 3 ounces cream cheese, softened
1'% tablespoons lemon juice e cup broken walnut meats

I feaspoon salt Lettuce

I medium red apple, cut into Mayonouise

Yeinch dice

Dissolve gelatin in boiling water. Add 1 tablespocen lemon juice and
the salt. Chill until slightly thickened.

Combine apple, sugar, and remaining lemon juice. When gelatin
mixture is slightly thickened, fold diced apple into hall of it. Tum
into mold. Chill until firmn.

Beat remaining gelatin with rotary beater until it is the con-
sistency of whipped cream. Fold in cheese and nuts. Pour over firm
first layer. Chill until firm. Serve in squares on crisp lettuce. Garnish
with mayonnaise. YIELD: 8 servings.
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Whi&a the Rabun County boardinghouse boom is over, each year
thousands of tourists stay in local motels and parks. And several
special establishments still serve as links to times gone by,
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{,fen Efla bpﬂﬂgs
Clen-Ella Springs was constructed in 1875 as o homeplace for Glen and
Elle Davidson on e 600-acre tract of land near Tallulah Falls. In 1890,
and later in 1905, they expanded their home fo take in paying guests.
Cuests visited the inn because of the mineral springs there and the
Davidsons” hamne-grown food.
With the decline in touriem in the 1920s, Glen-Ella ceused operation as
an inn. The huilding remained in the Davidson family until the 1950s,
after which it passed through the hands of several owners. The inn and
seventeen acres of lund were purchased in 1983 by Barrie and Bobby
Ayeock, who restored and reopened Glen-Ella Springs for guests in 1987
The sixteen-room inn, now listed on the National Register of Hisforic
Places, draws guests from around the country with its charm and quiet,
secluded setting,
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The Diflard House
Though the Dillerd family has been in the business of providing boarding
facilities for much longer, the present Dillard House was started in 1910
by Arthur and Carrie Edwards Dillard. The Dillard House, located
in Dillard, Georgia, was furst known as "Oak Lawn,”

The Dillards’ first boarder was Methodist minister Henry Byrd, who
intended to stay with them for three weeks but remained for three years.
From its beginning as a two-bedroom bowrdinghouse to the present
eighty-room hotel and cottage facility, the Ditlared House has hosted
people from all walks of life who enjoy the beauty of the mountains, good
foud, and friendly people.
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The York House fan

Beginning as a two-story log cabin built in the early 18405 in Rabun
Cap, Georgia, the York Howse later Decame the home of William Tervell
York and Mollie Cthson York, They estabilished the York House as an inn

in 1896 With a Tellulah Falls Bailroad siding only four hndred yards

away, early visitors were detivered almost to the York House door, and

the inn flourished with the tourist frade.
The York House fnn has Deen in continuous UFIJET{IEI_OH since that fime and
is now listed on the National Register of Historic Places as one

of the oldest mountain inns. Even though its thirteen guest rooms have
modern cenveniences, the York House Inn has maintained an atmasphere

of timelessness with its la ree verancdas, majestic frees, and unohstructed

view of the mountains.



ECONOMIC
REVOLUTION

STUDENT EDITORS, CELENA ROGERS,
APRIL SHIRLEY

The Appalachian Mountains are a source of great wealth, Inves-
tors and industrialists have recognized the value of the region’s
natural resources for well over a century, and vast individual for-
tunes have been won and lost in the exploitation of timber, hard
minerals, and water. Government has played its part as well: though
millions of tax dollars have been channeled into Appalachia for
public aid, government has blessed the conduits through which
billions in commerce have been channeled out of the region. In
the process of redistributing the wealth, populations have been
displaced and replaced and Jocal economies virtnally revolutionized.

In North Georgia on the southeastern skirt of the Appalachians,
the 18205 gold rush at Dahlonega precipitated the Trail of Tears
when the Cherokees were driven out of the region. As the Cher-
okees streamed out and the white settlers streamed in, the state of
Georgia parceled cut the land by lottery. During the nation’s In-
dustrial Revolution in the latter part of the nineteenth century, the
region’s natural resources were again the focus of attention. As
outside speculators acquired land and its wealth, many of the next
generation of white settlers were bought out or relocated. Unlike
the Cherokees, they were allowed to participate to some degree in
the economic process, primarily as lahorers in the various industries.
Today, a substantial second-home industry in parts ol southern

159



160 Foxfire 10

Appalachia is bringing another wave of settlers who are slowly but
surely displacing another generation of “natives.”

There is just concern that with all its natural wealth, Appalachia
has historically been plagued by economic depression and by sub-
standard public services. Education, health care, and transportation
have gradually improved throughout the region, but the economy
is still driven largely by industries that extract the wealth, or offer
low-level service employment. Especially in areas of finite resources
like coal, the future holds some big question marks.

Businesses such as textile and appliance manufacturers con-
tribute to local economies in southern Appalachia, but they char-
actenstlcally are attracted by low taxes, and a nonunion work force,
providing a relatively low income for both the workers and the local
municipal governments. Currently, in some communities workers
are fearful that some businesses will relocate to find even cheaper
labor forces.

In Rabun County, Georgia, where the Foxfire program is lo-
cated, there is little debate as to who owns the land: the United
States Forest Service and Georgia Power Company are its largest
holders. Most of the timber in Rabun County was logged in the
first half of the century, leaving only the big trees high up on
inaccessible ridges. As our interviews indicate, a good bit of the
logging was done by local residents, family farmers who cleared
land for pasture and sold off the timber in the form of cross ties,
tanbark, acid wood, and lumber. But far more of the timber was
logged by big outfits like Ritter and Morse Brothers.

The environmental impact of the timber compames in the early
days would indeed be considered criminal by today’s standards.
One interview published in Foxfire 4, for example, described a
sawmill built over a creek so that the sawdust would be carried
away by the current. As the big logging companies moved on to
other locations, the United States Forest Service began to purchase
logged-over timber tracts for the sake of conservation.

" Land acquisition began in 1912 and continues to this day. Today,
63 percent of the land in Rabun County is owned and managed by.
the Forest Service with the multiple goals of producing timber,
protecting watersheds and wildlife, and providing recreation. It
contributes to the county tax base, employs dozens of people in
the county, and contracts jobs to a good many others in the logging
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business; its influence is also felt in large measure by the tourist
industry and outdoor sportsmen.

Between 1911 and 1920, Georgia Power Company acquired the
necessary land (5.6 percent of the total land in Rabun County) to
build four hydroelectric power projects in Rabun County. While
continuing to generate power, the lakes impounded by the dams
provide recreation and draw a significant number of tourists and
second-home buyers into the community. The lakes are surrounded
by homes built on land leased from the power company (some of
them are magnificent), and the building trades or associated tourism
provide the livelihoods of many local residents.

When the acreage assigned to state parks, schools, and public
rights- of-way is added to the total, it is evident that a lion’s share
of Rabun County is owned by public entities. The land remaining
is scarce and valuable. The beauty of the landscape and the agree-
able climate have spawned a booming real estate business that
targets retirees and summer visitors. As indicated in the tourism
section, tourism in Rabun County has a long history, inexorably
connected to the peaceful beauty of the landscape, recreational
opportunities, and travel accessibility. Rabun County is indeed a
wonderful place to live, but as the Broadway play (and television
movie) Foxfire dramatizes, the sharply rising price tag on land
spurred by second-home development makes it increasingly difficult
for local blue-collar workers to own their own property. Small family
farms and timberlands, split up in inheritance disputes, are often
subdivided and sold as housing lots which local folks can rarely
afford to buy.

By and large, depending on the current national economy, the
year-round population in Rabun County makes a reasonable living.
In the recession of the nineties, times are very tight, but local people
do not live in economic depression and poverty. But from the
beginning of the Depression through World War II the community
went through very rough times. Because local families had small
subsistence farms, they could at least raise their own food, but there
was little money and no jobs and people suffered. The federal
government then intervened as it did in thousands of other com-
munities, to bolster the economy through the Civilian Conservation
Corps and the Works Progress Administration. Federal programs
: provided jobs and public services and made a positive impact on
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the community. The federal government came again during World
‘War II. As soldiers left the county for the war effort, in adjoining
counties in Georgia and North Carolina, the Tennessee Valley Au-
thority built hydroelectric dams, providing jobs for people through-
out the region. Because of public jobs and federal development
initiatives, mouths were fed—but the impact went further. It was
more personal. The local folks who went out on the construction
jobs worked with others from different parts of the country, learned
new job skills, traveled to places they would have never seen oth-
erwise, ate store-bought light bread, played league baseball. Their
stories are full of anecdotes recounting memorable moments, both
sweet and sour.

This section is made up of eight chapters. The first four feature
narratives by people affected by the impact of hydroelectric projects
in Rabun County and surrounding communities, and include a few
examples of the oral folklore related to the rivers, lakes, and power
dams.

The fifth chapter, “Hard Times,” chronicles the experiences of
people who lived through the Great Depression.

Sixth is a piece that focuses on the role of the U.S. Forest
Service in Rabun County, featuring the legendary Mr. Roscoe
Nicholson (Ranger Nick), the county’s first forest ranger.

A seventh chapter is devoted to the story of the local residents
involved in the CCC camps, or the Civilian Conservation Corps.

The final chapter examines the impact of the Works Progress
Administration (WPA) on the community. While the CCC was
designed for young single males only, the WPA hired both men
and women who were more experienced, most of whom had families
to support and little means of making a cash wage. The phenomenon
led to greatly improved social services, in addition to lasting brick
and mortar improvements in the community.

As the words of our contacts will demonstrate, the economic
impact of the outside world on communities like Rabun County is
not divorced from personal, cultural, and political realities. And it
is hard to separate the long-term effect of outside economic intru-
sions from the changes wrought by home-grown entrepreneurs,
politicians, and culture bearers.
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F{mneﬂy a field general in the Union Army, General A, ]. Warner
was locking for mining properties in North Georgia when his eve
was attracted to its swiftly flowing streams. He observed the po-
tential for ereating hydroelectric power, the market for which would
be Atlanta.’ In the vears between 1902 and 1905, he and his as-
sociates optimistically bought up several water power properties.?

But Wamer was ahead of his time. The market for electric
power was as vet immature: “He came up against the stark reality
that all pioneers in the feld of hvdroelectric development sconer
or later had to face: namely, that electricity is of no economic value
in the absence of a market .. Markets had to be created and
developed. Electrical appliances and equipment had to be invented
and manufactured; and the pecple—still skeptical about the future
of electricity—had to be sold on the economy and conveniences
of these devices.”® General Wamer died a hroken man, but it was
not many years later that the market caught up with his vision.

The company that bought Warner's property was first in the
railroad business. Why the connection between railroads and elec-
tric power? They were in the electric railway business in Atlanta,
the equivalent of today's MARTA (Atlanta’s Metropolitan Arca
Rapid Transit Authority). The business became Georgia Power
Company.

Even when the Georgia Power Company contracted with the

143
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Northern Contracting Company, the New York corporation, to
build the first of four hydroelectric power dams on the Tallulah
River in Rabun County in 1911, the market for consumer electricity
was as yet green. But by that time, there was growing potential,
and Rabun County was made a member of a larger electric power
grid that extended into northeastern Georgia.

Reverend James E. Turpen, Sr.
Reverend Turpen is a veteran member of Foxfire's Community
Board and an ardent Foxfire supporter. His grandfather, |. E.
Harvey, was a local entrepreneur who made land purchases for the
Ceargia Power Company preceding the building of hydroelectric
tams in Rabun County. In the interview Reverend Turpen first
commented on Mr. Harvey's custom of swapping real estate, and
then he filled us in on what kind of man his grandfather was.

Whenever the land acquisition was going on, not all the land
was bought. Some land was actually traded for. If a family said they
didn’t want to sell because they needed land to farm on, Mr. Harvey
would do his best to find a piece of land that would suit them that
they could trade for. I think it were common lor people to swap
land for land. That way they was guaranteed a place to live. T can
see how it would be tough to sell out and not know where you

were going, not have some other place already in mind. But il

somebody had a piece of land you agreed to swap for, there was a
little more security in that than having the money.

Well, [my grandfather] was just an o’ mountain boy that grew
up in the Woll Creeck community on the farm, a sellmade indi-
vidual. He probably had a second-grade education, if that much—
he could read and write—but [he was a] very industrious person,
He had a lot of native ability, I guess you'd call it. He had a knack
for getting along with people, and he was really a man of his times.
Ile was a big ellow,
He ware a black coat, black pants, a blue shirt, and a big black hat
like a ten-gallon hat, and about everywhere he went, people knew
who he was.

Prior to when Georgia Power came into the area, he'd made
most of his hiving by farming and sawmilling. Then when Georgia
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Power came along, and they needed timbers to be sawed, why he
was already in business. As a matter of fact, when [Georgia Power]
bought land to back the water over, they cut a lot of the trees to
make lumber to form the dams, and he sawed all that. I guess he
sawed most of the timber that they needed. He had commissaries
on the ijs at various plants, various dam sites. He did a little of
everything to keep the jobs going. He had theaters there. It was
silent movies, but somebody played the piano. There used to be
an old theater there in Tallulah Falls.

But he was a fellow that had sawmills, carpenter crews, dairies;
he had a boathouse on Lake Rabun (after the lake was built, of
course). It stayed in business for years. He had tourist cabins up
there. He had Tallulah Point, the gorge overlook in Tallulah Falls;
he was a T-Model Ford dealer at one time; he trafficked and traded
in mules and steers and cattle and whatever was necessary to keep
folks going. He liked to turn a nickel. He was a good horse trader—
not just horses, but anything that come along he’d trade with people
on.

But he was a quiet man. He never liked for his picture to be
made. He never liked to be in the limelight; he just liked to do for
people. Mr. Andrew Ritchie and other people had an appreciation
for J. E. Harvey because, as Mr. Ritchie says in his book [Sketches
of Rabun County History], he could have been a very wealthy man,
but that wasn’t his style. During the Depression years he looked
after his men and their families. A lot of the time there was nothing
really to do, and he would let the men come in and they'd go out
and whitewash trees around in the little town down there or other
places just to give them something to do so he could pay them.
There are still some families around that will tell you that because
of J. E. Harvey, they had something to eat during the Depression,
that their dad worked for him and he looked after 'em. He used
to own a lot of houses that he just let people live in—folks that
worked for him.

People used to always be taking tools, and he sort of had a
sayin’, “Well, if they need it that bad, let 'em have it, ‘cause if they
can live with it, I can live without it.” It didn’t bother him if
somebody would pick up stuff and take it off.

After his death, why mercy, there was a big ol box down there
full of books where people had charged stuff in the commissaries
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in the gcncra] store that he never ot pz]id (or. If}-'ou'd have taken
that one hox of books and all the stuft that was charged in there
and collected on it, yon and I probably could retire 1oday.

When he died in 1950 [he had] just gotten to the place where
he swas converting from steam to diesel to run sawmills and begin-
ning to modernize, He'd séen a lot of changes in the Tallulah Falls
area from the time of the towrists—hotels, boardinghouses, eating
places, excursions coming to town [by] train—till the industrial part
with the power company coming in.

The following three interviews were conducted with people who
had fived in the communities of Burton and Powell Gap until the
property was acquired and flooded by Georgia Power Company.
The first twe were edited from franscriptions of interviews con-
dicted in 1982 by Mary Elizabeth Etheridge, a researcher who
eventually wrote a fictional children’s story based on the town of
Burton.

Dr. John C. Bialock

I guess I'm the oldest man living that's from Burton. [I was bom]
June 24, 1854, My father was bom just above Burton, in what we
call Persimmon. Dad had eight children, six gir]a and two h(}}!s-—
a big faumily. Everybody had big families back then.

[My sister, Willie Blalock Elliott] is the baby of the family, and
I'm the oldest boy. [There was] one boy older than me but he dicd
in infancy. You know, a lot of children would dic in infancy, people
nol knowing what to do for ‘em. Il one of us lived, I guess, they
kind of Incked us out. I had four or five fviends die (}l‘typ]mid fever.

We lived a mile above Burton. We had a boardinghouse up
there, We kept all the dmammers then. [ don't know il vou've cver
heard ol that word or not, That was the people that carne through
and sold stuff. And thev carricd a prettv good stock.

Where we made our living, my father was the wmerchant in a
store about a mile above the Burton post office. His store was as
big as the other two [Burton stores] combi<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>