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    Help Us Keep This Guide Up to Date




    Every effort has been made by the author and editors to make this guide as accurate and useful as possible. However, many things can change after a guide is published—establishments close, phone numbers change, facilities come under new management, and so on.




    We would appreciate hearing from you concerning your experiences with this guide and how you feel it could be improved and kept up to date. While we may not be able to respond to all comments and suggestions, we’ll take them to heart, and we’ll also make certain to share them with the author. Please send your comments and suggestions to the following address:




    GPP




    Reader Response/Editorial Department




    P.O. Box 480




    Guilford, CT 06437




    Or you may e-mail us at:




    editorial@globepequot.com




    Thanks for your input, and happy travels!
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  Guilford, Connecticut




  

    The prices, rates, and hours listed in this guidebook were confirmed at press time. We recommend, however, that you call establishments to obtain current information before traveling.
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  introduction




  This is the third edition of Georgia Curiosities, and the state keeps getting curiouser and curiouser and infinitely more interesting. Traveling around the state for this edition, I discovered landmarks of our rich musical heritage: Ray Charles in Albany; “Godfather of Soul” James Brown in Augusta; lyricist Johnny Mercer, gap-toothed smile and all in Savannah; Blind Willie McTell in Thomson; and the Freedom Singers, whose voices celebrate the 1960s civil rights movement.




  Jimmy Carter’s brother Billy has his own museum, in the old service station in Plains where he once held court. Joel Chandler Harris invites us into his Atlanta home, where his imagination birthed Br’er Rabbit, the Tar Baby, and other critters. Ugly jugs glare at us at the Northeast Georgia Folk Pottery Museum. About half the states in the country have some kind of Elvis museum, but none I’ve heard of can match Joni Mabe’s for-sure royal wart and “maybe” toenail.




  After killing Alexander Hamilton in an 1804 pistol duel, Aaron Burr ran to the Georgia coast but he couldn’t hide, so he meekly returned to what was then called Washington City and took up his duties as Thomas Jefferson’s vice president. A plaque in St. Marys recalls his brief exile. Also in St. Marys, a museum recounts the “Forgotten Battle,” five days after the Battle of New Orleans ended the War of 1812. In Atlanta, the monumental Cyclorama painting dramatizes, in the round, the Civil War battle for the city.




  Among our multitude of natural wonders, you can step out of the piney woods of Coffee County into the subtropical mysteries of the Broxton Rocks, and wander among the bamboo at an exotic garden outside Savannah.




  One of the most lamented entries missing from the last edition is Mulligan’s Bar in Decatur. It may have closed, but its legacy, the Luther Burger, an artery-challenging blend of hefty beef patties, cheese, and bacon between two Krispy-Kreme doughnut “buns,” has been cloned as far away as Boston and Los Angeles.




  If you’re going to seriously seek out Georgia’s curiosities, be sure you’ve got a reliable ride, a lot of time, and infinite patience. A trustworthy road map and a sense of humor (and the absurd) are also essential. We’re the biggest state this side of the Mississippi—almost 400 miles long from Lookout Mountain on the top to Valdosta way down on the bottom, and more than 250 miles from Savannah on the Atlantic to Columbus on the Chattahoochee River. It seems all the bigger because so much of it seems so empty. Half of the 9.1 million Georgians are tied up in a Gordian knot around Atlanta. The second-tier cities—Augusta, Macon, Columbus, Savannah—come in with about 250,000 residents each, and many county-seat towns have barely enough folks to form a good line at the Dairy Queen. So there’s plenty of elbow room and lots of out-of-the-way places to explore.




  Let’s start at the top. I’m sorry to say that the Reverend Howard Finster has departed his Paradise Garden for Paradise in another dimension, but the folk artist exalted by the Smithsonian claimed that he had visions of Hitler and Elvis, so don’t be surprised if you turn a corner in his hometown of Summerville and see Howard, der Fuehrer, and the King swapping stories on a bench in front of the courthouse. Late at night you might sneak up on the ghosts of Godfrey and Julia at Barnsley Gardens, but as far as I’ve ever heard, Susan Hayward is content in her churchyard plot at Carrollton. Fans of Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil will have to venture way off the trodden path to find shooter Jim Williams’s restless spirit in very rural Wilkinson County. Meanwhile, shootee Danny Hansford is trying to finagle his way out of his fancy graveyard in Savannah so that he can get his hands on the man who done him wrong.




  If you don’t see any ghosts in Savannah, you just aren’t looking. Check around the downtown cafeteria line—isn’t that Little Gracie picking out a congealed salad? How did that gent in colonial finery vanish from our table so fast? Goodness me, the lady in the old-fashioned dress who was sitting here a second ago sure looks a lot like that portrait over the fireplace.




  Except for a few sourpusses, we enjoy a good laugh at ourselves. Flannery O’Connor, Lewis Grizzard, and Erskine Caldwell had a high old time with our peculiarities. The Redneck Games in East Dublin spoof Atlanta’s 1996 Olympics with mud-pit wrestling, armpit serenading, and hubcap hurling. We try not to look gift horses in the mouth, but back in 1929 Rome almost forgot its manners when it received a she-wolf suckling her two-legged pups from Benito Mussolini. Henry Ford’s largesse was met with far more grace. You can eat well everywhere in Georgia. If your taste runs to barbecue, have your ’cue and Brunswick stew—and your name on a plywood piggy—at Oscar Poole’s Pig Hill of Fame in East Ellijay. Don’t dawdle at the 4-Way Lunch in Cartersville, and be careful about asking the secret of the sauce at Vienna’s Big Pig Jig. Pick up a sackful of Nu-Way Weiners in Macon before hitting the I-16 twilight zone to Savannah. At the Rattlesnake Roundups in Claxton, find out for yourself whether it really does taste like chicken. And at Climax Swine Time discover the secret of a superior mess of chitlins.
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    Symbolically Speaking, Georgia’s Official Symbols




    We’re so proud of our state that we’ve got more than forty “official” ambassadors to spread our message to the world.




    

      	Delegates to the 1951 State Democratic Convention got so giddy when Thomasvillian James Burch played one of his compositions that they returned to the capitol in three-quarter time and declared “Our Georgia” our official state waltz: “It’s a grand old state, our Georgia, where the Swanee River flows, a bit of God’s heaven, as everybody knows, and when I go roaming, a longing fills my breast, a song there comes from my heart, for the state I love best.” Eat your heart out, Strauss.




      	The 9.1 million of us are bound by the “Georgians’ Creed,” adopted in 1939. Raise your right hand and repeat after me: “Accepting as I do the principles upon which Georgia was founded, not for self, but for others; its democratic form of government based on ‘Wisdom, Justice, and Moderation’; its natural resources; its educational, social, and religious advantages, making it a most desirable place to live, I will strive to be a pure upright citizen, rejecting evils, loving and emulating the good. I further believe it is my duty to defend it against all enemies, to honor and obey its laws, to apply the Golden Rule in all dealings with my fellow citizens. I feel a sense of pride in the history and heroic deeds accomplished by my forebears and shall endeavor to so live that my state will be proud of me for doing my bit to make my state a better commonwealth for future generations.”




      	Pogo, who declareth, “We have met the enemy, and he is us,” is our official possum.




      	“Georgia on My Mind” became the official state song by acclamation when Albany native Ray Charles serenaded the legislature in 1979.




      	The shark tooth is the official fossil. (What better judges of fossils are there than the gentle ladies and gentlemen of the legislature?)




      	“Shoot the Bull,” an annual Hawkinsville shindig, is the official beef cook-off.




      	Jimmy Carter is twice blessed. Plains High School, Jimmah’s alma mater, is the official school; peanuts, the official crop.


    




    We also have official poultry (fried, baked, and potpied); official reptile (gopher tortoise); official pork cook-off (Vienna’s Big Pig Jig); official fish (largemouth bass); official mammal (there’s a right whale and a . . .); official vegetable (Vidalia Sweet Onion); official fruit (California and South Carolina grow a few more peaches than we do, but ours are extra special; anyway, “Soybean State” and “Chicken State” don’t have the same ring as “Peach State”); official game bird (bobwhite quail; millions are blasted in the name of sport every year; for a primer see Tom Wolfe’s novel A Man in Full). And to tell us how soon spring’s going to be here, we have an official weather prognosticator (see “Beau Knows” in the Metro Atlanta chapter).
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  We put a lot of store in our animal friends. Mobs of kangaroos are on the loose in Dawson County. The Big Rabbit waves a big how-do in—where else?—Rabbittown. The Big Chicken directs the lost and forlorn on a Metro Atlanta highway, and Burmese junglefowl run wild in downtown Fitzgerald. A memorial with his image honors Buster the police dog, who died in the line of duty. Make sure you secure your pets and your children while admiring the buzzards at Reed Bingham State Park. And if you wonder what twenty-five million crickets sound like, the answer is at the world’s largest cricket farm in Glennville. In need of stress-reducing therapy? Northern Spy is “in” at Dunham Farms on the coast.
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  Northeast Georgia




  Northeast Georgia unfolds in a tapestry of Blue Ridge Mountains, rivers, lakes, and dancing waterfalls. Folded into it are quaint old towns, lively cities, and crossroads villages with nothing more than a country store and a cluster of churches. While you’re walking the Appalachian Trail; risking life, limb, and hairdo on the Chattooga River’s rapids; or gasping for oxygen on peaks that bump the clouds at more than 4,000 feet, take time to marvel at a wart from Elvis’s royal wrist; the Big Red Apple and the Big Rabbit; and a book made of human skin. And there’s more! Georgia’s take on England’s Stonehenge is in a field outside Elberton. “Alpine Helen” brought Bavaria to the Blue Ridge. America’s very first gold rush echoed through the hills around Dahlonega. In Athens, Uga is top dog, a tree holds the deed to itself, and a clumsy Civil War cannon points north—“just in case.”
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  The Double-Barreled Cannon




  Athens




  A century before the University of Georgia’s hometown became synonymous with Bulldog football, R.E.M., and the B-52s, the Double-Barreled Cannon gave Athens a more dubious distinction. Invented by John Gilleland, a homeboy house builder, the big guy rolled out of an Athens foundry in 1863. Advance publicity touted it as the ultimate Yankee-waster. Loaded with two shots connected by a chain, it would sweep across a battlefield like a souped-up scythe and cut down twice as many bluecoats in half the time.
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  The Double-Barreled Cannon’s 1863 rollout was a big, loud dud, but the big guy is waiting patiently on the Athens City Hall lawn, just in case the Yankees or UGA football foes get into range.




  Regretfully, when the cannon was test-fired, the joined missiles plowed up an acre of ground, tore up a cornfield, and cut down small trees. Then the chain broke. The rounds flew off in opposite directions, killing a cow, knocking down a log cabin’s brick chimney, and sending who knows how many of Athens’s fair ladies to their swooning couches. Today the old soldier sits peacefully on City Hall’s lawn, pointing north—just in case.




  The Tree That Owns Itself




  Athens




  Woodsman, spare that tree! The majestic white oak (Quercus alba) towering proud and tall over the corner of Dearing and Finley Streets holds its fate in its own huge leafy arms. It’s been so since 1890, when Colonel W. H. Jackson, a University of Georgia professor, repaid the tree for its many years of loving shade by leaving this codicil in his will: “For and in consideration of the great love I bear this tree and the great desire I have for its protection for all time, I convey possession of itself and the land within eight feet of it on all sides.”




  The words are inscribed on a marker at the base of the mighty oak. But, truth be told, the tree standing today within an enclosure of granite posts strung together by iron-link chain is not Colonel Jackson’s exact-same Quercus. In 1942 high winds brought down the aging 100-foot-tall, 15-foot-around giant. To the rescue came the Athens Junior Ladies Garden Club, which grew a seedling from one of the deceased’s acorns and planted it with appropriate pomp in 1946. From tiny acorns, as they say—today “Junior” is the strapping heir to his illustrious father’s legacy.




  The Tree That Owns Itself receives admirers daily in the Dearing Historic District, near downtown Athens. It’s No. 38 on the tour map available at the Athens Welcome Center, 280 East Dougherty St.; (706) 353-1820 or (800) 653-0603; www.visitathensga.com.
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  Hannah Smith reassures the Tree That Owns Itself that it’s safe from those who’d turn it into wood chips and paper towels.




  Bound in Skin




  Athens




  A 400-year-old book in the Hargrett Rare Books Collection of the University of Georgia’s Ilah Dunlap Little Memorial Library may be bound in human skin. That’s right. A handwritten note inside Apollodurus, a small Greek and Latin book printed in 1599, attests: “This book is bound in human skin.” But nobody knows for certain whether the tan leathery-looking binding is actually human epidermis or the hide of a different animal.




  “An Athens family donated the book to the library,” explains Chuck Barber, the library’s head of manuscripts. “They apparently didn’t know for certain, and unless a piece was chopped off and tested for DNA, there’s no way of saying definitely one way or the other. People who hear about the book are usually disappointed when they see it—they’re expecting to see fingerprints, tattoos, or some other marks. By the time the skin would be stretched and tanned, those marks would be erased, anyway. If it is human skin, it’s probably not some evil doing, where somebody was skinned alive to be turned into a book. Long ago, some people willed their skin to book lovers to perpetuate themselves after death.” Now there’s a really creepy thought.




  The book is shown by request.




  If you’re here on Confederate Memorial Day, in late April, you can see one of the Old South’s rarest documents: The original Constitution of the Confederate States of America is here at UGA, not in Richmond, as you might suppose. To find out more, contact the University of Georgia at (706) 542-0842; www.uga.edu.
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    The Lingua Georgia




    Traveling around the state, you’re naturally going to want to stop and talk with folks. But like any foreign country, you’re sometimes going to hit a language barrier. Here are a few helpful hints to get you over the rough spots.




    

      	When Georgians and other Southerners say they’re “fixin’” to do something, it doesn’t mean they’re repairin’ somethin’—they’re studying on it or just working up steam to get around to it. For example: “I’m fixin’ to carry sister down to the Winn-Dixie.”




      	“That dog won’t hunt” isn’t dissing a canine’s intestinal fortitude; it’s a polite way of saying “I question the veracity of your last statement.”




      	“Mash” is Southern for push, as in “I’m in a rush; would you mash the gas pedal just a little bit stouter?”




      	“High as a Georgia pine” is a colorful way of saying “Mama’s been in the cooking sherry again.”




      	“Lower than a snake’s belly in a wheel rut” is code for “Bubber’s a yellow dog, son-of-a-no-good skunk.”




      	“So good, you’ll slap your granny” is a Ty Ty and Talking Rock way of saying “Emeril, eat your heart out.”




      	When someone in these parts puts on a big smile and declares, “Y’all come see us real soon, you heah,” don’t take it as an invitation to Sunday dinner. It’s like saying “It’s good seeing you.” Maybe they think so, maybe they don’t. And when they ask, “Howya doin’?” they don’t really want to know.




      	“Bless her heart”: “Bless her heart, she’s so bucktoothed she could eat corn on the cob through a picket fence.”




      	“Tar”: “I run over a nail and got a flat tar.”




      	“Spire”: What you keep in your trunk in case of a flat tar.




      	“Fell off”: “She’s fell off so much, she don’t hardly throw a shadow.”




      	“Delta is ready when you are”: “I’ve heard how you do it up North one time too many.”


    


  




  Uga, “A Damn Good Dog”




  Athens




  For the past fifty-five years, Uga, a six-member line of English bulldogs raised by the Frank W. Seiler family of Savannah, has led the University of Georgia Bulldogs to Southeastern Conference football championships, postseason bowl victories, and a national championship. From Uga I (1956–66) through Uga VI, who assumed his duties in 1999, these “Damn Good Dogs,” have appeared on the covers of national magazines and in movies, banquets, and parades. They’ve made appearances for the March of Dimes, Easter Seals, and other worthy causes.




  

    	Uga I was the grandson of a mascot that traveled with the team to the 1943 Rose Bowl.




    	Uga II (1966–71) made his first appearance at Homecoming 1966, when the stadium throng thundered “Damn Good Dog,” a chorus that has serenaded every Uga ever since.




    	Uga III (1972–80) closed out his illustrious career by leading the biped Bulldogs to the NCAA national championship.




    	His successor, Uga IV (1981–89), escorted Herschel Walker to New York for his 1982 Heisman Trophy acceptance.




    	Uga V (1990–99) had a nonbarking role in the opening scene of Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil, filmed in his hometown of Savannah.


  




  After Uga VI died in 2008 with a win-loss record of 82–27, he was succeeded by Uga VII, who died unexpectedly in 2009 with a 10–3 record. The newest Uga was expected to be named before the 2010 football season.




  Other school mascots may be forgotten when their time comes. When it’s time for Uga to depart for the great kennel in the sky, he and his successors are the only collegiate mascots honored with burial in their home stadium. As 80,000 fans come through the main gate of Sanford Stadium for a UGA game, they place flowers and tributes on the vaults and Georgia marble epitaphs that hold the remains of their beloved canines. They pat the muzzle of his bronze likeness for good luck against the enemy and say, “Thank you, Uga,” for taking over from that silly billy goat with a hat and ribboned horns that led Georgia onto the field for its first-ever game, against Auburn, in 1892.
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  The ghosts of Ugas past welcome fans to Georgia Bulldog games at Athens’s Sanford Stadium. Out on the field, the reigning Uga woofs it up as the Dawgs terrorize another opponent.




  The Uga Memorial is included in tours offered by the UGA Visitors Center, Four Towers Building, College Station Road; (706) 542-0842; www.uga.edu.




  The Goat and Peter the First




  Buckhead




  In the bucolic Morgan County community of Buckhead, the landscape is a pastoral palate of green fields, dairy cows, farmhouses, and silos. Behind the doors of a hulking stainless-steel warehouse, where you figure to behold John Deere tractors, hay balers, and such—wow! Walls are covered, salon style, with ceiling-to-floor oil paintings and watercolors of women in hats, nudes, Madonnas, European and American landscapes, mosaics, and sculptures of cats, goats, people, and saints. Welcome to the Steffen Thomas Museum and Archives. The namesake immigrated from Germany in the 1920s, settled in Atlanta, and, until his death in 1990 at age eighty-four, created a trove of expressionist paintings, sculptures, and mosaics. His most celebrated works include the Alabama Memorial at the Vicksburg National Military Park in Mississippi and a bronze portrait bust of Dr. George Washington Carver at Alabama’s Tuskegee University.




  Among the “personal” pieces in the Morgan County museum is a welded-metal sculpture of the family’s Siamese cat, Peter the First, a family icon with which children and grandchildren posed for photos. The Goat of Mentelle is the expressionist self-portrait sculpture of the artist as a billy goat (he lived on Mentelle Street in Atlanta).




  The museum was created by Thomas’s widow, Sara, who located the treasures on two acres adjoining a farm owned by the couple’s son, Steffen Thomas Jr. The Steffen Thomas Museum and Archives is at 4200 Bethany Rd., 3 miles off I-20 at exit 121. Turn right and drive 2 miles to Bethany Road, then turn right again; the museum is 1 mile down on the right. Open Tuesday through Saturday 11:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m. Phone (706) 342-7557 or visit www.steffenthomas.org.
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    Walking the A.T.: Short Takes on the Appalachian Trail




    You, too, can walk the fabled Appalachian Trail, without risking blisters or scuffing your shiny new 10-league hiking boots. At Neel’s Gap, US 19/129, between Dahlonega and Vogel State Park, the A.T. passes under a covered breezeway at the Mountain Crossings/Walasi-Yi Center (706-745-6095), the only place the 2,015-mile Georgia-to-Maine wilderness thruway goes indoors. After your exhausting few-feet hike, you can replenish your supplies, get trail information, have a hot shower, and share adventures with fellow hikers. If this exhilarating taste gets you craving for more, hitch up your backpack and huff and puff 5.7 moderately difficult miles to Tesnatee Gap on the Richard Russell Scenic Highway (Highway 348). If you’re a novice at this outdoorsy stuff, have a bud waiting with a Bud, TLC, and Blistex.


  




  Come See Elvis Presley’s . . . Wart?




  Cornelia




  Been to Graceland and think you’ve seen everything Elvis? Think again, Bubba. A toenail shard plucked from the Jungle Room’s shag carpeting and a wart excised from the King’s royal wrist are relics you’ll only see in Joni Mabe’s Panoramic Encyclopedia of Everything Elvis, on view at the Loudermilk Boarding House Museum in Cornelia.




  “I’ve been collecting since the day he died on August 16, 1977,” says self-described “Elvis Babe” and “Queen of the King” Mabe, who earned her master’s in fine arts from the University of Georgia in 1983 with a thesis on her fallen idol. “I have over 30,000 items, and I’m still adding pieces. I’ve tried to show him as a real human being, I guess you could say warts and all, with faults like everybody else. I haven’t heard of any larger private collection, and I’m sure mine’s the most unique.” She schlepped her tribute across the country and overseas for fourteen years; in 2000 she laid her precious burden down in her great-grandparents’ 1908 Victorian boardinghouse.




  Hundreds of photos capture Elvis svelte and porky, alive and wiggling on stage, and “sighted” from Mobile to Monte Carlo years after death. He’s banner headlines in scores of newspaper and magazine articles. (“Nixon Was Grooming Elvis for President,” the National Examiner declares. “If it hadn’t been for his untimely death, the King of Rock and Roll might be sitting in the Oval Office today.”)




  His image is pasted on pelvis-shaking Elvis dolls and clocks, key rings, plates, playing cards, trading cards, mugs, scarves, towels, “I Just Wanna Be Your Teddy Bear”(s), T-shirts, cartoons, and books (On the Throne with the King: The Ultimate Elvis Bathroom Trivia Book). Mabe even paid $5 for a vial of “Elvis Sweat” at a New York novelty store.




  “Everything in the collection is special,” Mabe declares, “but the wart and toenail are the most priceless. I found the toenail in the shag carpet in the Jungle Room at Graceland, and I bought the wart from his doctor, who removed it before Elvis went into the service.”




  Displayed in a glass case, the nail shard, with a photo of the Jungle Room, is labeled “the Maybe Elvis Toenail” because, barring DNA testing, not even the “Queen of the King” can be swear-on-a-stack-of-Bibles certain it’s his and not some feckless fan’s detritus. She harbors no doubts whatever that a wrist wart clearly visible in a photo of Elvis is the same grisly gray nodule preserved in a medical vial. (Mabe’s e-mail, by the way, is elviswart@Jonimabe.com.) The gift shop stocks Elvis books, posters, mugs, T-shirts, scarves, and Mabe’s own kingly artwork.




  “The Big E Celebration,” honoring his August death anniversary, is the Loudermilk Museum’s biggest day. Elvis impersonators moan “Love Me Tender” and “Don’t Be Cruel” and wrap sweaty scarves around admirers’ necks. They toast his memory with the King’s fave peanut butter and banana sandwiches and MoonPies (lunar-shaped cake-and-marshmallow confections, traditionally paired with RC Cola, like champagne and caviar, that delighted the royal sweet tooth).
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  No Elvis shrine anywhere, not even Graceland, has a keepsake more personal than the “Elvis Wart” in Joni Mabe’s Panoramic Encyclopedia of Everything Elvis. “Elvis Babe” and “Queen of the King” Mabe acquired the dermatological detritus from the doctor who excised it before Presley enlisted in the army. Doubters can check it out in a presurgery photo.




  Somewhere in the great somewhere, a candle glows. The honored guest gives the royal wave and tips his crown. “Thankya, Joni, thankya-verymuch.”




  The Loudermilk Boarding House Museum is at 271 Foreacre St., Cornelia; (706) 778-2001; www.jonimabe.com. It’s 80 miles northeast of Atlanta on I-85/985. Take a self-guided tour Friday and Saturday, 10:00 a.m. to 5:00 p.m. There is an admission fee.




  The Big Red Apple




  Cornelia




  Elvis was still a far-off gleam in Vernon and Gladys Presley’s eyes when Cornelia planted its Big Red Apple. English and Canadian growers introduced Habersham County to Red Delicious, Stayman, Wine-sap, Granny Smith, and other juicy fruit in the early 1900s. By 1926 apples were so much the apple of Habersham’s eye that a monument was deemed a fitting tribute. With visions of fried pies and apple butter dancing in their heads, bands, puffed-up politicians, hundreds of townsfolk, and Apple Blossom Queen Catherine Neal turned out in front of the train depot for Le Grande Pomme’s coming out. All these years the 5,200-pound apple—7 feet tall, 22 feet around—has pirouetted on its pedestal, defying winds, worms, and schoolboy vandals. Alas, the old depot hasn’t heard a train whistle since we liked Ike and loved Lucy.
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  How many fried pies could a homemaker make from the 5,200-pound Big Red Apple in Cornelia? If it wasn’t made out of cement, they could probably whip up about a kazillion. English and Canadian growers introduced Granny Smith, Red Delicious, and their kin to the green hills of Habersham County a century ago.
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    RC Cola and MoonPie




    RC Cola and MoonPie go together like Mason and Dixon and PB & J. It’s a Southern thing that’s been going on since 1917, when the Chat tanooga Bakery in Chattanooga, Nearly-in-Georgia, Tennessee, began producing the tasty little chocolate-frosted cake with the marshmallow filling. How MoonPie (“The Only One on the Planet”) got linked in the Southern psyche with RC (Royal Crown) Cola, founded in Columbus, Georgia, in 1905, is one of life’s imponderables. The two products have no corporate links and have never done joint promotions. One theory is that Southern working people paired them during the Great Depression because the luxury of a MoonPie and a twelve-ounce RC required only a thin-dime investment.




    Historians credit Chattanooga Bakery traveling supplier Earl Mitchell Sr. with inventing the MoonPie. The story goes that while Mitchell was working his territory in the Kentucky and West Virginia coal fields in the early 1900s, he asked miners in a company store what they might like as a snack. The miners ruminated on it awhile and reckoned such a snack had to fit in their lunch pails and be solid, filling, and not necessarily good for them. “About how big should it be?” Mitchell wanted to know. A miner looked out the store’s screen door and framed the full moon with his large hands. “That big,” he declared.




    When Mitchell got back to the bakery, he asked company “engineers” to create the coal miner’s lunar vision. They came up with a pair of graham cookies, sandwiching a marshmallow filling, and coated with chocolate frosting. It was an overnight sensation. By the 1950s the bakery was working so hard to keep up with the MoonPie demand that it discontinued all its other products. About 300,000 come off the assembly lines every day, some destined for shipment to snackers as far away as Japan, where they’re known as Massai Pie. MPs also come with vanilla and butterscotch frosting, but purists insist on the old faithful original.
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    Nobody’s quite sure why, but RC Cola and Moon-Pie have gone together like love and marriage, a horse and carriage, since the early 1900s. RC was formulated in Columbus, and MoonPies in Chattanooga, Nearly-in-Georgia, Tennessee.




    Columbus can claim the birthplace of Coca-Cola (see Southwest chapter), but RC’s roots are indisputably deep in the Chattahoochee River city. In the early 1900s Claud A. Hatcher, a graduate pharmacist, began creating his own soft drinks in the basement of his family’s wholesale grocery business. One of his “experiments” evolved into RC, the flagship of America’s third-largest soft drink company. The “family” now includes the Nehi line of fruit-flavored drinks.
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  The Yellow Hills of Georgia




  Dahlonega




  California had a nice little spell of gold fever in 1849, but two decades before Sutter’s Mill got everybody hopping, the first bona fide gold rush in the USA took place in the northeast Georgia hills around Dahlonega. Local lore has it that a trapper named Benjamin Parks stubbed his toe on a rock in a mountain stream; when the rock winked bright yellow, he forgot his abused toe and shouted the north Georgia rendition of “Eureka, I have found it!” and sent fortune hunters scrambling into the rugged country 60 miles north of the future metropolis of Atlanta. Some struck it rich. Those whom fortune shunned moved on to California after much richer mother lodes were discovered there.




  Dahlonega, which sprang up around the mines, is a distortion of the Cherokee word for “yellow.” Between 1829 and 1839 the hills around here gave up $20 million in gold. Much of it was hauled over to the town’s branch of the U.S. Mint, which from 1838 to 1861, when the Civil War shut it down, turned out $6 million in coins.




  Although mining is no longer a big industry, tourists—who are a big industry—pan for glittery pebbles in a sluice at Crisson’s Mine (706-864-6363) and take a guided forty-five-minute walk through the shafts of the Consolidated Mine, which closed in 1906. Enough gold is scraped up to periodically regild the Georgia Capitol dome in Atlanta and the spire of North Georgia College’s administration building, on the site of the former U.S. Mint, down the way from the Dahlonega town square.
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    Dahlonega is Georgia’s “Napa,” with more than a half-dozen wineries (over two dozen operate around the state). With the state’s antiquated blue laws, the wineries are the only places in Georgia where package wine can be sold on Sunday. They’re regulated by the U.S. Department of Agriculture.
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  There’s still enough gold in them thar hills around Dahlonega to intrigue tourists who pan for flecks and flakes at sluices in the town where America’s first bona fide gold rush took place in the 1820s.




  The Dahlonega Gold Museum State Historic Site, in the 1836 Greek Revival courthouse on the town square, tells the story of the gold rush and the many mines that once flourished here. Secured in alarmed cases on the main floor are Dahlonega-minted coins and nuggets, including a whopper weighing close to six ounces. Old-timers whose families worked in the mines in the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries tell their tales in a twenty-eight-minute documentary film upstairs in the old courtroom.

OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_010.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png
[ —
To buy books in quantity for corporate use
orincentives, call (800) 962-0973

or e-mail premiums@GlobePequot.com.
L ——— |






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
Quirky
characters,
roadside oddities
& other offbeat
stuff

FUNT R






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_005.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_009.jpg
OF THE
BIG RED
APPLE
HABERSHAM
COUNTY

| mcsom






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_011.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_008.png
Northwest

1 Georgia Overview






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_012.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_008.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_010.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_011.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_006.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.png
0 20 Miles

0 20km
r Rabun County

Tallulah Gorge
State Park.

Greene —
County.

Northeast Georgia





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png





