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The birth of a new magazine. Nothing to get too excited
about. It happens every day., A gets the Idea, B spends hours
thinking of a name, C writes letters and hits the road seeking
material, D begs for money. E finds a printer and a price,

F finds an artist or two. G finds some typists... and as the
thing gets rolling and material and money miraculously appears,
the Idea changes shape - takes shape - more pecple are drawn In,
and suddenly, six months later, you find yourself going to press.
Some said 1t couldn't be done, Some said It could. Somehow, It
was, Nothing to get too excited about; and yet, looking back...

Anyway, we got an ldea and here are the results. They
aren't what we visualized last October. We knew they wouldn't
be. That's good. What we have here Is more than we set out to
have.

The magazine has three sections, The first of these is
devoted to the Rabun County area because we belleve that this
region is filled with material worth preserving. Marguerite
Steedman was largely to blame for this. Last November she said,
"You know, the beauty Into which you were born is often the
beauty you never see, Go dig the gemstone out of your own hill,
Make your students curious, then proud of their homes, or they'll
be homeless wherever they go. And remember that what's no news
to you may be big news to someone else.The most popular authors
have been most successful when writing about the things they
know best." 8he got us excited about this section. | think
it shows.

The second sectlon contains, and is reserved for, the work
of authors and poets already published nationally. We hoped
that they would remember their own beginnings, and their own
battles to be recognized, and not be too proud to provide us
with examples to follow - pleces we could aspire to In our own
work, They didn't let us down., We have been Inspired by their
willingness to help, and by the work they sent, and this was
all we had hoped for.

The third section is the province of new writers of all
ages. Mostly it is students - not completely., We wanted mat-
erial from this reglion and from schools outside this region,
and we got it,

So where do we go from here? Another idea Is taking shape,
and it's for you, the reader, to bring to fruition, Respond.
And if the response is hearty enough = if you |ike us well en-
ough - we will promise you more, HNaturally, we want fo go on.
Whether we do or not Is for you to say. A small magazine with
smal |l beginnings. |t happens every day. But lots of people
have gotten excited about us so far. We hope it stays that way.

B, Eliot Wigginton
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A Letter To FOXFIRE:

When | walk in the woods, the trees that | notice most are
the great strong trees, Some of their trunks are two feet thick,
and | have to turn my head to see all the branches, Looking at
the great trees, | wonder how the smaller trees |lve. How do
they get enough sunlight and ralnwater to grow? How do they sur-
vive this competition with the gliants?

The answer must be that the |ittle tree simply doesn't bo=-
ther about them, |t just does what it must do., |t just grows.
It just makes itself, And that act of creation Is more magni=
ficent than all the gliant trees in any forest, Look what fools
we are, | say to myself, It's not the giants that make things;
it's the |ittle trees. Foolish people all dream about being great
Instead of producing. We think about being grown when the impor-
tant thing is growing.

Wisdom is not in the wise question, but in the asking. The
poet understands this because he creates, He Is a poet because
he understands that this act of bringing into being has all the
beauty and the value, The glants? Yes, they're very nice, thank-
you, but the doing has all the importance,

A little magazine does not seem |ike a very Important thing
when it's finished, and | guess it Isn't, But making things=-
making poems, making stories, reading things and making them alive-
creating whatever it Is that we must, is most important. And the
unimportant people who make this |ittle magazine, whoever they are,
are doing the most important thing in the world.

Howard T, Senzel

Mr. Senzel is currently with the Institute for Policy Studies in
Washington, D.C., and is also worktng temporarily with the Execu-
tive Office of the President in the Bureau of the Budget. He is
thinking seriously of attending the London School of Economics in
the Fall., His most recent article, '"Smack Into Hwman Nature", was
published in the Autwmm 1966 issue of "The American Scholar." He
has been generous enough to send ug this note of good wishes.



In this section:

All of the material in this section was collected by
students of the Rabun Gap-Nacoochee School. Their names

and grades are as follows:

Eighth Tenth
Perry Barrett Ellen Armstrong
Judy Brown
Ninth Tommy Chastain
Pat Coleman
Bobby Bass Jean Fountain
Kenneth Daily Sue Henslee
Bill Enloe Danny Keener
Tommy Green Carolyn Kell
Charles Henslee Lizzie Ledford
Gayle Long Dorothy Moore
Charles Pennington
Twelfth Roglyn Rogers
Freddy Webb
Bill Selph
Note:

We would like to take this opportunity to thank the
subjects of these interviews in particular for allowing us
to intrude into their privacy.

In some cases we have worked with them for hours using
everything from ball point pens fo tape recorders to get
their stories.

We both apologize to those who now shudder when they
see us approach, and hope that the final results of their
particular ordeals as they appear in final form will en=
courage others to be willing = even enthusiastic = about
undergoing the same torture!

The Editors






The Clayton Bank Robbery of 1936

An Interview With Sheriff Luther Rickman, Retlired
As Told To Perry Barrett, Bobby Bass, Bill Selph

Luther Rickman was born in Dillard on March 20, 1889,
raised in Dillard, and still lives here today. His grand-
father settled here shortly after the Civil War, and it was
for Jesse H, Rickman that Rickman's Creek was named. Luther
still owns part of his grandfather's original property.

While still a boy, Luther Rickman helped grade the land
and haul the foundation stones, driving mules to a slip pan,
for the first building of this Rabun Gap-Nacoochee School,

He attended school here on the first day it opened its doors,

He can remember wanting to be sheriff from the time he
was ten years old, At that time he saw the old sheriff chase
and arrest a man, and that night he went home and said "Mamma,
quick as I'm old enough I'm going to be sheriff.," Her advice
to him at that time was to start making friends now, for he
would need lots of them to get elected to a job |ike that.

He must have followed her advice, for at the age of twenty=two
on the first day of 1913, he found himself on duty as a deputy.
Four years later, the first day of 1917 and the first day of
Prohibition, he was made High Sheriff, a position he held for
twenty-four years in Rabun County,

Having heard that he had a fine story about a bank robbery
that he might agree to tell us, we went to visit him, tape re-
corder in hand, one evening in early March. This is the story
he told, and we reproduce it here in his own words.

"On August 26, 1936, | was gettin' a haircut in Roy Mize's
barber shop and heard a gun fire, | ran out the door, and as
I hit the sidewalk Sanford Dixon hollered, 'Sheriff Rickman!
The bank's bein' robbed! They have just gone out of town in
a black Ford,' When that happened, | ran into the front of the
bank, and Mr, T,A. Duckett, cashier, was comin' in at the back
of the bank,

"Miss, Druilla Blakely was the only person in the bank
when the robbers came in, 'Hand over the cash, Miss, Druilla'
was what they said to her; 'Hand over the cash,' Just one man,
and he had the gun on her, and when he called for the money
she screamed and run out at the back of the bank like a bullet -
Jjust went a'flyin',



"She ran Into the back of Dover and Green's Drug Store

and screamed, 'Doctor Dover, the bank's bein' robbed!' Doctor
Dover walked out at the front door, and as he hit the sidewalk,
one of the robbers with a small machine gun said, 'Big boy, git
back in thar', and shot down near his feet., Doctor Dover said
he felt of himself to see if he'd been shot! Now listen., When
that gun fired, that disturbed the man that was a'gettin' the
money, and he only got 1,830 and some dollars and ran out the
door and jumped in the automobile - and left,

"From that. Fred Derrick ran into the bank and said to me,
'Sheriff Rickman, we'll get some guns and amminition'and ran
to Reeves Hardware and began to jerk down guns and amminition,
and from that | deputized two men and jumped in a little old
Ford and started south in the direction the robbers had went,
And a man hollered at me, said, 'Sheriff Rickman, nails In the
road!' Well, there was four cars off the road with their tires
punctured. They was tarpaper nails, the kind with the big heads,
and so about half of 'em was standin' up., One of the robbers
had ordered fifty pounds of them from Greenville, Tennessee,
They had the back glass out of the car and was sittin' with
their backs to the front of the car. They strode them out as
they went, and careful - did'ya' ever see Santa Claus sittin!'
up here in town a'throwin' out candy? Like that. And just on
one side.

"I took to the wrong side of the road and dodged the nails,
and when | did, the nails lasted from Clayton to Tiger, Georgia,
A little below Tiger., They made 'em last until where they turn=-
ed off on the Eastman Road.

"I went on from Tiger to Cornelia, Georgia; and when | got
in Cornelia, | got a message that this car had turned on the
Eastman Road. Now where the Eastman Road empties into the Wolf
Creek Road they was some county men a'workin' - scrapin' it
was what they was a'doin'., And they had got their road machine
balanced on a rock and was blockin' the road, Well, the rob-
bers came a'flyin' up Wolf Creek and met that road machine and
hollered at these two men to move that thing! And one of the
county employees said, 'Don't be in too big a hurry,' And about
that time one of the robbers stuck a machine gun out the win=
der and told him, says, 'Move it!' And the boys both said,
'Yes sir, we'll get it off as quick as we can!' And did. And
they went on.,

"| got back from Cornelia and traced that car on the East-
man Road to Wolf Creek Road through the Bennie Gap to the War-
woman Road, and from there east to Pine Mountain, turned north
and went to Highlands, and from there over into Transylvania
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County, North Carolina intfo a sawmill camp where these robbers
had a hide out., From there the robbers spent the night, and
they never divided their money until they got into the hide=-
out, One of the robbers told me later that there they divided
this money equally between five.

"The next morning they left out early in a brown Ford
that they had left there on the way to do the robbery, And
that night they had a wreck in Old Fort, North Carolina, and
wrecked this brown Ford. Well, a man drove past where they
was wrecked and saw a man standin' in the road with his face
bleeding; and the gentleman that was driving the car asked if
there was anything he could do for him, and the man told him,
'Yes, get me to a hospital.' At that instant, one of the rob-
bers came up with a machine gun and told him to get back up
that road. And walked him and his boy at least two=hundred
yards up the road and told them to keep going. Then they all
got in this high-powered car and it out. Well, they went
six or eight miles and had a blow out. So they put on the
spare and went on and by George, had another blowout. So
they abandoned it and | found it on a old mountain road.

"From that, | went from there to Spruce Pine, North Car=
olina and got some information, When | got this information,
| began to trace the robbers. But first, from Old Fort, |
called Charlotfe, North Carolina and found out who this brown
Ford's tag was issued to. Where this car was wrecked there
was machine gun shells; there was some 32 cartridge shells
to high-powered steel jacket gun and rifle shells, and seems
| ike some bedding. From that, | learned who this car belonged
to - whose name the car tag was issued in. When that happened,
| went to where this car had been traded to the Ford people
and found that Zade Sprinkle had bought this automobile, and
from that | went intoc Greenville, Tennessee and got close on
the robbers but didn't catch'em, They separated there, | was
told later by one of the robbers.

"When some of the robbers went on in the direction of
Virginia, Zade Sprinkle stayed in Johnson City, Tennessee for
a night or two and then came back in the direction of Ashville
and wrecked his automobile = ran into a telephone pole., The
sheriff's office at Marion, North Carolina arrested Zade and
called me and told me that they had Zade Sprinkle, the man |
had told them to look out for and had gave the description of
buying this Ford car.

"When that happened, | went to the sheriff at Marion,
North Carolina and | took two witnesses with me - the same two
men that had the road machine stalled, | told the men that
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for them not to say that he was the man or he wasn't when they
brought him down out of the jall, but If he was the man to
Just look at me and wink, And they both did that and | walked
up and shook hands with Zade Sprinkle. When | did | told him,
| said, 'Zade, | came to discuss our bank robbery,'

"He said, 'Sheriff Rickman, |'ve not been feelin' good
and I'd rather not discuss it.' | said, 'Sheriff, carry him
back up and lock him up and 1'll just stay over until tomor-
row and talk with Zade.' Well, when | done that, he started

back and got back near the elevator and says, 'l have had some
experience with Sheriff Rickman before, and I'm a'gonna' tell
you the truth, | want'a talk to you and Sheriff Rickman alone,

And we went into the back of the jail and he upped and told me
about all of the men except one he said he didn't know = a

man by the name of S|im - and that they divided the money at
this camp where they spent the night over in Transylvania
County. And from there they had warrents for him for takin'
that car from the gentleman from Charlotte when they wrecked
at O0ld Fort, North Carolina. And he served his term sentence,
and then | went and got him and brought him back fo Rabun
County, He was tried and sentenced there in our Superior
Court and sent to the penitentiary., He was sent sometime in
the August term of court - | don't remember the date he went -
and had a heart attacked - two severe heart attacks - and was
pardoned by the Governor of Georgia.All the other men was
caught except Slim,"

Curious about something we had heard him say earlier, we
then asked Sheriff Rickman if he would mind telling us what
the previous experience was that he had had with Zade Sprinkle:

"| had reason to serve papers on him two yea-s earlier.
| heard he was hidin' at Jabe's Roadhouse, so | went and asked
Jabe if he was there, and Jabe said, 'Yes, Sheriff Rickman, in
the second room at the head of the steps on the left.

"l walked up and knocked on the door, and Zade said 'Who's
there?' | said "Sheriff Rickman; open the door, Zade,' and
he jumped up in his sock feet and opened the door and made this
statement: 'One telephone call too many.' And | said to him,
'Zade, where's your pistol?' And he said 'Under my pillow,"
and that's what made me be in sympathy with him, He might have
made me a'done somethin' that | wouldn't have wanted to do
under any consideration. And he might'a got me first; you can't
tell,

"And when that happened, he asked me, 'Sheriff Rickman,
are y'gointa' put me in jail?' | said, 'No, not necessarily,
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Zade, |f | can get a'hold'a the sheriff at Ashville I'I| not
putcha' in jall at all.,!'

"Zade and myself came down in the office, called the
sheriff from Cannon's Camp, and in less than two hours he drove
up In his automobile witha bloodhound and two deputies and came
in and shook hands with Zade, and told one of his men to go
back and get those credentials.

"Whenever he came in, he had handcuffs and leg irons, and
| told him, | said, 'Don't put them leg irons on Zade, He's
been nice to me, and here's his pistol. | got it from under
his pillow.'

"When that happened, the sheriff said this to me: that |
didn't know him as he did; and | told him rather than to see
Zade have the leg Irons put on, that | would drive him to Ash-
ville myself., And the sheriff didn't put the leg irons on
him, And he got there with him too.,"
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An Interview With Daniel Manous
As Told To Four Rabun Gap Students

Daniel Manous Is a loner., For the last two years he has
I ived on the flank of Picken's Nose in an abandoned, discarded
Merita bread truck in the back of which he has placed a wood
stove and a bed, His job is to watch over a fish hatchery fed
by the purest waters of Betty's Creek.

The job is a lonely one = high on the side of the mountain
in a spot accessable only by foot or rugged automobile = and it
gives a man plenty of time to think, Dan has two volumes of
poetry with him in his truck, one by Burns and the other by
Tennyson. He has read them both, The rest of his free time
is spent hiking, hunting, or playing his banjo.

There follow several stories which he told these reporters
during a recent visit to his campsite on the mountain.

"My great-grandfather was a Yankee who moved to the South
before the War Between the States. He lived in these mountains,
and when the war broke out, the Southerners tried to force him
to fight on their side. He didn't want to, though, and said,
'Don't force me to fire a gun against my family and friends.'
But they wouldn't listen saying that he lived in the South and
so he would have to fight for the South. Not long after that,
he was recruited into the army,

"Not long after that, he deserted and headed for home. He
was soon captured, and as punishment was hung up by his toes.
When they were finished punishing him, they took him back to
the army.

"He deserted a second time, This time he hid out in the
mountains hunting for his food and dodging t..e searching parties.
When they caught him the second time, they hung him up again,
this time by his thumbs, Then they returned him to his outfit
once again with the warning that the penalty for deserting a
third time was death,

"By now, it was near the end of the war, My great-grand-
father found himself near the front and in a very bad situation,
They would certainly have to face the enemy very shortly. So
he said to his companions,'Boys, if we stay here we're gonna be
killed, and if we desert we'll be killed too. There's only
one way out and that's to surrender to the Yankees as prisoners
of war,' And that's just what they did, They crossed over the
mountains and surrendered to the Yankees, and that's the way
my great-grandfather saved his |ife and the |lives of his com=
rades, and saved himself having to fire a single shot., The men
called him "Captain" Hedden after that, and someone even wrote
a book about him, | don't have it here, but I've seen it."









































































































































































































