The Flip Side continued...

the awkward five point U-turn to hurry off in another direction.

All of this to say that our charming, idiosyncratic STTZ 1s
woefully and increasingly being threatened two miles to the
north. Our town is not individual in that it suffers from modern
day schizophrenia. Like a teenager-one day clad in khakis and
penny loafers, the next festooned in spiked leather and purple
hair-we are strained between established STTZ at one end and
the radical nirvana of convenience at the other. It is at once “At
church on Sunday heard your mother is sick” and then “Care to
super-size that?” The tension is brought to us by the interstate,
that leviathan of commercial traffic and economic impossibilities
that has shifted the commercial focus from local to transient.

As if to remind anyone that I-20 never sleeps, gaudy store signage
has sprung up along the highway to beacon its collective mantra
in alarming colors: “Open 24 Hours.” Here splashed in neon in
a half mile radius 1s the intersection of then and now; an
immsomnia of asphalt and eighteen-wheelers, fast food joints, car
lots, WalMarts and convenience stores. It 1s defined by Cheetos
and BC powders, truck stops and Waffle Houses, Motel 6s and
McDonald’s Playlands. Noisy and unyielding, it is as homogenous as
the truckers, vacationers, and salesmen who briefly shadow its

never closing doors. Here time is anything but individual. Here
Thomson, Georgia, might as well be Newark, New Jersey.

Unlike the teenager, our town is not likely to grow out of its
rebellious phase. Pastoral mevitably gives way to commercial,
quiet to bustle, home grown to mass-produced synthetic.

In this land that never blinks, we might forget that dove season
looms and we need to weasel an invitation out of Smith; that Mr.
Murphy’s daughter and daughter-in-law are expecting and he
might be a grandfather momentarily; that the Dents have found
a new clump of underwater brushpiles that are holding the
crappie thick as molasses; that Linda just returned from a
shopping trip to the Blue Ridge where she found the most
wonderful mountain crafts. We might forget that souls make
human interaction worthwhile.

There being no clock tower here, no bell chimes to remind me
I've tarried at the keyboard too long to partake of Thursday’s
fried pork chops at Ivery’s.

I guess I'll miss lunch.
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Junior Board Preserves Historic Flag
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1846 Georgia militia flag from Jefferson County.

he Junior Board of Trustees of Watson-Brown Foundation, Inc. announced its
annual preservation grants in May. The largest grant this year will help preserve an artifact
of statewide significance.

The Board, whose mission is to preserve area history, voted to award $15,000 to the Georgia
Capitol Museum for the conservation and stabilization of an 1846 Georgia militia flag from
Jefferson County.

“[Thhe state is grateful that (the board members) see the significance in this,” remarked Dorothy
Olson, director of the museum. “It’s an object you appreciate so much.”

Bearing the embroidered inscription of the Jefferson Riflemen and the Georgia state seal, the flag
will be the oldest in the state’s collection. It was sewn for the militia unit raised to protect the state
m the Second Seminole War. The unit was part of the Ninth Regiment from Jefferson County.

According to Olson, the Jefferson Riflemen were disbanded in 1853, whereupon the flag was hung
m the Lowsville, Georgia, courthouse. It remained there until 1864, when Union General William
Tecumseh Sherman’s troops wrecked Lowsville during their March to the Sea. The flag was stolen
as a war souvenir. Eventually, it was given to Colonel Benjamin Fearing of Marietta, Ohio. After
his death, Colonel Fearing’s family gave the flag and his papers to the Marietta College library in
Marietta, Ohio.
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