The Flip Side continued...

When he was gone Charlie asked, “Why don’t you go
into the den with your grandpop?”

“I need the table to spread out on,” 1 replied, flipping
books and legal pads across the top so loosely I could have been
dealing cards at a poker game.

Charlie continued to clean m silence. When he finally
removed the placemats and began sweeping he stopped and
urged again: “Look here, why don’t you go into the den with your
grandpop and do your writing. I can set up a TV table for you.
Come on.”

“Don’t go to the trouble,” I shrugged. “This’ll be fine.”
He was not swayed and this time he dared a whisper: “You need
0.”

I'looked up to his solemn face for an eternity, gradually
embarrassed by the loyalty 1 couldn’t understand. While 1
gathered my papers he quickly retrieved and cleaned a f{limsy,
portable folding table for my work. 1 followed him into the den.
He set up the table in the center of the big room and found me a
chair while my grandfather sat in the corner.

The television wasn’t on and he was shuffling through a
magazine with the help of an ancient floor lamp that cast uneasy
light on him and newspapers and spines in a dusty book rack. 1
spread out all over again and tried to work.

The pages stopped turning and my cheeks flushed with
him looking at me.

“What's your thesis on?” He finally asked.

Taking a breath and not looking up I replied: “A boy
who ran away from home and drifted south. He got tangled up
i Florida’s convict lease system. He was beaten to death.”

More silence followed. In the kitchen I heard the screen
door shut with a familiar “whack” of wood on wood:
Charlie leaving for the night, chore accomplished, leaving me
with my grandfather alone in the house with the permanent
things.

After a time he said thoughtfully, “Mr. Watson fought
against that, you know.”

I turned this time to read the frail eyes and snow white
hair that showed pale yellow in the lamplight. “Yes,” I said softly,
“I know.”

He reached up and pulled down the chain that cut off
the lamp. “Goodnight,” he said and he rose on shaky legs and
slowly left the room.

“Goodnight,” I answered, returning to my paper
and the shadows and the faint clock noises in the hall on which

®

rode a thousand memories.
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T.R.R Cobb House today.
On December 29, 2003, officials from Stone Mountain

Memorial Association, The Georgia Trust for Historic
Preservation, the Athens-Clarke Heritage Foundation and the
Watson-Brown Foundation announced the purchase of the
antebellum home of Thomas Reade Rootes Cobb (1823-
1862), currently located at Stone Mountain Park near
Atlanta. The purchase of the Cobb House touches off

an enormous repatriation and restoration effort that

will end 1its dilapidated, twenty-year exile from
Athens.

“This has been an incredible journey,” said
Frank White, director of the Georgia Trust revolving
fund. “The house had to come home. It’s our
heritage. We've lost so much in Georgia.”

The tentative victory is a long time coming for
the Athens historic preservation community, which had
tried unsuccessfully for years to raise enough support to
bring the house back. Threatened with demolition in 1985
to make way for additional parking for St. Joseph’s Catholic
School, the Cobb House was purchased by the Stone
Mountain Memorial Association with intentions of incorporating it
mto its antebellum theme park. The house was disassembled into five sections and transported
on trucks from Athens to Stone Mountain. It has remained there ever since. =
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