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PROLOGUE

DIl tell you one thing. I've enjoyed life.

— O. Wayne Rollins

Who was O.Wayne Rollins?

A poor young farmer who couldn’t buy a three-dollar pig on two weeks’
credit, or the successful businessman who later borrowed millions on the
strength of his signature alone?

A self-conscious high school student afraid to walk into a classroom
because his overalls rode high above his ankles, or the self-confident, distin-
guished gentleman who favored English wools and Italian silks and was named
one of the best-dressed men in America?

A fierce family patriarch determined always to do business his way, or the
emotional, tender-hearted grandfather who could be moved to tears by the
heartache and joy of those around him?

Was O. Wayne Rollins the young man who never became the lawyer he
dreamed of being, or was he the successful entrepreneur who created a family
business empire worth millions?

In truth, O. Wayne Rollins was one man who fit all of these descriptions,
the same man who not only enjoyed life but was bigger than life to many who
knew him.

He was, after all, the big man from Georgia — a man who stood six-foot-

two but nonetheless seemed even taller when he stepped from behind his old
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mahogany English desk in his office at Rollins, Inc. For O.Wayne Rollins was
not merely strong in stature. His very character — at once grounded in family,
integrity, determination, and commitment — filled a room much more than his
physical presence would seem to allow. From the moment anyone met him,
from the instant they looked into his intensely blue eyes or felt the welcome in
his handshake, it was clear that this man was driven with purpose. For through-
out his entire life, O. Wayne Rollins prided himself on taking the ordinary and
making it extraordinary. And he applied this principle to everything he touched,
from radio stations to oil fields, from TNT production to mineral water distrib-
ution, from pest control to farmland pastures.

“I spent my life competing against the average in whatever it was, not
being satisfied, constantly wanting to be better than the average,” Wayne Rollins
once said. “My grandmother told me, and I believed her, that if you are aver-
age, and the other person is average, and he works eight hours and you work
twelve, you are 50 percent better than he is. And there’s not any way anyone can
take this away from you.”

This, then, is the story of O. Wayne Rollins. It is an honest-to-goodness,
made-only-in-America kind of drama. It is a story that combines failure and
success, poverty and wealth, unfulfilled dreams and dreams that came true. And
it is, above all, the story of a family that believed they could make a difference
in this world and then determined to settle for nothing less.

Within this story, we listen as O. Wayne Rollins and those who knew him
best describe the people and events that shaped his life and his character. Here
we see Rollins as a young father and husband, lying on a plywood board in
Catoosa Springs, enduring back pain and reading a newspaper article that would
ultimately determine his fate. Decades later, we see Rollins demonstrate his
business genius and prowess, sitting in a room filled with anxious lawyers and
financial experts, as he artfully negotiates what would be considered the first
leveraged buyout in corporate history. And within this story of O. Wayne
Rollins, we hear people talk not only about his business career, but also about
his life as a boy, a devoted family man, and a philanthropist. And at the end, it
becomes clear why the person once called one of the most powerful business-
men in America simply wanted to be remembered as “a good man.”

From as early as he could remember, Wayne Rollins looked at the world
around him and believed that experiences contained lessons to be learned and
applied to life.

It was Claudia Nance Rollins who first impressed upon her two sons the
idea that they could achieve anything they set out to do. From their home in
Smith Chapel, Georgia, Wayne and John Rollins were taught never to quit
before a job was finished, and that success came by working harder than anyone

else.
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From his Grandmother Nance, Wayne Rollins learned the virtues of sav-
ing money. “We had no other choice,” Wayne Rollins said, remembering the
woman who cleverly kept his hard-earned money rolled in a cloth and pinned
inside her petticoat. And from his grandmother, he also learned the business
principles of organization, planning, and preparation, all from watching a woman
who managed to keep her eight buckets filled with water.

From his father, Wayne Rollins learned the virtues of stubborn deter-
mination and great personal pride. It was said of Henry Rollins that his horses
never showed a rib, so meticulous was Wayne's father in how he cared for his
animals. Too, Wayne Rollins learned from his father that money should never
be wasted, a lesson Wayne witnessed when Henry Rollins once angrily realized
that a salesman had charged him a dollar for glue and stain remover that sim-
ply didn’t work.

From his own experiences as a youth, Wayne Rollins learned that nothing
of value is ever free, an object lesson taken from the story of a knife that had
been used to skin a skunk. Even as an adult, he used the story to illustrate one
of his favorite maxims: “Always look behind good news.”

And one day at his Mountain Cove farm, Wayne Rollins put into words
one of the most cherished lessons of his life. “How could anybody look at this
land and not believe in God?”

Throughout his adult life, O. Wayne Rollins had the support of his family
— not only his parents and grandparents and cousins but a wife named Grace
and two sons named Randall and Gary. He shared everything with his brother
John, including the belief that only the single-minded pursuit of what they
wanted brought success. They believed that your word was your bond, no mat-
ter what was written on a piece of paper. And together, Wayne and John Rollins
fostered in their children the belief that nothing was more important than fam-
ily. “It’s your family and your blood,” they said. “That’s the most important
thing in the world. If another one needs help, no matter what that is, you
respond.”’

And so the story of O. Wayne Rollins begins with family, with two new
parents named Henry and Claudia Rollins who cannot decide on the name of
their firstborn son. Finally, they leave his name to the luck of the draw, and out
of a hat pick two slips of paper with a different name printed on each:*Orville”
and “Wayne”

Never again, however, would the strong-willed, beloved Claudia Nance
Rollins let anyone associate the notion of “luck” with either of her two sons.
Nothing irritated her more than for someone to say,Well, you know your boys
have been lucky”

Bristling, she would reply. “If you put a ‘P’ in front of the ‘L, you're prob-

ably close to it.”
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CHAPTER 1

I don’t know if I could write
the specifications on a brother.
But if I could,

I wouldn’t change Wayne
in any way.

— John W, Rollins, Sr.




THE GEORGIA
FARMBOY

By L )u\s.\u;f -

From left to right: John Asbury Nance, Mary Emma
(Scott) Nance (standing), Robert Nance, seated with
Bertha Statirah (Nance) Trotter on his lap, Claudia Ann
(Nance) Rollins, William Madison “Mack” Nance
(standing behind chair), Statirah Elizabeth (Weatherly)
Nance, seated, Lillie Dale (Nance) Cooper, William
Osborn “Will” Nance, seated, and Mary Lo (Nance)
Rollins, on his lap

(about 1896)




RVILLE WAYNE ROLLINS was born
just before dawn on May 5, 1912,

It was a Sunday morning. Rain fell softly over the hills and valleys of
Smith Chapel, a rural community of families and farms not far from the north-
west Georgia town of Ringgold, in Catoosa County. And here, in a frame house
with wooden shingles, situated on a knoll that faced Smith Chapel schoolhouse,
Henry and Claudia Rollins welcomed their firstborn son.

Three grandparents were present for the birth: Henry's parents, John
Franklin and Roxie Rollins; Claudia’s mother, Emma Scott Nance, widow of
Robert Nance. John Rollins kept his son company while the two older women
brought fresh linens and hot water to assist the doctor. Within minutes after the
doctor proclaimed, “It’s a boy!” Claudia Rollins held her newborn son in her
arms while a circle of family stood close around her, their faces perfect mirrors
to the joy of the moment. This baby, after all, was Henry and Claudia’s first child
and the first grandson for John and Roxie; Emma, the mother of nine, already
had two grandchildren, but this little fellow would grow to worship her. And
after a while, when it seemed the baby cried more than newborns usually do,
Grandma Rollins took charge in her no-nonsense way. She wrapped a blanket
tightly around the baby and fed him strained sweet potatoes and buttermilk. The
baby stopped crying, and he loved the taste of buttermilk for the rest of his life.

It wasn't so easy, though, to pick a name for the child. For several weeks
the family remained deadlocked over what to call the baby boy. Claudia sug-
gested Robert, for her father; Henry favored John or Frank or Richard after his
side of the family. These two loving, though equally strong-willed, parents finally
agreed to write different names on separate slips of paper and draw two from a
hat:“Orville” and “Wayne” it would be, and his parents agreed to call him Wayne.

The house where Wayne Rollins grew up was situated on a crest of

land that once belonged to his Grandfather Rollins, adjacent to where his
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grandparents still lived. It was built of board and batten, with a pine tongue-
and-groove floor. There were two bedrooms with a fireplace in each, and the
large kitchen in the back was actually an old store that had been hitched to
teams of horses and rolled over the yard on logs to fit against the house. The
kitchen had no interior ceiling, really, just rafters with a few random planks
lying across them that created a sense of openness that Wayne liked. A metal
Coca-Cola sign, the first that Wayne ever saw, covered the hole in the roof where
the flue for a potbellied stove had been when the family’s kitchen had once been
a general store.

Wayne's playground was the house, the front porch, and the dirt yard out-
side, a yard swept clean with brooms and kept cool by the shade of eight tall
cedars that stood out front; a whippoorwill lived in those trees, and sometimes,
when it called out at night, Henry Rollins thought it might be a sign of death
or disease. In the backyard, Wayne played around

the Arkansas Black apple tree and the woodpile,
with the well and smokehouse close by. And his
childhood world was filled with constant re-
minders of the loving care of his mother, a
woman all the cousins called “Aunt Claude.”

“If I was an artist, I could really draw you a
picture of Aunt Claude,” said Oscar Rollins. “At
her back door, there was a garden fence all
around, and just inside that garden fence was a
row of flowers all the way around. And oft to the
side of that garden was all these peach trees, and
under each peach tree was a chicken coop. She
made the chicken coops out of pieces of wood so
that the little chickens could come and go
through, but the mama had to stay in there. Then
in her smokehouse, she had hams and pork, hanging up after they had been salt-
cured or sugar-cured. She always wore an apron, and she always wore a bonnet
to the field, and most of the time she would try to have something over her arms
so they would be white when she went to church on Sunday. She didnt want
them sunburned at all. She was tall and straight and very, very attractive.”

A trail marked the short distance from Wayne's house to the barn, and
beyond the yard lay the red-clay Georgia fields — lush with green corn and
cotton in spring and summer, full of promise and hard work and many a
heartache. The gentle roll of the Smith Chapel landscape would unfold before
Wayne as he peered into the distance in front of the house. And when he
walked out the back door, his gaze rose to meet the grove of trees that studded

the ridge line above the farmland that surrounded the Rollins home.

The Homeplace of Henry and
Claudia Rollins in the little
community of Smith Chapel,
Georgia. Sons Wayne and John
were born lere.

(photo taken 1985)
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The sights and sounds of life in this Georgia countryside impressed Wayne
as a boy and sustained him as an adult. Growing up, he often listened to the
sound of the wind as it rushed through the valley along Dalton-Ooltewah R oad,
stirring and lifting the leaves of every tree along the ridge until the sound of
mere leaves blowing was all but deafening, mysteriously like the sound of a
thousand whispering voices. He remembered the mournful sound of the
cowhorn, blown by Grandma Emma Nance to summon everyone in from the
fields at mealtime. At church on Sunday, Wayne listened from the “Amen
Corner” while Grandpa Rollins led the singing and Claudia played the pump
organ for two of Wayne's favorite hymns, “I Am Thine, O Lord™ and “Shall We
Gather at the River”” At summer’s twilight, the sound of katydids and crickets
and bullfrogs often lulled him to sleep. And after a tornado tore old wooden
shingles from the house, Wayne loved to hear the sound of rain falling on the tin
roof, a sound so comforting and soothing that when he grew up he would one
day try to recreate that very sound.

Too, Wayne remembered watching his father build the early morning fire
in his bedroom, the glow quickly warming him as he lay in his straw bed,
listening to his mother fry ham and make breakfast biscuits. Already, Wayne was
aware that the Rollins family took pride in how they dressed, for even in these
early morning moments his mother’s hair was always perfectly combed and
braided, her apron starched till crisp and tied around her waist. If it was a Sunday
morning, Henry Rollins always made sure that his shoes were shined just so, his
hat and clothes carefully and thoroughly brushed clean. Even Wayne enjoyed
dressing up for church in his black patent shoes with white socks, blue serge
short pants, and a white shirt.

These, then, were the sights and sounds of home for Orville Wayne
Rollins, a little boy born unto two proud and poor families who built their com-
munity’s schools and churches; fought anyone who offended their sense of
honor and tenacious pride; and struggled to make a living as farmers in the fields
of Smith Chapel. The men from the Rollins and Nance families tended to be
hardworking, daring, and outgoing, with a sense of fun that often resulted in
spontaneous teasing and mischievous pranks.

The Rollins and Nance women were remarkably organized, full of pur-
pose and possessing a force of personality that kept their families together in
good times and bad. The two families had nothing of exceptional material value
— some land and farm animals, simple homes and clothing, a buggy or two and
a wagon. Even the Nance family, once prosperous land and slave holders in
Clarke County, lost everything in the Civil War, their wealth reduced to trunks
filled with worthless Confederate money that became mere toys of entertain-
ment for their grandchildren.

They had so little, Wayne Rollins would later admit, and they worked so
hard for what they did have, that those living in Smith Chapel barely felt the
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economic ills of the depression years that devastated wealthier communities dur-
ing the late 1920s and 1930s. Too, Wayne Rollins grew up in such a small, iso-
lated corner of the world that he frequently said they simply didn’t know that

anyone else had it any better.
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Wayne Rollins’ forefathers found their way to Georgia three generations
before him. And like many important milestones in the Rollins family history,
this one begins with a favorite family tale, told over and over until it has become
a Rollins legend. It involves a man called Moses, the paternal great-grandfather
of Wayne Rollins.

In the mid-1840s, begins the story, young Moses Waters Rollins began to
follow a wagon loaded with apples near his home in Rutherford County, North
Carolina. As young boys in his community liked to do, Moses followed the
wagon, planning to snatch a few apples when the driver stopped to coat the
wagon axles with tar, a step that helped prevent unwanted friction inside the
wheel. What Moses Rollins did not know was that this particular wagon was
equipped with the latest invention: a metal hub that dispensed axle grease auto-
matically. The wagon never stopped, and Moses just kept following the wagon.
And when the driver finally reached his destination, both Moses and the wagon
were in Georgia.

Whatever the circumstances of his migration, Moses Rollins was a part of
the swelling tide of settlers moving into Georgia, Alabama, and Mississippi
during the mid-1800s. Thousands of Indians still lived in the region, but the
Cherokees, the Creeks, and the Choctaws were continually losing more of the
land of their ancestors and being forced westward.

Historical records indicate that Moses traveled to Georgia after the death of
his parents in North Carolina. On April 28, 1850, in Hall County, Georgia, he
married Nancy Emily Waters; he was nineteen, she was eighteen. And in 1851,
Moses’ nine-year-old brother, John Franklin Rollins, Elder, arrived in Georgia, too.

On January 11, 1862, after moving to nearby Whitfield County, Moses and
Emily Rollins had their fourth child, a son named John Franklin for his uncle.

Moses and Emily Waters Rollins
were married in 1850. Pictured
above is their wedding certificate

from Hall County, Georgia.
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Moses and Nancy Emily Waters Rollins (before 1893)
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And when this baby was four months old, his father and shortly afterwards his
namesake-uncle enlisted in the Confederate Army — a move that no doubt
reflected an order by President Jefferson Davis drafting all white males ages
eighteen to thirty-five for three years of military service.

The Battle of Chickamauga brought the Civil War to Catoosa County in
September of 1863. During the battle, a church burned down, soldiers fought
in trenches in the community, and 34,000 Union and Confederate soldiers were
killed or wounded after two days of fighting in the battle just a few miles south
of the town. The battle was an ironic reflection of the Cherokee word
Chickamauga, a word used by the Indians to describe the three most prominent
creeks in the area and said to mean “river of death.”

Apparently spared injury during the war, Moses Rollins was discharged on
April 14,1865, and he returned to Whitfield County. Here, he and Emily raised
a family of seven children and more than forty grandchildren; after she died in
1893, Moses moved to Texas to join his brother, John Franklin. Moses died in
1906, and John Franklin, Elder, died twenty-two years later.

John Franklin Rollins, Moses’ Civil War child, was hired as a farmhand in
Whitfield County in 1888, and he soon fell in love with his employer’
daughter, Roxie Elaine Tatum. They married on July 8, 1888, when he was
twenty-six and she was two months past her fifteenth birthday. The first of their
ten children, a son named William Henry Rollins, was born a year later in
Catoosa County. John Franklin Rollins managed a cotton gin at Hedrick’s Mill,
and the large house beside the mill provided a comfortable home for his

expanding family. John and Roxie Tatum Rollins
applied for their marriage license
on July 7, 1888, and wed the
Sfollowing day. They were married

By November 15, 1907, John Franklin Rollins had saved enough money
to buy forty acres of land south of Hedrick’s Mill in the Smith Chapel area, and

on this land he built a house for his family, not far from the little schoolhouse for almost fifty years.
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that also served as a church. By now, his oldest son, Henry, was a strapping
seventeen-year-old, over six feet tall, toughened from the long days of farm
work. He was full of fun, but already he had an adoring eye cast toward a Smith
Chapel girl named Claudia Nance.

Long before Moses Rollins came to Georgia, two of Claudia Nance’s
ancestors had journeyed from Virginia to find a homestead in Georgia. Their
names were John and Christina Ryan Nance, and by 1803, they were living in
Clarke County. Within the next half-century, John Nance became a wealthy
man, with large land holdings and nearly a dozen slaves.

William Madison Nance, one of John and Christina’s nine children, was
born on December 18, 1809. Twenty-five years later, he married Statirah
Elizabeth Weatherly. Together with their four sons and four daughters, they
lived in a spacious two-story house near Smith Chapel, right on Dalton-
Ooltewah Road. Madison Nance died on April 11, 1863, but his widow lived
thirty-four more years. Two of their sons, Robert and James, traveled to Texas
prior to 1880, where Robert met Mary Emma Scott, the young daughter of
Shalom Elkin Scott. They married in 1881, when Robert was twenty-four and
Emma only sixteen. Within a year their first child was born, about the same time
that Robert’s widowed mother wrote from Georgia asking him to return and
help run the family farm. The baby died during the journey, and Emma never
returned to Texas; only once did she ever see her father again.

“Aunt Emma was setting up on the porch, sewing, putting buttons on and
making buttonholes and she heard someone walking,” said Ida Carpenter. *““And
she looked up and she saw her daddy coming. And they said Aunt Emma spilled
buttons all the way down that hill. She was so glad to see her daddy, and when she
saw him coming, she just jumped up and ran to meet him. And that little trail, all
the way down the hill till she met her daddy, was scattered with buttons.”

Robert and Emma lived in the Madison Nance House north of Hedrick’s
Mill with their nine children; Claudia Ann was their second daughter, born on
September 28, 1886. Six weeks before his fiftieth birthday, Robert Nance died
of what was believed to be tuberculosis. And Emma, forty, was a widow with
five boys and four girls.

Claudia Ann Nance never knew life without Henry Rollins in the picture.
After all, they attended the one-room Smith Chapel school together, went to the
same church with their families, and lived on the same road that joined their two
family homes.

They were, in many respects, complete opposites. Like most of the Rollins
men, Henry had a quick temper, never walked away from a fight, teased hard,
and played to win. Claudia had been a bit of a tomboy as a child — she often
went squirrel hunting with her father — but as a young woman she was gentle
and kind, a talented musician and seamstress. Claudia completed all seven grades
of grammar school at Smith Chapel, qualifying her under state law as a teacher
in the little community where she grew up.

10
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Mary Emma Scott Nance, Wayne Rollins’ maternal grandmotlier, was an important influence in his life.
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The Nanee family in 1905, Claudia Nance, seated fourth from left, married Witliam Henry Rollins five years later.



THE GEORGIA FARMBOY

Emma Nance made sure her daughters wasted no time on “undesirable”
suitors, and she was sometimes less than favorably impressed by Henry Rollins.
But her brown-haired, blue-eyed daughter was as attracted to the tall young man
as he was to her. They courted in the Nance parlor, took walks along Tiger

Creek near the mill, drove a buggy to nearby Catoosa Springs and

enjoyed picnic lunches near the mineral springs. When there
was a box supper social at the church, Henry would be
waiting to outbid all the other young men for Claudia’s
box. Only once did Henry fail to buy Claudia’s box,
perhaps just to see what would happen. He never
did so again.

They were married in the fall, when the
crisp autumn air had transformed the Catoosa
County hillsides into brilliant colors. They ex-
changed wedding vows on October 9, 1910,
inside the home of local justice of the peace
Joe Pierce. Henry, twenty-one, wore a blue
serge suit with a black bow tie; Claudia,
twenty-four, wore a beautiful white wedding
dress that she made herself with the tradi-
tional stiff, high collar. Together, they moved
into the big house at Hedrick’s Mill, which
had become vacant when John Frank and
Roxie Rollins moved to their new house at
Smith Chapel. The newlyweds loved the com-
fortable old house that sat amid huge oak trees,
and the pleasant sounds of the creek and the water-
wheel. Henry farmed with his father during the day
and operated the old mill at night. It was a happy time
for the young couple.

Claudia would miss the spacious house and the sounds
of the old mill when they moved from Hedrick’s Mill to a new
house at Smith Chapel in the winter of 1911. But she had plenty else to

think about. She was expecting their first child in the spring. Henry and Claudia Rollins’
wedding photo was taken on
= = October 9, 1910.

Oh, what a family! By the time Wayne Rollins was born, the Smith Chapel
community was so filled with Nances and Rollinses that it sometimes seemed
they all ended up marrying each other. Between Wayne’s own mother and

father, for instance, there were three Rollins and Nance family unions: Henry
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Rollins had married Claudia Nance; Henry had a brother, Fred, who married

Claudia’s sister Mary; Henry had a sister, Bessie. who married Mack Nance,
Mary and Claudia’s brother.

“So three of the Rollins married into the Widow Nance family,” said Ida
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Carpenter. “My mother was a first cousin to those, and my daddy’s mother and
Wayne’s grandmother were sisters. So that made me related to the Rollins and
the Nances. We're double cousins and some of us are triple cousins. And

anyone had to be raised in the community to get it all unraveled.”
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John and Roxie Rollins with
seven of their nine children
about 1911. From left 10 right,
bottom row: Theodore Roosevelt
Rollins, John Franklin Rollins, St.,
Oscar Charles Rollins, Roxie
Elaine Tatum (Rollins), Herschel
Eugene Rollins. Top Row:
William Henry Rollins, Claudia
Ann Nance (Rollins), Walter
Fredrick Rollins, John Frank
Rollins, Jr., Edd Waters Rollins



Herschel Rollins (about 1912)
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And because they were so close, many of these cousins, aunts, and uncles
grew up together. Herschel Rollins, for instance, was the youngest of John and
Roxie Rollins’ ten children, which made him Wayne’s uncle, even though he
was only two years older than Wayne. And from the day they were christened
together at Smith Chapel schoolhouse, there was a lifelong bond between Wayne
and Herschel, who would grow to be as close as
brothers.

At the christening ceremony in September
1912, sitting side by side, Roxie held Herschel and
Claudia held four-month-old Wayne. Among
those watching intently was Ida, only seven years
old at the time, who couldn’t help but think how
pretty Claudia looked, sitting on the church pew
with the baby in her arms, a gold locket around
her slender neck. “So beautiful!” thought little Ida.

The baby looked angelic in the delicate
white, handmade christening dress, so long it
reached nearly to the floor. Wayne never fussed
when the pastor sprinkled water on his head. But
Herschel, dressed in his Sunday-best short blue
pants buttoned to a white shirt, warned the
preacher, “Youre not gonna put water on my
head!” The minister calmly went ahead with the
ceremony and Herschel said no more.

Life for young Wayne Rollins was filled with
the security and warmth of his large extended
family and the close-knit relationships within the
little community of Smith Chapel. His grandpar-
ents lived just up Dalton-Ooltewah Road, along
with numerous doting aunts and uncles, particu-
larly Aunt Bertha, the sixth of Emma Nance’s chil-
dren, who was always bringing Wayne special toys.
Wayne and Herschel, it was said, “always ran together” — playing in the creek,
staging rodeos with some of the farm’s young calves, and orchestrating corncob
battles.

“We had corncob battles on rainy days,” remembered Oscar Rollins.
“There were always a lot of corncobs, after you had shelled the corn to feed the
chickens or the hogs. Then we'd divide up teams. Part of us would get up in
the barn loft and part of us would be on the ground, and we’d try to capture the

others, throwing those old corncobs.”
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John and Roxie Rollins saved enough money to buy forty acres of land in the Smith Chapel community in 1907.
Generations of Rollins families have lived on that same land.



Willie Ruth Nance Greeson,
Wayne’s oldest cousin (about 1915)

Wayne with his
Aunt Bertha Nance Tiotter
(about 1917)
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The Rollins men were known for “teasing hard,” noted Willie Ruth
Nance Greeson, the oldest of all the cousins by virtue of being born six
months ahead of Wayne, but it was always Grandma Nance who was in charge.

“To me,” said Willie Ruth, “she was a very etlicient person in the manag-
ing of the houschold, the managing of the family, the running of the farm or
anything. It seemed like everything went as it should. But she had a healthy
attitude about life. She didn’t complain because she was left with a big family.
Now, she wasn’t a person who oohed and aahed and pitied and babied, but by
the deeds she did, she showed she cared. Not just for family or friends but for
neighbors. I've heard her relate stories of going and staying for as much as two
weeks away from home with people who were ill, and always sharing what she
had with others.

“She did not tolerate foul language. She just thought that was the worst
thing in the world. And I wasn’t allowed to whistle. She said, ‘Sister, don’t be
whistling out there. A whistling girl and a crowing hen always come to some
bad end.’”

There was plenty of work and chores for Wayne to do, particularly in a
family where sleeping till 4+ A.M. was considered “sleeping in” Fastidious in all
aspects of his life, Henry Rollins believed that the appearance of a carefully cut
pasture fence line was just as important as a carefully brushed Sunday suit. There
were cows to milk and animals to feed and care for, barns to clean out and yards
to sweep, fields to plow, cotton and corn to plant, gardens to tend, hogs to butcher,
eggs to gather, butter to churn, and wood to chop. Though the life of any farm
family varied tremendously due to the unpredictable element called weather, the
very predictable essence of the seasons gave the Smith Chapel farm community a
stability, a rhythm of sorts that Wayne Rollins relished and took to heart.

And on Sundays, there was church. Religion was a part of the very fab-
ric of life for the Rollins family. John and Roxie and their daughter-in-law
Claudia were among the founding members of Smith Chapel Methodist
Church in 1900 when they began meeting in the schoolhouse. John Rollins
served as steward of the church, collecting produce, livestock, or other goods to
support the church. By 1911, the Smith Chapel church had a minister named
W. L. Hampton, who embarked on a building campaign that would enable the
church to move from the one-room schoolhouse. The pastor swapped his
formal long coat and top hat — completely out of place in the hill country
anyway — for the lumber for the new church building. Grandpa Rollins gave
the land for the church grounds, just across from the schoolhouse, and the
building was finished in 1916, when Wayne was four years old.

Even as a young boy, Orville Wayne Rollins began to absorb and remem-
ber the lessons that his family, his community, his church and, indeed, the land
had to teach him. He watched and he listened, able to appreciate the
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John Frank Roelins, Jr. (about

1927)
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southerner’s innate ability to tell a good story coupled with his own uncanny
power to remember every word. But while Wayne Rollins did not yet under-
stand all that he saw and heard, he was learning. It would be said of him later
in life that he was constantly learning, always growing. Everything, it seemed
to young Wayne, had to do with common sense and commitment. With loy-
alty and integrity. With working harder than most anyone else and always
wanting to be better than the average.

“I had it passed down to me in all ways,” said Wayne. “My
mother wanted to be the best seamstress. She wanted to be the
best cook. In all the things she participated in, she wanted to
be the best.”

Late one summer evening, when he was five years old,
Wayne welcomed a new member to his family, someone
who would prove to be one of the best and most loyal
friends he ever had. He had spent the night with his
Grandmother Nance, and he returned home to find his
mother sitting in her room, holding a newborn baby
in her arms. Wayne Rollins had a brother, John William
Rollins, born August 24, 1917. “You look like Grandpa,”
Wayne said to the baby, whose shock of white hair
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fascinated his older brother.

There was no way to know, of course, that one day
these two Rollins brothers would have a remarkable
professional relationship, one that would lead to financial
prosperity that was in stark contrast to their decidedly hum-
ble beginnings in Smith Chapel.

But the personal respect and devotion that each brother
had for the other as adults was apparent from the start,

Wayne knew immediately that the baby belonged. He was
clearly pleased with his new brother and soon became his baby-sitter,
rocking the baby everyone called J. W. in a big cradle, blowing in his eyes
to make him sleep. When J. W. outgrew the cradle, Wayne shifted to a rocking
chair to rock his brother to sleep. And later, when the baby slept with Wayne in
his bed, little J. W. insisted on rubbing Wayne’s ear while he drifted oft. Claudia
insisted that her older son accept the role of security blanket — at least until she
left the room.

The brothers would grow up to be equally hard-driving and tireless in
business, but they developed entirely different personalities. Where Wayne was
often introspective and reserved, John was gregarious and full of life. It was often
said that Wayne served as a check on John's zeal, which was more than fine with
John William Roollins.
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Wayne, nearly three years old,
about 1915
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“I don’t know if I could write the specifications on a brother.” John

Rollins once said. “But if I could, I wouldn’t change Wayne in any way.”

I spent my life competing
against the average in whatever
it was, not being satisfied,
constantly wanting to be
better than the average.

— O. Wayne Rollins
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Jolur William Rallins, Wayne's brother, was born on August 24, 1917






CHAPTER 11

Our success will be according
to how much effort
we are willing to put into it.

— O. Wayne Rollins,
high school graduation speech
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Wayne Rollins graduated from
Ringgold High School in 1930.
He was class valedictorian.




Opposite page: Growing up,
Wayne lived near his extended
Samily in Smith Chapel.

laudia Rollins dressed her six-year-
old son in his new Lee overalls and a pin-striped shirt she had made especially
for this important day, packed his lunch of ham and biscuits in a syrup bucket,
and no doubt gave him a big hug.

It was the first day of school for Wayne Rollins, and he wasn’t apprehen-
sive in the least. After all, he could see the one-room school across the field from
his house — the unpainted building with three windows on each side and a
wide front door. And his teacher, Miss Rio Bandy, was more friend than
instructor. She boarded with Wayne’s family, living in the north room while
Henry, Claudia, Wayne, and the baby all lived in the same room on the south
side. All of which makes what happened to Wayne Rollins on this summer day
in July 1918 all the more surprising. Wayne would always remember his first day
of school as the day he got three whippings.

First, Wayne got into a fight with a fellow student named Elliott during
a game at recess. Hard at play, Wayne was pretending that another boy was a
horse and that a big piece of string made the reins. Wayne was driving, but his
“horse” pulled loose and ran oft. Wayne yelled at Elliott for help. “Catch him!
Catch my horse!”

Elliott, who was bigger than Wayne, paid no attention. This angered
Wayne, and he tackled the boy with the idea of giving him a “whipping” But
Elliott gave back more than he got. Wayne took an unexpected licking from the
bigger boy and ran to tell Miss Bandy, whom he mistakenly assumed would be
sympathetic. As punishment for fighting, she gave both boys a second whipping.
And when he got home and told his mother about the day’s events, she promptly
marched him out behind the house and administered yet a third whipping.

After his dismal school debut, Wayne drew three lessons: “I learned not to
Jump on that boy and try to whip him when he’s bigger than I am. [ learned the
lesson that you did not go tell the teacher. And then you don’t go home and tell it.”
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SCHOOL DAYS

Wayne’s cousins, however, had already noticed a certain trait in Wayne that
would be observed in him throughout his life. “Wayne always wanted to be the
best and he wanted to win,” said Willie Ruth Nance Greeson. “He doesn’t like
to lose.”

After his eventful first day, Wayne tried to concentrate on the more im-
portant lessons to be learned from school, and eagerly applied himself to his
books. Before the fall harvest break, when the students went back to work in
the fields and help their parents harvest the crops, Wayne’s high marks reflected
his progress and his ability to be an exceptional student.

It was during the fall harvest break, on November 11, 1918, when a strange
symphony of whistles and bells floated out over the fields where Wayne and his
parents stood picking late cotton in the field across the road from their house.
First came the sound of the big steam whistle at a textile mill near Chattanooga,
joined in succession by one whistle after another from area plants and the sound
of a train whistle from the rail line over at Varnell. The three members of the
Rollins family weren’t at all sure what was happening. Then Henry Rollins
laughed, relief in his voice. “T'll bet the war’s over!” he said.

His big smile was answered by Claudia’s as she removed her bonnet to
wipe perspiration from her brow and enjoy a slight breeze. Wayne felt good, too,
seeing his parents so happy, and for some time the little family stood in the cot-
ton field, quietly celebrating the end of World War 1.

The Rollins family kept up with current events by reading the Toledo Blade,
a newspaper that came by mail three times a week. No one could ever explain
why Henry Rollins had a subscription to a paper from Ohio, but it was his major
source of news in 1918, bringing up-to-date reports on America’s first airmail
service, on increasing support for giving women the right to vote, and, until this
wonderful day in November, on America’s involvement in the war in Europe.

With the war over, Christmas seemed especially joyful that year. Wayne
slipped out of bed early on Christmas morning to see what was in the long
stocking he had hung by the fireplace on Christmas Eve. First came an apple,
an orange, then another apple and another orange. Down in the stocking toe
were nuts and hard candy.

As soon as Claudia had cleared away the breakfast dishes and washed them,
Henry went to hitch up the buggy. It was a yearly ritual for Emma Nance’s chil-
dren and grandchildren to come to her house for Christmas dinner, and this year
sixteen-month-old J. W. was old enough to enjoy the holiday. Wayne and
Herschel were allowed to walk the short distance to Grandma Nance’s, and on
the way they set off small firecrackers Henry had bought in Ringgold.

Strictly forbidden to hold the fireworks in their hands, the boys would
poke the firecrackers into holes in the embankment along the road, touch a

match to the fuse, and sprinc away while listening for the loud popping.
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When they were a little older, the boys learned
to make their own firecrackers. They stood a heavy
piece of firewood on end, placed a hot coal from the
fire on top of the wood, added a little water, then hit
the coal with the flat top of an axe. The resulting
sound was very similar to a firecracker going oft.
When neighbors across the valley answered with fire-
crackers, the boys would laugh. “We're getting them
to shoot up their firecrackers and we're just using this
coal on a stick of wood,” Herschel said, grinning.

Christmas dinner at Grandma Nance’s was a lav-
ish feast of baked hen with dressing and gravy, ham,
big bowls of vegetables, and several kinds of cakes and
pies. After the Christmas meal, the grown-ups would
settle down to talk while the children went outside to
play.

Another Christmas ritual for Wayne was quail
hunting with his Uncle Marvin Nance. As they
followed the bird dog across the fields, the boy clung
to the hammer hold, a loop on the side of his uncle’s
overalls. “You tug every once in a while on that, so
I'll know you're holding it,” his uncle instructed.
“When the birds go up, I'll know where you are.”
When the dog pointed, Wayne would give two jerks
on the loop, and when the birds flushed, Uncle
Marvin would fire his shotgun without worrying

about where his young nephew stood.

On this particular Christmas Day, Wayne hurried to keep up with his uncle
on the way back to Grandma Nance’s. Back at the house, the joy of the holi-
day would vanish.

Little J. W. had become violently ill with convulsions and chills. Wayne
watched anxiously as spasms racked his little brother’s body. The fear grew
when his grandmother opened the baby’s mouth, and Wayne saw it was broken
out with an angry red rash. Dr. Hughes was summoned. After the doctor had
finished his examination, he turned to the family, his face drawn into a grim
expression. “Diphtheria,” he said.

The word fell like a death sentence. Not many people survived the
disease. The only hope was a serum, and it had to be administered quickly. The
nearest source was Chattanooga, and the trip there and back by buggy would
take most of a day.

Waiting only long enough for directions from the doctor, Henry Rollins

