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It could be jam or jelly, apple butter, home-
made candy, a picture of a scene here, a tree 
ornament, nothing expensive, just something 
you made yourself,” Deanna says.

“The people here are very caring, very 
conscious of other people. They have a tradi-
tion of the personal touch, of inviting people 
for dinner or to play games at the house. 
When Rugby was a thriving community, that’s 
what they did. Everybody around here now 
is caught up in the history.”

No one enjoys the history more than 
George Zepp, whose great-grandfather, Rob-
ert Walton, moved here from County Cork, 
Ireland. He’s now restoring the home his 
grandfather built here. A former editor for 
the Nashville newspaper, The Tennessean, he’s 
happy to see Rugby’s new crop of people.

“In the 1950s and ’60s, just a handful of 
people lived here, and I knew all of them. 
There was no TV, minimal radio, no tele-

“Rugby is simple 
and elegant instead 
of glitzy.”
—Kathy Hicks
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Above: One of Rugby’s 
handmade wreaths. 
Above right: A view from 
a church window. Right:
George Zepp holds a 
photo of his great-grand-
father, a Rugby founder, 
also painted in the mural.

Photo: Rugby’s Episcopal 
Church, built in 1882, 
hosts special singing 
events during Christmas-
time weekends.
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phone. My father told about getting ice from 
the icebox to keep my milk cold. Today Rugby 
is a magical place for me because of my 
family connections. It feels like part of us.”

On two special December weekends, 
Rugby celebrates Christmas. There’s storytell-
ing by actors in Victorian dress, music, crafts, 
and food. Lots of food. The Harrow Road Cafe 
in the village serves a four-course Christmas 
dinner featuring glazed pork loin topped with 
mint applesauce, corn bread dressing, ched-
dar spoon rolls, and a dessert called a sherry 
trifle, which really is much more than a trifle.

St. Nicholas strolls about the grounds 
chatting with everyone. In authentic Vic-
torian Santa Claus attire, right down to the 
blue robe, Fuzzy Orange—yes, that’s his real 
name—walks with his dog, Blazer, a grey-
hound, rather than a reindeer. He’s done it for 
a decade now. “It’s a fun thing to do. Wouldn’t 
be Christmas without it,” he says.

“This is a commu-
nity of people living 
just like family.”
—Deanna Oliver
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Above: Even Christmas 
trees get unique decora-
tions in Rugby. Above left:
Small touches add to the 
authenticity. Left: Tom 
and Benita Howell live in 
Rugby full-time after retir-
ing from their jobs.




