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MR. JACKSON: Mr. and Mrs. David W. Cardwell, 115 Balboa Circle, April 3, 1976, [Charles] Jackson. Maybe a good place to start would be to ask you how you got here and when you got here.
MR. CARDWELL:  Well, I can begin on that. We’re originally from South Carolina, from Columbia and Spartanburg, and I had been working at VPI in Blacksburg for five years, working for the Department of Agriculture and doing graduate study. I learned from the placement office at VPI that Eastman Kodak was looking for electrical engineers. So I sent in a “fill-in-the-blank” and very much to my surprise, I received a telegram from Eastman Kodak asking if I could meet the man who I later learned was head of the personnel, February 10, 1943. So I went to Washington and met him at [inaudible] Hotel. He told me that Eastman Kodak had just obtained a new contract for a project, but he didn’t know exactly where it was and he didn’t know what it was to be, and that he knew they would need electronic engineers. He also knew that if I joined them, I would need to spend three months at some undisclosed location before coming to the community where the project would be. So, I told him that it was a little difficult to accept a job that you didn’t know where in the United States it was or anything about it. He said that well, he could assure me that it was within 300 miles of Kingsport with the Eastman Company and as far as the work was concerned, he assured me that it would be in my technical interest. That also persuaded me that Eastman Kodak was the best company in the world. I got convinced of that. He was a remarkable man. So I agreed to join the project and since we lived so close to Kingsport. The early part of February I was supposed to report to Kingsport March 23, 1943. So I suggested to Mrs. Cardwell that we drive down to Kingsport and see what we could find out. We went to the personnel office and they had never heard of Dr. Fred Conklin. They went to the back room and then they came out and said, “Well, here’s a Fred Conklin who we think has a new project. We’ll call him.” It was Fred Conklin who became [inaudible] of Y-12. At that time, as far as I know, there were two people on the project, Fred Conklin and his deputy. So I talked to him and the security clearance was not through, so he couldn’t tell me much. So I said to him, “It’s pretty unreasonable to expect a man to go away and leave his family and not even know what kind of clothes to take.” He had a good sense of humor, so he said, “Well, I’ll tell you it’s a long way off and people think it’s the best part of the world. It’s on the coast.” That had to be California. I told him also about a problem, that my wife was pregnant with our second child, and that we would need in September some hospital. So he described to me the city that was going to be built. He said that there was a firm that had some model plans they had been developing, but the war came along and this was prevented. So, the government had been able to hire this firm to build the town. I said to him, “Will there be a hospital?” he said, “Oh yes, there will be a hospital by September.” So then I took Mrs. Cardwell and our girl to South Carolina to stay with her mother and I went to California. From there, I was not allowed to let anyone know where I was. All my mail went to her, had it forwarded. I was there three months working for Dr. [E.O.] Lawrence’s group in Berkeley and then I came to Oak Ridge. The first time, the first of July, 1943. I obtained my dormitory room and then went to South Carolina and got Mrs. Cardwell and our daughter and friends that I had met in California with Kodak had discovered Gatlinburg. So, we joined them on [inaudible] in Gatlinburg. We had dormitory rooms in Oak Ridge because there wasn’t a house yet. We would commute from Gatlinburg, over what was a real difficult black top road every other night and we would spend the alternate nights here in Oak Ridge. We made quite a joke of it, of the fact that at the cafeteria there was a bell and we would dance with secretaries on Monday night and then see our wives on the next night. [Laughter] That was a real fun arrangement. Then when the time the baby came, the hospital wasn’t ready. So we made arrangements at Fort Sanders. Fortunately, for good timing and a dose of castor oil, the baby came on schedule and I was up in Gatlinburg and we made the ride down the mountain and just did get to Fort Sanders with Mrs. Cardwell and her mother and it was touch and go about getting the house. Because of the pregnant situation I obtained a top priority to get one of the first houses. They first gave me a location. What we called Bathtub Flats. That was on East Tennessee where they had a lot of bathtubs stored. It was about two acres of bathtubs and that was the most undesirable place. So I turned that down. They then gave me a choice of three houses around Georgia Avenue and I picked one of those. Then I would go up every day and it didn’t have anything but a foundation and a chimney for 1,000 houses and it wouldn’t progress and I was afraid that I we would not get the house in time for the baby. It turned out that the baby was born September 9th, a boy, and the house was turned over to me September 12th. I had to go in there and sand the floors because they were not sanded, finished, and our furniture was on the way. There is a story about how I got that particular house. As you’ve learned, I’m sure, the size house depended on your family. I gave them a problem because I had one child and one on the way. If I had a boy and a girl I could have a three bedroom house, but I had only a girl and on the way was a child. So I became acquainted, on purpose, with the housing group, a fellow named Aurora. One night we drank beer together in the cafeteria. I convinced him the unborn child would be a boy. I went to his office the next day and he signed me up for the three bedroom house. It turned out it was honest because it was a boy, but I think at that point, the matter of a mother coming into Oak Ridge with a brand new baby would be a little unique, so we ought to have Mrs. Cardwell pick up from there. So you can describe that experience.

MR. JACKSON: What did it look like when you came in? How did you react to it?

MRS. CARDWELL:  We’d been over once before when we stayed in Gatlinburg. They brought my friend and I over one time to look it over. It looked horrible because the housing was, do you know what that cemesto board was like? Well, it doesn’t look too bad when it’s dry. It was unpainted of course, none of it was painted, but grey. But when it rained, it looked just like cardboard when it gets wet, just terrible looking. The floor plans were wonderful once you got in them and saw one, and they still are, but we didn’t like the looks of it at all. We were conditioned for it because we had been staying at a hotel up there. I had to have a house. As they say, the floor plans were wonderful and very livable. So when I got in it, I was just so grateful with this new baby and I had a woman with me, a practical nurse for three weeks and we got on just fine until she left. Then we had no telephone and I think that was one of the things you asked, what did you most miss?

MR. CARDWELL:  No mail delivery.

MRS. CARDWELL:  No mail delivery. He had to go down to the post office and stand in line.

MR. CARDWELL:  Every night from work I had to go three places. I had to go to the post office to get mail because we were getting congratulatory letters and cards about our son. I had to go get milk…

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah, no milk delivery

MR. CARDWELL:  …because there was no milk delivery and one other place.

MRS. CARDWELL:  The grocery store.

MR. CARDWELL:  The grocery store. Yes. That’s right. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  We had only one grocery store and it was very crowded. Of course, as he says, I was spared those inconveniences at first, or some of them, because I couldn’t get out. But I know the first time I did get out of the grocery store, a neighbor of mine had two children older than ours, well, in between. The younger one was older than our baby, so she suggested that she’d go and shop for the two families and I would keep the four children and then we would alternate. Well, I was only able to do it once because you had to have two baskets because we were shopping for so much and this one grocery store was just packed with people and they gave you numbers for your meat, to get up to the meat counter, and you had to be listening so that when they called your number, you could get up there and order and get whatever meat they had because rationing was on at that time. So, after once, I said, “I can’t do it anymore. We’ll just starve.” I don’t know what we did after that. You must have gone back to grocery shopping. 
MR. CARDWELL:  I had to go to the grocery store. I know I spent at least eight hours at work and then two hours getting home because of these things I had to do. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  The dairy, Norris Creamery finally started delivering milk and that was a great day.

MR. CARDWELL:  Then how about your doctor that you were so glad to have.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Well, the doctor situation was fine. We had very excellent doctors, had, I guess it’s more of a personality than anything else. We had Army doctors, of course, and they were good, but they were rather impersonal. They were rush, rush, rush, you know, because of so many people. When I would get upset when the children would run a high fever, they would always say, “Bring them down too,” this was true in war time all over. I’m sure this wasn’t unique. So one time I called down there and heard a southern voice. It said, “Don’t bring that child out. I wouldn’t think of you bringing him out in this weather. He’s got too high a temperature. I’ll come by.” It turned out it was a doctor from Texas who is still practicing, Dr. [Lewis] Preston, and he said that that was another happy day for me. I don’t think it was particularly unique for Oak Ridge, mainly, but…
MR. CARDWELL:  Didn’t the first mail delivery come by horseback?

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah. It probably did. 

MR. CARDWELL:  [inaudible]

MR. JACKSON: Do you recall how it came in, how it was addressed? That is, it didn’t come by Oak Ridge, I suppose.

MR. CARDWELL:  I think by that time…
MRS. CARDWELL:  I think it did, by the time we got here.

MR. CARDWELL:  …I think by that time, the name Oak Ridge had become recognized. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  I think it might have been Clinton Engineer Works.

MR. CARDWELL:  It could have been Clinton Engineer Works. I’m not real sure. I do remember that when I was in Kingsport that one time, and I had no clue at all to the project. The train stopped in Knoxville and I picked up a Knoxville paper and there was an article about Clinton Engineer Works and I wondered if that was this project. I’m trying to remember. Now the roommate I had in California came here from California before I did. I wrote to him. I think it was Clinton Engineer Works was the way that letter went. That would have been June of ’43.
MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah, see we didn’t get here until September. So I believe that maybe we were getting it Oak Ridge, by that time. The streets were not paved and that was something different. I missed paved streets, because not only were they not paved, they were just so rough. Now with a shoe like that, I used to couldn’t walk across the street because there were too many rocks and red clay, and then of course you’ve heard about that mud. 
MR. CARDWELL:  [Inaudible] I think it was Christmas of ’43, I had dug a little driveway near the house and I had built a wooden bridge between the road and the driveway because there was a gully there, a road ditch. We went down to South Carolina to see our family. When we came back there was a sawhorse on there because the rain washed out under that bridge and our neighbor had come across and blocked it for me so that it wouldn’t come down. The roads were pretty crude then. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  I don’t know when they put the roads and paved the streets and gutters and sidewalks. That was great day too, for Oak Ridge.

MR. JACKSON: I bet it was. What I am told, everyone remembers the mud. Everybody. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  That’s what I’ve said. You’ve heard of the mud and dust. 

MR. JACKSON: Oh yeah.

MRS. CARDWELL:  One day to the next. 

MR. JACKSON: Sure was. You were in a cemesto home. One of the things we were kind of interested in was whether you were aware of any sense of social distinction between the, say, cemesto homes versus the trailers, versus the hutments.

MR. CARDWELL:  How [inaudible], Dear?

MRS. CARDWELL:  Well, I was, I thought that the construction people were in the trailers and that this was their custom, wherever, if they moved around a lot that they quite often stayed in temporary housing. I didn’t know anybody who lived in a trailer. I know some people now who said when they first came to Oak Ridge they were in a trailer. I consider them on the same social plane as myself, but I didn’t, I thought about that question and the hutments were where the Negros were housed. This to us was like southern housing everywhere. Your Negros were segregated and they had very poor housing. Someone coming from a different section might feel differently about this. I think that I understand that some of the less temporary housing, we had things called flattops. I guess you’ve heard of those. I’ve heard that some people living in those and say, the particular instance I heard there was a woman in our church and we had these little church circles and they would meet in homes and I understood that one time somebody told me she was very sensitive. She didn’t feel like she wanted to entertain in her home because she felt it was inferior. Now, I don’t think the thought had ever come to us. We just thought it was war time and we were real lucky to get what we can. 
MR. CARDWELL:  There was some prestige, for example, related to your position at work. When telephones first came in, you were not allowed to have a telephone unless your type of work required it. I was responsible for the electric maintenance department and needed to be called out in case of emergency. So we got one of the first telephones in our neighborhood, which was justified and needed. 
MRS. CARDWELL:  I thought the Army got it first, before you did. 

MR. CARDWELL:  I’m not sure. It depended on which… it was pretty conscientiously done.

MRS. CARDWELL:  The Barley’s down in the military…

MR. CARDWELL:  I imagine, Barley did because he was a major in the Army and he needed it. That was justified by cause. However, you did feel a little more important if you had that. Your neighbors had to come use your phone and it made you feel a little bit more important than they did, but people were so mixed up in regard to their backgrounds that one of the distinctive things that you have found I’m sure, is that originally there was no real neighborhood class structure. There was a cluster of the Army people up above us, up on, oh gosh, [inaudible].

MRS. CARDWELL:  I’ve forgotten.

MR. CARDWELL:  Just off it.

MR. JACKSON: Ogden, that area.

MR. CARDWELL:  Ogden. I think they [inaudible] family, but I figured that was a part of life. 

MR. JACKSON: In general, you don’t, aside from what you said, you don’t recall ever having the sense that the military were treated…

MR. CARDWELL:  Not particularly. It was pretty fair. I might make this observation too, I think would be useful. I know there have been criticisms since then about the housing and particularly about race. I sat on the Human Relations Advisory Board for several years back in the ‘60’s and so I heard a lot of this. The truth of the matter was that there was always less housing than people to fill them. The important nature of this project was such that the government had to attract people with houses near what they were used to. I understood, I believe this is right, the East Village was originally laid out for the Negros, but that the size of the project increased so much that they couldn’t do that. You could get a Negro laborer from Mississippi and give him a house out in Scarboro, which was about what he had. You could not get a physicist out of the University of Chicago and put him in the same house.

MR. JACKSON: Yeah. 

MR. CARDWELL:  So, there was no purposeful discrimination.

MR. JACKSON: That’s interesting.
MR. CARDWELL:  The fact that the Negro was from a background [inaudible]. They filled it out. Now, Leroy Jackson who was in charge of construction for the commission of the Manhattan Project, at that time, I’ve talked to Leroy about this. He gets quite angry, although he’s now [inaudible] the atomic [inaudible] when people criticized it because that was the fact of the case. That’s what he had to do. We had a talk from several of the doctors at our ’43 Club not long ago and I realized that they had a lower level than we did. They were considered non-essential personnel. Some of them couldn’t get houses. Some of them had to live over toward Knoxville. so compare that and a Negro living out in Gamble Valley, I think it was reasonable. 
MR. JACKSON: That’s interesting. Who were your friends? Were they company people or…?

MR. CARDWELL:  It started that way. Everybody that I had met out in Berkeley and become friends with for three months, as their wives came in, we began to acquaint with them. Then there began to be neighborhoods where there were some of the same, but then people came into the neighborhood not directly associated with work. On that basis, we then helped form the United Church. You’ve probably have some background on that. We both are charter members of that. It was the Culvers I had met in California, she called me and asked me if I would like to help start a church, and I did. So as that church began to be started, we then made friends with people through that church. I served as Chairman of the Planning Committee on that church and worked very closely with Dr. B.N. Lawson, the minister. As I’m sure you have found out, we opened up five congregations in Oak Ridge and followed that through. I would think, Juanita, wasn’t it from your standpoint, the neighborhood church with which you worked mostly. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  I think that was mainly through the schools. The neighborhood women were very close.

MR. JACKSON: The reason I ask is, I know the thing we sought to establish was the degree of sense of community, and what I think that we have found so far, in general, is that there probably really wasn’t a community sense, but there were neighborhood sense, or the Berkeley group sense. Is that…?

MR. CARDWELL:  That’s right, as a matter of fact…

MRS. CARDWELL:  Maybe so. I didn’t realize that.
MR. CARDWELL:  …I mean very few people did not work in Y-12. This planning Committee of the United Church, there was one fellow that worked at X-10. As far as I can recall, that was the only person that I ever knew during that period that worked at X-10 because we all got started in Y-12. It was a cluster in that neighborhood where we were. 
MR. JACKSON: You somehow seem that that doesn’t square right.

MRS. CARDWELL:  I just never thought of it, the sense of community. I thought that we seemed to know a lot of people in Oak Ridge. Our children, maybe through the schools was another way, but in thinking about it I think you were right because the area of Oak Ridge is so great and you just couldn’t get around to see everything.

MR. JACKSON: Yeah, I guess it wouldn’t be surprising, particularly given the movement in and out, and large numbers of people with all sorts of different backgrounds, I suppose. Did you go home to South Carolina a lot?

MRS. CARDWELL:  Not a lot. You know, gas was rationed and so, then he was working so many hours.

MR. CARDWELL:  We were six days a week and during that period I worked shift work.

MRS. CARDWELL:  For two years he was on shift work. We went home, but not very often. It was a pretty rugged trip.

MR. CARDWELL:  Your mother came up two or three times, didn’t she?

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah.

MR. CARDWELL:  We got the clearance for her, of course. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  You had to get the clearance, the passes at the gate. Nobody could surprise you. [Laughter]

MR. JACKSON: Someone was telling us that was a good way to keep people out you didn’t want to see.

MR. CARDWELL:  I imagine you come across this too, wonder if you have found it in detail, about the attitude of people in regard to the gate openings. Have you had any discussions on that?

MR. JACKSON: No, go ahead.
MR. CARDWELL:  Well, it was quite provincial. The community had become accustomed to being behind the gates and there was a community wide debate when the government began talking about leaving the gates opened. To me, it was absurd, but people came out real strong spoken about the fact that we would have thieves come in. Everyone that lived here before was security cleared. You left your house open. We had no problems and we were going to get, to me, like the rest of the world, unclean. It was a terrific debate about this. I thought it was silly, myself, because to hold ourselves aloof and think we had to be different from the rest of the world, but many of the people got mad about it. There was quite a protest about opening the gates. That would be the opposite of what you would expect in some cases because there were frictions about the gates being closed.

MR. JACKSON: No, I had not heard that. That’s…

MR. CARDWELL:  It shows how human nature works.

MR. JACKSON: On the occasions that you went home, or in the case of visitors, what would you tell them about what you were doing? Where you were at?

MRS. CARDWELL:  We’d tell them we didn’t know. You could tell them where you were, couldn’t you? We could tell them.

MR. CARDWELL:  We could tell them about Oak Ridge at that time.

MRS. CARDWELL:  We truthfully said we didn’t know what you were doing. It was a defense. 

MR. CARDWELL:  I had this experience about what we were doing, that you might find interesting. Going out to Berkeley as early as I did, my badge was number 60 in the series of Eastman badges and there were 75,000 before it was done. The way I was instructed along with the small group that I was with, must infiltrate the local employees and even the local employees who were working there did not know we were different from them. That created a problem later on. I was told only enough to do my work. Well, I didn’t have a recent background in physics so I didn’t know what was going on, but my roommate, he worked in design. I worked on the cyclotron. We would talk about it and go to the bookstore and get a book and we read about uranium and so on. We pretty well got an idea what it was, but what the end product would be, there was no way of knowing. Based on a book that I had, an explosive device was impossible. I figured we were working on a nuclear powered airplane. I was satisfied with that resolution and for a while you got so used to the thing and the security program was extremely successful that you had no desire to talk about it. In fact, I had gotten to that point when I came from Berkeley back here. There was no, you’d exhausted all the ideas and there was nothing you could talk about. You weren’t particularly afraid because you didn’t know enough, but in my case, I learned by fluke. We had security classes by Roman numerals on our badges. Mine was Roman numeral four. The highest was Roman numeral five. In early August of ’45, I was walking out of the gate with the director of research at Y-12, whom I had known. I told him that something surely was going to break pretty soon because we were really getting the mischief worked out of the production plant, just unmerciful. He laughed and said, “In view of the successful explosion of the weapon out in New Mexico last week, it shouldn’t be long.” [Laughter] Well, he didn’t know that I didn’t know. [Laughter] Of course, I didn’t say a word to his breach of security. Consequently, I am one of the few people, now a lot of people will tell you that they knew. He certainly knew, but I’m one of the few people that will admit that up to that conversation, a week or two before Hiroshima, I did not know the end result, but I found it out by fluke. And the security program, no surprise to me, was out in Berkeley. There appeared reporting to my group, an engineer who had just finished Boston University, a very capable [inaudible]. It turned out by coincidence, in Oak Ridge later on he worked for me. He worked on my staff during the war. When the war was over and we had a party to celebrate the dissolution of some of the organizations, he got some extra drinks and he and I happened to go to the restroom and he said, “David, I want to tell you something, if you’ll never tell anybody.” And for that reason I won’t tell you his name. He says, “When I was invited to join the project up in Boston, I was also asked to become a part of military intelligence and I have been an undercover agent all this time. There’s a reason I don’t want to tell you, and you probably know because I made some reports and I don’t want to get in trouble with my friends,” but to me that was a surprise because he was a very capable engineer, and he’s still here, and probably he and I are the only ones who know that. So they must have had a good many agents about.
MR. JACKSON: Actually, apparently, they did. One of the things that I have not heard before was someone we interviewed who talked about coming in and she came down after her husband and she was putting things in drawers and noticed this stack of envelopes labeled, Ajax [ACME] Credit Company. She thought her husband must have gotten them in hock before she arrived. So, she confronted him with this and he indicated that he had been asked to become a military intelligence operative. And each week he had to drop a note in the mail in this envelope. She subsequently went to work in the post office and said she was just shocked and appalled at these Ajax Credit Company envelopes just coming in in large numbers. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  Oh.

MR. CARDWELL:  That’s the cover they used.

MRS. CARDWELL:  That’s something that we had never heard. 

MR. CARDWELL:  I think [inaudible] because I was so involved in the work that I never talked to you about it. I don’t think.
MRS. CARDWELL:  No, the wives didn’t know.

MR. CARDWELL:  But your reaction when you did find out.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Oh, you mean…

MR. CARDWELL:  Hiroshima.

MRS. CARDWELL:  …the day Hiroshima [inaudible] was typical for everybody. We were shocked. We were thrilled. We did not feel guilty. We were happy because we thought that the end certainly justified the means [inaudible].

I had two brothers in the Pacific. One of them was a Marine ready to assault Japan.  So that took care of my conscience. 

MR. JACKSON: What was the day like? Do you recall anything about the day? Was there any kind of activity in Oak Ridge?

MRS. CARDWELL:  You mean like a celebration?

MR. CARDWELL:  Yeah.

MRS. CARDWELL:  You wanted to ride around or something. We got some neighbors and rode Downtown and I think there were a lot of people. Don’t we have a picture of a lot of people holding up placards and papers? Maybe that’s the day after about Oak Ridge and Hiroshima and all. I don’t think there was any really big planned celebration.

MR. CARDWELL:  No, people kind of gathered together on the tennis courts where we had those open air dances, I think. But there was no question that it was a celebration.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah, it was a celebration.

MR. CARDWELL:  I don’t remember anybody that was…

MRS. CARDWELL:  That was the attitude, was it being celebrated.

MR. CARDWELL:  They were proud and happy.

MRS. CARDWELL:  And you know we were kind of famous all of a sudden. [Laughter]
MR. JACKSON: That’s right. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  But you know now we’re not. I mean we are in lots of places but we are constantly appalled. We were down in [inaudible] Island this winter.
MR. CARDWELL:  Florida.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Florida, near Naples. We talked to some people and some of them knew what Oak Ridge was, but occasionally, several times, we were surprised. They were the kind of people that you’d think would have heard of it, you know, and they would just go blank. So I don’t gather that young, or what know, but we’ve all had this experience afterward, that is to say people know quite a bit about it, but you’re just surprised at the number who don’t even know anything about it. 

MR. JACKSON: That is surprising. 

MR. CARDWELL:  I think an area that I’m sure you’ll begin to have, an interesting area about your question earlier about whether your housing made you feel superior or not, can you have a class structure? In Oak Ridge, to some extent we did because of the way it started. Even so, there were levels of class because of position in the plants and the Army and things of that sort. What happened after the war has in my opinion has been a gradual reversal to a normal social structure. I’m going to call it normal which may be abhorrent to some people. Now this area of Emory Valley, I was in a group of 12 people that got together and bid on this 70 acres of land and we were successful in our bid. That’s why we have this house out here rather than somewhere else. Sometimes, as I have been involved in the development of this subdivision, I’ve thought about, people thought it was kind of good for Oak Ridge to have no class. Yet, here we are in this fancy home and I have personally been involved in real estate to develop it. I found that I’ve got no concern about it. I think a classed society is unnatural. It was good for that period and it served many purposes and there was no need for class. But the people, in my opinion, do not work hard and this has allowed them to fail, themselves and their children. So the euphoria that some people have come out of, or Oak Ridge has been a classless structure and this being a wonderful thing. It’s fine for war, but as far as any moral for the country, I think human nature is the same here as anywhere else.
MR. JACKSON: Oak Ridgers talk about that time as a classless structure. Is that…?

MR. CARDWELL:  I think it was.

MRS. CARDWELL:  I think it was as near classless as you could get. I think it was. It was a very democratic experience for the children because you lived right next door to somebody who was a completely different class from you. The children, unless they were just incorrigible, which they were not, not any more than your own, they got along very well. Now it would be interesting, I don’t know whether you could really research it out when they grew up or not, but it was a good experience I felt like. It was good for them to know at that early age and then to realize as they got older that people were different. Their backgrounds were different.
MR. CARDWELL:  I think you have a carryover from this background here that makes Oak Ridge, and will be for the next generation or two different. Organizations began to form, like the Oak Ridge Country Club that we are members of and the Women’s Club. There were no family structure backgrounds to build these on. If a man had a wife who was socially inclined and he was a carpenter but she wanted to be in the Women’s Club, then she was in the Women’s Club because she simply showed up. The same way about the golf country club. If a guy played golf, it didn’t matter what kind of job he had. I think that Oak Ridge is probably still more that way than most other communities.
MRS. CARDWELL:  I believe it is, too.

MR. JACKSON: That may be.

MRS. CARDWELL:  People get into things due to their interests and their talents. So I guess you’ve heard how many, many organizations there are in Oak Ridge.

MR. JACKSON: Oh yeah.

MRS. CARDWELL:  This is true all over, I know, but it made it a little more [inaudible].

MR. JACKSON: I think so.

MRS. CARDWELL:  I’ve heard of a women whose husband was quite prominent here. She was quite talented and creative and active in several of the women’s groups. She said, she commented that she herself, she felt this was true of other women, too, could get into these things in Oak Ridge where as if they had moved into a structured community with more exclusive clubs, they would have to wait to be invited and here, as he said, you just showed up and to this day there is a lot.

MR. CARDWELL:  [inaudible] in some places. For instance, my home town of Columbia, South Carolina, has quite a structured society. Charleston of course is more than that, but Columbia considers themselves almost that way. I grew up with that type of background where family meant a great deal. In fact, when I first left there, not having that type of family support, I felt the lack of it and people who are leaders in Oak Ridge today are people who have gotten there because they had abilities and wanted to do work. There is no earlier generation. There will be the next generation of Papa having done this, therefore, the son is on City Council. I was elected to serve as chairman of the first election board [inaudible] in the city, by City Council and this is probably typical of many. The councilmen simply came to me because of my background and asked me if I would run for the office. I said, “All right,” but Oak Ridge had never had that type of board before. So, I had to then chair the beginning of that working with the City Manager from scratch, no precedent, and study ordinances of other cities and work out examinations for electricians and electrical contractors, and deal with [inaudible] and things of that sort. I learned quite early that [inaudible] this type of thing is corrupt. In fact, I am not reluctant at all to say in front of your record, at least at that time, the electric board of Knoxville is corrupt because when we met with them to try to obtain a unilateral exchange of licenses, it turned out the main thing those board members wanted to talk about was what is City Hall doing telling you about giving you licenses. This is direct from Knoxville. But one thing I was sure to do, and I think anybody in my position in Oak Ridge was going through, was that examining board was going to throw out corruption and it was then, and I got every member of that board, five members, to agree that we would not yield to any outside influence. We were taken to court several times. We stood our ground and I happen to drift into that because that is something that I believe Oak Ridge is proud of. We don’t have any political corruption that I know of. Now we have some stupid politicians sometimes, but nobody is getting [inaudible]. 
MRS. CARDWELL:  You mentioned unions and it was one of your questions. Am I not right that there were no unions during the war? That there were not, that the government would not let in the unions.

MR. CARDWELL:  I can tell you that I experienced the unions. The government, as you probably have found out since you wrote that question, that the government got a written agreement from the unions that there would be no organization in Oak Ridge. I personally found that good. I never worked on the union, but as a supervisor, I could see that men were awarded based on merit. I believe very strongly in that, but it may be of interest to you what happened when unions did come. Now, Eastman Kodak decided to leave Oak Ridge. It is my opinion that this is the reason that they did because they have now been unionized and they saw it coming. Well, I was a supervisor in Y-12 at that time. Unions were then given permission to organize and we were under the old Wagner Act at that time. I believe it was Wagner, and so there were real sharp restrictions against what the company supervision representatives could do. 
MR. JACKSON: Now this was about when?

MR. CARDWELL:  I would think it would be about… Let’s see. I went from Y-12 to X-10 in ’47. This should be about ’46 I think. ’46. And the union organizers could not get inside the fence. So they got sound trucks and they then put on the sound trucks on the perimeter road and they got real large amplifiers and they would then broadcast their message to the workers. Well, the problem that management had, and of course, I was on neither side, was a lot of these things that were broadcast were untrue and could be proven, but the Wagner Act said that if the company made statements of this sort, they could be prosecuted, and therefore, a device that was used on a number, management above me gave me a letter, outlining the answers to all these questions. I could not voice them. The instructions were to leave that on your desk in the open because the night shift will come in and they will always look on the boss’s desk. [Laughter] So I left that on the desk. I felt antagonistic toward the union because I heard these loudspeakers coming out with things that were not true. I knew they weren’t true, but I was restricted from saying. I don’t say they should have been organized, but this was a rather dirty way of doing that and they were organized, and shortly after I went to X-10, I became a member of management and I have served on the negotiating committee for management at the union. There are some tales there that wouldn’t particularly [inaudible]. I think that my summary feeling of this and it may be some of my prejudice that workers need representation, but they need honest representation. I think it is a shame for any element to work in Oak Ridge, or anywhere else where people cannot be rewarded based on their merit. This to me, I think, is a fundamental American principle and I think unions are opposite to that. I have had to handle many a very difficult negotiation where I knew a guy was lousy. I knew he was lying, but because of his position in the union I couldn’t do anything. But [inaudible] as far as I know there is no [inaudible].
MR. JACKSON: Was this home in the war period, or was South Carolina home?

MRS. CARDWELL:  In the war period? This became home very quickly. I don’t know. You mean the way we felt about it.

MR. JACKSON: Yeah. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  I think we felt that this was home pretty soon… We thought we would just be here during the war. That’s what everybody thought. We thought this was just a war time job and that we would be leaving and when Eastman Kodak left he was terminated from Eastman Kodak. His job was done away with, and at that time, there was a question who you asked about or did you ever come near leaving and he was actually applying for jobs. They were sending in lots of people and he had an interview and he had a promising interview from Winston Salem, somebody in Winston Salem. We made the trip over there and got a little excited thinking, you know, maybe it would be fun to go somewhere to lead a more “normal” life, but X-10, which is the National Laboratory, came through with an offer which was a nice offer. So he took that. So we did come near leaving then, but I think Oak Ridge became home very, very quickly to us. We put our roots down. 

MR. CARDWELL:  I thought about going to Brookhaven Laboratory when it was organizing in New York. You might tell him what you said to me about that.

MRS. CARDWELL:  That was quite a bit after the war, wasn’t it?

MR. CARDWELL:  No, it was the same period.

MRS. CARDWELL:  The same period?

MR. CARDWELL:  When I was looking for a job.

MRS. CARDWELL:  I told him, well, we’ve had a wonderful time in Oak Ridge, pioneering. We realized we were pioneering, but I said, I don’t think I would like to do it again. Now, I’ve done it once, I said I was a ready for a little civilization from here on out. 

MR. JACKSON: How old was your daughter?

MRS. CARDWELL:  She was three and a half. And the boy was 10 days old when we came here. We had had, I had had some sort of household help in Blacksburg, Virginia. It was a small college town, were VPI was. I had some young girls to come and help, particularly help with her. So I really felt awfully homebound and hard worked. I didn’t have any household help for maybe two or three years and I don’t know whether there was… We did have maid service and I’m not sure when maid service came in because we had, I know our little boy was three. I got this woman to come in, a colored woman to come in twice a week and that made a complete change, improvement in my outlook because I could have her to help. I could get out. Before then, see, it was just too much trouble to take two. It was just too hard. We had boardwalks through the woods, which were very attractive and our little girl used to run through and play with a neighbor, but I took the baby carriage and two children out one time and tried it. I was absolutely exhausted when I got back, you know. So I said that’s not it. I can’t get out. This was… 
MR. CARDWELL:  This is July of 1944. The first concert of the Oak Ridge Community Band.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Oh, I thought that was maybe the celebration.

MR. CARDWELL:  That is me playing the trumpet. Let’s see. There is me playing a trumpet. And then a little girl, that’s our little girl and there is me right there behind the scenes.

MRS. CARDWELL:  I thought, the reason I asked, I thought maybe it was a picture of some of the citizens getting down town after we had heard about Hiroshima.

MR. CARDWELL:  That maybe in there, I don’t know. I’ve got the newspapers from that period. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  That’s what I thought that was. That’s why I called attention to it.

MR. JACKSON: Did you feel that Roane Anderson did a pretty good job in running the community?

MRS. CARDWELL:  Oh, I thought they did a wonderful job. I really did. You know our housing was most inexpensive. Everything was furnished and of course, you probably heard about this. One thing the housewives really did hate was when painting time came around and they would arrive the day before and say we are going to paint your house tomorrow. This is the interior painting and they came in and you just had to scurry from room to room and get stuff covered up and things taken down. They had cheap paint. So it didn’t look very good after they got finished because it wasn’t costing you anything. You were thankful for it, but it was a terrible ordeal.
MR. CARDWELL:  Roane Anderson was a scapegoat to be criticized and everybody criticized them. There were a lot of funny stories about them, but they did a good job. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  I thought they did a good job. 

MR. CARDWELL:  It was remarkable what they could do. I’ve got the Oak Ridge Journal of the day the bomb exploded. I was looking to see if that picture you were talking about was in here. I don’t see it.

MRS. CARDWELL:  I may have imagined it. 

MR. JACKSON: Did you go over to Knoxville, or Clinton, Oliver Springs?

MRS. CARDWELL:  No, we didn’t go anywhere. 

MR. CARDWELL:  With our new baby, she sure didn’t. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  Now, I had women friends who went everywhere. I mean as far as they could go. Oliver Springs, Clinton, Knoxville, something called Robinson’s Crossroads, out toward Knoxville to get meat. There was hardly any meat and when they would hear there was meat at a certain place, they would take off. We just ate meat when we could and we would live without it when we couldn’t. 

MR. CARDWELL:  When my boy was born, I think this was Knoxville, I’m sure it was, I needed to have a box of cigars for my friends to celebrate my son’s birth. I went into a drugstore in Knoxville and the fellow just laughed at me. “You think you can get a box of cigars. Don’t you know we got a war?” So I told him what my problem was and he reached under the counter and I was always amused the brand he sold me, a box of El Producto. He came through.
MRS. CARDWELL:  We felt the schools were excellent. 

MR. JACKSON: Your daughter would have gone, would have started during the war period, going to school. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah, she went all the way through. She started kindergarten when she was five I guess. They both went all the way through school. We always felt like they were very good. You asked about race relations. It seems to me they were just about normal for the South in the early days. That was the impression that we got. That was typical. 
MR. CARDWELL:  There’s a story that I’ve enjoyed. A friend of ours, who has unfortunately died a few years ago, was in the personnel receiving department of the Manhattan Project. His wife was a greeter in Oak Ridge, and he was a wonderful story teller. He claims this was true. On the day of Hiroshima, they unloaded a bunch of Negros from Mississippi and they were clearing through personnel, this man named George Turner, and one of the people came to him and said, “Mr. Turner, this Negro from Mississippi, I just can’t get him to understand. I’m trying to fill out this form and he can’t understand.” So he went over there and said, “What’s the trouble?” He said, “I can’t get him to understand this blank about designation of beneficiaries.” The newspaper boys were coming through the room hocking the special about Oak Ridge bombs the Japanese with the atomic bomb. This Negro rolled his eyes when he heard all that, you know. Finally, George Turner turned to him and said, “Tell you what,” he said, “What we want to know, we got to put some name down here on this blank so if anything happens to you in Oak Ridge, we’ll know where to send the remains.” The Negro listened to all this and said, “Boss, there isn’t going to be no remains.” He went back out and got on the bus. [Laughter] Well, we had a Negro who worked with us who did come from Mississippi, and we being from the south, it was just like the previous relationships that we had. She’s been a lifelong friend of ours, lives out in Gamble Valley. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  And they build some nice houses later on. I don’t know what year that was done, but they built some concrete block homes. They are very nice.

MR. JACKSON: I’m not sure of that either. 

MR. CARDWELL:  Oak Ridge has been more progressive because the people come here from all around. We had the usual troubles back during that period and I was certainly on the board at that time. We had a tough time, but we didn’t have anything real bad. I think we got a stable situation earlier than some communities.
MRS. CARDWELL:  Of course, we had to open the schools. Being a government town, they opened the swimming pool to the Negros which caused some flack, naturally. Then they had to take them in the school because a little more from the deep southerners...

MR. JACKSON: This would be a little after the war, wouldn’t it?

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah.

MR. CARDWELL:  Because first they had to go out of town…

MRS. CARDWELL:  Yeah, they had to go to Knoxville.

MR. CARDWELL:  …for their secondary education. 

MRS. CARDWELL:  But there were so few of them, that for a long time there was no trouble in the schools. Only recently, since five or six years ago, there has been quite a bit of trouble, but apparently it’s calmed down in the schools.

MR. JACKSON: When you think back to the war period is there any particular thing that stands out in your mind, any particular thing that you recall, be it happy or an irritant.
MR. CARDWELL: What do you think of?

MRS. CARDWELL:  I think that we were generally happy. I mean if I had to say did you enjoy the war days or did you not, I would say I enjoyed them. I mean it was really, it was exciting. We knew, although we didn’t know what it was. We knew that we were doing something patriotic. And we knew too, that it was better than being in an Army base, by far. We knew we were luckier than lots of people. It was very informal and casual, and extremely friendly. People would, one lady who was really, I guess her husband had quite an influential job, she was quite cultured and educated, and she would meet people in the grocery store and invite them to her home for tea. So, I mean that kind of thing, we had never seen done before. 

MR. JACKSON: So there was certainly some kind of common bond…

MRS. CARDWELL:  Definitely. Oh yes.

MR. JACKSON: …that made for an informality.

MRS. CARDWELL:  A very strong common bond.

MR. CARDWELL: I think that from my standpoint it was a real inspiration to work in a program that you knew was very important and you were willing to give everything you had. Everybody with you was willing to do that. I can’t help as I see our present work, what a contrast it is. We had great big motor generators in the building and if one of those were to fail, you would hear it. You didn’t walk to get there. You started running. You got there as fast as you could, and almost the time you got there, the Army captain was right there too, not to reprimand you, but to urge you to do all you could to get it going. This gives me a tremendous faith in this country that it can be done again if we have to. Now, I show my reactionary feelings when I see the way work is done now, such a contrast, but if we have to do it again, we can do it again. We didn’t concern ourselves with a lot of red tape and paper. To me, it’s remarkable what the Manhattan Project did. Work now, these reactor projects and so on, they build up mountains and mountains of paper, build up all kinds of regulations and so forth and it takes them years to get anything done. I used to, working at night at the Y-12 plant, and I was in the first production building and I would walk out there to the cafeteria and I would stand up on the platform at the cafeteria and look up and down that valley and every night it was growing, great big buildings going up in every direction. To me, that was an inspiration that I’m just so glad I didn’t miss. It gives you faith in this country.
MR. JACKSON: I’m sure that would be quite a thing to see it going up like that. I was interested in just reflecting back on particulars. We found incidentally that one of the things that people very often remember, a specific thing, is the laundry, which must have been the world’s worst. [Laughter]

MRS. CARDWELL:  They lost all the clothes. I remember one time I had a maternity dress, a couple of maternity dresses and I had sent them there after I was through using them. Of course I was through using them when I came, and one of them they put something like eight holes in it, but they reimbursed me, so I was delighted because I didn’t want that maternity dress any longer anyway. 

MR. JACKSON: You know, Y-12, somebody told me a story and I’d really be interested in whether you have heard this about the first road paving on the reservation. So I was told it was at Y-12 and the reason was a truck going through there at some point dropped some uranium ore and the Army wanted to do something about this.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Cover it up?

MR. JACKSON: What they wanted to do was cover it up and by way of them carrying that through, they then paved.

MRS. CARDWELL:  Oh, I hadn’t heard that.

MR. CARDWELL: I haven’t heard that, but I can tell you how the North Portal at Y-12 came into being. This friend and I were doing this commuting back and forth from Gatlinburg. Now he and I were the first Eastman people in the plants. Stone and Webster was building and we were the first crew to inspect and begin taking over. We had a problem because the construction workers had a sticker on their windshield. They could drive into the plant, but we couldn’t. So we tried to figure how to handle it because we had to park way at the end and take a long walk. Well, we began looking at that sticker and we had a sticker on our windshield, which allowed us to get into Oak Ridge, and didn’t look a whole lot different from the Stone and Webster. So one night and it wasn’t too good lights, we just drove all the way up to the gate and drove in. We got by with that for several weeks until they caught us and then they were looking for us and we couldn’t do that anymore. So, we found that there was a gate, which is now where the North Portal is, but no parking lot. We were not going to walk the distance of Y-12. So we parked on the side of the road. We got by with that for quite a while when we were working the owl shift. One morning we came out and there was a hand written note in pencil on the windshield. It said, “Don’t park here no more.” [Laughter] We laughed at that going back to Gatlinburg. Next morning, a note was on the windshield that said, “If you park here anymore, we’ll run you in.” We laughed about that. We went back. The third morning a guard was there, a good ole East Tennessee guard. He was there, [Laughter] and he said, “I done told you. I done told you not to park here no more and if you hadn’t parked here, I wouldn’t have to, but you’re going to have to go to headquarters.” Well, we were in the early group. We thought we were pretty important. We laughed, and he said, “Okay,” and he took us down town to the Police Department which was manned by an Army Colonel. He hauled us into the Colonel and the Colonel began criticizing us. We began criticizing him, and I don’t think he was a Colonel. He may have been a Major, and we said we thought it was unreasonable. He wouldn’t let us park the car there. We had to walk half a mile through there and he got mad. He said, “Well, you come follow me.” He got in his squad car and we started following him. He was going up to what we called the Castle at that time. We came to an intersection and there was an MP with white gloves on his hands. He motioned the Major to come through. He held his glove up at us. Leon thought it was just real funny. So I said to Leon, he was driving. I said, “Hell, he ain’t got a gun. Just go on.” We started through the intersection and an MP came from around a building and he put is gun right pointing at us. [Laughter] we then had to make a detour down the Turnpike up to the Castle and there is where we saw the Colonel. It turned out this often happens, the higher you get in the organizations, [inaudible] reasonable man. This Colonel in the military police. He heard our story and he said, “Fellows, I recognize you got a problem. We got problems too. Tell you what,” he said, “If you’ll just do what will make our guards happy for a couple of weeks, we’ll start building a parking lot there.” two weeks later they started the parking lot there. But that was some of the adventurous side of the thing, you see, and that was fun. Even though you might not call this class structure, there was relatively few of us that were in the early group that [inaudible] and we had knowledge they had to have. We worked hard and so we got scrapes like that. We threw our weight around and it was fun. [Laughter]
MR. JACKSON: Would you say that the Army was in general pretty cooperative?

MR. CARDWELL: I would say so. Sure. Yeah, we had a Captain Dunbar over at the Y-12 plant and he was right down working with us all the time. And…

MRS. CARDWELL:  They seemed to work hard. I think they did.

MR. CARDWELL: I understand it was Colonel Nichols that persuaded General Groves…

[End of Interview]
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