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MR. JACKSON: Mrs. William C. Marr, 120 Cooper Circle, Oak Ridge, April 10, 1976, Jackson. I tell you what? Maybe the place to begin is just to ask you if you can tell me how and when you got here. 
MRS. MARR: I came in the fall of ’43 to teach in the schools. I had been hired by Dr. [A.H.] Blankenship, had been contacted at George Peabody College. I got my notification the day I graduated, getting my M.A. degree in music education. I was hired as a music teacher. They contacted me to come on a certain day, and I came from my home in Mendenhall, Mississippi, and got as far as Memphis and was contacted that they weren’t quite, the dormitories weren’t quite ready and for me to wait a while. Finally when I did get here I had an awful time getting my truck into the area because nobody knew where it was or what it was. I got it as far as Knoxville and that’s all we knew ahead of time getting out there a head of time, getting inside here. 

MR. JACKSON: Even in Knoxville they didn’t know where it was.

MRS. MARR: Knoxville didn’t know where it was, that’s right. When I arrived in Oak Ridge, it was raining and that made it that much worse because it was all knee deep in mud. And I never shall forget getting off the bus down on the Turnpike and walking up a couple of blocks to what was called Town Hall and Dr. Blankenship [inaudible] one desk above me in a great big old open space. But school finally did start though and we were in a building that is now on the same location where Robertsville is. We were called Robertsville for the first two years and then we changed into Jefferson and then were called Jefferson.
MR. JACKSON: Dr. Blankenship, when he talked with you about coming here, what did he tell you it was. 

MRS. MARR: I felt like I was going into virgin territory, really. I thought that there were going be, I really thought it was going to have wild animals around because he told me it was just going to be an adventure. I just didn’t know, at that stage of the game I had taught for 11 years and I was at that stage in the game where I was ready to try something new. It was going to be like a mining camp or a logging camp, or something like that. I wasn’t really surprised to see all, the lack of things because he had kind of prepared us for it. 

MR. JACKSON: He say it was a war project?

MRS. MARR: Yes. He told us it was a war project.

MR. JACKSON: But I gather nothing beyond that.

MRS. MARR: No, and my family was more curious than I was. I wasn’t curious at all. In fact, I never was very curious about what was going on. I was just sent here to do a job and of course I heard a lot of things and we had to be so very careful what we said, but I never did really try too hard to find out. I’d hear people and I would talk along with them, but I mean, I wasn’t that curious. 

MR. JACKSON: What did you hear? What kind of things did you hear?

MRS. MARR: Oh, the usual things that people say. That we were making paper boxes, and they were doing this, that and the other. I really have forgotten some of the things, some outrageous things, pencil points, and various things like that, you know. Just crazy things.

MR. JACKSON: When you went home to, you said Mississippi was your home?

MRS. MARR: To Mississippi, yeah.

MR. JACKSON: What did you tell them when they asked you what you were doing?
MRS. MARR: I told them I was not supposed to talk and that just settled it because my family was [inaudible] that they wouldn’t question. That we really are not supposed to talk about it. 
MR. JACKSON: You got to, I was interested in what you had to say about coming in. you got to Knoxville. How did you get from Knoxville to Oak Ridge?

MRS. MARR: I had come by train, but then I had been told that I would have to go to the bus station. I came out on the shuttle bus. I can still see it, instead of having the seats up and down like this, they had the seats on the side, and a great big pot belly stove in one corner. Of course, this was in the later part of September before we got here and they weren’t using the stove then. The floor of the bus was literally covered in mud, you know from people stomping in.
MR. JACKSON: It left from the commercial bus station in Knoxville. 

MRS. MARR: I’ve forgotten, but I’m sure it did. I don’t think it’s where the Greyhound is now, and I’ve really forgotten where that bus station… 

MR. JACKSON: Yeah, I was just curious.

MRS. MARR: It seems to me it was right there on Gay Street.

MR. JACKSON: Well, that could be it. I guess those  were called cattle cars. 

MRS. MARR: Yes.

MR. JACKSON: They ran a fairly regular run back and forth. 

MRS. MARR: We had to verify where we were going before they would put us on the bus. I met this friend in Knoxville and we came out together.

MR. JACKSON: Oh, I see. 

MRS. MARR: [Inaudible].

MR. JACKSON: What kind of residence did you have?

MRS. MARR: We were two or three deep in a dormitory. When I say two or three deep, there was activity going on in that dormitory. Mine was Carlyle Hall, and [inaudible] there was activity going on in that dormitory day and night practically. Nobody actually slept in my room, but they slept piled practically on each other in the, we couldn’t even have our dates in what was the parlor because people were sleeping on pallets in there for a certain period of time. It didn’t last too long, but I never will forget those dormitories. They were in L’s and you had travel two or three blocks, almost, to get to the bathroom, or the shower. Very small rooms with that particular dormitory type furniture that they had, you know. A majority of the people around me in the dormitories were teachers. The people who would come in as we left out of them, were the workers in the plants, you know. They had been on the nightshifts at the plants. 
MR. JACKSON: Did you have a private room?

MRS. MARR: Yes, had a private room, very small, but private room. And nobody in there with me, but as I say there were… At one time, I heard somebody one night say that the peak was 35,000, but I thought the peak was 85,000.

MR. JACKSON: Population?

MRS. MARR: Yes. 

MR. JACKSON: I think it was closer to 80,000. 

MRS. MARR: Yes, I think so too. So they just had to put them somewhere so they had to pile them up in there. Sometimes, people would come into my room to borrow, to use a mirror, or something like that, you know. Some of the girls would hang up a dress. Of course, we were all girls in there and we had a lot of night sessions. We made friends with some of them and we’d sit around and gab with the people who came in from the plants, you know.

MR. JACKSON: Did you feel…?

MRS. MARR: It was exciting.

MR. JACKSON: …depressed?
MRS. MARR: It was exciting.
MR. JACKSON: The lack of space didn’t really pose any problems?

MRS. MARR: No. No, it never seemed to bother me. I was raised in a big roomy, old timey, country home, you know, but it never seemed to bother me because it was all so exciting.  Each day offered a challenge. Each day down at the school, we moved into the school before they were completed and, I don’t know if this is answering this particular question or not, but if your familiar with Oak Ridge, do you know where Robertsville School is?

MR. JACKSON: Yeah.

MRS. MARR: Well, for a time, that was the end of it - that was the end of town. I never shall forget with my class down next to the window and watching them burn a little makeshift Boy Scout hut on the site where Robertsville Baptist Church is now. That was the beginning of westerning out, you know, moving out because until then that building where we were was the end. There was nothing but woods on out there, except for that Boy Scout hut. 

MR. JACKSON: You had talked before, you indicated before coming to Oak Ridge, how was the teaching different, if it was, in Oak Ridge from, say, other communities where you had taught. 

MRS. MARR: We spent a great deal of our time getting acquainted with the children because for the first time I had done a lot of my teaching in my own hometown. This is a good question. Then I had gone to another place in Mississippi and then I had taught for one year in Alabama, which was still very close, but coming to a town where we had a closed section of the world, really, and it was so interesting to meet and there were, as we say, high muckety-mucks, and the lowly workers, even the garbage people had children in school and it was just very interesting. In fact, we were making up our own, nobody except our principals and Dr. Blankenship told us, you know, what to do, but we had to form our own curriculum, really. It was just the beginning of it. It was really marvelous. 

MR. JACKSON: I’m sure it was, I guess, to be able to build an education system from the ground up. 
MRS. MARR: To really have your own educational system. Then there was a time where we were, for just a short period of time, I forgotten now how long, but there was a time when we were on shifts in the school, there were so many here at the peak time. I went on, I didn’t go on the early shift. I went in about 11 o’clock. We had that many. Teachers came and went too. We had so many teachers in this one plant that we would go to a faculty meeting and see who’s there. There would be somebody that had just come in. Then some of the teachers didn’t even get to the school because they were caught. When I say caught, I remember, do you want me to go on?

MR. JACKSON: Surely. Go ahead. Yes, I’m not… The questions…

MRS. MARR: I remember hearing about this and I’ve heard it so vividly that I feel like I was there, but I wasn’t. These two girls came in apparently together. I don’t know if they knew each other before they got on the bus to come out or not, and on the bus coming down here from Knoxville, they got into a conversation with somebody and that somebody asked where are you going and then asked the inevitable question of what are they doing there? And these two girls were coming here to teach. They had never been to Oak Ridge and they were coming to teach and they talked so loud and so boastfully that a few minutes after they got to Oak Ridge, someone from the FBI or something said take the next bus back. 

MR. JACKSON: I’ll be darned. 

MRS. MARR: Are you commenting on what I say, or timing? Both?

MR. JACKSON: I’m commenting on things I just want to remember to ask you.

MRS. MARR: Okay.

MR. JACKSON: Which is…

MRS. MARR: There were quite a few, not quite a few, but several like that. Because it was so very, very careful. That’s why I was told not to talk and I didn’t. It was just almost like a robot. Oh, when we get together we might say, but never ever to the point where I was so curious that I asked, you know. My husband, I met my husband after I came here and we married. He worked at Tennessee Eastman, the old Tennessee Eastman at that time, but not in that part. He worked in properties, not maintenance, but… well, I know he went out on a couple of little trips that he wouldn’t tell me what it was and I wasn’t suspicious of his fidelity. It didn’t have anything to do with that. It was properties and utilities and something like that, you know.

MR. JACKSON: Did you have the sense you were being watched?

MRS. MARR: No, but I was scared to death of soldiers. Do you want a drink of water?

MR. JACKSON: No, I’m fine. 

MRS. MARR: There might be something in this room your allergic to. 

MR. JACKSON: No, I think I have a little sinusitis right now.

MRS. MARR: I was scared of the soldiers. I’ve always been scared of law and soldiers and things like that. Not really scared, not really frightened.

MR. JACKSON: Just uneasy.

MRS. MARR: I guess, or something, you know. 

MR. JACKSON: Were they fairly evident?
MRS. MARR: Yes, they were all around for a while.

MR. JACKSON: But among your say, colleagues, you didn’t have any sense that there might be people there who were working as security?

MRS. MARR: Well, we were conscious. Yes, we were conscious of this, that there might be and that kept us from talking out at public. I’m going to get you some water. That kept us.

MR. JACKSON: Ok, if you don’t mind, I’ll do that…

[Break in Audio]

MRS. MARR: …so that we wouldn’t, you know. If we would put it all down, it’s just like putting things down for the children.

MR. JACKSON: That’s right.

MRS. MARR: What your children said.

MR. JACKSON: I’m going to send you a copy of this incidentally when we get it all typed up so that you will have it. I was asking you about security and you said, yes, you thought…

MRS. MARR: Well, we were always, as far as I remember, always very careful, especially if someone new came in to the school because they could have been spies, they could have been placed there to spy and check on us. We were, everywhere you went there was a mention of being careful what you say. Somebody would say this to us, the principal or somebody else.

MR. JACKSON: How about your students? Could you make any comparisons between your students here and elsewhere? 

MRS. MARR: The majority of the students were exceptionally bright because they were children of physicists and scientists. 

MR. JACKSON: That must have been a challenge in itself, I suppose.

MRS. MARR: You could tell which ones were garbage workers and which one were scientist children, but you didn’t make any difference between them. Some of my nicest people were the lower class people, but on the whole as a majority of them, as I say, were above average. That’s not true now, but back then we had students who were very bright. We have them now, but not as much as we did then. 
MR. JACKSON: Did your students…?

MRS. MARR: One reason is they have all grown, see. We have an older population now.

MR. JACKSON: I guess that’s right because it was so young then. Did your students come from any particular location? Maybe you answered that, but I wondered if they came from primarily…

MRS. MARR: No, they came from all over. One of the most interesting things we would do, my friend, one of my friends, a close friend that I made after I came here, was secretary of the schools and I would go over and see her during my planning period, you know, or sometimes after school. She would tell me about the newest [students] because students came in all during the year. It wasn’t like in a small town. Everyone came to school the first day, you know. One of our games, if you could even call it a game, was to talk about the last names. Names we had never heard before. We were accustomed to Smith, and Jones, and Moore. It was just real interesting. We would try, one of the interesting things I would do even in the music room when a new student came in was to try to identify the part of the country they were from by the way they talked. It was interesting. The other students did it. It’s very interesting to identify them, try to identify them, you know, from where they came from. By the way, their accent and their brogue so to speak, it was very interesting.

MR. JACKSON: I guess you had a pretty high turnover rate there with the students.

MRS. MARR: Oh yes. 

MR. JACKSON: Do you know how the lines were drawn, school lines were drawn, that is whether school districts and all the students in this district went to this school.

MRS. MARR: It’s always been that way. Over the years it has been changed to even out the enrollment between the schools. Every so many years they will change the lines, but as well as I remember from the very beginning, the lines were drawn.

MR. JACKSON: So the concern was the numbers and that way you might meet people form the cemesto areas and the trailer camps.

MRS. MARR: Yes. Now those first two years, we had from the kindergarten on up.

MR. JACKSON: Gee.

MRS. MARR: Little old tiny ones too, but then after that they moved on, see. I don’t know if Robertsville was the first school. I think the high school was built right then. I’m sure it was, but I don’t think, now I’m not sure about this, but I don’t think the elementary schools were ready right first thing. So we had to, I don’t know if it was all over town or not, I’m not quite sure, but I know we had little children, primary children, kindergarten children there for the first two years and then we changed into the junior high and they spread out, but the lines have always been drawn. So you see, well, as far as that’s concerned now, if it stopped right there then we wouldn’t have that section that we call the west end of town now. We had a great many of the hutments and trailer camps because right down in that section was what they called Midtown. It was the hutments and all. Then a lot of the scientists were over in this area because this wasn’t here, but they were in the central, what we call the Jackson Square area. 
MR. JACKSON: You may have answered this too, but let me ask you directly. Do you recall that there was any sense of, especially in housing, any sense of social distinction between, say, oh, people in the cemesto area versus flattops, versus hutments.

MRS. MARR: Yes, it was there. It wasn’t out in the open, but it was there. You got your housing according to your job and your financial income. It was there. Socially, it was there.

MR. JACKSON: How do you mean that?

MRS. MARR: Well, everybody didn’t run around with everybody else, you know, there for a while, but it is that way now and it wasn’t long before everybody began to accept everybody according to the work, not according to their social standing. It wasn’t there very long, but there was there in the beginning, a gap between the scientists and the plain worker. Is that what you mean?

MR. JACKSON: Yes. Did you have any feeling that there were those by virtue of position or something else who got things other people didn’t. That is for example the Army people.

MRS. MARR: Yes. As well as now, I hadn’t thought about this in a long time, but there was a lot of resentment, just like there was a lot of resentment in Knoxville for Oak Ridge.

MR. JACKSON: I was going to ask you about that next.

MRS. MARR: We felt that very keenly. 

MR. JACKSON: That’s good. I’d like to talk about that. First of all, the resentment you mentioned over here was directed at the Army or any particular group. 

MRS. MARR: No, the Army because we felt that the Army got the best of everything, which they didn’t when I look back at it now.

MR. JACKSON: But it seemed so.

MRS. MARR: It seemed so.

MR. JACKSON: So there was some resentment towards them. How about the scientists?

MRS. MARR: Except they got the best housing, you know. Now I hadn’t thought about this in years. We felt they got the best housing. Now, you see, as I say, my husband, when Tennessee Eastman went away, dissolved, whatever it did, then my husband worked for Oak Ridge Motors. That wasn’t a scientist job. I was just a school teacher. So the best that we could do, in fact, when we first married we lived in an apartment up above the tennis courts near Jackson Square. Then the best we could do there for a while was to get a flattop. To me, you see, I had come from a good southern family and lived in a good southern town, had a good respectable job in a school and I was a school teacher. He, there wasn’t a thing wrong with what he did, but that was all they would give us, especially since we didn’t have children. The children mattered a great deal too. I’m not saying this in any resentful way.
MR. JACKSON: Sure. Of course not. 

MRS. MARR: But this was just what everyone human felt. 

MR. JACKSON: I was interested in your comment about Knoxville, which was to the effect, that Oak Ridgers somehow didn’t feel welcomed in Knoxville.

MRS. MARR: That’s right because we felt like and I don’t know how the people in Knoxville felt, but we felt that the Knoxville people resented us. I guess that’s the best way to put it. Resented, and I think they did there for a while because everything was going toward Oak Ridge. What’s happening in Oak Ridge? They didn’t know anything, and anything you know hurts you, you know. I really do think, I really think it took several years for Knoxville to accept us and then, I may be wrong and I hope you don’t quote me on this, but I think Knoxville began to want Oak Ridge’s business. That may be the reason why they began to really welcome us with open arms.
MR. JACKSON: To change. Do you recall any given time or way in which you experienced something negative in Knoxville.

MRS. MARR: Oh, dear, I don’t know how accurate this could be, but…

MR. JACKSON: Just impressions. 

MRS. MARR: Yes, I know, but it seemed to me that, say if you wanted to write a check or something, or you wanted to get a check cashed or something, or if you wanted to open an account, something like that. It would be just fine until you said you were from Oak Ridge.

MR. JACKSON: Oak Ridge.

MRS. MARR: They didn’t know where, this is just my impression, whether they would accept it or not.

MR. JACKSON: Other people have said that too.

MRS. MARR: I remember, you see, I came from a very small town in Mississippi and I had not been made there as a music teacher, and because back then I made what I got from individual [inaudible] this, that and the other, however in some of the schools, I had been paid by the school. When I came to Oak Ridge, the $200 and something at that time that I got a month was big money to me. So one of the first things I did and I don’t know if it was the very first year or not, I kind of think it was. I went to, and this was a big outstanding joke, now this is my southern accent coming out, a big joke among some of my northern school teacher friends, some of those from Ohio. You want some more paper?
MR. JACKSON: No, I’m fine. 

MRS. MARR: I went to Knoxville and I went to, how long have you lived in Knoxville?

MR. JACKSON: Seven years.

MRS. MARR: There used to be along about where the athletic house used to be on Gay Street, an exclusive coat shop called McKay-McCamel’s [sp?] and I went to this shop and bought what was a Chesterfield Coat. You know what a Chesterfield coat is? It was a straight down, heavy coat with a very, very little thin collar. Very thin, but it was called a Chesterfield and a set of furs. Now being very careful how I say that because this was just a joke because all of the teachers from the elementary schools all lived there in that same dormitory, most of them and they said they would like all the time to hear me talk because I was much worse than I am now, and I’m pretty bad now. When I came back, they would say, “Lucille, what did you buy in Knoxville?” this went on for a good long while and I caught onto it, so I really did them up big. I over emphasized. There were four little martins put together, you know. I’d say, “Four furs.” [Exaggerated Southern accent]. Well anyway, if I remember correctly, it cost a good deal of money, the furs and the coat, but I had trouble paying for it. I don’t know what I did whether I paid for it, I’ve forgotten how, but I remember being a little bit embarrassed because McKay-McCamel’s was a very exclusive shop and did not want to accept…
MR. JACKSON: I was talking to somebody who indicated what they felt was also kind of resentment, and I said well, he said well this happened every time we went over there and I said, “How in the world did they know you were an Oak Ridger?” He said, “Easy. The mud around the bottom of my trousers.” [Laughter]
MRS. MARR: Now this woman, this Colleen Black, she has some very good authentic slides of Oak Ridge, but it’s also a little connected story that she tells, you know, and she’s got some cute things in there. For instance, she says something about, now there’s a point to this. She says something about the housing was crowded and she’s got a picture of about umpteen children lined up in bed, which is really an exaggeration, but she has some pictures, you see, and there was mud. Those are modern pictures that she has taken and put in there because the dresses were way up here. But she just put those pictures in showing people falling down in the mud, but they are modern pictures. We had to wash our goulashes every night or they would just plain rot out, inside and out and that’s no exaggeration.

MR. JACKSON: I’m sure it isn’t. Someone told me, who was 10 or 12 at the time, that one of his graphic recollections was having gone to Jackson Square and came back and went to scrape off his goulashes and found they were gone, sucked off in the mud.

MRS. MARR: Sucked off in the mud, that’s true. Of course they were doing that even after we had gotten into the school building itself. It didn’t look at all like it does now because of all the little makeshift buildings. In fact, adding to that, the walls of the present auditorium are the walls of the old original gym, down there now. There was a time when we did not have a cafeteria in the school when we first went down there and there was a little, oh, what did they call these things? They were a little stand where you went out and bought things. There is a name for them and we had a nickname for them. Anyway, there’s a name for it. What do you call a little place where you go buy stuff to eat?
MR. JACKSON: A snack bar?

MRS. MARR: Well, that wasn’t what we called it. Anyhow, we’d have to put on our boots to go out because it was a little ways from the building. Just wade in the mud. It would come up over your goulashes. [Laughter] Another interesting thing I can remember, Mr. Parker was our principal. We had two principals. Mr. Parker and the late George Bond who was the principal down there until just, now wait, I said late George Bond. He hasn’t died. I’m sorry, but he’s retired. He hasn’t died. He would send out little communications. Mr. Parker would. Hilary Parker, he’s over at Murfreesboro now. He’d send out little communications to us, you know. One time he had on there, “When you get ready to take the children out for a while.” We would always take them out somewhere. He said, “Be sure and hydrate them and dehydrate them.” That was just a little cute thing he would put on there, you know on those little communications. Because we all had to plan. The person in the room next to me would go out at a certain time and then I would wait for her and I would take mine out. We had so many in the room everybody couldn’t go out at the same time. 

MR. JACKSON: Gee. Who were your friends?

MRS. MARR: Teachers. It took a good long while. In fact, the people in the ’43 Club I did not really know until I got into the ’43 Club. I knew a few of them, but my friends were teachers. I knew other people too, but not, you know, it was a strong group of teachers. 

MR. JACKSON: I gather this was pretty natural really, for you to run around with people you associate with. One of the reasons I ask is because I’m sort of interested in trying to establish the degree of community, sense of community. Some people say at any rate that Oak Ridgers didn’t really have an overall sense of community, but what they had were groups of very strong community. 

MRS. MARR: The group of teachers were together and this was something that we didn’t necessarily resent, but we felt that we were not accepted, and you being a teacher, you know what I mean, that we were not accepted by this elite group which was the Army group and the scientific group. That’s not true at all now and hasn’t been for years, not for years because when the churches started and when the various clubs and activities started then there was just a cosmopolitan spirit.

MR. JACKSON:  Began to cross those lines.
MRS. MARR: Yes. 

MR. JACKSON: Did you think that Oak Ridge would last beyond the war, or did you give it any thought? 

MRS. MARR: No, I didn’t think it would last a year really when I first came here. It was a temporary thing and my teaching and all was going to be a temporary thing. I’m retiring this year at full retirement, but it was just a temporary thing and up until the time of the atomic bomb. I really think that, me, I personally felt after that there was a future here. Up until then I just thought it was a year thing, a daily thing. The atomic bomb was ’45 I believe. See that was two years. It was just a temporary thing. I really felt it was temporary. 

MR. JACKSON: Did, so Mississippi continued to be home?

MRS. MARR: Yes, until I married. I married at the end of that first year. I met my husband two weeks after he came here. I met my future husband and so, as I say, we moved into the apartments and we stayed up there one year and then I guess that was in, let’s see, ’43, ’44, married in ’44, until ’45. I guess it was the summer of ’45 that we moved into the flattop down in East Village. One car. I had to ride the bus to school and walk about three blocks from our house to catch the city bus. We had city buses then. It’s hard for me to convince the children that I teach now that we had buses, city buses that went to and from. Then this Colleen Black had pictures of the old bus stations and pictures of the old cafeteria. The old Central Cafeteria, great big huge building and a lot of people got food poisoning there, but I never did get sick, but we had all kinds of stories about it. We always said if it didn’t move it was all right, you know, but this Colleen Black said that Colonel Sanders got his start there. That I didn’t know.

MR. JACKSON: I’d never heard that.

MRS. MARR: This is what she said. Could be though. That he was there. Really got his start there.

MR. JACKSON: Where was your husband from?

MRS. MARR: He was from Georgia. [Inaudible], Georgia. It was just a real unusual coincidence how I met him. 
MR. JACKSON: How was that?

MRS. MARR: This friend who came here with me was from Kalamazoo, Michigan. And her parents ran a florist shop and they sent her a lot of plants. Well, nobody knew where to send them to so they sent them to Clinton. They were all dying over there. This particular night about two weeks after we had been here, I guess there was a change in climate and so forth. I had a dreadful cold and I didn’t go to the rec hall like she did. I went back, after supper I went back to the dormitory room, but that was where we would usually go. Where, just about where Marie Wilde’s interior decorating shop is, up in Jackson Square, was a rec hall. Everybody went there every night, you know, and there would be some bands, or one fiddler, or something and we would sit around the tables and have something to drink, hoping to meet somebody, but I didn’t go that night. So she came rushing in after a while and she said, and this was unusual, “I found somebody with a car.” She had a date. She had somebody she got at the dance. That’s the way most everything happened. She said, “This fellow will drive us over to Clinton to pick up my plants.” This was the night and apparently it was going to stay open. The place in Clinton, I guess it was a railroad station. “I don’t want to go with these two boys by myself, two men, by myself.” I said, “Oh, I can’t go.” I had a horrible real runny cold you know. She said, “You just got to go because I don’t have anyone else to ask.” So I said, “Okay, just for you.” I went downstairs to get in the car and just naturally it was my luck to sit in the front seat. It was every night from then on. That was my future husband. We never did really have any formal dates. I don’t know if I’m giving away any of his secrets, but we just always met at the cafeteria and we would go somewhere from there. He lived in the dormitory across the way and we would spot each other leaving the dormitory to go to supper and meet down there. So then we married the next fall about the second week of school. Married on a Friday afternoon, went to Gatlinburg and came back and went to school Monday morning. This was war time. 
MR. JACKSON: Was Gatlinburg a place you went often? Was that a recreation?

MRS. MARR: Not too much, now maybe some people did, but we didn’t. We drove up to the mountains a couple of times just to see it, but no. No, it was too far away and gas was rationed then because we had our gas ration books and our sugar ration books, and we had to stand in line at the grocery store to get your meat. They would call your number out. Of course, they do that in some large stores now. You would have to take what was left, you know, if you got too far back in the line. You stood in line for everything.

MR. JACKSON: Now you said your husband was with Tennessee Eastman. 

MRS. MARR: Yes, originally. 

MR. JACKSON: Do you know, did he know what was happening here?

MRS. MARR: No. no, he didn’t know what was happening. He used to surmise just to me, but he never hit on it. But the thing they always told us, which I don’t know if it’s true or not, because I heard somebody just lately say that quite a few people did. In fact, I heard a scientist say that quite a few people knew this exactly, but we always thought that this department made that part and this department made that part and nobody knew what this department was making. This is always the thing that I understood. No, he didn’t know. As I say, I remember and I said several times, but I remember one time specifically, he had to take some package to be put on the train, and of course the train didn’t run through here and I don’t know where he went. It seems to me he went to Rosedale [Oakdale]. I know they went to Rosedale to get the liquor, but it seems to me he went to Rosedale. That was the spot. Nobody’s mentioned that. 
MR. JACKSON: I wanted to ask about that.

MRS. MARR: I don’t know too much about it. Anyways, he made this one mysterious trip and he had been picked and sent to do it. It might have been rubber bands. But he didn’t even know what it was. He felt like there was something connected with what was going on, when he was sent on this trip. 
MR. JACKSON: Where was Rosedale?

MRS. MARR: I’ve never been there. Now this woman had a picture of the store and everybody laughed especially some of the men, so apparently some of the… The other night at the ’43 Club. It was all boarded up. It was a recent picture that she had taken. I don’t know where it is. It’s not too far.  The general direction I think is out towards Kingston, out that way, but I don’t have the slightest idea. We could look on a map and see. I know that a lot of the men [knew] and I don’t know whether my husband ever did or not. I’m sure he did because we usually had something around, but he maybe did it in the daytime, or something. I’ve forgotten. He may have told me he was going, but there was always a lot of laughter and talk about it, Rosedale.

MR. JACKSON: The picture that she showed of the store, was it a general kind of store?

MRS. MARR: Yeah.

MR. JACKSON: I guess the whole area must have been dry.

MRS. MARR: Oh yes. Oh, very much so. I’ll tell you one funny little story.  A friend of mine who is dead now, she was coming in from, I think, Knoxville, with her husband. Both of them are dead now because it seemed like to me I connected it with Elza Gate and she was a wacky woman anyway. She had one bottle between her knees like this and one bottle was a gold mine, you know. Now when they came up to the gate and everything was all right, and their passes were used. They drilled you and grilled you like you were [wanted by] the FBI and they got through with all that and the guard leaned in the car and said, “By the way, are you going to Jackson Square? I’d like a ride.” Here she was with this bottle between her legs and she managed it, but she had an awful time. This was Fran Doer. I’d like to have her name put in there because I can just hear her telling me this. She would put more to it than I did, but she had to move over in that seat and try to hold that bottle between her legs to make room for that soldier. Of course, her legs were going like that, you know, shaking and try to hold that bottle too. He got in and rode to Jackson Square, which is miles. I don’t know where Rosedale is.

MR. JACKSON: I guess I can find it. I was just curious as to where…

MRS. MARR: Well, apparently with this store, I don’t know how, apparently this was a fairly recent picture but she said, and you could see it had boards across it, you know, and all, but it had the name Rosedale up there. Maybe some of the men could tell you. 

MR. JACKSON: Did the guards on the gate, this was kind of a spot check, or did they check everything. 

MRS. MARR: Yeah.

MR. JACKSON: It was a spot check. 

MRS. MARR: Yes. If you were kind of lined up and sometimes you were, you made guesses about whether you’d be the one or the one behind you, you know. They spot checked.

MR. JACKSON: Did that bother you? You indicated you didn’t like the Army very much. 

MRS. MARR: Well, now listen. I don’t want to give the impression that I didn’t like the Army. 

MR. JACKSON: Well…

MRS. MARR: It wasn’t that I didn’t like it, I was afraid of them, I guess.

MR. JACKSON: An authority kind of figure.

MRS. MARR: An authority kind of thing.

MR. JACKSON: But the presence at the gates and the checks didn’t trouble you a great deal.

MRS. MARR: No. We always laughed about it because our folks couldn’t come to see us without letting us know. Now I had a lot of company. My kinfolks would always come in, but I always could manage to have them come when I wanted them to come because we would have to make arrangements and get passes for them.

MR. JACKSON: Any limitation on the number of people who could come in?

MRS. MARR: No, as long as you got that verification. In fact, not too long ago, one of my sister-in-laws gave me her pass. She had been keeping it all this time. She said, maybe someone would want it, you know, the pass that was used. I don’t know whether I’m telling you what you want. 
MR. JACKSON: You are. It’s fine. Do you recall where you were and what your reaction was when you heard about the bomb going off? 

MRS. MARR: I know that very distinctly. We weren’t in town. We had gone with a couple of friends of ours, the Jack Mullinses, get their names in there, on vacation on a fishing trip. They both, my husband was an outdoors man, [inaudible], and we had gone to Hiwassee up close to his home [inaudible]. Do you know where that is? And we stayed, we really didn’t live, well it was just a hunting and fishing camp, just the bare stuff essentially. My husband had gone to [inaudible] Junior College. So I think this was on a Saturday. We decided to drive into town, into [inaudible] a little stop in the road except for the college to get a newspaper and we hadn’t been in circulation for about a week because we had been out at this little fishing camp and going out every day. The two women didn’t like it so much, but we went to please our husbands you know. So we drove into town and we stopped on this street and an old professor of my husband’s passed by and Bill spoke to him. He came over to the car and I can just see him now, leaning into the car and he said, he hadn’t seen Bill in some years and so forth, and they had a little conversation and Bill told him where we lived and so forth. He said, “Well, your town’s been put on the map.” I can hear him right now, and Bill said later he really reacted to that because he wondered, but now our friend Jack, had a little closer in job than Bill. At this time, Bill was not working down there, but Jack, I don’t know what he was doing. Anyhow, he was working at the plant. So the fellow said, “Your town’s on the map,” and Bill said, “What do you mean?” So he told us. Then we got the paper. There must have been something down inside of us that wanted us to go to town that particular day to get the paper because it had all happened the day before, you see. It was all over the paper. 
MR. JACKSON: What was your reaction?

MRS. MARR: A thrilling one. A really thrilling one, but really in the way, and I don’t remember much about it. “So that’s what it was,” was my first statement, you know. We went right back to the camp and packed up and came on back. We wanted to be here, but we missed the big parade that they had that night.

MR. JACKSON: Oh, there was a big parade.

MRS. MARR: Well, no, not a planned one, but everybody got out on the street.

MR. JACKSON: Oh, I see. 

MRS. MARR: Everybody got out on the street, and there was a lot fo yelling and hooping, and so forth.

MR. JACKSON: Your reaction was that this is, it was similar, the four of you.

MRS. MARR: Yeah.

MR. JACKSON: Anyway, it would be possible I guess, aside from the, I can understand the thrillingness of realizing what had gone on.

MRS. MARR: It was scary too. Real scary.

MR. JACKSON: How so?

MRS. MARR: I think that I thought then, suppose that had happened in Oak Ridge because this is one thing that I kept in my mind all the time. that something might happen here in Oak Ridge. 
MR. JACKSON: By virtue of the war, that is.

MRS. MARR: Yeah, just the war itself.

MR. JACKSON: Or enemies might do something to Oak Ridge.

MRS. MARR: And after that, now going on a little after that, there was a little scared feeling in the back of my mind, well, we bombed them, somebody’s going to come over here and bomb us. In fact, you see, we made all kinds of preparations. We had drills. I don’t know if anyone has mentioned this or not. I don’t know the year, but way back there some time ago, we actually had an evacuation. It was a planned thing and we all went to Norris. A planned thing were everybody moved out. Everybody knew the route to take and they carried all the food and it rained that day, carried all the food and everything and evacuated. 

MR. JACKSON: Everybody literally did that, as practice.

MRS. MARR: We were told that if we got out of our line that we could be shot. 

MR. JACKSON: I had never heard that. 

MRS. MARR: The thing about it, if your children could be in school and they had to go on that particular thing, oh yes. I wish somebody could tell you a little more about it scientifically than I can.
MR. JACKSON: Just the once.

MRS. MARR: And I don’t know what year it was. 

MR. JACKSON: Just the once. 

MRS. MARR: Just the once. But also see, we had evacuation plans in the school buildings and we would go to the closest basement part of the buildings and all the children would lie flat on the floor, just like we do fire drills now, but they’re not properly done. We have a fire drill twice a month. We don’t know whether it might be a bomb then because we’ve had bomb scares every once in a while. That’s just pranksters, but yes, there was an evacuation. 

MR. JACKSON: What, how long did that last? You went up to Norris and then what happened?
MRS. MARR: A couple hours. 

MR. JACKSON: Then there was some signal and you all went back.

MRS. MARR: But we had a certain route, wherever you were, you went that route and you could not get off of it. Walking and riding.

MR. JACKSON: How did you go up there?

MRS. MARR: By cars.

MR. JACKSON: By cars?

MRS. MARR: After a certain point, cars picked you up. And everybody was obligated to pick you up.

MR. JACKSON: To pick up.

MRS. MARR: So I can’t figure all the details of it, but it happened.

MR. JACKSON: That’s very interesting. 

MRS. MARR: Because I can’t remember the year. It was a big thing and you knew to pick up people along the road, you know. 

MR. JACKSON: The bomb business…

MRS. MARR: So I always felt, let me go back to that. In the back of my mind, I always felt something might just come any day. Now in years, I haven’t felt that way, you know, see that’s the reason we have sirens all over the town. 

MR. JACKSON: I’ve seen them. 

MRS. MARR: Well, they ring them. Not ring them, but set them off now. They were set up for evacuation purposes and then we got into a complacency and now people laugh. They went off at five o’clock one afternoon and if you lived close to them it’s a deafening thing. People laugh at them now. I’m not sure about the 12 o’clock because I’m usually in school at that time, but they go off every day at five o’clock all over town because people like that. It’s just like that noon whistle, you know. But they were set up for that originally. 

MR. JACKSON: The evacuation, where, what happened? You drove…

MRS. MARR: We went to Norris

MR. JACKSON: …to Norris. And then…

MRS. MARR: Stayed there a while and ate, as well as I remember we came back in a few hours.

MR. JACKSON: You ate at a restaurant, or…

MRS. MARR: Oh, no. They took all the cooks along and the whole thing. You know, the more I think about it was just the schools? It wasn’t just the schools. It was everybody in town. Everybody in town. I’d like to verify all these things and come back at you with it because I haven’t thought about that in years, but we had one. And it was planned and talked about it for a long time and we were thoroughly acquainted with the route to take wherever we were because a lot of people got upset because they weren’t where their children were. They said too bad because in the real circumstances, you know, what would you do? You couldn’t turn back. You had to go that way. 
MR. JACKSON: In that regard, were there, that is with the respect of there being a possible bomb, were there lots of rumors around? Did you hear a lot of rumors of possible sabotage, or any kind of rumors? Were there rumors in the air?

MRS. MARR: No, but every once in a while, there would be a rumor that there would be a spy here. They would catch them, you know. We’d hear by the grapevine that something, a spy would be infiltrated in the plants, or something.

MR. JACKSON: Do you recall any social problems? For example, problems with juvenile delinquency, or racial problems.

MRS. MARR: Not back then. No, everybody was walking too straight a line, you know. Really we didn’t, and I don’t want to, I don’t know whether we had a better class of people, or what. Everybody was too serious about it. Oh, we had things. Nobody died. Nobody got shot. Everybody was young and everyone was serious about their purpose, and see, we didn’t have blacks for a good little while. Then when, well we did, but we didn’t have schools. They went to Knoxville, I guess, there for a while. 

MR. JACKSON: Yeah.

MRS. MARR: Then they had a school for them and it was just, I don’t know when we did integrate. I can’t remember dates, but really there was a kind of fight before we did integrate. Not a fight, you know, but there were a lot of big arguments. Then I thought about this the other night. When I went back home and some people came to see if my father was living alone. My mother had died the year I married. In fact, I was late coming back to school because of my mother’s death. My future husband came to the funeral and we came back together married, about a week after that. Not a big wedding, but it was for Oak Ridge because we had many [people].

MR. JACKSON: So you got married here.

MRS. MARR: Yes, in the Chapel on the Hill. Not the first marriage there, but one of the first. Had a big crowd because it was a social function, you know. I don’t know what I started to tell now. 

MR. JACKSON: I got you off the subject. I forget what it was too. 

MRS. MARR: There was something I wanted to tell. Let me see if I can back up. Because I came back, my mother died that year. Oh, when I went back to visit my father, and people came in to see us, to see him, you know. I would talk about my teaching and what I was doing and all. I would mention the Blacks and all, only I didn’t say Black. I said Negro. I said nigger. After they left, this particular occasion, my father said, “Lucille, I don’t’ want you to ever mention again to anybody that you have niggers in you class. After all I have to live [inaudible].” Now my father had had a mercantile store until he got out of that. Then he had a lot of real estate which he sold to Negros, to Blacks and in fact, it’s really called Middletontown, his name was Middleton and a whole big section of the little town where I lived he had sold to, and some of his best friends were Blacks, but he didn’t deal with them socially. There was one man he went to see and sat and talked to him and he admired him, a Black man. He admired him very much, but down South then, that was just unheard of. 
MR. JACKSON: The Black children in your class, that was during the war or after?

MRS. MARR: After.

MR. JACKSON: After the war. 

MRS. MARR: Oh, yes. It was several years before we integrated.  I can’t remember how far back. Maybe somebody along the line can tell you when we integrated, but it hadn’t been 15 years. It hasn’t been that long. 

MR. JACKSON: Is there anything that we haven’t talked about that you want to talk about? 

MRS. MARR: No, I don’t know. The churches, when we first started. The only church there for a while was the Chapel-on-the-Hill and all different denominations from Jews to Catholics went to that church at various days during the week. I have some very good friends now. I was over at their house not too long ago, Jews, who said, “We were so glad that they gave us Friday night.” I was over at their house not too long ago to eat. “We were so glad we were allotted Friday night for our services.” I went to the, I started going to what they called the United Church, but then I was always a Methodist. So I went to the Methodist Church and we had our Sunday school in the high school building. We had our church services in the Ridge Theater, which was right down the road. For a while, there at the very first I was the pianist for the church and we had to go in and kind of clean it up a little bit before we… Sweeped the popcorn out of the aisles and raised the screen and put the chairs out for, and pulled the piano out for the choir to sing. But it was because we wanted to get a church started, you know, that we did this. Played the piano for Sunday school and when we moved from Old Robertsville, when they built the new high school, the high school moved down there and we moved up to…
[End of Interview]
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