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MR. JACKSON: …May 22, 1976, [Charles] Jackson, [Charles] Johnson. Maybe a good place to start would be if you could tell us how you got here and when you got here. 
MRS. ORE: Well, that’s an experience in itself because I came the first week in December from Huntsville Arsenal. My husband had already come up.

MR. JOHNSON: This was ’43.

MRS. ORE: In ’43, right. Warren and Ken Fowler were already here from Huntsville Arsenal and they were supposedly rooming together in a dormitory. So Harriett and I decided to drive up, pool our gas tickets and drive up to see them, after we had already sent a telegram saying we were coming on the L&N train. What was the name of it back then? Anyway, one of the through trains there. So, we already sent a wire telling them to meet us at the L&N station, I think it was 5:30 in the morning, or something like this, and we decided that we would drive instead of taking the L&N train. So we took off and got to Knoxville before the train did, expecting our husbands to arrive when the train arrived. There were no husbands. So, we waited and waited and waited, and we still didn’t know where they were or why they hadn’t come, or anything like this. So we went across the street to that restaurant that was there across from the L&N if you remember what it looked like then. So it was kind of crummy looking. We asked around where Clinton Engineering Works [Clinton Engineer Works] was. That’s all we knew, got a cold shoulder and didn’t know what to do. So we went out, got in the car and went to a gas station, and asked where Clinton Engineering Works was, because all we had was a post office box, Knoxville, saying, to write to. We got a cold shoulder there until finally somebody pointed us in the direction of Clinton. We came to Clinton and went into the drug store which was next to the movie theater there and asked where Clinton Engineering Works was since this was Clinton. We were pointed in the direction of Norris. 
MR. JOHNSON: That’s wrong. 

MRS. ORE: Right, and by this time, it was cold and wet. Oh, it was a dreary, horrible day, and it was just really ghastly. So anyway, we went in that direction and it was just getting later, and later, and later, and we hadn’t found our husbands. Of course, hours had passed since all of this had been going on. So we stopped at a farm house between Clinton and Norris. Smoke was coming out the chimney so we knew that there was some habitation there. I got out of the car and went up and knocked on the door. This woman came to the door and I said, “Ma’am, I’m sorry to bother you this early in the morning, but we’re really lost. We’re hunting our husbands and they are supposed to be at Clinton Engineering Works and we’ve been all over.” Believe me, I thought we had been all over East Tennessee by that time because the roads were so winding and it was foggy. Oh, it was awful. So she glared at us, and hollered out, “Zeke, come here!” Well, this guy came out that liked to have scared me to death. He was a tall guy, had on a night shirt and night cap, which I didn’t believe and his eyes were the most piercing things I’ve ever seen. About that time, I just burst out crying because we were so tired from having driven all night long and I was scared to death. So we gave our plight to them, and he was really very nice then afterwards. We went in and had a cup of coffee, and we told him where we were from and what we were looking for, why we were looking for our husbands and they didn’t meet us at the train. So then he pointed us in the right direction, but he was also very nice and told us, “You can’t get in unless you have a pass. So if you’ll come in through Clinton, to the Elza Gate entrance, there is an employment agency office there for the Y-12, Tennessee Eastman employment. Their employment office is inside the gates. So you have to go inside the gates for employment there. So if you’ll go there and ask for a pass to the Tennessee Eastman employment office, they will give you one there.” He said, “Everyone always eats,” and he said, “There is only one place to eat. So if you’ll stand in line at noon, they’ll give you a pass to go eat. Stand in line and just keep watching and your husbands are bound to come sometime or other, unless they are out at the plant.” So we did that, but I got hired. [Laughter] I didn’t want to get hired. All I wanted to do was see my husband. So it was really wild because Harriett hadn’t been hired. She didn’t have any skills.  I was a secretary and, of course, they needed secretaries and she had never worked in her life, so she was not really employed yet. So I was up, I can’t remember the man’s name, at his office being interviewed, in other words. I had been sent up there. Finally, long about 12 o’clock, I told him, “I really don’t want a job. I don’t want to work for you at all. I just want to find my husband, can I please go down to the cafeteria.” He was real nice. Mr. Halsten [sp?] was his name. Anyway, he laughed and he said, “Don’t you want to work?” I said, “Well, yes, if I can come and live with Warren, but I don’t know what the score is yet.” He said, “Well, you’re hired and you have a release because we are authorized to get a release from Huntsville Arsenal for you, because of the nature of the work here.” So I said, “Oh.” But he took me down to the cafeteria and Harriett had been standing in line, standing across there watching the lines and had found Warren. So we went into the cafeteria, delighted to see them, of course, and I had to go back that afternoon to get all sorts of shots, and things like this. Harriett still wasn’t hired. We spent the night in the Guest House and that was quite an experience in itself. Our husbands weren’t supposed to be in the Guest House with us because we were back in the women’s wing. We didn’t know this so, it was a double room and they were back there in the room with us back there and we sneaked them out the next morning. We stayed the weekend and then we left and went home. I packed and moved up here. Well, it was an experience that I guess I want to forget because of the winding roads and the fog and the snow. It was just really a raunchy day. 
MR. JACKSON: Now, this was 1943.

MRS. ORE: December 1943, right.

MR. JACKSON: I was interested in a couple of things. How do you suppose that guy, Zeke, knew all that stuff?
MRS. ORE: He worked here. 

MR. JACKSON: Oh, he worked here.

MRS. ORE: He worked here, but everybody else was, you’d say Clinton Engineering Works and you would just get the coldest, glaringist stare, “Who are you?” It was a weird feeling because we didn’t know what we were into. 

MR. JOHNSON: Did people seem hostel? 

MRS. ORE: Yeah. I mean just very unfriendly. Well, I imagine there had been an awful lot of FBI people around, or something, asking questions about different ones that were going to work here. They just clammed up. They just wouldn’t answer any questions. It wasn’t a causal, “I don’t know,” or they would send you off in some direction. It was real wild, but I never saw that man again. Maybe I wouldn’t have recognized him out of his night cap, I don’t know, but they were really very, very nice people, and thank goodness that I stumbled into a situation that gave us the clue of how to go. 

MR. JACKSON: Now, your husband worked for who?

MRS. ORE: Tennessee Eastman Corporation at Y-12.

MR. JACKSON: What did you think he was doing?

MRS. ORE: I hadn’t the foggiest idea. Then I went to work in Personnel and then transferred to Secretary Head of Alpha Electrical. So I didn’t know atomic bomb, but I knew uranium and all those code names. I had information on some of the types of things they were doing, and the code names for electrode plating, and all that sort of jazz, but as far as knowing they were making an atomic bomb, I didn’t have the foggiest idea. 

MR. JOHNSON: Did you stay in the Guest House when you came back in?

MRS. ORE: When I came back, yes, with all of our things. Warren had pneumonia and he was in the Guest House. We were not supposed to be there but three days. That was the limit, and we were there two weeks. He was in there because of pneumonia and I paid the maids on the floor and Mrs. Gee [sp?] down in the restaurant down there, to prepare meals for him and take care of him because I had to go to work. They couldn’t get him in the hospital. It was just…
MR. JOHNSON: Too crowded?

MRS. ORE: They didn’t want to move him and Dr. Meers [sp?], they didn’t make house calls or anything like that. I frantically called the night I arrived. Warren was so desperately sick and I couldn’t get an ambulance and my car had two flats, by the way, and the Texaco station wouldn’t come up and fix them. I could roll them down the hill and have them fixed, which I finally did after it stopped raining, but in the meantime, Dr. Meers really answered my plea and came up to see Warren when I told him he was delirious. He really, he took care of him. He came back every day to visit him. So we stayed there two weeks. Then I moved into W-1, in the recreation room of W-1 with nine other women. All of my clothes were stolen except what I had on. 

MR. JOHNSON: Very quickly that happened?

MRS. ORE: Within a week, right. Oh, it was wild around here. I kid you not, because there was no place to lock up your clothes. They were just in a suitcase under your bed and that’s all there was to it. Warren originally was in a Roane Anderson building with 99 roommates. There were 100 cots and a potbelly stove. Then as soon as the men’s dormitory, Cambridge, was finished, he moved into that. So he was actually in Cambridge and I was in the rec room of W-1.
MR. JACKSON: Now, W-1 was what?

MRS. ORE: Women’s dormitory-1 in the quadrangle down there. There were three dormitories together across from Central Cafeteria. Then Helen Roberts, she married Don Randel, lived in an apartment house on Farragut. So Helen Williams, I mean, next to Eve Roberts. So Helen’s mother went back to Chicago for the, to see her daughter, to live with her for a little while. So Helen let us move into her extra bedroom in her E-2 apartment. So we moved out of the dormitory in February and then our apartment was finished in March. We moved into our apartment in a sea of mud in March, on 104 Lansing Road. There’s another funny thing about that. They numbered the apartments wrong because it should have gone 100, 102, 104, 106, you know around this way, Lansing Road. They had them numbered incorrectly, so this was numbered 100, 102, 104, 106, looking at the apartments. So we cleaned up and scrubbed up and washed all the goop off the floor from the construction. It went so fast. See we saw it from a chimney and they tracked in mud and everything else on the floors and there was no, all they did was put a sealer on the floor and of course they tracked in more mud on top of the sealant. It was three-quarters of an inch thick and stuff. We cleaned up that entire apartment waiting for the day we could move in, only to have them change the numbers correctly. And we were next door. [Laughter] So we had to do it all over again. Oh, it was wild. We couldn’t get a telephone, of course. Mr. Smiley who moved in next door to a nice clean apartment, they were really nice people from Kingsport and he could have a telephone because he was on 24 hour call. So we could go over and use their’s. They also had a washing machine. So she would let me use her washing machine on occasion.
MR. JACKSON: What kind of work did your husband do at Tennessee Eastman?

MRS. ORE: He was a physicist and was in the pilot plant with the electromagnetic process. 

MR. JACKSON: So he, I presume, knew what they were doing.

MRS. ORE: I gather. He never discussed it. This was one of the difficulties of this town. One of the things that our children grew up with that I think maybe a newer generation here will feel a little different. They never knew what their dad did. You know most dads will come up, “Oh, I’m bushed.” “What you been doing today, Dad?” That sort of thing. This was never discussed.

MR. JACKSON: Can’t say making a bomb.

MRS. ORE: Right. No, you can’t. Right. So I think this had an effect on…

MR. JACKSON: I gather it’s really hung on. 

MRS. ORE: …on a lot of our children. This is true. 

MR. JACKSON: Even now, people don’t really…

MRS. ORE: You don’t talk.

MR. JACKSON: …about background.

MRS. ORE: I never should forget meeting Tiny Center. Of course I had no earthly idea who Mr. Center was. Why, I didn’t know who was in charge of anything. His name was Clark was all I knew and her name was Tiny. I didn’t have any earthly idea, of course, it was Center or that Clark Center was head of anything at all. I went up to Tiny’s house after Women’s Club meeting one day to learn how to make hats. Warren asked me what I had been doing and I said I was up at Tiny Center’s house. He said, “Clark Center’s wife?” I said, “Yeah, I guess so. His name was Clark.” He said, “Oh, you’re hobnobbing with the nobs.” Just sort of like that, and I said, “Oh, who are they?” because you really didn’t know who anybody was at that time and it really made for a wonderful town because there was no class prejudice. There were not laborer-scientist affiliations back then nearly as much as you might have had in a different town situation.

MR. JACKSON: You didn’t feel any sense of say social distinction between people in the trailers and people in the flattops.

MRS. ORE: No, not at all because we knew they couldn’t get housing either. They may be a Ph.D. or one of the leaders of the industry and it was just unfortunate that they couldn’t get a house. So, you didn’t know who they were.

MR. JACKSON: When your husband said something like “hobnobbing with the nobs,” he meant high people in the project.

MRS. ORE: Right. That’s right. He was kidding me about, didn’t you know that you were with a person who was really high up in the echelon and I didn’t. 

MR. JACKSON: So he never said even after the bomb went off, you never recalled him saying whether he knew what was going on.

MRS. ORE: Oh, yes. After the bomb went off, he knew what he was working with, yes. The separation.

MR. JACKSON: He never indicated he knew right down the line?
MR. JOHNSON: Were you in Oak Ridge the day…? Oh, I’m sorry.

MRS. ORE: Oh, no, I wasn’t here the day that it went off, much to my sorrow. I was down in Monroeville, Alabama. By then, yes, I knew a bomb was being made. I knew this before I left Y-12. This was the end goal. How it would be done, no. What it would be, how it would be used, or what form it would take, no, but as far as an atomic explosion, yes. I knew that this was the ultimate, what they were going for. Of course…

MR. JACKSON: You just picked this up in your personnel. 

MRS. ORE: Well, no this was in electrical, in stuff that… I typed classified information. 

MR. JACKSON: Oh, I see.

MRS. ORE: I typed all of that sort of thing. I was under tight security. Everything was signed for when it was copied. There were so many copies and that was…

MR. JOHNSON: [inaudible]

MRS. ORE: Right. This was really a secure place. You didn’t yack. 

MR. JOHNSON: You knew, but you didn’t talk.

MRS. ORE: Exactly.  At all. It was so funny because you would get together with people and nothing at the plant was ever mentioned. We would kid about riding the dusty dragons, the buses. Or we would talk, “Hey did you see the guy being taken off the bus today? Wonder what happened to him.” But as far as what your surroundings looked like, what you worked with, even who you worked with was hardly ever mentioned. It was just a funny situation.
MR. JACKSON: It came to be engrained I’m sure.

MRS. ORE: We were.

MR. JOHNSON: Did you consider it odd, or this…

MRS. ORE: When I was first hired and when I was given security clearance as a secretary to head of Alpha Electrical, I was really warned, I was told that anything that went through there, that was classified was not to be discussed. It was not to be, well, I was just told that it was classified information. You realized it was. That’s all there was to it. You just knew it was. 

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

MRS. ORE: Oh yes.

MR. JACKSON: Do you know for sure you were being watched, or you just…?

MRS. ORE: You just had a feeling. You’d go sit down in the cafeteria and all of a sudden a strange person would come and sit down with you, and say, “May I join you?” Well, shoot, the cafeteria over there, people came in and out, and in and out so fast to eat, you had to take a place at a table if there was an empty chair. Well, “Where are you from?” “Huntsville, Alabama.” “Where do you work?” “At Y-12.” “What do you do?” I mean you would get the feeling, I’m being queried. This would happen occasionally. 

MR. JOHNSON: It would make one cautious. 

MRS. ORE: Right. I like your looks, or who are you. It was a feeling that it was secret and I guess it was the most well-kept secret…
MR. JACKSON: Sure. It must have been I suppose. 

MRS. ORE: …ever, and I think it was an engrained thing that no one would have dared talk about anything that they did. 

MR. JOHNSON: When you went, say, down to Alabama or someplace else, would people try to find out what you were doing?

MRS. ORE: No, because they didn’t know what Oak Ridge was. They didn’t know about Oak Ridge. My brother and sister-in-law were, knew I was living in Tennessee. It was outside of Knoxville. I was in a place where they had to call ahead and get a pass. 

[Phone rings]

[Break in Audio]

MR. JACKSON: So basically, you really didn’t have to explain it very much.
MRS. ORE: No. Well, at Huntsville Arsenal, we had badges to get in. Of course we lived outside the area, but this was one of the totally different places. We lived inside a controlled area so there was nothing wrong with it as far as we were concerned. 

MR. JACKSON: You remember your first impression of Oak Ridge? Once you got in that day. 

MRS. ORE: When I first came in.

MR. JACKSON: I know you remember the trip.

MRS. ORE: Rain, mud, cold, yuck. [Laughter] I never saw such a mess in my life. Really, and when we finally got into our apartment and it was messy and the coal was sooty and everything like this. I would have loved to have been back at West Lawn, at my little house back in Huntsville, even though it had a potbellied stove in it. It didn’t bellow smoke out into the thing, but that furnace would just blow up and we’d have soot all over everything coming out of the filters. I didn’t know how to fire a furnace. Believe me, it was awful.  They would come and they would deliver coal and if you forgot to have the door closed down in that coal bin, and they would dump the stuff in and it would just go all over, coal dust all over everything. It was the dirtiest place and the muddiest place I can ever remember being in my life. But I had fun from the night I was here. Warren was already in the Little Theater play, Arsenic and Old Lace, when we came December 5. So I met people that had interests that were the same as mine. This was the nice part about it. People had to have something to do. So they got together in groups. This is still the most clubby town in the United States because people still have an interest and they want to be with people who still had that same interest. They found things to do. Our home was open house in Huntsville for single officers and our house was open house here for single people living in the dorms. We just had a ball.
MR. JACKSON: Little Theater was an interest of yours.

MRS. ORE: Right. 

MR. JACKSON: Tell us about that.

MRS. ORE: Well, I unfortunately was not here at the very, very beginning, but I have heard all of them talk about riding back and forth on the dusty dragons. They would talk about what they would do in the evening and why couldn’t we get a little theater started. There were several people at Clinton Engineer Works that were from Chicago and had been associated with the Little Theater group there. So they are actually the ones who really started. I guess they ran an ad in the paper that…

MR. JOHNSON: The [Oak Ridge] Journal.

MRS. ORE: Yeah, and those interestd to meet and Nina Loose and Helen Williams and Bob Devenish and Bob Davenport and quite a number of them got together and actually started a Little Theater. Well, in order to have some properties, in order to have some money to pay for the using of the place, they had a cabaret on Halloween night at the old recreation hall in Jackson Square. 

MR. JACKSON: This was ’43?

MRS. ORE: Halloween night. The first public entertainment ever given in Oak Ridge. They asked the men at the rec hall there, that had charge of the beer sales and cold drink sales and all if they could have a percentage of it and put on a night club act. So they did. They put on a night club act and a lot of singing and this sort of thing and had Cabaret girls going around selling cigarettes which were impossible to get, you know. They were able to get some cigarettes to sell and they got a percentage of the beer and everything like this. So that started them having some funds to start operating a little theater group. So they started in, and the first of November meeting really, picking a play and they picked Arsenic and Old Lace and had tryouts for it the second night my husband was in town. He also saw the announcement that tryouts would be held. So he went and he played the part that Boris Karloff played in Arsenic and Old Lace. I played the dead body. [Laughter] So it was a fun production and we made flats. It’s well known now that they made nightly raids around at the construction places and sort of…
MR. JOHNSON: Picked up lumber.

MRS. ORE: Lumber, nails and a few doors and things like this.

MR. JOHNSON: With all the construction that was going on…

MRS. ORE: Right.

MR. JOHNSON: …it wouldn’t have been too difficult.

MRS. ORE: It was still noted. Several years later it was known that they knew that occurred, but we were…

MR. JACKSON: They meaning…

MRS. ORE: The government knew. But the first piece of property we bought was really another experience and this was bought in January. We went to a used furniture place over in Clinton. We had borrowed the truck from the tavern and had borrowed it in order to go over and buy this big buffet to use in Arsenic and Old Lace. Before that, we had gone over and bought it, and then we got the truck to go over and pick it up. Well we went over and picked it up and then we got to the gate and we couldn’t bring it in because we didn’t have a bill of sale. By then, see, the man had stayed open late for us to come and get it anyway until the man could get off from work to go drive the truck. So we got to the gate, we paid $25 for it. We just bought it and never heard we had to have a bill of sale. So we got to the gate and we couldn’t get it in. So we had to go back and get the man’s name and wake him up and get a bill of sale and bring it in. We brought it to the Oak Ridge High School auditorium which was where Jefferson was and put it in there. The next day there was a Roane Anderson number on it. That number kept being pulled off and put on and pulled off and put on, I couldn’t tell you how many different times. I don’t know how many sideboards Roane Anderson must have had on their inventory sheet because everything, see, had a Roane Anderson number on it. Well, Roane Anderson didn’t own that side board, we did, the Playhouse did. We kept picking off Roane Anderson numbers. [Laughter] They kept coming back and putting another number on. They took care of that quite well. We stayed as an independent organization until Rec and Welfare took over all rec and welfare programs in the city. Fortunately, through them we were able to get some materials to make flats and buy some muslin, which was impossible, to buy and we got some dimmers for lights and we got some lights and things that we were not even able to get because they were unavailable to the civilians. 

MR. JOHNSON: Do you remember offhand when Rec and Welfare took that over, or took over the funding of it? 

MRS. ORE: Yeah, in 19… Let’s see. 
[Papers shuffling] 

MR. JOHNSON: Probably be ’44.

MRS. ORE: In 1945, or ’44. I don’t remember which. I can find out in just a second. 

MR. JOHNSON: The fact that you could get money from Recreation and Welfare…

MRS. ORE: We got money from Recreation and Welfare, right.

MR. JOHNSON: Did it matter at all in how you ran your operations?

MRS. ORE: Oh yes. We had to account to them for every penny. They got all the ticket receipts and everything, but it really helped us in a way because we could get things that we couldn’t get before at all. The plays then could be better staged. It was right after the first showing of A Christmas Carol, I believe. No Recreation and Welfare came in June of ’44.

MR. JOHNSON: June of ’44.

MRS. ORE: Right, is when they took us over.

[Break in audio]

MR. JOHNSON: ...to get away.
MRS. ORE: …to really get away, and relax. The pressures apparently on some of those people were terrific and, of course, the pressures still are on a lot of them. I feel that a lot of the people that were here in the early days see a difference in the pressures, that there is not a common bond in the pressures they could stand then because there was. There isn’t now, nearly as much, I don’t feel as there was then. 

MR. JOHNSON: We’ve gotten the sense from some people that Oak Ridge was hard on folks psychologically. 

MRS. ORE: Yeah.

MR. JOHNSON: The pressures you were under and also maybe hard on marriages, hard on family relationships, but…

MRS. ORE: I don’t believe there were nearly as many divorces and family breakups during those crises as there is now. Sure our life was troubled, our life was, I never knew when Warren would be coming in from work, because I quit work after I had a child. I never knew when he would be sent on a trip. He didn’t talk about his work. I didn’t ask him. I’m sure there was this feeling, but, and the pressures to do and to produce, but not nearly so much as came later. The pressures that came later were tremendous. He became an alcoholic and I divorced him after 30 years of marriage, which tore me up.
MR. JOHNSON: I’m sure.

MRS. ORE: This has happened to so many people that I know here and they were not just people that were here in ’43 that finally reached an age that they were going to go off. I think the pressures from about 1950 to ’60 must have been the worst. 

MR. JOHNSON: I’m not familiar enough…

MRS. ORE: They couldn’t talk. They were engrained not to talk so they didn’t talk. They didn’t release these pressures because he was brought up not saying anything, he didn’t say anything. He didn’t come home and let off steam. He didn’t come home and talk over what had happened. Some of the heartaches of some of his research, some of the failures in some of his research. He didn’t talk then and although what he was doing was not classified then, he didn’t know how to talk. So communication, this may have brought about the lack of communication that happened in later years. 

MR. JACKSON: That’s possible. I hadn’t thought about it.

MRS. ORE: It would be very interesting to find out how many divorces and family breakups have occurred…

MR. JACKSON: It really would.

MRS. ORE: …between these people who were here during those days who stuck together throughout it all, but in the last, say, 10 years have had family breakups. I really feel that mine was lack of communication because had I known the things that were going on during that time. I don’t know that I could have [inaudible] but I may have known how to deal with him a little better. But not until Warren went to the Oak Ridge Mental Health Center, here for three weeks, he went to St. Albans [Sanitarium] and there was no difference. In fact, he was worse, but he was here in the Mental Health Center for three weeks and he came out, of course, a very tense person, similar to when he went in, but then within a week at home, in a tranquil situation, he began to pour out these things that had happened back in the ‘50’s and ‘60’s that had led up to some of his pressures. It was the first time that anything had been said.

MR. JOHNSON: Job-related pressures.

MRS. ORE: Right, but when a man who is a placid individual suddenly one night comes home and he is beating his head on the floor and he is screaming and hollering, so beside himself and you can’t get anything out of him. I called a friend in and he and Bill really pushed me out of the room. I don’t know what they talked about. Now I do. It was job-related. Warren could relate to Bill Manly because he felt he could talk with him. What Warren was doing was not secret. So it couldn’t have been. He just didn’t know how to communicate and it’s bad. 
MR. JOHNSON: It may have started back then when…
MRS. ORE: It did.

MR. JOHNSON: …you couldn’t.

MRS. ORE: That’s right. He didn’t know how to talk. He didn’t know how to communicate with his children either. Now we went on fun trips, we went on vacation together, we had fun as a family. We always did, always have, and then all of a sudden in about ’58 or ’59, he just went off. 

MR. JACKSON: How about recreation in that war period?

MRS. ORE: Oh, we played tennis. We took trips. I’ve seen every state park in this area, just wonderful. We hiked. We went to concerts, we went [inaudible]. We went to people’s homes, had meals together. We danced. We had a ball.

MR. JACKSON: Did you go to Gatlinburg?

MRS. ORE: Yes. We went to Gatlinburg almost every Monday night in the summer because we would leave work, pick Warren up from work and scoot to Gatlinburg because of the players up there. They had just started the Gateway Players and we had met some of them so we were real interested. Some of them became really named stars that we met over there, but we were really interested because Monday night was opening night. We always dashed up and went to the River Side because we could get food in a hurry and dash on to the play. We would stay and talk to the cast until 12 or 1 o’clock, drive back home and go to work at 8 o’clock in the morning. Yes, we did. We went to Gatlinburg for weekends. We would spend the weekend up there at the hotels and have a ball. We did an awful lot of make your own entertainment though in those days. We had friends in. The house was always open to friends. I cooked, and cooked, and cooked a lot and we would get together after rehearsals and eat cake and have coffee. There was not a lot of drinking. This is real strange too. Once maybe after each play we would have what we would call a kitchen sink party. And we would make a run to Chattanooga to buy vodka. We would make a vodka punch, but other than that, there was no drinking. 
MR. JACKSON: Could you buy it legally in Chattanooga? 

MRS. ORE: Oh yeah, in Chattanooga you could buy vodka, and for a little while you could buy it in Oakdale, but…

MR. JOHNSON: We’ve heard about the runs to Oakdale.

MRS. ORE: But that lasted a very short while. Women would get in the car and go down for a day of shopping in Chattanooga and bring it back. Of course, we would cringe when we went through the gate. Hopefully, they didn’t search us. They would open the trunk and look, but we normally had vegetables, and see, we could buy fresh vegetables down there and we would load up with vegetables or canned goods we couldn’t find here and we would come back, literally we would go for a day of shopping and the fun of it. About four women would go down and have fun and we would bring the vodka back. But that to me was the difference in the group then and now. You go to a house now, I have a [inaudible]. I’m going to have cocktails. I’m going to use cocktail glasses. I’m going to use china and all this sort of thing. Back then, we had maybe 3.2 beer occasionally. We’d go over to this warehouse where we could buy a case of 3.2 beer. You’d come in and get a tub and you would ice it down and we’d have 3.2 beer, but we would cook fantastic meals, but very little drinking, among our crowd anyway. I think I saw just about all types because the theater was made up of laborers, scientists, doctors, all kinds. 

MR. JOHNSON: People who liked to act. 

MRS. ORE: Right. Or backstage, who liked theater. There were a lot of them who never were on the stage who loved working backstage. But it was nice town to live in. 

MR. JACKSON: To you it was a town, it wasn’t an Army post.

MRS. ORE: No, it was a town. Right, and even back then we called Knoxville, Knoxberg. We did literally, it was a berg. 

MR. JOHNSON: Didn’t like those folks in Knoxville?

MRS. ORE: They didn’t like us. We would literally take decent shoes into Knoxville and change shoes in the car before we went into department stores or restaurants in order to be treated decently. 

MR. JACKSON: They couldn’t see the mud and identify you.

MRS. ORE: Right. It’s no joke. This is the truth. 

MR. JACKSON: So they were suspicious, and now and again, obviously rude.
MRS. ORE: Yes.
MR. JACKSON: What did you, was there any kind of general view of them?

MRS. ORE: Of them, yeah, hicks.

MR. JACKSON: That’s what I was wondering.

MRS. ORE: Hicks. That’s no joke and it was real… well, see, we were kind of used to it because Huntsville people didn’t like the arsenal people. They didn’t like us at all. They had two different prices on the menus. That town was small enough that they knew the outsiders and they code priced even furniture. You didn’t know if you were paying a legitimate price. If you were willing to pay it, you paid it. That’s all there was to it, but Huntsville didn’t like the arsenal people at all. So we moved here accustomed to this lack of acceptance.
MR. JOHNSON: So you weren’t surprised particularly.

MRS. ORE: No, we really weren’t.

MR. JOHNSON: Why do you think they were rude? Why do you think they didn’t like Oak Ridgers?

MRS. ORE: The influx of people, the facilities. There were not enough goods available. There really wasn’t. For instance, if I wanted flannel to make gowns for my baby, there was none available.  Ok, I talked to the lady at George’s, at S.H. Georges. I said, “I need some so badly. Would you please save me some?” She was a very, very lovely person and she said, “Yes, I will. I’ll put three yards back for you. We’re expecting some in [inaudible].” Ok, there was a short demand. All of a sudden you had thousands of people that are wanting these same goods that Knoxvillians want. It hurt.

MR. JOHNSON: Such is the same thing in Clinton, say, that you did in Knoxville.

MRS. ORE: Clinton didn’t have much, and yes, I really did and I’m surprised Clinton didn’t grow. Clinton could have grown to be a monster city and it didn’t, but Clinton wasn’t hickish though nearly as much as Knoxville was. It was a smaller town. It was small town atmosphere, but they weren’t ugly to us. But Knoxvillians, clerks in the stores were rude. Now I never did go to Harriman very much, or any other places, so I don’t know, but we just couldn’t find things in Clinton. It was a small town enough that we could find nothing we wanted because they didn’t have very many stores. So we didn’t really trade there because we knew that the facilities weren’t, but every chance we got we went to Chattanooga. There was…

MR. JACKSON: More available there than Knoxville.

MRS. ORE: Right. I’m sure that we weren’t the only ones. Our group of friends was 50 to 100 people in our association. Somebody would say, “I’m going to Chattanooga next weekend, want to go?” “Yeah.” So, I mean, you get a couple of cars…
UNKNOWN MAN: Bye.

MRS. ORE: Bye.

UNKNOWN MAN: [Inaudible].

MRS. ORE: Ok. [Inaudible].

MR. JACKSON: [Laughter].

MRS. ORE: That’s my middle son. But I went into business here in ’53 because of scarcity of goods. Then the Woman’s Club. We could not find any craft materials anywhere around here. There were none in Knoxville.

UNKNOWN MAN: [Inaudible].

MRS. ORE: All right. There were none in Knoxville and there were none in Atlanta. There were none in Chattanooga. You would write to California or New York for craft supplies. So I opened a craft store. I had children and I didn’t believe in just loading them down with toys at Christmas. I want them to have toys all year. Ok, I would have to write my dad in Birmingham to go get toys, or write my friends in Warren’s home in New Jersey to get toys. I thought this is for the birds. So I went into business in ’53 with a toy and craft store because of lack of supplies. And found there was no wholesaler for any of these things in the south, except at Christmas time. There was no wholesaler in Knoxville for toys except from August to December. So this area still has no suppliers and it’s bad. 

MR. JACKSON: Did you, did your life change any, as the war came to an end and there was still a couple of years here under the Manhattan Engineer District. Did your life change any once the war ended? Or was it pretty much the same.

MRS. ORE: Pretty much the same. Our same types of friends and our same activities. Yes, living day to day existence just as we had before, how long are we going to be here? The greatest change in my business and the greatest change came was when they announced they would sell the homes, until they sold them. That year was horrible. And I think most merchants will tell you the same thing.

MR. JACKSON: That was what year?

MRS. ORE: ’53. No, ’55. Because they announced that they would sell the homes, but they didn’t say how much. We didn’t know what kind of financing. We didn’t know how much money we were going to have to have. We didn’t know how much they were going to be, are you going to stay here and buy this clap trap? Are you going, what are you going to do? Shall we look for another job? Shall we hang on to these places? Shall we build something, a house? That was the transition that was bad.

MR. JACKSON: Do you remember when the gates came down?

MRS. ORE: Oh yes.

MR. JACKSON: How did you feel about that?

MRS. ORE: I didn’t like it. We really didn’t. We weren’t sure we wanted the gates opened. We liked the secure town. We felt the security then that we haven’t had since. I never locked a door, never, because I didn’t know how many friends were going to be there when I got home. I don’t think many people locked their doors. I had just as fine china and silver as I do now, but I had no fears whatsoever. But the day of the parade was sort of a sad feeling for a lot of us, not a jubilant sort of thing.
MR. JOHNSON: Something coming to an end, rather than something beginning.

MRS. ORE: Right. Now as far as wanting local government, yes, we wanted local government. This we wanted and this I was very, very delighted and worked actively for us to have our own government, and our city council, and our own incorporation. We needed it.

MR. JOHNSON: Do you remember back during the war if you voted here in Oak Ridge, in the presidential election in ’44? 

MRS. ORE: No, we did not because I was one of the marchers. We marched over to try to get disenfranchised because we couldn’t vote. They did not allow us to vote. We marched on Clinton. 

MR. JACKSON: In Clinton you could vote. 

MRS. ORE: They wouldn’t let us because we were not established residents. 

MR. JACKSON: Of Anderson County?

MRS. ORE: Right. We were furious.

MR. JACKSON: Even though you were here since December of ’43.

MRS. ORE: Right. It was really nasty. There were a lot of us over there and we drove over to Clinton and stood and hounded and tried and everything else. 

MR. JACKSON: They wouldn’t register you either I suppose.

MRS. ORE: No. The office was closed for registration. This went on quite a lot in early ’44 and middle ’44, trying to get registered because we knew the elections were coming up that we wanted a part in and no soap. 

MR. JACKSON: Why do you think…?

MRS. ORE: Now those people who did not live in Oak Ridge got registered.

MR. JOHNSON: If they worked here, but didn’t live here.

MRS. ORE: Right, because see, if they lived, well this was not a part of, this was a government thing. You didn’t live, you didn’t live in Anderson County. You lived in a government thing. You weren’t eligible to vote in our politics. 

MR. JACKSON: So that was part of your concern was Anderson County politics. 

MRS. ORE: This is correct. The government would run their politics.

MR. JOHNSON: Do you remember the first time it was that you voted locally here, after the war was over?

MRS. ORE: Yeah, it was after the war, I’m pretty sure before I voted, because I know I didn’t in ’44 and I was very irked. 
MR. JACKSON: You didn’t get any help on that from Roane Anderson, or the Army.

MRS. ORE: No, no, we really didn’t. There was quite a mob of us over there, several times trying to get in to register and the office was closed. So, we tried to get them to open an office over here to register and this is where we finally registered. Actually, it was in Oak Ridge and I don’t remember whether it was ’45 or ’46. I’m honest when I say I don’t remember when we first voted, but I know I didn’t get to vote in ’44. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a residence where I could vote before either because we were not registered in Huntsville because we were not there long enough and we had not paid the poll tax in Huntsville. See, Alabama had a poll tax then and I couldn’t register in Nashville because, that’s where I had been before we went to Huntsville. I wasn’t there long enough to register. 

MR. JOHNSON: You were disenfranchised.

MRS. ORE: Before that I was in Montgomery, and I wasn’t in Montgomery long enough to register. Before that, I was a student at Auburn and I was strictly transient and Birmingham was my home and I had been away from there since I was 16. So, I mean, I was looking forward to voting in ’44 and no soap.

MR. JACKSON: No soap.

MRS. ORE: Couldn’t do it. 

MR. JACKSON: I think you’re the first person who’s said that. That is, you made an effort to vote.

MRS. ORE: We sure did.
MR. JOHNSON: There was a substantial number of you who went over…

MRS. ORE: Oh yes. Loads and loads of us. Car after car after car was over there. Mrs. Comly [sp?], J.M. Comly who is my boss, was one of the really active people to try to get people to register to vote. 

MR. JOHNSON: Did you feel the lack, during the war, of the inability to run your own community here, or did you…?

MRS. ORE: Yeah. 

MR. JOHNSON: Ok.

MRS. ORE: There was no way we could run it. We had town meetings [inaudible] what came of it so we could say we wanted them to do, thus and so. Oh, well, if they want to that’s fine. 

MR. JOHNSON: Did they want to?

MRS. ORE: No. 

MR. JOHNSON: What’s your impression of it? Did they get cooperation…?

MRS. ORE: They did what they wanted to do. Of course, when they started making us pay for buses, oh, the uproar was horrible. Wow!

MR. JACKSON: That was when?

MRS. ORE: Gee, that was in ’45.

MR. JOHNSON: They were free for quite some time, and then they were going to a nickel or a dime.

MRS. ORE: Dime, nickel, I think it was to ride the buses. It was still free to the plants, but they weren’t free in the city. Then they started charging to the plant and everybody started driving their car to boycott the buses, and that sort of thing. Of course we got free everything really, in order to keep people here because it was a, it was not a really nice town to live in when you had come from places like Atlanta…

[End of Interview]
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