
Roane State Audio Cassette Tape 1 of 3

Donated by Mick Weist 

Facilitated by Joan-Ellen Zucker

Date: Unknown

Place: Unknown

Transcribed by Jordan Reed

Mrs. Zucker: … some of us came. So the first person I would like to, well what I would like to do first is go right around the table and have everybody introduce themselves briefly, tell you where their land was, and a little bit about themselves. And then we’ll go from there. So, would you start, Raoul? This is Raoul Wright.
Mr. Wright: I’m Raoul Wright. And our farm was over behind X-10 on the river, as we called it. It wasn’t a lake then, it was just the Clinch River, and we were, had a farm over there. It was 960 acres. 

Mrs. Holmberg: I’m Reba Holmberg. We lived in the Robertsville Community and moved right back into Oak Ridge after the government took over and have lived here ever since on North Seneca. I have raised 4 kids, came up through the Oak Ridge schools

Mrs. Smith: My name is Bessie Fox Smith and I lived on Edgemore Road where the new golf course is built. I live in Oak Ridge now in the east end of town.

Mrs. Irwin: My name is Bonita Irwin. I am from a family of 6. My family was farmers. We lived just about in the middle of Wheat. 

Mr. Watson: My name is Don Watson. I’m a family of 10, 9 boys and 1 girl. My family lived there since about 1810. I have 4 children, 1 girl and 3 boys. I live in Maryville.

Mr. Magill: I’m Joe Magill. I’m the youngest of 5 children. We lived in Bear Creek Valley which was then known as Magill Valley from 95, just below the intersection of 95 and Bear Creek. We were living on the land, which was land grant from the state of Tennessee since 1832. I presently live in Clinton. I practice law, former county judge of Anderson County, and I guess that’s it. 
Mrs. Zucker: I would say that’s good enough. (Laughter)
Mr. Magill: Good enough.

Mr. Watson: I didn’t give the farm. Our farm was located at the intersection of 58 and 95 North, up this way from where the intersection is. 

Mrs. Zucker: I have to say something about Mr.  Watson. I asked him to say something about his family, and give some of their names. He said, “I don’t give names, I just give numbers.” (Laughter) 

Mr. Watson: I was the youngest, however. 

Mrs. Zucker: So, you have heard some of his numbers and he will give us some more in a little while. I would like to start off with Bonita Irwin. Will you push the microphone toward you just a little bit? Thanks. And Bonita is going to tell us just a little bit about the history of this region before she was born. Way back.
Mrs. Irwin: Long before I was born. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: So let’s hear a little bit about that.
Mrs. Irwin: Wheat was not always known as Wheat. In 1802, militia resided in the area and it was in this war that Tennessee became the Volunteer State. Two graves in the Bethel Cemetery is marked having been served in the Wars of 1812. After the treaty with the Indians in 1817, in 1819 the Indians moved westward, and peace came to the countryside. 
Elias Roberts was the first one to move into the land. And many people followed after. In 1806, Mr. Roberts was killed while tilling his land. He was brought down by the Cherokee Indians in the area. One school referred to was Robertson School after the people started moving in to this vicinity. It was located in the vicinity of the George Jones, what is George Jones Memorial Baptist Church now and the old Roane College. The land being stripped of the trees was not needed for the cabins. It was rafted down the river to Chattanooga by the Clinch River. Since there were not many trees left, they called this Bald Hill. And that is where Bald Hill got it name. I have a picture in one of my albums of Bald Hill. A post office was erected after many families moved into this community. In 1838, soon the name would be changed to Bald Hill. In 1877, Poplar Creek Seminary was established, enrollment grew rapidly, and the Reverend George Jones deeded 200 acres or more for a school. Frank Wheat was the post master in 1881. The name was changed from Bald Hill to Wheat. 
Wheat was very, a unique community as it was being based mostly on religion and education. Many families moved into the community, into the area after the parents learned the possibility of higher education for their children. After 31 years of instruction as Poplar Creek Seminary and Roane College, it came under the Board of Education of Roane County. The curricular for the institutions had been equal, surpassed the 1940 Higher Educational Standards. In 1908, the Roane County Board of Education assumed the responsibility of the educational institution. It became Wheat High School. Roane College Board of Trustees continued to control the school until 1916. The high school continued to have classes in the college building until 1919. When the high school was completed, the high school was located about ¼ mile from the college. It has all 12 grades. Wheat furnished students with basic training to gain entrance into college or university. This historical site contributed to a part of the atomic bomb to help end World War II, the community sending 157 of our young men into battle with 9 losing their lives. 
Mrs. Zucker: Thank you. I want the audience to understand that we are recording this; the microphones are not on a PA system. So you may be having trouble hearing. 

Audience: Yes.

Mrs. Zucker: Are you all having trouble hearing? I am sorry. So let this be a warning to the panel. You are kind of on your own. You will need to speak up, so people can hear. I wish we could have both things going at the same time, but apparently we can’t.  So, you know, yell! (Laughter) And if you really can’t hear in the back, speak up and we will try to do better. It’s the best that we can do in this room. And I know that this air conditioning is also very loud. As I have been in other classes in this building.
Mrs. Irwin: There is one thing, Ms. Zucker, I meant to mention, when I was growing up in the Wheat Community, there was a mound just above where I lived. Our parent’s always told us to leave that mound alone, that there were Indian relics buried in that mound. And we did. Where Bear Creek runs into East Fork came right around on, out in one of the fields is a little knoll down there. We could always go down around there and find Indian heads. So there was plenty of evidence of the Indians being there.
Mrs. Zucker: Mr. Magill, I would like to ask, what I am trying to do is get everyone to tell a little bit that they are specifically interested. Then we are going to talk about eviction and let everybody interact a little bit. And if we have time, I understand that there is no class coming in after this class. If you need to leave on time, please fell comfortable doing so. Or if you want to hang around I think we may go on a while. The choice is up to you. Mr. Magill, I had asked to speak about the self-contained quality of the region. The self-sufficiency that was required and what it was like to live in this region. 

Mr. Magill: Most farms were self-sufficient; they had everything they need, almost, except money. On the farm, we had, of course, butter, milk and butter, chickens. We had our own wheat, we grew our own wheat. There was a big mill down here at the water mill, at the, where East Fork empties into Poplar Creek. We grew our own wheat and had it ground into flour. We had the, we get the first class, and then we get to, what they call the shorts, which is almost like whole wheat grain. This is what you made gingerbread and molasses cookies and we grew about everything we needed. We had peanuts, popcorn, cotton, cane, we made sorghum, potatoes, we had an apple orchard, which was used to, and we canned those apples. We dried a lot of fruit. We were kind of privileged; we had to carry those fried apple pies to school to eat. Also we had biscuits and country ham and of course we would trade those with someone that had a peanut butter sandwich. We like I said, we had most anything we needed to eat. The only thing that we had bought was kerosene for the lamps, known as coal oil mostly, and sugar, we didn’t buy too much sugar cause we sweetened a lot with molasses. My father had the reputation of being the best molasses maker in the country, and salt, we’d buy salt. Of course, that was bought at 100 pounds. Sugar and salt were bought at 100 pounds each. We got two pairs of overalls and two shirts each year at the beginning of school. If you can imagine a new, about 20 or 30 students and all of them wore new denim on, the smell from that new denim. Of course, as soon as we got through with school we had our chores to do and take care of on the farm and of course the first thing you did was come in and look in the farming closet on the stove and see what Mother had left for a snack, baked potatoes and that sort of thing. But we raised a lot of, my father truck passed, what we truck passed. We sold our produce in Harriman mostly and people, we sold a lot of molasses and people would come to the home and buy a can of molasses, which we called it lard can, used to put up your lard mostly. Some of them were 4 gallons and they would by 4 gallons at a time. Those were the things we bought, like shoes, clothing and Mother carded cotton to make quilts and we had our own broom corn. We raised broom corn and one of our neighbors had a broom machine and we would furnish the broom corn and they would tie the broom on a bar base. They got so many brooms, they were real good brooms too. We take the broom corn, we took the kernel corn, you know what that is and stripped the seed off of that and we would carry that to our neighbor who had the broom machines. I saw him a few years ago, “Ralph, what did you do with that broom tying machine?” He said, “I left it on the front porch when we moved.” I have only seen another one like it and it was in Shaker Town. So those were the things that we were able to do on the farm. Like I said, I never had money to spend, but I never was hungry. 
Mrs. Zucker: May I ask about purchasing salt? You purchased salt.
Mr. Magill: Yeah, salt, sugar, kerosene.

Mr. Watson: Peanut butter.

Mrs. Zucker: Or trade.
Mr. Magill: We never did buy peanut butter; we just swapped our ham sandwiches for peanut butter.

Mrs. Zucker: Of course, everyone here knows you can’t get a good broom any more. I have never bought a good broom. Raoul you also, everyone here lived on a farm and has stories, what was the farm living that you experienced like. 

Mr. Wright: I’m going to give an idea of what it was like down on Bethel Valley. It was completely dirt road; it had no electricity. So we started down Bethel Valley after coming across the bridge at Solway. There was no lighting of any kind other than just coal oil lamps like we talked about. If you come down there and it was raining, you were in bad trouble, because it was nothing but ruts is all it was. It was so dark down on Bethel Valley that you could see the lights from the airport. You could see it sweeping overhead it was that dark and that clear. The stars were so bright down there they looked like clouds in the sky, but they were really stars. 
So as you came down Bethel Valley you turned off about where the old Gas Cooled Reactor is and you went across to the farm in that direction.  There was another way you could get across to the farm. You could cross the river. You could drive across the Clinch River during the summer time provided that Norris Dam wasn’t generating electrical power. You just take you’re A-model and drive across the river. We always kept two old leaky boats, one on either side. In case you got trapped. Took two people to run one. One a bailing and the other a paddling. We always had two boats on the river. 
Most the produce we had was corn. The rows were so long, you couldn’t see it from one end to the other. The corn went to generally Knoxville for the markets over there. Twice a year when it was green and then again when it was dried and shucked out, cleaned up.  We grew everything else, like Joe. Everything was grown except for the salt, sugar, and the flour we didn’t grow any wheat. But we always got it from Clinton. One of the wheat farmers would go to Clinton and we would buy the wheat over there. The farm was 960 acres. It may have been the largest farm in the area and it took an awful lot of people to run it. Afterwards, everyone had a job to do. We worked from before daylight and worked until after dark. Usually, we would sit around in the evenings. All my uncles played some kind of instrument. I couldn’t play anything. That’s kind of what it was like on a farm back in those days. 
Mrs. Zucker: What about the role of your mother? All those farm hands were fed. (Laughter)
Mr. Wright: That is right. They were fed right there on the farm. The kitchen was probably about 40 foot long and about 12 or 15 feet wide with a big long table down it. When it came time, the bell rung, and when the bell rung everybody came running, because they knew that they were going to be left out if they didn’t get there. It took my grandmother and all my aunts and my mother just to feed and just do the things around the farm.
Mrs. Zucker: I can’t imagine that kind of work. I find it easier to imagine tilling and hoeing than I do cooking.

Mr. Wright: And my mother taught school at Wheat High School. She taught school down there. 

Mrs. Zucker: Reba, tell, I know that not everybody here was a farmer. The impression is that everyone was on a farm and related to the land in that way. Oh, first tell something about the social history of the region. Tell us about something other than the farm. 

Mrs. Holmberg: Well, my family came in here about six generations ago through the mountains probably from England. I know Coventry was one of the towns they came from. We lived in the Robertsville Community beside my grandfather. My dad was married to their only child so our farms were adjacent. My grandfather, with the help of a man on the farm, who lived on the place, took care of the farm. My dad had a business. He leased land from the Blue Diamond Coal Company and had a mine there. He also had an ice house in Oliver Springs and there was an ice making plant in Clinton. So, he brought ice in from Clinton. Because we didn’t have any electricity, business was pretty good selling ice and coal. 
My grandfather had one brother that I knew and two brothers that died in the great flu epidemic. The other brother lived; we all lived within three miles of each other, these families. He was a farmer. His sons, two of them worked on the L&N Railroad and my grandfather’s sister was married to a blacksmith, who lived up the road a piece. Two of the girls worked in the Clinton knitting mills and one worked in the Alcoa Aluminum plant. He had a sister that I am sure you all know. Lily Crow lived just across the Roane County line. And that house stood for a long time. It was at the head of the Girl Scout camp. It was storage and maybe had meetings there for a long time. My great-grandparents, who I was fortunate to have until I was maybe the sixth grade, lived on the spot where the Willow Brook School stands. And that was the setting for a big Christmas celebration and all the families getting together on Sunday. It was sort of a meeting place. In the cemetery behind the Willow Brook School, lies my great-grandparents, my grandparents, my parents and my sister. On my grandmother’s side were the Locketts and they were mostly merchants. And my great-grandfather Lockett ran a store just close to the Solway Bridge. And he had a son, Will, who ran a store at Robertsville. He had a son, Rob, who ran a store in Dyllis. He had a son, Frank, who ran a store in Knoxville, and he had a son Albert who ran a barber shop in one of the hotels in Knoxville. People were farmers, but they did go outside the area because people wondered what was going on there, what did people do for a living? The wives are usually housewives. Some of the girls were teachers or nurses. There were a lot of jobs outside the area. 
Now for recreation, there wasn’t very much to do. We didn’t have a swimming pool. We played in East Fork [Poplar] Creek. And trips weren’t very far from home. We probably went to visit relatives, or my dad with his truck would load it up and have hay rides over to the Chilhowie Park for the Fourth of July or for the fair or to the skating rink. We made frequent trips to Clinton and Oliver Springs for shopping on the weekends. My grandmother peddled her produce, her vegetables and her fruit and she always took me along because I took a music lesson. You may remember the story of the Richards family that was killed. I use to go in that, with the two sisters and the house-boy were mysteriously murdered. I use to go in that house, it was a big Victorian house and one of them taught me piano lessons and she would leave me there while she peddled her produce. 

The bigger shopping trips were done in Knoxville especially at Christmas time after the tobacco crop was sold. We had 4-H Camps and Vacation Bible School and one of the big things, as you mentioned, we called it “making music”. The people who played guitars and fiddle would gather and we’d make cookies and ice cream and have a big community music making session fairly often. So we all were happily settled into this area when the shoe dropped. (Laughter)
Mrs. Zucker: Well, we are going to get to the shoe drop here in a second. I just came back from a trip to Ireland where they have a phrase that I like about music making they say “give us a number” or “give us a song”, “give us some music”. So you have all these numbers of all these people in your family. How did they, what was the educational process that they followed and what were the expectations of a family that large? How did they look at the world around them.
Mr. Watson: My family as I say came from England and Ireland back in the 1870’s and my mother was born in Knox County, name was Montgomery, and she did get an education at Holston College in Maryville, and came to Wheat to teach in Roane State College, not Roane State, but Roane College in 1894. And that is where she met my dad who was from a family that had settled in the Wheat area about 1825, they started out with 1500 acres, but my dad ended up with about 500 acres and the old pre-Civil War home, which was 9 rooms with 6 fireplaces, and we had to cut a lot of wood. But my mother taught school and she helped us to get started. My oldest brother I never did see, he was in World War I and died with influenza, and I never did see him. The next three boys were married and out of the home before I was old enough to know them. That left about four of us to be there to work the farm and around. But we had a good school at Wheat. I went to enter school there in the 1st grade. Bill Driscoll’s aunt was my first teacher and I never will forget that…
Mr. Magill: Mine too.

Mrs. Irwin: Mine too. (Laughter) 

Mr. Watson: She was there a long time. When we had…

Mrs. Zucker: (Laughter) Mr. Driscoll is sitting right down there. There wasn’t enough room at the table. I want you to go talk to him after. He probably has a lot of things to add. 

Mr. Watson: I graduated from Wheat High School in 1936. I am older than the rest of these people. They are claiming to be old, but they are not. (Laughter) But we had a good high school and we had sports, we had some football, had basketball, and of course the others were more or less unorganized. Not very many people had money to go to college. When we got out of school, I know in my case, when I got out of school it was right in the Depression and four of us went to join the Navy. I didn’t get in. I had a skull fracture playing football in high school and had to have a blood clot removed and they wouldn’t take me. But Uncle Sam took me later. Anyway, quit a few of the people went to college later and I have a sister who is the only one in my family living. I just have this one sister and the 9 other boys are dead. My sister taught school and is retired out in Washington State. But there were a lot of good people that came out of that school there, like this gentleman here, Mr. Magill spoke of his growing up there. my dad would take sorghum cane to his home and bring back 20 of those lard cans full of sorghum. And how he ate 20 cans of sorghum I don’t know, but he ate it on everything that he had. (Laughter) And the schools, the educational part, we did have some good athletes. Bonita’s brother was an excellent football player and he has the record for the longest punt on record, 125 yards. (Exclamations) How did he do it? Well this is the story. They were playing Copper Hill and it was the night game. It was one of the first night games they had and he was standing behind his own goal line and punted that ball and the safety man was looking for it and he couldn’t find it. It hit behind him and rolled about 30 yards across the goal line. (Laughter) So, he got 125 yards in that. But he was an excellent football player and he ended up as the Sheriff of Roane County and served three terms. I believe it was three, right? He died in the Oak Ridge Hospital here a few years ago. That is about all I have to say on the education.
Mr. Magill: Bonita was a good basketball player.

Mr. Watson: Oh, yes! Incidentally, I’ll have to brag on myself there. We had a basketball team in 1936, and I have the district tournament. We went to the finals and got beat by one point, but we had won every game during the season and lost only one until we went to the finals and the team beat us by one point, Harriman, and then we drew Knox High which of course won in the state tournament and they beat us by one point and by the fabulous scores of 14 to 15. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: So, you played basketball?
Mr. Watson: Back then you were not allowed to use these hootenanny shots, or the one handed shots, it had to be a set shot or a crib. There was no such thing as these one handed shots back then. 
Mrs. Zucker: Mrs. Smith, weren’t you a basketball player? 
Mrs. Smith: Yes, all my family.

Mrs. Zucker: Tell me about your family and what your land was like.

Mrs. Smith: Well, our land was on Edgemoor Road where the new golf course is and most of it and some of it had some houses. There were 9 of us children and Mom and Dad. My dad worked in Kentucky on the L&N Railroad, and he was a foreman and he worked mostly blacks and his straw boss was his brother-in-law. Anyways, we played basketball and we had a swimming pool at Valley View that we went swimming there all the time. We had night swimming and whatever. We had really, I understood, we had 197 acres of land, but according to the museum here in Oak Ridge and according to the Library here in Oak Ridge, they listed us as 145 acres and we wondered where the other acreage went and I’m not even sure about the acreage because my father is dead and we don’t, my sister that had the records and she lived in Clinton and we don’t know where the records are and I have tried to find out more about the land and I did go to the Court House in Clinton and my dad bought land when he could and he bought part from anywhere he could until he accumulated around 200 acres. We were I guess better off than most people because by 1942, we had been able to build us a new house when Norris Dam was built in 1936. Before that we had moved from Kentucky in 1931 and my daddy had the farm for a long, long time, since 1919. My grandparents lived on the farm and my dad worked in Kentucky so we lived in Kentucky, but when we moved Tennessee in 1931 we moved in to an old log house that had no electricity and a well outside and a barn that was dilapidated and the well house was dilapidated and the house was just a roof over our head. But we lived there from 1931 until 1935 or ’36. I don’t remember exactly. I was 5 or so when we moved into the log house. My dad came home on the weekends. He stayed in Kentucky and left mom and 9 of us children on the farm and we didn’t have to farm or anything, we milked the cows and done things like that. We had our chores. We had people that lived on the farm that did the farming and my dad always paid them on the weekend. A dollar a day, but that was the wages then. Anyway, we had a good living and our farm was, all of it was either farmed or pasture land. We had horses and everything that a regular farm has. We went to school at Robertsville High School. Our school had burned at Scarboro, and the school that I we went to, that I went to is still there and it’s used for something DOE [Department of Energy], or somebody has something that they use that building for, but it was built in 1940, I think, 1939 or 1940. And the building is still there. I’ve checked and I understood at one point that my dad, they were suppose to give us, the first time I found out that Oak Ridge was even, we didn’t know what was going on. When we were going to school we could see the surveyors on the road. Just everywhere they were surveying.  We didn’t know what it was and we never did find out what it was and they made pictures at our school at Robertsville in October, I believe, but that was the last picture we had made, but… I don’t know what I was going to say. (Laughter)
Mrs. Zucker: Well, the shoe has dropped. We have reached the historical moment.

Mrs. Smith: I’m real nervous. 

Mr. Magill: I want to add one thing to the question you had about the education. Very few people realize that Wheat was, had a teacher for each grade, it had electricity; it had a Delco system, had running water, indoor plumbing, large gymnasium and it had good teachers. They motivated us. There were 20 something in our class. Three have master plus 45 in education. One who has a Ph.D. in English. Also we have one who is a pathologist and two attorneys.

Mrs. Zucker: That’s a pretty proud record. 

Mr. Magill: Right.

Mrs. Zucker: Before we go to what happened during the war, is there anything that anybody wants to add to anything that has been said already. It seems to me like you all have very wonderful stories. 

Mr. Watson: One thing about the peaches that we use to have in the county. Roane County was noted to have about the largest peach orchards in the state. In fact, my brother had a 300 acre peach orchard that has been taken in by Oak Ridge and one year, peaches would only be good about every three or four years because they get killed by frost. We would ship the peaches to Gentile Brothers in Cincinnati, Ohio. In 1935, we had a bumper crop. I worked there just in the summertime because I was going to school. But Bonita’s brother and I hauled to the peach orchard, to the refrigerated cars in Dyllis, 20,000 bushels of peaches of number 1’s. (Exclamation) We took about 1,000 bushels to Knoxville that was sold on the market for the merchants and for the housewives to put up. These peaches, we had a conveyor belt and everything in the peach packing shed. It’s called Highland Peach Orchard. It was as I stated, the third largest and these peaches were shipped to Cincinnati and we would haul those from the packing shed to the Dyllis place. They finally cut out peaches because you only get a crop every three to four years and wasn’t very profitable.
Mrs. Irwin: They were inspected too.

Mr. Watson: What?

Mrs. Irwin: Inspected.

Mrs. Zucker: Speak up.
Mrs. Irwin: The peaches, inspectors would come from out of the state and inspect the peaches after they were packed before they could ship them out. I believe there were about six or seven orchards in the Wheat Community.

Mr. Watson: A lot of them were small.

Mr. Magill: My dad picked peaches there and I went with him a few days. He had picked those, I wasn’t working, but I went with him, and he would pick those over-ripe  peaches out of the top and throw them down for me to eat. Boy, those were good. (Laughter)
Mr. Watson: I’ll add one other thing; they had a lot of over-ripe and would be sitting out in the baskets with the juice dripping out. I’d see some man come along sometimes and called my brother over, and he’d say, “Well, what would you take for them?” We knew what he was going to do with them. He said, “Well, you can have them if you bring the basket back for 10 cents a bushel.” And he made to best brandy you ever tasted. (Laughter)

 Mrs. Zucker: Any crop memories over here? Do you all remember the peaches particularly? 

Mrs. Holmberg: Well, there were peaches in the peach orchard, were the…

Mrs. Zucker: Ahh, the peach orchard.

Mrs. Holmberg: Yeah, right. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: I just wanted to do one more thing before we start talking about the war years. When we were all talking before this, everybody started talking about the county fair. I just wonder what everybody remembers about the county fair because it seems to be a common memory for everybody here. You remember things about the county fair, don’t you?
Mrs. Smith: Yes, when I was older, but when we lived on the farm we didn’t go to the fair very much. But we did go to the Knoxville fair. They were having a Knoxville, big fair in Knoxville at Chilhowie Park. 

Mrs. Zucker: What was the role of the county fair? What happened there at a county fair?

Mr. Watson: Our writing teacher would encourage us to grow stuff. One year, I grew corn. My dad always gave me a little plot. We had quite a large farm and that was my money that I got. I took the corn I was selling for about 50 cents a bushel and I took the exhibits to the Knoxville fair and I won first and second prize and they give you about 50 cents for that. Mail seed company… 

[Break in audio]

Mrs. Holmberg: I have some memories about the fair.
Mrs. Zucker: Yes, ok.
Mrs. Holmberg: Was the horse shows. I remember they had a carriage class where the horse trotted along by the school. In fact, I think I had a picture. They had a horse shows, they went away and then they had them at the local fair grounds a few years ago, but they have stopped them again. 
Mrs. Zucker: You said that your mother was a horsewoman. 

Mrs. Holmberg: My mother was a horsewoman all of her life.

Mrs. Zucker: What does that mean? She raised horses?

Mrs. Holmberg: Well, she grew up riding horses. She said she had a black horse that was a race horse. If she took the bridle off, he could ride outrun any horse in the community with her hanging on to his back. When she retired, she came back to work at Y-12, well when she retired from Y-12, she didn’t miss a beat because they started raising and training quarter horses. She rode in shows. Actually, she died in 1881, I mean 1981. In 1980, she won a blue ribbon in the Knoxville horse show, riding in one of the classes. She, my mother was never much of a housekeeper or a cook. We always went to my grandmother’s, who lived next door, for a big country meal because she was always out fooling with the animals and the horses. She was an outdoor lady.
Mrs. Zucker: I like your mother. (Laughter)

Mrs. Holmberg: Even when they were raising quarter horses, she would clean out stables, fed them, she would hardly go away from home, and she didn’t want to leave her horses. They must have had six or eight. And my kids all, I said I furnished the kids, we furnished the kids and she furnished the horses and they went on the horse show circuit all through those years. 

Mrs. Zucker: Well, my first memory of going any place in East Tennessee, right after I moved here as a 12 year old, 11 year old, was to go to the county fair in Knoxville, which was to me the most exciting thing. They always had cowboys, I don’t know why they had cowboys, but they always had cowboys. They had whips and things like that. I thought that was so romantic. We didn’t have those in New York State.
Mr. Magill: The county fair in Wheat, talking about that, was at Wheat, you had all the exhibits with the women in the community that had all the canning and the quilting and all the exhibits with all the various crops. Dad always took three or four first prizes in some of the crops that he raised and also they had the cattle, and I remember particularly Mr. Harvey Hannah had those big white face heifers. You were out of school for three days and we got 15 cents to spend at the fair. There were five of us so each of us got 15 cents to spend that way you get a double ice cream for a nickel, a big yellow Dough pin(?) for a nickel. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: I think he went through like one meal at the fair. (Laughter) Like most of us, right? Bonita, tell us first, be the first one to tell us about the news that your land was about to be taken from your family.
Mrs. Irwin: Well, I was quite young at the time; you know you just don’t remember things just like you should. My family moved, my dad, we didn’t live on the place that we owned, because it wasn’t large enough to furnish food for the family. I think he had 35 acres. A lot of it was in wooded land. We couldn’t grow a garden there, but that was enough to furnish for our family of six. So he got out of that 35 acres, a doctor use to live there and he a little office just right out from the house. The house was a large house.  I don’t remember how many rooms. But we moved away from there when I was three years old. But he got $800 for the house, the land, and the office. That wasn’t enough for him to ever buy him another home. By that time, I was married and we made our home together. 
Mrs. Zucker: Do you remember the shock that it sent through your family? When you were little, was that pretty clear?
Mrs. Irwin: Well my mother died when I was 14 years old and there were my two sisters that were married and gone and there was just my brother Marvin and myself. We were a real close-knit family. It did hurt. 

Mrs. Zucker: I bet it did. Reba, you stayed. 

Mrs. Holmberg: Yes, we stayed.

Mrs. Zucker: They didn’t get rid of you!
Mrs. Holmberg: Well, there were signs that something was going on. The way we knew was we found the notice attached to the door that they were building the Clinton Demolition Range, and that we were to vacate immediately. So my grandfather, I don’t know why, but he never drove a car, he always had my grandmother drive for him. He walked; we lived on North Seneca which is down the side of the ridge from West Outer Drive. He walked up over West Outer Drive because he heard of a farm on Poplar Creek, and within two days he had negotiated to buy this farm. So we moved five miles away, and then he also negotiated to have my father buy a farm again. Since my mother was an only child, they always stuck together, right beside each other And then they all got jobs and came back to Oak Ridge to work, even my grandmother, my grandmother, my grandfather, my mom, my dad, and I. I was away in school, but when I finished and came to Oak Ridge and met a Yankee. We built a house on a piece of land that was once the back forty of our old farm. So we live on the ridge that was once a part of our farm. I always felt good about our kids playing in the creek and the hill side that I played on when I was a little girl.
Mrs. Zucker: That is really nice. Don Watson was it you that said your family said, “If it’ll win the war, they can have the land.” 
Mr. Watson: Well, my dad sold, I left home in 1936 and fortunately I got a job and was able to make enough money to go to college for two years. I never did go back to living at home. I took a job in Harriman. And my dad died, he sold the big farm and bought 35 acres directly across Blair Road from K-25 and built a new home, which incidentally has been moved right outside Oak Ridge on Clinton Highway, but my mother then moved to Harriman and stayed with me. I was taken into the Army in December ‘42, and when they came to take her 35 or 40 acres they had bought later, she said, “Well, if it will get the boys home sooner from the war, they can have it all.” And that is the way it went.

Mrs. Zucker: That is pretty amazing. 

Mr. Watson: And mother lived until she was 98. I’m hitting for that. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: How about you, Mr. Magill? What memories do you have from that time?
Mr. Magill: Of course, a lot of government vehicles were seen around the area, and a lot of rumors were circulating. The first real experience I had, Dee Cooper and I were stripping sorghum cane and taking the fodder off of it. In ’42, they came through there and cut a swath right through the cane patch. We said, “What are you doing that for?” And they said, “Two dollars an hour.” (Laughter) So the only thing that has been done with our farm is that there is a gas line where the survey crew came through. We found out that those survey sticks made real good kindling. (Laughter) We had 132 acres and had a six room house, hardwood floors, fairly substantial little house, a big barn, all outbuildings, cribs, hen houses and things, and they paid us $3200 for it. My father unfortunately didn’t have much education. He went to the third grade and I saw the injustice of that. That changed my life. I decided to become an attorney since age 13. I haven’t looked back and I’ve enjoyed it.
Mrs. Zucker: I wondered. There was going to be a question I was going to ask you and you answered it for me. I would think that that kind of experience would point you in that direction.

Mr. Magill: Of course, you know how much money you had in the farm. We were unable to replace it, so we share cropped. We moved to Anderson County and share cropped until 1952, when I was a senior in college. I work the 3 to 11 shift and went to school from 8 to 2, in law school.
Mrs. Zucker: Raoul, I’m saving him for last because I know his story. I’m saving you for last because you have the story. Tell me about what happened with you and your family.

Mr. Wright: We were the last family to leave Oak Ridge before Oak Ridge. There are 960 acres over behind X-10. One day the Army showed up, gave us two weeks, said, “We want to buy your farm.” My old grandfather sitting there, said, “It ain’t for sale.” So they said, “Well, if you won’t sell it to us, then we will just take it.” He said, “You just go ahead and take it.” They dynamited all the bridges from Bethel Valley over to the farm which is on the river. Guess they thought that will stop them. Well, it didn’t stop us. So they came back and served notice again with eviction this time, it said “Foreclosure” on it. Now, what they done then was went in and took all the guns because everybody had guns back in those days. Went in took all the guns, and then well my grandfather…
Mrs. Zucker: They took your guns?
Mr. Wright: Yeah, all the fire arms were taken by the MP’s. What they done after that while my grandfather was at the courthouse. He spent a lot of time at the courthouse and the Clinton Engineering Works to figure out why they needed his farm. Well, they brought a barge up. They went in the house, loaded everything on that barge. The river was high then and they moved it across to Hickory Creek. So they posted MP’s on the Oak Ridge side of it. So Grandpa went and bought tents. We set up tents across Hickory Creek so we lived out there on the side of the river. Every time we would start back across the river, here come the MP’s. That went on for, I guess six months or better, while we were living on the river. They finally decided well they had to do something with this stubborn old farmer. So they went in and bulldozed the house down. We had, the house was a new house. It was a 16 room house and it had two paths. That’s how big it was. And then all the out buildings…

Mrs. Zucker: Two, it had two what?

Mr. Wright: It had the two paths.

Mrs. Zucker: Two pads?
Mr. Wright: Paths. P-…
Mrs. Zucker: Pads.
Mr. Wright: Paths.  See there were no plumbing. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: (Laughter) Oh, two paths, two outhouses. (Laughter) Sorry. Yes, would you interoperate that for some of us? (Laughter)
Mrs. Holmberg: You have to understand what rooms they were.

Mr. Wright: We just had two… (Laughter)
Mrs. Zucker: Two what?
Mrs. Holmberg: P-A-T-H-S. (Laughter)
Mr. Wright: PA-T-H-S. Paths. (Laughter)
Mrs. Holmberg: Paths. (Laughter)
Mr. Wright: Paths to the outhouse. (Laughter)
Mrs. Zucker: To the outhouse. The outhouse. (Laughter)
Mr. Wright: There is no bass, you had paths. (Laughter) 

Mrs. Zucker: Well, tell us the rest. What finally happened?
Mr. Wright: Well, they done and took and bulldozed our new 16-room house down. Bulldozed it down, completely destroyed it. Wiped out all the barns, turned all the livestock go loose. We had six teams of mules and one team of horses and then they turned all those loose and destroyed everything except the old silo. There is nothing left. They just leveled it with the bulldozer, but the silo is still standing there. last time I was up the river the old silo was still standing. We ended up getting $14 an acre, nothing for the buildings or anything. So after that the family broke up. You know it takes a lot of people to run a farm that size. So my grandfather and my grandma bought a little truck farm over in Maryville. Two of the uncles had to go to the Army; they were called to the Army. After that we ended up going to Kentucky and the Army, the Army ran everything in those days. It didn’t make any difference. They sent my dad to school up in Lexington for Avon where they made radars. And then after that, here come another big truck, after he finished his school, loaded it up and said, “Well, get everything you want because you’re leaving.” We didn’t know who they were. It was a big black truck, I remember that. They wouldn’t tell us nothing, wouldn’t even talk. So, they went in and got everything we had and put it in the big black truck. Here we all went, following that big black truck. Since then Daddy had gotten a newer car, it was a Chrysler. It two big spare tires on each side of it. We saw that black truck, and several hours later, here we came back into Clinton. (Laughter) So we came to Clinton and said, “Hey, we’re going back to the farm. They’re moving us back to the farm.” Because we knew Clinton. So we checked into Elza Gate. They searched through everything, the Army did. Then they gave us an escort, a car and the car followed down the [Oak Ridge] Turnpike. It wasn’t even paved then. It was just mud and gravel and whatever. Didn’t turn off, we expect to go on past us. We didn’t expect them to turn off before when we got down close to Bethel Valley, but took us over to Pasadena Road. Backed the truck up there and unloaded everything out of that truck and into that house. And that’s where we lived for several years. So we were gone, but not for very long. We’re still Oak Ridgers. 
Mrs. Zucker: Now, you have actually tried to get your land back. 
Mrs. Smith: Well we had asked about it and before my dad died he had approached someone at DOE and asked them about us getting our land back, some part of it back. They told him then that the University of Tennessee had leased that land for 99 years and there was no way that we could get it back. So he just kind of forgot about it. My dad died in 1967, and since then my family has just said, “Well, there is no point in trying to get it back.” At one point I heard that one family had gotten their land back and that was Lawrence Tunnell. I don’t know if he did or not. I never could find out

Mrs. Holmberg: He is outside the borders. His farm is outside the borders. I think they encroached to bypass 62 and then they brought it back in a little bit. So he is building houses.
Mrs. Smith: So that is how he got it back.

Mrs. Zucker: He is building houses in my greenbelt is what he’s doing. (Laughter)
Mrs. Holmberg: Right, he is probably down at the bottom of your greenbelt. (Laughter)

Mrs. Smith: Anyway my dad, when he passed away everybody else except, I guess, me decided well that I was going to check in on trying to find out something about the land. I remember my dad talking about they were suppose to let us have our house and like I said, he had built the house right before Norris Dam was built in 1935 or 1936 and we had only been in that house 6 years when we had to move. It had 6 bedrooms and a bath and we had everything that people in town had. We had, on our farm, we had a contract with Bush Brothers and we had two truck drivers and they hauled in the summertime I remember them hauling a load of, loads of tomatoes and green beans to the cannery in Clinton. My dad had a contract. We had a very good living on the farm. When they approached my daddy about buying the land he told them that he had a son in the service, my brother had gone in the service in 1940. My dad just told them that he would sacrifice his land because if it would help the war effort. They told him it was for the war effort, the reason they needed the land. They took the land and I think we had near 200 acres and had, my grandmother and grandfather lived on it. They didn’t have any electricity or anything, but they lived on the farm always. My dad took care of them. And then we had two tenant houses and they done the farming and my dad worked in Kentucky. 
Mrs. Zucker: But you didn’t have any luck basically getting to first base on getting the land back. 

Mrs. Smith: But if anybody knows where we could, I could go, me and my sister decided we would go to Federal Court in Knoxville and try to find out. When they built that golf course, we were still trying to talk about getting some of the land back. The City of Oak Ridge told me that within the week, said the land will be in the hands of the City of Oak Ridge and said you can’t touch an acre of that land. 

Mrs. Holmberg: There was a procedure for getting it back. In fact we bought some. When the government decided to let you personally own property, if you lived in the house you had first choice of a cemesto or the house you lived in. You could buy it at a very reasonable rate. Second choice was according to your seniority with the plant. That is how we happened to get our lots from Bob’s seniority with the plants. They were empty lots that once held flattops. Louisiana use to be the most western street in the city and so that is how we got our lots, by going through that route. The third route and we did buy some lots this way also, was if you formerly lived here, you could buy lots, but you had to go the third, after the first two procedures had finished and if there was land left over and you could buy lots if you had lived here. 
Mr. Wright: We had no luck at all getting because UT got this 99 year lease on it and it has been sitting there now for 60 years and has never been touched. And you cannot get it. There is no way we could get; any of the family could get any of it back. 

Mr. Watson: Our farm is still in the restricted area and we had about three cattle barns because it was a large farm and a lot of other buildings and they are all destroyed except for one chimney. I have pictures of those. I went in there last fall. I got permission to go in. They took us in a four wheel drive. I wouldn’t want to live there. It is filled with sludge, Oak Ridge sludge. (Laughter)

Mrs. Zucker: Good to know. The good stuff. 

Mrs. Holmberg: Well, the city let pieces of property go. Like this area will be going this month and they only let such particular areas be sold back. Some they didn’t want to let go. 

Mrs. Zucker: You were dying to say something. 

Mrs. Smith: Well I was going to ask Reba how they were notified about the land. Now, I lived in Oak Ridge in the ‘50s when they sold the houses that were built when Oak Ridge was built. We could have bought the house that we lived in. I was married and had two children and we could have bought the house, but we didn’t prefer to buy the house. It was in the east end of town and it was in a good neighborhood, but I didn’t want the house. But we did want some of our land that was over on Edgemore Road and I had a son that was in the Air Force and he was a pilot and a captain and made pretty good money. He said that he would have liked to have had the house and the barn, the section of the farm that the house and the barn stood on. At the time, when he was talking about it, the barn was still standing, but a tornado took the barn out in 1993, I believe, but that barn was built out of solid oak. It never would have rotted down I don’t think. But my dad sued.

Mrs. Zucker: We have a lawyer on this panel. I want to see what your family did about it. 

Mr. Magill: [inaudible] …to do what I did, because he was a trustee also of the Bethel Church which it would stand just outside of X-10. The church contested it, but did not gain anything. So he decided not to contest the taking or the price. But we have done nothing about trying to get it back because I figure there is no use tipping windmills.

Mrs. Zucker: Are there any other stories that you would like to add. 
Mr. Watson: I would like to add about the Wheat Community. We have the George Jones Memorial [Baptist] Church, which is the only building left in that area standing. We have a reunion there the first Sunday in October every year. That land was given to the churches and the school in about 1850 or somewhere in that area for education and religious purposes. We would like to see that area completely immune from any commercial and let it stand as a historical area, for that area, but I don’t know how far we are getting. 
Mrs. Irwin: We are getting pretty far.

Mr. Watson: We hope that it can be restored as a historical area. The cemetery is there and where the other churches stood. Bonita and I both have pictures of almost all the homes that were in there. If anyone would like to see when this is over, we’ll put them on display here and we’ll let you see them. They were not all shanties like some of the people came in here saying that they came into a shanty town. There were some pretty nice homes there. 

Mrs. Zucker:  Well, I think we have covered most everything, but we’re not thrown out yet.

Mrs. Irwin: We have not said much about the college, about the Roane College.

Mrs. Zucker:  So, I just thought that if you would like to ask, if anyone has any urgent questions they would like to ask anybody. Please ask. 

Mr. Watson: The monument?

Mrs. Irwin: Roane College.

Mr. Watson: I told them about that when I was talking.
Audience: I would like to ask, if you had church property, and that was strictly that property, who did the government give the money to when they took fed land.

Mr. Magill:  The money would go to the church, like the Baptists and the Baptists association. The community gave that. 

Audience: Where is the Chapel?

Mrs. Zucker:  The question is where is the Chapel.

Mr. Watson: It’s right off of Blair Road. I have pictures of it. When it’s over here, we’ll show you. 

Mrs. Zucker:  When we go on the trip on August 8th, we are going to have Don going with us and he will be able to show you those that are still standing and those no longer standing. then we will be going by the Bethel Church and then the Freel’s Bend. So we are going to do a swing around. 

Mrs. Irwin: I want to go to that, too.
Audience: The list never got around.

Mrs. Zucker:  Before we close, I just would like to thank all these people for their participation. 

[Applause]

Mrs. Zucker:  It was really a pleasure. 

Audience: The sign up list for the trip. 

Mrs. Zucker:  Hand it to me and I’ll have it down here in front.  
Audience: And the other thing is next week…
Mrs. Zucker:  Why don’t you go ahead and get the materials out so everybody can see them.

Mr. Watson: Ok.

Mrs. Zucker:  Thank you so much. It went very well today. Everyone got a chance to talk and that was good. 

Mrs. Smith: I was going to tell them…

[End of Audio]
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