JOHN RICE IRWIN

IN THE BEGGINNING

Well all of my ancestors actually came into this valley, the same valley that Oak Ridge is located in, but about 40 miles northeast and settled there in 1790s actually and in 1784 was the first ones.

We lived there, my family did, and all my folks and I was related to everyone there and everyone knew everyone else and it was a traumatic thing when in 1933 and ’34 they bought us all the land for the building of Norris Dam and my family and many of my kinfolks, I guess there was 10 or 12, or 15 families moved down the valley to where Oak Ridge is not located. So there was a little colony there and that made it a little easier to adjust because well most of our close relatives were living nearby and that was in ’35 and I lived there next to my grandparents, with my parents from ’35 to ’42. Doesn’t sound like a long time, but to me that was a period in my childhood that seemed to be just forever.

So I have the greatest memories of what we had, about 325 acres and my grandfather was not too much into working and farming at that time so he spent a lot of time with my brother David fishing in the creeks there and going back in the mountain picking berries and hazel nuts and fox grapes and possum grapes and showing us how to, well he was born in 1860 so he grew up talking to people who were pioneers from the revolutionary war, so he knew how to cradle wheat and to get the maple syrup to make it and so many things, dead trees and all and we would walk up on the mountain every fall and pick up the pine nuts that were very, very rich and you could light one, that’s what they used for torches you know you can burn it for ten minutes and it would not consume itself. So we became acquainted with that region and knew every tree, we knew where the wild peach trees grew and so it was a, we had really established ourselves there and it seemed like home.

THE NEW HOPE COMMUNITY

I believe that New Hope Church was located probably, I'd say 4-5 miles, pretty much east of our place. Our farm was near the swimming pool and most people did found out that we were about a mile from there and sort of behind where the Old Holiday Inn was, a little bit west of that.  So in the school, the Scarborough School, all the people in that whole area went to that school after it was consolidated in 1937 I believe, and the bus, some of the kids, some of us had to ride the bus an hour and a half. From where our farm was we would go all the way down into Roane County, turn around and come back to Highway 61 and then go to Scarborough. So it was a long ride. T

That I have a picture of the my class 7th grade class that was taken in fall of 1942, just before all of us had to leave there, and most of those people, many of the students I think are passed on. Some of them were very poor. I remember one boy that went to—that came there and wore the same pair of overalls and the same shirt the entire year. I mean never, and a lot of them went barefoot and most of the time and I remember one of the boys that I knew quite well.  He would be waiting on the bus every morning in the wintertime with no shoes, and I remember he would stand there on one foot and hold the other foot up to his leg warming it and then he would change, and he came home with us with David and me one time to spend the night, and I guess he was always hungry and we were out in one of the out buildings, the smoke house I think, and there were some onions there and he picked one of these onions up and just ate it like an apple. 
Then there was a mix. Some of the people were from you know, not well to do, but some of them were good middle-class, good livers they called it. So there was a lot of leaders from that came out of—the Jones, Dr. Jones lived in that area, and he became mayor of Clinton and so forth. John Nance Garner's, old home place, at least his family's home place joined ours and of course, he became Vice President of the United States and almost became president and Sam Rayburn lived I would say at the lower end of Bear Creek right at the edge of Roane County. He was born there, and Rayburn arguably and I think realistically was responsible for two people being President of the United States, Lyndon Johnson, they say would never have become Vice President and subsequently President and Rayburn pretty much ruled Congress. He was one of the most powerful men up there. There are several more Tennesseans, Cordell Hull and several others at that particular time that was just, had an inordinate influence on American History. 

THE NEW HOPE CHURCH

Well and you know, I heard about it more than I actually witnessed any part of it but all during the years that we were there, there was always, we had the little Methodist Church and it was pretty much conservative and so forth and like my grandfather didn't want any, lot of excitement going on in the holiness influence or anything of that sort, but that. We were always hearing about the great meetings over at New Hope and a cousin of ours, Conard Stooksbury had several children and two of his girls married the Wright brothers, and I think they all went to New Hope so the Stooksburys some of them start going over there, and I remember that they were sort of exciting and they had some new songbook that, of all things to caused a dissension you know a song book. And some of the people that went sort of to both churches thought that they would liven things up and bring some of those new song books, and I think my granddaddy called them fox trot tunes, whatever that meant, and then they, some people referred to them as jigs, and I know that my brother, I just talked to him a while ago, he remembered that my grandfather went to the district superintendent to complain about those new song books, and my grandfather said that they would have been all right to have used those kind of songs back when he was a boy to go to a dance to. And that’s about the worse thing you could say about song books, and he didn't believe in dancing anyhow. But New Hope was I think it was known for the revivals as much as the regular services. But very active and of all the churches in the area New Hope was the only one that I remember hearing about all the time you know. Somebody got saved over at New Hope. There was a lot of shouting going on at New Hope. I was going to go over there. But you know, I didn't have any chance to go because I lived too far a walk, and my dad and grandfather wouldn’t have approved that probably too much anyhow.

LIFE IN THE VALLEY
Well as I said I spent a good bit of time with my grandfather and also with my grandmother. They were both just wonderful people I thought, and there’s not a day that passes, I think I can say truthfully, that I don’t think about of something that my grandmother and my grandfather said. I remember for example he said one day, I don’t know why I remembered it. He said, “When you get past 50 the years just roll by.” And I found out this is a very wise statement, and then he would always have trouble when he was in his 70s and 80s, and he would become very aggravated when he couldn’t think of someone’s name.

And he would always say, “Shaw, I can’t think of nothing no more.” So I can relate to that very much.

And it’s amazing that I’m sure he never thought that he was teaching us anything and so forth, but he taught us a great deal. 

And of course we worked from the time that we, gosh, I remember I was plowing when I was eight years old with a mule and a team, and one of the jobs was to hunt the eggs every night and my grandmother was very insistent that we get all the eggs. The chickens all run out and we had several buildings, eight or ten or twelve buildings I guess, and the chickens ran wild and they seemed to want to get back under a building, under a house. I still wake up in the middle of the night seeing my grandmother at the edge of a building telling how much farther I needed to go back under the house, and I could see those sills and barely getting under, and I still dream of getting caught in there, and then we had to run the chickens down, you know and she would ring their necks. It’s quite a little art. You don’t just flop them around, you know. You gotta to go quick and stop quick. But she was a prodigious worker all the time. She was baking cakes and pies and sometimes there would 10 or 12 people and if it was harvest time, wheat cutting time, there may be 15 or 20 people and we’d have three tables, not three physical tables but three settings. The first table where most of the workers ate, and then the second table where some of them ate and then the third table was where the kids and sometimes the women ate. But it was such a glorious time. Something I thought exciting all the time, we were fishing or sanding in the creeks or we were butchering hogs or helping my grandmother make soap and then carving the soap to wash with.

And it was, we knew the people in the community, and I remember several of the interesting characters. For example, there was a farm that adjoined us where the people, the ancestors of the vice president John Lance Gardner lived and on that place we could almost see it, there was a fellow that had sort of dug a hole back in the bank and lived there, and they always said that he made whiskey, and we were always admonished not to go over there you know. But one day the law, as they call them, three or four of the deputies came by and they raided the old man and had to run him down, and it was wet and all, and for some reason they stopped in front of my grandmothers house. It was an Antebellum home. A big upping block in front, and I remember very well at how sorry I felt for that old moonshiner, and he was muddy and dirty and humiliated you know. And I wondered why they stopped at our house, and my bother told me the other day that he was suspected of stealing—coming in the night and carrying off some meat and so forth. And they found a meal sack that had my dad’s initials on it. G.G.I. Glen G. Irwin. So they stopped to verify. I think that’s why. 

At any rate then we had another fellow Lashy Miller was his name, lived nearby. I remember, well he lived in just a little shed, a chicken house I think. But he would come by and help us work. Hunted all the time, and his wife would come and help him and work till about 11:00 or 11:30 then go home and get lunch, but they had it rough. Nice guy and very helpful and accommodating, but like the rest of us pretty poor. I remember seeing back up in the mountains his tracks barefoot in the mud where he had been hunting squirrels and so forth or picking blackberries or whatever. And a lot of interesting characters that would come by, and there were always people who were hungry. My granny and my mother and all of them would never throw anything out because they always said that somebody may come by wanting something to eat you know, and they always freely gave it to them. 
A CLOSE COMMUNITY
I just remember the hearing about Silas Hughlan and there was a few people like that who just wandered around and never had a home, and everybody knew him and if they were shucking corn or something he would stop and help them and so forth and give him a place to spend the night if it was real cold, but I think that he very seldom accepted their invitation. He would build a fire on the ground and cook a rabbit or something and then after the fire burned down, he would rake the coals back and it would be warm enough to where he could sleep there. 
There was another infamous lady by the name of Randi Bailey who came through that area and other East Tennessee areas and never spent time in a house. The story was they found her froze to death in a fence corner, but it was an old man that came by that seemed to be quoting the famous Hendricks fellow, John Hendricks, and I remember he would come by and preach and say there was and prophesy, a great city is going to be build here, and he would describe what the city would look like and so forth and it sounded just like John Hendricks. And then there was some of the people that, Andy Bridges, for example, I remember just coincidentally his son called me a few days ago, but he spent a lot of time hunting, hunting bee trees and you could see his tracks out. But any time it was customary, if someone was sick, the food that would help them better than anything else, better than chicken soup was squirrel, and anytime he was or any of the other people who were hunting out of season and if the game warden happened to catch them they were always hunting squirrels to bring to Auntie who was bad off sick and of course no self-respecting game warden would arrest someone for trying to kill a squirrel for some sick person.  He brought one by one day and had in his pocket and he said, “I want you to take this squirrel to your granny.” And he pulled it out of his pocket and handed it to me thinking it was dead. Both of us thought it was dead, and I had the lack of wisdom to take a hold of it up toward the front end and all of a sudden I realized the squirrel wasn't dead, and he bit all the way to the bone on both sides, and we couldn't get him off, and we shook and you know, but after a while we did and my granny cooked him and made squirrel gravy and gave me some and I thought it was the best food there ever was.  
But that's the kind of association and everybody knew the people in the community and were accommodating.  My dad always on Sunday morning, we always went to church and Sunday school, but we were up at the crack of dawn, 4 o’clock, so I had to milk a whole bunch of cows and feed the chickens and hogs and all like that, then separate the milk, turn the old separator, and after we did that it would be 8:30 or 9 and we had a couple of hours before church, and some of the local kids would come by and my dad who cut their hair, never worked on Sunday except that was considered to be acceptable, so of course nobody, he never thought about charging anything, but this was sort of an area and environment and ambiance where everybody pretty much knew their neighbors and got along with them most of the time.
ABOUT LEVI COLLINS

We were talking a while ago about the interesting characters and there were many of them that met at the mill and the store on the weekends so forth. One in particular was an old gentleman by the name, wasn’t old at the time, by the name of Levi Collins, and our farm went to the top of Pine Ridge and then beyond that was what we refer to Bear Creek Valley and lot of great people, nice people lived over there, but there was a few that maybe weren't didn't fit that category, moonshiners and so forth. And then it was during the depression, a lot of people going hungry so some of them would slip across the ridge there and get in my dads and my grandfather’s smoke house and get some ham, meat, and so forth and go back across ostensibly into Bear Creek. I remember my brother and I were out in the chicken house one day, looking for eggs and we found a chicken head and we got to looking around, we found another, and the more we looked we found half a bushel of the chicken heads that had been where they had wrung their neck and put in a sack, the chicken and left the heads there.  Very smart on their part because there was no squawking and so forth. 

But one of the fellows that lived over there was, who became later a great friend of mine by the name of Levi Collins, and he was alleged to have been a moonshiner and he also was a blacksmith and a farmer and operated a gristmill. And he after I started a museum here, he and I became acquainted and he spent quite a bit of time over here. And the interesting thing to me is that, how he blended in and could meet people, the president of 20th Century Fox and several governors and senators and editor of Reader's Digest and Alex Haley. And I had told Alex about him and so he said, “I want to see. I want to see Levi.” And so I took him over to Cherry Bottom where he lived at the time after Oak Ridge had been built, and Levi lived down below the road, quite a steep bank, and I stopped the car and I said, “Well, down there, there is Levi.”  Alex had never met him before, and he starts down there with anticipation and then he gets almost to stumbling because it was so, so steep and he said half way down there it occurred to him, said “Here I am, this black man, going down to meet this old moonshiner who had spent some time down at the local prison with a big long beard.” And Alex said, “I couldn't stop. I was heading right toward him.”  He said, “What can I do?” And he said, “I just went right toward him and grabbed him and embraced him.” And Levi reciprocated and they stood there and they got along great and we took a lot of photographs. In fact, Robin Hood the Pulitzer prize photograph, took some, and Levi and Alex became good friends, and when I visited Alex Haley out in Los Angeles, Wiltshire Boulevard in his great fancy apartment.  First thing I saw when I went in his apartment was this big colored picture of Levi hanging at the entrance there.  
THE PREACHER, BILLY HIGHTOWER

I don't know whether there is just more interesting, unusual, colorful people in that area, probably not, but the fact that anyone that was a little bit out of the ordinary would catch the fancy of a young boy or like me and my brothers, my brother. Billy Hightower lived on Highway 61 right close to my uncle, and he had both hands blown off as I said. And the story was that he was dynamiting a fish and the dynamite went off too quick, and that was not considered to be a real bad thing you know. If his family was hungry he could through a stick a dynamite in the river and it would—the fish burst a little whatever you call it in there and it caused them to float to the top they said. At any rate, that’s what they said happened to Uncle Billy. Well, of course, they didn't have any artificial limbs back then much and so what I remember about him was seeing him taking the eggs to the store. About some people had only few chickens and the eggs to sell.  Some people valued eggs so much they wouldn't eat themselves because they were you know too expensive. In fact, during that time there were up to 35 cents a dozen, and they are not much higher than that now.  It's just unbelievable. You could take a man all day to make enough money working on a farm to buy two dozen eggs.  Well, he would go down the road with those little stubs sticking up, and in the elbows of his arms he would have, in each one, a white oak basket full of eggs, and it would be piled up neatly. And somehow that image of him comes. The minute you mentioned Billy Hightower that's what I see. And he would take them to Nash Copeland Store and trade them. And when we went to the store, that's the term my father always used. Not going shopping or going to the grocery store, but going to trade. And its a residual of the old custom of nearly everything you got. You would trade eggs, chickens, and so forth, but the Hightowers were a well respected family and still in the area I think. 

ABOUT CHARLIE GAMBLE

There were 3 to 4 Gamble families that lived in the area and one that I knew best or best acquainted with was named Charlie Gamble. He was known for his molasses making, and when you stopped to think about it how; I am still wondering, you know, how these people with no income and with no cash crops and virtually no land, how they could make a living for 8 or 10 or 12 children. Of course molasses, cane molasses is very rich and would stick to your ribs as they say, and if you had enough molasses, that would serve as a sweetening for cooking and also for putting on your biscuits of the morning and some people, some of the kids I remember took molasses to school. That’s all they had was a biscuit and some molasses on it. But Charlie Gamble, he was sort of a specialist I guess in making molasses, and he was a hardworking and honest person. I think I remembered about him, and this is not being any way disrespectful or derogatory, but he, I remember he had the overalls that he wore had patches on them and the patches had holes in them and there were patches on top of patches, and I thought it was, I thought it was really neat you know. He had all these patches and patches on top of patches and they were, they had been sewn on neatly. But some of the other Gambles were prominent. They all were prominent people and that’s where Gamble Valley and you know got its name I think.

THE SHERWOOD FAMILY
There was a family by the name of Sherwood that lived in that area and I believe there was 9 boys and if you wanted to tell the story of America as to how it became such a great country and illustrate the attributes of the people that settled the country and made it into what it became, the Sherwood family would have been a great example. Four of the, well they lived in that area and I don't know whether they had a land there or not but they mainly rented and would go from one farm to another, but they were all, every single one of them, extremely honest as they could, as they say as a day is long, but I had the good fortune. I didn't know them there too much. Of course, I was only 12 when they moved up, but several of them moved up in this area. I bought a little piece of land down here and had a subdivision, and the subdivision meant that I sold a little track off here—and ended up having 4 or 5 of the Sherwoods to buy part of that and the rest of them lived in this general area. 
Well, Elmer Sherwood more than anybody else helped to make the museum of Appalachia what it is because if I wanted a hay stack made, he would know how to do it. If I wanted potatoes hold up or cabbage during the winter he would know, and I told him one day I wanted a root cellar.  We didn't call them that, we called them dugouts or something of that sort, but he knew how to do that and its still here built out of red cedar. And then I hired his brother after they retired from working with at the nursery, and he and his brother Ed and then another brother Roy and couple more that worked part-time, but if they were supposed to be here start working about 8 o’clock, and they never got here any later than 7:15 or 7:30, and they never took a break except a few minutes for lunch and they were supposed to leave at I guess, 4:30. They'd always work another 30 or 40 minutes to maybe even an hour, never charged for it.  But lets go back to the biblical admonishment you know. You give somebody a major of wheat or something they are supposed to keep it up
And one of the brothers had bought a little piece of land from me. Worked until he had, I guess, it was Arthritis, got to where he couldn't walk, he still made a garden and you could see them up there crawling along with a hoe and pulling weeds and chopping and so forth. But they were and this was another characteristic of them and so many of the older folks I knew. Extremely tough. Elmer was driving an iron wedge one day with iron hammer which you're not supposed to do because it peels off and that piece of metal hit him here between and thumb and the forefinger and it just disappeared. So you know, got to take him to a doctor just a mile up the road. No, he said. He thought he could get it out and he plucked around and couldn't and then he talked to me and operating on him. And we got into this; turned the water fountain on to keep the blood out, and he kept telling me to cut deeper and cut deeper and didn't flinch at all and never could get—took him to the doctor and the doctor couldn't get it out. So they had to take him to the hospital, but if he had a tooth that need to be pulled out. I saw him, we were over across a creek one day and he was rambling around in a pickup truck looking for something. I asked, “What you are looking for Elmer?” And he said, “A pair of pliers.” And I said, “What you need pliers for?” And he said, “I got to get this tooth out of here.” And he pulled every one of his teeth one at a time. But he was a gentle, friendly, affable person and those boys, gosh, they would act, they worked here.  Even after they had retired they would work here 8 or 9 hours and go home and make big garden and crops and so forth. So they were buried most of them down there and just the other day, the very last one passed on and the lax of these people we won't ever see again I don't think because just they were raising a culture and brought up to work hard, be honest, and be good neighbors.
COMING OF OAK RIDGE


So that area had, it was maybe a typical East Tennessee region, but the coming of Oak Ridge I remember. Back then I could remember things seemingly, but now I can't, I can hardly remember where I parked my car, whether I drove a car down here this morning or not. But the first thing, the first indication that we had that something was coming off, as they built a little spur line off of the main railroad at Elza Gate, and people were wondering about why they, you know, there is no community there, why are they building this little rail line. Then they started unloading machinery, equipment, and so forth, and I remember, I mentioned Lashy Miller earlier, that Lashy had heard about, and at that time, 75 cents a day, 12 hours a day is what we paid and what everybody paid the workers. So Lashy who only made 75 cents a day when he worked and if he didn't work, he would come out maybe help us for half a day and not charge anything. But he walked several miles up there and they hired him, and I have always thought that he maybe one of the very, very first employees. 
But then we noticed that over in the field from us they were building some sort of a little shed, a reinforced, concrete block, concrete I guess, and they said it was a place to store explosives. We couldn't understand that, and some of the old people were going to find out what was going on. They would go out and talk to these surveyors.  They assumed that the surveyors would know everything, you know. They didn't know any more than we did. But they told my grandfather that they were building a big ball diamond there and they were surveying for that. But the one thing that sounded somewhat plausible at least to the folks down there was that when the Indians left there, it hadn't been you know all that long, that they had been—the Indians buried their silver and gold and anticipated they would come back and dig it and retrieved it out of the caves or where ever they left it. And I remember hearing them say over and over again. Some of the older people, that the Indians had said that there would be enough gold and silver. It was enough gold and silver that they left there that the people could shoe their horses with them, make it into metal and shoe their horses, and so they said the government knows about this. They've got wind of this and they are coming in here and they're going to get us all out and they're gonna get that gold and silver. 
Well some people also were saying that the one of the prominent families in the area had a good bit of gold, the Roberts family, and after which after whom Robertsville was named, whichever. Ole Collins Roberts ostensibly, according to the legend had buried, also buried his money down there somewhere, and they used to come even before the government came in—on our farm, and we would find places where they had been digging and for his gold. Some people thought that he had an exorbitant amount of wealth, gold and silver and the government was after that too. But we began to hear that people were given notices. 

NOTES OF CHANGE
Yeah, we came home from Nash Copeland store one day, and we’d been seeing the activities and hearing about the speculation of what was going on, and I remember we came up to our front door with my mother and dad and my brother and there was a piece of paper attached to the screen door, flapping in the wind and I didn’t; I was 11 at the time I guess.  I didn't know what it said but by the expression on my dad’s face and my mother’s, I knew there was something bad, you know, and what it was.  It was a notice saying we had only a few days to get out. We had, gosh a lot of wheat, 1500 bushel of oats and why I remember that I don't know and hogs and cattle and tobacco and this was the only time my grandfather gave us permission to work on a Sunday to try to get all that together. I have a notice here from the government and it was dated November 11, 1942 and it was partly ragged, and it said verbatim, this was a note they left on her door. The War Department intends to take possession of your farm on December 1, 1942. That's from November the 11th to December 1st.  It will be necessary for you to move not later than that date period. And they were given to my knowledge no assistance whatsoever.  This was during the war. You couldn't; gasoline was rationed, tires were rationed, very few trucks in there.  I don't know how everybody got out because the one old man by the name of Wiley Cassidy and he ran his old truck day and night, and I remember that at that point it was bedlam everywhere, and I had a note here to her from my mother that I found years after she passed on. This is a letter that my mother wrote to her mother who lives 30-40 miles away, and my mother wrote in her longhand said, some of the people are just about mad enough to kill over the prices offered for the land.  My mother didn’t usually get that riled up.  You remember the new house up above Roger’s on the left, coming this way.  It was a lot like ours.  On 80 acres of land.  They offered them $3600 for the house and the 80 acres of land, and the owner said that it cost him $5000 just to build the house.  So my mother ended up the letter by saying, this is an example of what they are offering, so I guess we won't get anything.  I wish this business was over with.  So that gives you an insight into. You could imagine the worry and all. I remember too there was one lady that had I think 3 or 4 acres but she had a garden, had a cow for her milk and butter and chickens and eggs and I don't know this for a fact but all of the, so many of the people told me the, older people, that the amount she got from the government was not enough to even pay the truck hire and the labor for moving out. 

 But they called a meeting at Robertsville Church, or school house, I guess, I am not sure, I remember going and it was really pathetic meeting because they had asked congressman John Jennings and the congressman in the minds of most of the people in that area was the most powerful omnipotent person other than the pope you know, and the congressman. Of course he could always get things. You know pensions and so forth, anything that they wanted done, he was the one. So he was invited, and I remember the people were getting up and testifying, and I remember one old lady who said that her great grandfather came in there from North Carolina on an ox cart pulled by oxen and that was the only home that she and her people had ever known, and she said she had 3 babies buried up on the hill and the only hope that she had was that she could live there among her neighbors and for the remainder of her life and some old man in overalls got up and made a similar speech, and I guess the mood was something between anger and beseeching that, you know, stop this we don’t wanna to move, and I think when they left, a lot of people had some hope that, you know, maybe the congressman could do something, but of course, he probably didn't know anything, well I am quite sure, anything about what was going on. Even though the old senator McKellar supposed to have been the one that was instrumental in getting the Oak Ridge built where Oak Ridge was built.

THE LAST TIME

Well, found a farm near Norris, and my dad bought about 100 acres or so. They were hauling all of the hay and the grain and all the furniture. I remember my grandmother was working night and day packing everything and my grandfather was wanting to sit on the porch and read the paper and read the Bible and so forth and with this white shirt on, and she kept saying, “John, get up and pack your stuff up.” So finally he gets a grass, what we call a grass sack, a burlap bag, and he goes upstairs and he packed, he got two bag those bags full of his books and brought them down and set them on the front porch and said, “Shaw, moving’s not as big a job as I thought it was.” And my grandmother just about wailed with a broom, you know, and then he sat back down and goes back to reading, but they were, my dad said to me one day, “We've already moved a lot of our chattels up there to the new place.” And they were leaving with a big load of hay and he said, “You need to go up there and spend the night things.” I was not even 12 years old at that time, and so I went, road on the back of the truck, the last load of hay, as I say, and then when we got to the new farm, then they started raising pigs and chickens and hogs and everything, and so I had to stay there.  So I went out, when I left Oak Ridge, I had anticipated to be back in a day or two. As it turned out, I never did get back until the whole thing was built in 1949 or so

THE MANHATTAN PROJECTS CONTRIBUTION TO OAK RIDGE
Well, I think it was a great contribution to the area in the region, and when I was involved in school work, superintendent and principal on the county commission there was always talk, and I never knew why, about a friction between the Oakridgers and the county people. And I knew as many, well I had offices in Oak Ridge for 15 years, I knew as many Oakridgers as I did the county folks almost and there was never any problem to my knowledge. I mean in the commission, they would argue some times, but when Oak Ridge was first being built, you moved out everybody, 56 or 58 thousand acres of land with nobody on it. Then they built a city of 60,000 or so I guess, but what I remember at that particular time was that where these workers came from that you needed?  People were living in Harlan County, Kentucky and Bell County and in Lee County, Virginia, and even up in Sullivan County, driving every day to Oak Ridge and then driving back over, these little narrow roads, but the people who came into Oak Ridge weren't from mars or somewhere and you know, you referred to them as an Oakridgers like you could tell them a mile away. They got funny looks and, but the Oakridgers were Gene Joyce, that was raised on a one of, Mr. Oak Ridge I would say about Gene. He was raised on a farm up in New York. So many of them were from the Midwest, Kansas and Nebraska, and those were the kind of people when you get; most of them had rural backgrounds an awful lot. Then you had your scientists and some of them had rural background, but of all the people we have coming to the museum, I would say this, we have the Oakridgers have supported us more and when they have their friends coming in from wherever they tend to bring them here more than almost anywhere else.

