LARRY CASE 

THE BEGINNING


I’m Larry Case. I was the first born of three children, born in 1944 in St. Louise Missouri which is where my dad was working at the time, and then when he transferred down here in ’44, ’45 time frame, my mother brought me, and we moved to Oak Ridge, and that became our home. 


Dad was a machinist or a tool maker at that time, and we lived in a little flat top on the west end of Oak Ridge, and then when he got promoted to a front line supervisor we moved to an “A” house, sort of a graduation thing as you got a little bit better job, you got a little bit better house to live in. And eventually he became a department head and we ended up in a “D” house on Underwood Road there in Oak Ridge. That was pretty much it until my mother and father built a home on Wattsboro Lake and after that, that’s where they lived there and Oak Ridge off and on. So that’s about the long and short of the beginning. 

SKEET SHOOTING

My dad’s favorite sport was skeet shooting, and I actively participated with him when I was in junior high and high school out at the Oak Ridge Sportsman Association. He was really a good shot. He would get 100 straight which is four sets of 25 shots. He was really, really good at it, much better than I ever was at it, but we went out there every Sunday afternoon from about 1:00-5:00 and there were many other people out there, John Swartout who was the assistant director at X-10 at the time and several other people in Oak Ridge that participated in that sport. It was really enjoyable. 
MR. Y-12


What I remember my dad for was probably what most people in Oak Ridge remember him for and that was being the Y-12 plant manager. He was Y-12 manager from approximately 1966, ’67 to 1981, and he, I think, was known around town as Mr. Y-12, and everyone pretty well knew him and knew the position that he held. He helped a lot of people that lived in Oak Ridge and that worked in Y-12. And so to get there from a tool makers position required him to spend enormous amounts of time really away from the family at the plant in order to elevate himself to that position which is what he wanted to do, and he was good at it, and I think he made a name for Y-12 particularly during the Cold War. And so me along with all of the other people in Oak Ridge really remember him as Mr. Y-12. 

A BUILDING NAME AFTER HIM


I think of all the things that could happen to him a this point, that would probably be the most outstanding thing in the world. He absolutely would be the proudest of a building of this size being named after him. In many ways he was a humble person, but at the same time he liked recognition, and so to do this for him and his family is outstanding. 

THE DISCIPLINARIAN


My dad was the kind of an individual that meant what he said, and he only said it once, and he was very direct even with his family he was very direct. He expected you to do exactly as he instructed. And he had his gentle side of course, but by-in-large he was pretty much a disciplinarian, and you did what you were supposed to do, at least I did and I’m sure my sister Linda did. I don’t know my brother Pat. That was a different family sort of. That was an inside joke. 

I’M PROUD OF HIS LEGACY


I have very strong feelings for my dad. Being the oldest I guess I was always learning new things from my father. When I went to work for Union Carbide several years back I was very proud that my father was Jack Case and the manager of Y-12. It was to some disadvantage, but it was also a very comfortable position to be in, and I was very proud of him due to the fact that everybody in Oak Ridge knew who he was. They like him. Like I said earlier, he did a lot for the people of Oak Ridge and did a lot for the town of Oak Ridge and did a tremendous amount for the nuclear weapons arsenal that ultimately ended the Cold War. So I am very proud of his legacy and what he left. 
MOST MEMORABLE TIME


I think probably the most memorable time was when dad took me hunting, squirrel hunting as-a-matter-of-fact with another former Y-12er who is now deceased, a man named Fred Uffleman, and we went down to Tellico Plains and we went squirrel hunting. Like I said earlier, my dad was usually working so I didn’t get that many opportunities to spend time with him. So that is one of the things that stands out in my mind. 

JACK CASE THE WORKER VS. JACK CASE, FAMILY MAN


There was quite a bit of difference in some aspects between Jack Case the worker and Jack Case the family man. Of course my mother was alive then and dad was a good family man. He worked, like I said, a lot, but when he would come home he would talk about his work to some extent. Mostly it was social things that he and my mother knew other people at work such as Hank Stoner and Fred Uffleman and John Murray and Roger Hibbs and Paul Vanstrom and so on. And so they would discuss things, and I would hear what they were talking about, and then when I went to work for Union Carbide I learned who those people were. And as a family man he would take out on Saturday. I remember he took us to the Christmas parade. Union Carbide used to sponsor Christmas parade every year that would go down the turnpike, and everybody would stand along the side of the road, and the guys on the wagon would throw candy and fruit and things off of the wagon to the crowd basically. So Linda and I were standing with him, one on each side of us, and he looked down at me and he said, “Now they’re throwing apples. You duck down because you might get hit.” When he looked up he got hit right square in the eye with an apple, almost knocked him out. Funny. I never have forgotten that. But anyway, we had a lot of really good experiences. 

A LATE-NIGHT TREAT


There’s many, many funny stories concerning my dad, but one that comes to mind on the family side was when Linda was young, my sister, and she was dating, she had some people over to our house one evening. It was late, and my dad was getting a little hungry. It was time for him to go to bed so he was in his underwear. He’d gone out into the kitchen to get a piece of cake and a glass of milk thinking he wouldn’t be seen by Linda’s friends. So when he heard some young man come into the kitchen he ducked into the pantry. Well this kid seemed to be a little bit nosey. So he opens the pantry door and there stands my old man in his underwear with a piece of cake and a glass of milk. The kid just couldn’t believe it. My dad walks out the door, walks right down the hall to his bedroom, shut the door, and never said a word to the kid. So they’ve told that story over and over, and it has gotten a lot of laughs. And there are many humorous stories both in the workplace and at home which other people will share. 
HIS BEST QUALITY


I think that his best quality, my dad’s best quality was sort of a two fold thing: leadership and honesty. Of all the things, he’s probably the most honest individual I’ve ever known. He believed in doing it and doing it right. He cared about people, and I think that was petty much demonstrated over his career at Y-12 and in the community. That’s the way I feel. 

