Linda Fellers

WE BECAME FRIENDS


My dad was really a quiet man. He was really fair, but when he worked he’d come home from work. He and my mother would go in the kitchen, and Larry and I had to watch T.V. or do something else till they were ready to eat dinner, and it took them about an hour talking to each other, and then always when I was sick it was my dad that took care of me, but yet he was really strict otherwise. And as we grew up we butted heads a lot because I was determined not to do what he said. I didn’t take good lessons from him. But then as older years he and I got to be good friends, and we spent every Monday of like the last 12 years of his life going out to lunch and then driving around Oak Ridge and just looking at new houses and everything they were doing. 

So he was funny because I was always his bad egg too, and yet I have a daughter and she went up to him one time and he called her a bad egg, and she was about three, and she said, “I’m not a bad egg. I’m a good egg.” And he was just like, “Oh, okay.” Nobody had ever told him not to call them a bad egg before. But he was really a fair man, always. And I was moved a way for a number of years and lived in  Memphis, and when I moved back he and I then became really good friends, but growing up we were both as opposite as the other one. But he and his sister, my aunt, are just alike. They even look alike, and I hope she can come for the dedication because she would really think it was something special, and it is. 

WHAT WAS LIFE LIKE WITH JACK CASE?


My dad was a strict dad, but he was a fair dad. I think it made all three of us better people for having dealt with him. My mother always told me we were poor, and I never new any different till I was about 30. But Larry and I would come home from school, and mom would fix us a sandwich and everything, and then daddy when he came in we knew not to bother them for at least an hour till them came out of the kitchen, and then we’d all sit down and have dinner. We always had dinner with four of us, and daddy always said grace. 

So we had a good life, and he was wonderful to go on vacations with. He was so strict, but the minute we got in the car to go on vacation my dad would start singing, and he always started with the Halls of Montezuma because that’s before they had air conditioning in the car, and we rode all the way to California with him singing. And we had a lot of experiences. I remember Larry and I were in the back seat because that was before TV when Larry and I were children, and he would never go by there because both of us would be trying to find a “Q,” and there was a sign that said “Quiet Zone” at Oak Ridge Hospital, and he would never drive that way because whoever was on that side of the car got that letter, and so he wouldn’t drive down that street because he wasn’t going to pick who was getting that letter. He did a lot with us like that, but as he got older I moved off. Larry moved on with his life. Then we came back, and I think we became really good friends which is an important thing. 

Larry and I would play all the time, and when we’d do something, and we did a lot of stuff that was damaging to the house. One time we blew firecrackers up and blew a hole in the carpet, and about that time my dad drove up. He’d make us go to our room. So I was always out the window trying to talk to Larry. Larry and are like compadres doing stuff. Pat was; we didn’t have that with Pat because he was so much later. And then through high school with my dad, I had to be home at midnight. My dad would be standing at the door in like the short bottom of pajamas with his arms crossed a crossed his chest with a mad look on his face like if I walked into the door a minute after 12:00 somebody was getting killed. 
WHAT IS YOUR FONDEST MEMORY OF YOUR FATHER?


Probably going on vacation with him singing in the car because he was really loud, and Larry and I would be sitting back there dividing up the back seat as to who sat on what side, and of course Larry and I were old when Pat was born. He was such an after thought, and I got irritated because we were going to go to New York that year for vacation. Instead we got Pat. So they were tickled with Pat, but he was so funny because Larry went away to college right after about a year after Pat was born, and I went through high school living out in Wattsboro lake, but they kept an apartment in town so that I could legally go to Oak Ridge High School so I could finish which I did and then went on to college, and he was always proud of what I did so, but he never talked business to me. He talked to Larry and Pat, but he never did to me. It was always personal, totally different. I have a totally different perspective then they had. It’s like we’re talking about two or three different people. He was totally different with me.

DID YOU MIND YOUR FATHER TRAVELING SO MUCH?


I liked it really when my dad would go because when he got home he always brought me gifts, and usually when I was younger they were usually always dolls, and I had a big doll collection, and then as I got older he’d bring me jewelry. So one year when he was traveling he decided to go buy Christmas presents. He went on Christmas Eve, and I was only about 12 or 13, and he brought in a compact full of makeup and a lipstick, and I was thrilled to death because I wasn’t allowed to wear makeup. He wasn’t really sure what we liked but he would buy stuff for us, and we had a good life especially living out at the lake. We did a lot of stuff. We boated, we sailed, canoed, and my dad; that was one of the funniest things was when, it’s like a jet ski but they was called some kind of board back them, and you hooked it to the ski rope, but nobody had done it. My dad got on it. He must have been 55 or 60 and got up and skied behind that all over Wattsboro Lake. Didn’t fall once, and everybody was just their mouths hanging open. He said, “I used to do it on the Mississippi River when I was a kid.” You never knew what he was going to come up with or what he had done because he had done so many things. 

And my dad loved to read. When my dad passed away I bet we had 20 subscriptions to all kinds of magazines. He read all his life about everything that was different-photography, fishing, just a big bunch of stuff, but I was the one that got my love of reading from him, and I know my mother would not want me reading. My dad say, “If she can read it, you let her read it.” And that was a big thing I my life to read. 

I had more stuff. One thing I bought off him that my aunt had given him was a cameo ring that’s a really nice cameo ring, and he sold it to me for $1.00 when we were kids. Now he’s like, “I wish I had that cameo ring back. You still got it?” But he did. Daddy would bring him belts that were beaded and all kinds of stuff, but he would sell them to make money because he wanted to go buy something. But Pat; he wasn’t traveling a lot by the time Pat was born. He was staying home more then. So Pat got him as a different father totally. With Larry and I he was strict and you didn’t talk much to him during the week just mainly when you went on vacations or when you were sick, but now Pat got him to where he was retired. He wasn’t retired yet, but he was a lot easier going. He was the mellow Jack Case. 
A GENTLMAN


My dad really didn’t; my mother was a stay at home mom, but I wasn’t of that mind set, and I had gone to college and got a degree in chemistry, and so I worked. I then I got divorced, and I had two little kids when I moved back here, and he drove me around town and helped me find a house. He did all that. Then he saw all of us and saw the women’s side of working, and some women really needed to work. They were the ones that supported the family, and I think I did a lot for the women at Y-12. 

And then the last 12 years of his life he had to go in a nursing home. He and I ever Monday would go out to lunch, and then we’d go driving around for hours, drive around and look at all the new houses that were being built, and just generally drive around and chatting. It’s funny because I said, “Let’s take turns paying for lunch.” And he said, “No, I’ll always pay for lunch. When I run out of money I’ll tell you.” So from then on he paid for lunch, but I think that he thought that was part of his personality. He thought the man should be a gentleman, open the woman’s door, pay for stuff, make sure she was escorted. He did it to me, and here I was his daughter. I wasn’t another woman or my mother. He just had that about him. He was just a gentleman. Boy we had some great times driving around Oak Ridge just looking at the houses. 

FAIR MAN


I think my dad was probably one of the fairest men, and he would listen to people. If they told him something he just didn’t automatically say, “I’m the boss. We’re going to do what I said.” He would say, “What do you think?” and people would talk about it, and he would listen. He would talk about that some, the people, and he talked about his secretaries. We always knew his secretaries, but still I though we were poor. And but I think he was really a fair man, and I think he would be so proud to know his name was going to be on a building that was going to be around forever because that’s really an honor. Most people don’t have their name on a building. He was a great guy. He was a good director, he listened, he was a fair man. 
IN ONE WORD

Fair, my dad was a fair man. I think my biggest thing was that he was a fair man, and I think a lot of people know that. And he’s having a building named after him. That means he’s important, and he was important. He did a lot of good. 

A TOUCHING REVELATION


When I graduated from college I graduated with honors except they didn’t announce it, and my dad got very upset, and I realized then that he really cared that I was smart. He liked it, and he wanted it announced, and it wasn’t. The president had to send him a letter of apology for not announcing it. So that was on that sticks out in my mind because I had never thought; I though what Larry did was important, but I was just kind of like extra you know. And then I realized when that happened that I was important. 

JACK’S PARENTS


My dad’s dad was a great big man, and he was very quiet. He was head of the school board the entire time my dad was going through school, but he did a lot of thing. He worked for Exxon. He had his own gas station. I remember my dad talked about going there when he was a teenager and changing oil on cars. So dad had done just about everything, but my grandpa was even stricter than my dad was and a very quiet man, but yet his mother is the sweetest woman you’d ever want to meet. 

PROOF OF BIRTH


My dad didn’t realize until he came to work at Y-12 he didn’t have a birth certificate, and they had never created one for him. They managed to contact; the doctor was still alive in Louisville Illinois, and he wrote the information down, and my dad got to pick his own name. His mother had always called him Jack, and he picked his dads middle name for his middle name, but he named himself. So he didn’t actually get a birth certificate until he was 28 years old. 

WHAT I REMEMBER MOST


When I was a kid growing up, the most memorable things were that my dad, if I could read it he’d let me read anything, and I read constantly, and he loved it that one of his children liked to read all the time. But also when I was sick he was always there with me because he could always take care of me when I was sick, and then as I grew up we just got to be friends, good friends that drove around a lot. We got to look for my house together and found it, and then my mother helped me move in. I was moving here from Memphis. 

