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MR. JOHNSON: …Bruce Ketelle, 197 Outer Drive, [Charles] Johnson and [Charles] Jackson, May 29, 1976.

[Break in Audio] 
MR. KETELLE: …October the 3rd of ’43, I came down with a group of about five people who came from the University of Chicago where we had been on the same project up there, that is the plutonium project, of course. Marj stayed in Chicago because she was expecting our first child and there wasn’t a hospital open here yet. As a matter of fact, that hospital opening was delayed rather frequently. The dates kept sliding as these things do in construction and I believe it finally opened the day our daughter was born, but Marj had stayed in Chicago. She didn’t want to take any chances on…

MRS. KETELLE: Well, other people were here, but they were living in Knoxville. They had some sort of temporary housing in Knoxville. So they had their children in… This was a period where everyone was having children.

MR. KETELLE: The problem was where the houses had been assigned, they hadn’t been built yet and so, those of us living in dorms knew our particular house assignment and we could walk up and see how it was progressing. 

MRS. KETELLE: In fact, there is a picture of it as the men, the four or five men who were, who come together and see how each other’s houses were coming along.

MR. KETELLE: [Inaudible] 89. 

MRS. KETELLE: That was when you were all sitting out on the front porch. 

MR. KETELLE: That was 89 Outer Drive which we were first assigned to live in and when I first came, all there were was just concrete blocks. Of course, the Central Cafeteria was the only place to eat in these parts and so we’d often walk up Michigan, Kentucky, Florida, Georgia Avenue and get in you know, take a look to see how things were progressing on these houses, which we hoped ultimately they would finish for us.
MRS. KETELLE: Cars were a rarity and gasoline was in short supply. So people did more walking. There was a bus service, of course, and trips out of town were rare. You didn’t, you had to count the amount of gasoline that you were using because it was rationed. So we didn’t get very far away, very often. I remember one time when we decided to have a big splurge and go to Knoxville for dinner on our wedding anniversary, I don’t remember which one, but it was in the early days. We ended up going in on a, I suppose we thought we would be going in on a bus, but the way we went in on something that looked very much like a cattle truck. It was just benches along the sides and not much windows. So that was the particular vehicle.
MR. JOHNSON: What they call the “cattle cars”?

MRS. KETELLE: They took us into Knoxville that night. I think we began to think after that experience that maybe we could celebrate our anniversaries at home. [Laughter]

MR. JOHNSON: Have some friends in, yeah.

MR. KETELLE: Yeah, I don’t know what they technically were. They were long benches with just a bench along the outside and some little windows about 10 inches tall and maybe two feet long. So high that if you were standing then you could see out, otherwise it was just dark. I think there were no lights, unless there was some that came in through the windows. 
MR. JOHNSON: Was your background…?

MR. KETELLE: They were a trailer-type thing as I recall. I could be inaccurate on that. They were long, actually, and always there were a lot of people standing of course. Only a fraction of the people would have a bench to sit on. 

MR. JACKSON: It must have been no small shock coming in here from Chicago. Do you recall your first impression? 
MRS. KETELLE: Yeah, well I can start a little ahead of that. I was very anxious to get down here and Christmas had come and gone during the interval that I was still in Chicago. I remember the day that the great, big burly man came to move our small amount of furniture, because we didn’t have very much. He was putting ours in the same van as several other people’s that were coming here. He came in and said, “Well, so you are going down to Hell, Tennessee.” It was a terribly bad thing to have someone tell you. Of course, I paid very little attention to that at the time because I was really quite ready to come. Yes, I can remember our first, well, we spent the first night… Bruce came up and then the man brought the furniture down in a truck and Bruce came up by train and we took our newest, our littlest, that is to say our eldest, but our only child, down by L and N. That was very interesting. I can still remember some of my impressions as we came through the mountain area that the L and N comes through. There was a washing machine on every front porch, or back porch, or whatever it was, the old ringer type washing machine. That seemed unusual to me because where I had always lived in the past, the washing machines were kept indoors. Here they were pretty much in prominence on the front porches. There we stayed the first night in the Andrew Johnson [Hotel] in Knoxville. I remember giving our daughter a bath in the sink. You know when it’s your first child, and she’s still quite new, why you think you have to do all these things according to [inaudible] so, I gave her a bath in the little bitty hand basin that was in the room there. Well, that was our one night in Knoxville.

MR. KETELLE: I think if I’m not mistaken, the Legion was having a convention at the time. It was a very noisy night. 

MRS. KETELLE: Oh yeah. So we had our first look at Gay Street and puzzled at why it was named that. We didn’t question it particularly. Then the next morning, I remember we came by car, but who’s car? 
MR. KETELLE: I don’t know whether Art Adamson had a car.

MRS. KETELLE: Somebody met us.

MR. KETELLE: We went out to their house for dinner that noon.
MRS. KETELLE: Somebody met us anyway. What I was going to say was we didn’t have any short route. We came the only route there was I guess, practically.

MR. KETELLE: It brought us through Solway.

MRS. KETELLE: No, it brought us through Clinton that day.

MR. KETELLE: Oh, did we come through Clinton?
MRS. KETELLE: Because I remember coming along what we called the river that comes by 61 from Clinton over here. I can still remember my very first impression as we came in through the gate and that he had sufficient proof to the effect that we were legitimately by here. But I do remember going down Tennessee Avenue, I guess that’s what it is now also. The Turnpike was much less of a street at that time. It wasn’t a highway. Tennessee Avenue was the main thoroughfare and all those stores backed up on it, but it was all muddy. Just a sea of mud. That was my first recollection of what it looked like as we came in to town that day. It was kind of a rainy, rainy, cloudy day. We did have lunch with some friends and they brought us up to the house that I showed you a picture of. It was of course very, just newly built and barely finished. I can still remember commenting one time, “Well, you certainly have to scrub the floor an awful lot of times before you could put a rug down on it.” Then another thing that we had to do which seemed unusual too, was we found that there was another step on our front porch, I mean below our front porch. It was underneath the dirt. I think this bottom step that we had to dig out one time and we discovered it was there, but the dirt just about covered it up. So we dug out our bottom step at the front porch. I can tell you one more anecdote of those very early days. Then we can get on with something else. Again with this new child, we visited the pediatrician regularly and said, “When should I go again?” “Well, in another month.” So the month rolled around, I guess I had been here about a month at that time. So I must take this baby to the pediatrician. Doctors were very busy. There were long lines of people waiting to see doctors. That’s one of my recollections. You just spent hours in doctors offices waiting to take your children. Well, this doctor gave me perhaps the best advice I have been given since. After I had stayed and I waited and had the checkup. He looked at this child, well, this perfectly well child, as if to say, “Why did you bring this in and take up my time?” I said, “Well when should I come back.” He said, “Well, I think when you have a question that you need an answer to, that will be soon enough.” That you needn’t go every month like the Chicago doctors had you believe. So after having done this, I had an invitation to go to the same friends who had already moved in before we did and it was off of Newkirk, I think. Well she had told me, probably not over the phone, she had told me that Sunday when I was at her house that there was a very simple matter to get from the hospital to their house, and in truth, it’s not very far, that I should just walk out of the door of the hospital and that I would find a walk. I assumed a boardwalk, or something of that sort. All I had to do was get on that and it would take me to Tennessee Avenue and up to where she lived. Well, I set out to do that and I got outside the hospital and I couldn’t find this path, or any kind of a boardwalk, but I could see that there was a street down below and that would be a simple matter to walk down to it, but I hadn’t known what it would be like to get into a sea of mud which was exactly what that whole expanse was from the hospital to Tennessee Avenue. So I walked a little ways and I could see that I was getting in deep and in trouble. I saw a nurse and she looked just miles and miles away. I called and she couldn’t hear me. She was going from one place to another and I thought she could give me some advice or help. Well, I kept on thinking I could make it down to Tennessee Avenue and the walkway that was there, but I knew that the next time I pulled my foot out I was going to pull it out of my boot. Then I would just be either barefoot, or with my shoe on. so there I was standing there with a baby and an umbrella and wondering what I was going to do next, a car, truck stopped down on the highway, which looked miles away, but really wasn’t that far. A gentleman with hip boots got out and made his way up to where I was and offered me his arm and took either the umbrella or the child, I don’t remember which and gave me enough support so that I could pull my foot out and not lose my overshoes. He says, “Lady, I could tell you were in trouble,” [Laughter] which was the understatement of the day. So that’s my anecdote from the early days of Oak Ridge. So we’ll let you talk awhile. 
MR. JOHNSON: When you came in through the gates the first time, do you remember what you felt when you saw the guards there with guns, I assume, and fences and gates? This was going to be the entry into your world for a while. 

MRS. KETELLE: I don’t think I was impressed at all by that. I don’t even remember any guns at all. I suppose they did wear pistols in holsters and things of that sort, but I don’t remember anything ominous or forbidding. There was the little formality of always having something to do. I can remember the feeling after you had made your way to some point. If you didn’t have a car, you had to get to where the bus, I mean the town bus came, at a regular stop, you had to get there and then you had to get down to the Central Terminal right across from Jackson Square at that time. I mean there… Anyway, then you had to take another bus into Knoxville, if that was where you were going. Well, you’d better not get on that bus going to Knoxville, if you didn’t have your badge with you. So that was a very sinking feeling to have gotten on the city bus on the way down to the out of town bus and realize that you did not have your badge with you. Because all you could do was go back and get it and start that process all over again. That’s what I remember about the confinement part. That’s all. Actually, I think people did have, developed a rather false sense of security. Well, they developed quite a sense of security, and it proves to have been a false one after, and there was a great hue and cry that they were going to take the gates, and open the gates. People were very concerned that they would be overrun by peddlers, drifters, unannounced visitors, etc., which I didn’t think ever proved to be the case. But gradually, I think we have come to have our share of thefts, etc., which we didn’t have then. 
MR. JOHNSON: You don’t remember that being the case before? You were, you would lock your doors?

MRS. KETELLE: Oh, we never did. 

MR. KETELLE: We never locked anything...

MRS. KETELLE: We never locked our doors.

MR. KETELLE: … cars or anything, you know, up until, oh, people didn’t lock their cars much, up until about eight years ago or so. You didn’t leave your keys in them, but they were never concerned about that. You know, it gradually changed, but really after going through the gate, of course, you realized the very formal bastions which they got now, came much, much later. In the early times, all they had were a little guard shack. It wasn’t even obvious that there was a fence really coming close to a narrow gate, or anything like that. If you came in, for example, at Gallaher, down by K-25, you came across a bridge, and at the end of a bridge, there was a little guard shack and they would stop the bus, but it wasn’t a narrow confinement gate. As a matter of fact, the whole area wasn’t even fenced, or was it ever actually. We sort of had a sense, a feeling that we rapidly understood that, you know, they had barricades at the highways, but you could come and go. As a matter of fact, one fellow walked up off to Marlow and we were, 89 is over, you know the streets fairly well?

MR. JACKSON: Pretty well. 

MR. KETELLE: You know where Georgia comes up, and the other side of Georgia, between [inaudible] is where 89 was, we lived. One day, this rather odd looking chap came walking out of the woods over there and inquired, no, I guess he came the other direction. He came up from in town and he inquired where he could go through to get to Marlow.  We really had our misgivings about him because we didn’t know whether he really had any business here or not. It turned out that there were trails down through the wooded area on the north slope and it was a fairly short [inaudible]. There are a couple of bridges across the creek down there, but we rapidly learned, you know that, whereas people couldn’t just come and go as easily, it wasn’t hard to get past. They wanted to know that people were citizens, chiefly, and if you had a visitor that was [inaudible] that was much more of a problem. 
MR. JOHNSON: Was your background from Chicago itself, or did you…?

MR. KETELLE: No, we were both raised in South Dakota. I had been at the University of Chicago as a student and then went on to the project up there directly from graduate school and came on down here. 

MR. JACKSON: You know what was occurring here?

MR. KETELLE: Oh, yes.  Yes, in general the research scientific staff at ORNL [Oak Ridge National Laboratory] or Clinton Labs, as we were then, knew. We knew what we were after and we knew why and we knew about the other sites. As a matter of fact, we knew what each of the other sites were doing, the research staff did, but by and large, the technicians would not have and the craft people. Oh, I suppose they picked up certain bits of information. It’s inevitable, but they also knew that they better keep their mouth shut and everybody did. It wasn’t anything that you talked about. 
MR. JACKSON: Did you know what was occurring.

MRS. KETELLE: No. the first time I knew anything about it at all was at the time, in 1945, with the explosion of the bomb [inaudible]. 

MR. KETELLE: Well, I can say relative to this business of the driver from Chicago. He just did nothing but shuttle back and forth with his furniture truck. So he knew this area, he knew that the whole large number of people were coming from the university down here and so, he of course could piece together what was not publically announced. See, we were not transferred, we were rehired down here and an effort was made then to try to have at least looked like these were separate operations. But most, many, many people knew that this wasn’t the case. There were too many people moving not to have that, but again, it wasn’t anything that they talked about. 
MR. JACKSON: Did you use titles, Doctor?

MR. KETELLE: No, never. Most everyone was on a first name basis, pretty much.

MR. JACKSON: I wondered if there was any effort to avoid that.

MRS. KETELLE: There was the story about Dr. [Arthur] Compton. They called him something other than that. 

MR. KETELLE: Oh yes.

MRS. KETELLE: I’ve forgotten what it was. They didn’t let it be known who he was apparently, and there was another thing of that general, in that general area, that in very early days of Oak Ridge, it was not thought wise and not allowed for that reason to have nationally affiliated organizations. The Women’s Club was started in those early days and rather than some other women’s organization, it was just the Oak Ridge Women’s Club. I think there was a little problem about the Girl Scouts in the very early days. I think the very first troop that was organized here, they couldn’t send names into the national organization. 

MR. JACKSON: Did you, either of you have the sense that you were being watched?

MR. KETELLE: No more than anybody else. Well, obviously, you’re in an area where you’re really, the only guards you saw were as you came into the area, at an entrance, or as you went through a plant gate. So, you didn’t feel watched, I guess you felt you were in a secure area and…

MRS. KETELLE: You knew what the rules were. And I can’t remember how early they started having things like the security posters or the billboards. They still have four or five up in various entrances to town. I can’t remember how early they had that, but it’s been a long time that they had that sort of thing here in which you knew that you were supposed to be, keep any information to yourself.
MR. JACKSON: But you didn’t have any sense that you’re next door neighbor might be…?

MR. KETELLE: No. 

MRS. KETELLE: No. Of course, the FBI made periodic visits, or some people who professed to be FBI at least. 

MR. KETELLE: I don’t know when that started, but they would inquire about some other person you knew that had given you as a reference, but I can’t…

MRS. KETELLE: That was in connection with a Q clearance, but that always went on. 

MR. KETELLE: Yeah, that came later. But I don’t remember when that first commenced. See, because in the first few years, virtually the only people who came were transfers other than, you might say, there were many local people who would be employed, but they would go through entirely different channels. And we didn’t know them until they were employed. We had very little occasion to meet and know people, say for example, Knoxville, because we didn’t have transportation to go back and forth. So, our activities were pretty largely within this area. We didn’t have occasion to be questioned about some other person that we knew who wanted to get a job until later on.  We might get an inquiry relative to say someone, more than likely get an inquiry from someone to get on the project that still remained in Chicago, who had given our name as a reference. So, we of course were aware that there was, there were security forces, but it wasn’t anything that bothered us. We recognized it as desirable not to have information spread around, so we simply didn’t, it didn’t give us any great concern. We kept our mouth shut and why worry whether someone was watching us or not.
MRS. KETELLE: But we recognized early in the game that indeed we had a form of socialism, so far as our everyday lives were concerned because everything was provided to us. If you had anything wrong with your plumbing or any other aspect of your housing, you simply called up the main office, and in due course, they would come and they would work around the clock shifts. So you could have put in a complaint that your commode was out of operation one day and it could be midnight or sometime after that, 24 hours later, that someone would come to work on it. The worker would come to your house and get you out of bed and say, “I have a request to work on your pluming.” 

MR. JOHNSON: Did they do a pretty good job? Did they come when you called?

MRS. KETELLE: Sometimes you had to wait. As I remember it wasn’t undue, they were just busy all the time, taking care of this temporary housing, so to speak. So, but they might come either day or night. They would just come when they got to you. 
MR. KETELLE: Initially, there were no phones. Now within [inaudible], would say we got a phone.

MRS. KETELLE: Yeah. I think so. 

MR. KETELLE: Initially you were given a phone. There was no phone bill. You were given a phone if you, you know, you asked for it and either you did or you didn’t qualify and get one, but then it wasn’t more than six months I guess they started to charge fees. But this was all handled internally by the Roane Anderson Company, of course. 

MR. JOHNSON: You got a phone pretty quickly because you were on call. 

MR. KETELLE: No, not especially. Scientific staff at Clinton Labs by and large got phones if they asked for them. There was a shortage in a sense, but not in the sense that only one out of 50 people got a phone. I really don’t know who didn’t. We were pretty small. See, the Laboratory over there was pretty small compared with Y-12 and K-25. So that I can’t say anything about the success people over there had about getting phones. In a sense, we felt, and I suspect that it was correct that the people who were in charge of the project we were on had laid down some rather strict requirements that they were not going to bring scientific people down here if they couldn’t keep them and have them work effectively. That meant, for example, having houses with fireplaces and probably telephones that you simply, they would not ask people to come down if they were not able to be made reasonably comfortable. Now there were people who felt this was not the case. There were people who were born and raised in a big city and wouldn’t be happy in any small town and some of them went back. Some of them went back to Chicago, got transferred back. Some of them were pretty unhappy. They said we could do everything we’re doing, we could do there as well as here. There is no need for us to be at this particular location because we are doing mathematical research and we could send papers back and forth. So, some few people did go back. By and large, that was a small number, and really tried to adhere to what people wished. 
MR. JACKSON: Do you think that your life was appreciably different, by virtue of being in Oak Ridge, say, as opposed to Knoxville or any other town? 

MRS. KETELLE: Yes, I think it was quite different. For one thing, we were a much more, I mean, Oak Ridge became quite a cosmopolitan community rapidly. I think Knoxville was pretty provincial. 

MR. KETELLE: The University [of Tennessee] was a rather small school at that time, not what you would call a nationally known university. Whereas, I’m sure they brought in many good attractions, we had a lot here. In fact, in times when, well, oh, I think we had more good nationally known and internationally known string quartets in those days than Knoxville did.

MRS. KETELLE: Things have changed a great deal. 

MR. KETELLE: Chamber music was very good here. Movies were not good anywhere. [Laughter] We, of course, had the usual effort, had a Foreign Film Society with the usual consequences, but there was a lot of activity, although people would come and say what can you do for entertainment, if they thought in terms of night clubs, or places of that sort. There wasn’t much to do. Many activities, if you had an interest that you wished to promote, you could always find a group that was doing that, and would be interested to join with. Partly I guess because of the large young population and everybody had vigorous activity, and being about the same age, why, it was quite a conviviality there between people.
MR. JOHNSON: Were you conscious of the fact that it was a kind of young community?

MRS. KETELLE: Oh yes. Very. 

MR. KETELLE: Well, I’ve forgotten how long it was before there was a funeral in Oak Ridge, but it was a decade or something like that after we were here before there was a funeral of a resident of Oak Ridge that was held locally because you know there were people killed in automobile accidents and stuff like that, but in general everybody was taken back to where they had come. It was pretty…
MRS. KETELLE: Actually we went a lot of years without ever having a death in Oak Ridge. You could find those statistics someplace, but I know that there use to be a light, a green and red light…

MR. KETELLE: An accidental death.

MRS. KETELLE: Yes, an accident within our city limits. I don’t remember how many years have when by that we didn’t have any, but they had a traffic safety board which would have a red light come on when there was a fatality and then they would say how many days since. 

MR. KETELLE: It was many, many years. 

MRS. KETELLE: We even went between traffic fatalities over two and three years sometimes.  So, you see it was a protected area. We didn’t have nearly as much traffic through, we had very little traffic in the very early days, except what we created for ourselves. 

MR. JOHNSON: Not a lot of people passing through.

MRS. KETELLE: No. 

MR. KETELLE: No, they couldn’t until after the gates were opened. 

MR. JOHNSON: Yeah.

MRS. KETELLE: Then it takes a while for anything to build up. Of course then the so called Turnpike became a state highway. 
MR. JACKSON: Who were your friends? Where they job related, or neighborhood related?

MRS. KETELLE: Well, we’ve always said of Oak Ridge it was very democratic set up to begin with. You were assigned a house depending on your need and the availability of housing. So you might just be anyplace. You might just be set down most anyplace so, we’ve always felt that our friends were all over town and that we maintained pleasant relations with our neighbors, but they aren’t our closest friends. Our closest friends are people that we knew either some other kind, church, or job, or some other organizational contact. Of course, schools are very, a very likely place for people to make friendships, as they meet people in connection with taking their children to school. So that certainly has been true for us in Oak Ridge, that our friends are just situated in all different parts of town. Of course, at one point, a lot of people moved from the east end of town to the west end of town, from East Village, which was temporary, not temporary, but government block-built housing that people moved into, and then when they could get, when private housing was opened up, a lot of the people that we use to know that were in East Village moved to the west end of town, into new housing. 
MR. JACKSON: You don’t, maybe you just answered this, but I was wondering if you recall any sense of social differences. That is, what I’m thinking about are people who lived in cemesto homes, versus people in trailers, versus people in flattops. 

MRS. KETELLE: At first, probably not very much because people were just put wherever they could get housing to begin with, lots of people have kept good, kept the friendships that they made with people that all lived in a certain area in flattops and then gradually they moved out into different places, but they made these, you know, those were their first neighbors. They struck up acquaintances very early. I think not until, really until the time of the building of more expensive private house development, perhaps now there has developed a little bit more, although I still think Oak Ridge is pretty devoid, or fairly free of a lot of class consciousness in terms of where in town you lived. It’s conceivable that it’s getting worse. It is developing a little bit. The west end of new homes may be considered a little bit more select area. We think this is a very nice area to live in because it’s so close to everything. You don’t have to drive five or six miles every time you go out to go anywhere. 

MR. JACKSON: That’s quite true. Did you get over to Knoxville, or Clinton, Gatlinburg very often? 

MR. KETELLE: Well, of course, we didn’t get a car until 1949, because they simply weren’t possible to buy then. We didn’t have one. 

MRS. KETELLE: Didn’t have one to trade.

MR. KETELLE: We went to Knoxville occasionally to shop and occasionally for things at the University. I guess you occasionally went to Clinton.
MRS. KETELLE:  Oh, yes. We went there to shop some.

MR. KETELLE: We had some friends who had a car and wives occasionally go to shop in Clinton. Try to find things you couldn’t get here. 

MRS. KETELLE:  Meat was quite an item through the end of the war. It was hard to get meat. 

MR. JOHNSON: Do you think you didn’t do as well in Oak Ridge for food supplies like meat, as you might have done in Knoxville.

MRS. KETELLE:  We were the end of the line on the distributor’s line. When things were in short supply, the longer time, store owner got preferential treatment to the new place. 
MR. JOHNSON: So you might have better luck if you went to Knoxville instead, or Chattanooga.

MRS. KETELLE:  Oh, we never went that far. We went as far as Clinton. [Laughter]

MR. KETELLE: Chattanooga was out of a reasonable distance. Well, there wasn’t enough gas during the war to go that far, although people who had cars, see, since we had the free bus transportation to work, cars were not used to go to work, even though rations were allowed. So these people had a little gas and we would get, as a matter of fact, we probably had more opportunity to go to the mountains, the Smoky’s that is, than some of the Knoxville people simply because the people out here did have rations for gas they didn’t have to use to go to work, and they would save it up and then we would get a car load and go over, say, to the Smoky’s for… You know, that wasn’t like once a month, but several times during the summer, or we would ride a bus. We have always been outdoor-type people. So we rode buses. Thought nothing of riding over to Newfound Gap and get off at 9 o’clock at night and hike over to the Indian Gap Shelter.

MRS. KETELLE:  We only did it once. 

MR. KETELLE: Yeah. You know, I was with other people also did some of that, but…

MRS. KETELLE:  Bruce joined the hiking club fairly early. I don’t know just one year, but you…

MR. KETELLE: I started going with them before I joined it. I joined in 1949. So we’ve been affiliated with the Smoky Mountain Hiking Club since fairly early in our time here. 

MRS. KETELLE:  So that of course was one area of friend making. For instance, Fred Sweeten is one of our early acquaintances. He was here early.

MR. KETELLE: That gave us more acquaintances in Knoxville, a larger group of Knoxville acquaintances than most any other contact. 

MR. JACKSON: When you went over to Knoxville shopping, did you feel welcomed?

MRS. KETELLE:  Well, I can tell you about that. Not terribly. 

MR. KETELLE: I don’t think clerks made anyone feel welcomed, probably.

MRS. KETELLE:  No, we early on learned that, there was a lot of mud out here. I’m sure you’ve heard that from other people. I do have a picture that shows it. We lived here for several years before we ever got concrete steps from the top. We also lived in Oak Ridge through at least two street surface layings after we got here. They were pretty, I don’t think they had much of a surface at all. Outer Drive didn’t when we first moved onto it, but at any rate, you just inevitably probably had a little mud on your shoes. So we always had the feeling that they recognized, well, probably we didn’t speak with the right accent. I never have picked up a southern accent. So it was probably pretty apparent that you were from Oak Ridge. Indeed, we did sometimes feel that the clerks were a little bit, looked down their nose at us.

MR. JOHNSON: Ruder than they might have been under normal circumstances.

MR. KETELLE: We tended to expect rather quick service.

MRS. KETELLE:  We didn’t get it.

MR. KETELLE: There have been people observed that, say, looked at the rate of activity, let’s say in stores in the northern part of the country, things were much more leisurely here in terms of the service that you got. So we probably were sensitive to not being able to finish our business with dispatch and move on to the next thing.
MRS. KETELLE:  But we had some acquaintances who came in here, just about a year ago though, and made such a comment to us, that they just couldn’t get over how slow it was to get waited on in the store. I said, “You know, I’d forgotten about that. I guess I’ve gotten used to it.” [Laughter] Because we don’t think too much about it anymore. Some places are better than others for getting good service, but I was going to say that, well of course if you talked, and I’m sure you will or have, talked to young singles here in Oak Ridge. I’m sure their lives were a lot different and there was a big recreation program carried on here. We lived next door to the recreation director, actually, the first one here, and so there was activity in several recreation halls from one end of the area to the other, some of which now have been converted into, I think a Church of Christ is in that west end one. Well, just to tell you how much time we would spend in what was used to be called the Ridge Recreation Building, which is right across from…

MR. KETELLE: The Alexander.

MRS. KETELLE:  The Alexander, or the Guest House.

MR. KETELLE: The old building was torn down and this new administrative…

MRS. KETELLE:  Executive seminar building.
MR. KETELLE: …executive seminar building has been built there. 

MRS. KETELLE:  Anyway…

MR. KETELLE: It housed the Library.

MRS. KETELLE:  The Library was the lower floor, and then upstairs there were two or three rooms…

MR. KETELLE: Ping-Pong rooms.

MRS. KETELLE:  …for different kinds of recreation available. It so happened that the church that we belonged to met in there in the morning and we always went to the ORCMA [Oak Ridge Civic Music Association] Coffee Concerts there in the evenings, and when they got ready, then later on we square danced and round danced in the lower floor after they moved the Library. Where did they move the Library? Did they move it out of there?

MR. KETELLE: The Library moved to the Municipal Building, when it was built.

MRS. KETELLE:  It seemed like we were… Well, at any rate, people danced down there. You spend a great deal of your recreational life in whatever recreation building you lived close to, for a long time, for a lot of years we felt that we really spent a lot of hours at the Ridge Rec Hall. We sort of hated to see it torn down because it represented a lot of good times in an earlier era. 

MR. KETELLE: Well, of course, when we first came down, for like a year, we were within walking distance of the Jackson Square area. [Inaudible] there were some things, I don’t know what there was out at Happy Valley. You probably found that out, down by K-25. I don’t even know. That was out of range, and furthermore it was sort of out of bounds. It was for the K-25 people. So, the area down at Jackson Square, of course, had a theater. It had the only grocery store that was in range. It had the cafeteria, the bowling alley, and then shortly later, they did build this, it was a little later, they did build this so called recreation building, which had the Library and ping-pong wings and things, but that was all within one very small area within walking distance, or bus distance. There were buses running at that time up Georgia and around so you could get back and forth. So, we did use that area very heavily and of course because of the large population depending on it, it was sort of a meeting place for everything. It was at that point, the central post office for the town.
MRS. KETELLE:  The tennis courts were there, as they still are.

MR. KETELLE: Yes, but they didn’t come for a while. I guess, well, maybe they were built in ’44. 

MRS. KETELLE:  They were because don’t you remember the recreation director had to go down and turn the lights off when somebody else didn’t. 

MR. KETELLE: I guess it was at least 1944 before they had tennis courts. 

MRS. KETELLE:  The swimming pool has been there a long time. I was going to say one other thing. You’re probably getting tired of listening to us reminisce, but…

MR. JACKSON: Oh, no.

MRS. KETELLE:  The very earliest holiday times I can remember here, we had already decided that it was, that we were not likely to go to our parental homes for such periods, and we, the very first Christmas that we were here, I remember, weren’t we at the Adamson’s, the same people we came here with, at the same time? Fred Sweeten, and Dick Metcalf…

MR. KETELLE: The Myers.

MRS. KETELLE:  …and the Myers, they are gone from here, and the Brosies, and we got together, well, I think you men got together that first Thanksgiving.
MR. KETELLE: That was over on East Tennessee, Ed Shapiro had, and his wife, had gotten an E apartment and had gotten a whole bunch of fellows who’s families hadn’t moved down yet. Our houses hadn’t been completed, so we were here for three months before our families came. So that was ’43.

MRS. KETELLE:  Then in ’44, I think we were at the Adamson’s and they had as many of us… See, we’ve all known each other, well, not all…

MR. KETELLE: We all worked together in Chicago, this particular group of names that you mentioned were working together at the Lab and we had all transferred down together. 

MRS. KETELLE:  There were about four families of us that came at the same time and three of those families stayed, were sort of nucleus and developed a sort of group that got together for special occasions and primarily Thanksgiving and sometimes Christmas. Well, out of that, this is what I’m leading up to, out of that very initial coming together of a group of people to celebrate the holidays, we developed a little group that then stayed here in Oak Ridge and has continued to do that. We still have Thanksgiving together every year, and I’m sorry to say that two of the men of that group are now gone, but for a good long time, there was the four original couples that started this, plus their children, plus maybe some parents who had come to visit, and a few other that would come in and out. Of course, we have children who are married, well there are some grandchildren in the group now, but they have never been here at Thanksgiving time, I don’t think. 

MR. KETELLE: [Inaudible].
MRS. KETELLE:  No grandchildren that come for Thanksgiving, well, except for George’s were. I guess that’s right. So, at any rate, we’ve had a Thanksgiving group that started in those very early days and all four couples stayed on in Oak Ridge. Actually, one of the very early couples that we did things like this with left and went back to California right after… two of the couples we did the early days, went back in 1945 right after the Los Alamos… so, but the nucleus was there and we kept that group going.

MR. JACKSON: Did Oak Ridge seem to you a town, or an Army base?

MRS. KETELLE:  A town.

MR. JACKSON: A town.

MRS. KETELLE:  Yeah. 

MR. KETELLE: It didn’t look that way to outsiders though. We had an acquaintance, and I won’t go through the long tale of how many places we knew him. I’ll say that he showed up as a biology teacher in college when we were in South Dakota, showed up when I was in Arkansas. He was teaching at a medical school. He showed up when I was back at the University. He went to medical school there and then he came to call on us once down here. He, I forgot whether he told us this verbally or wrote it later, that he thought it looked like one of the worst types of Army towns he had ever seen, which sort of shook us in a sense because we had a comfortable house and we had lots of interesting activities. We enjoyed what we were doing and we had lots of friends and it didn’t seem primitive. We recognized, you know, that it was pretty low class housing. It wasn’t for permanency, but one could be comfortable and so, we weren’t all that oriented toward just how things looked, you see, but it’s true that as you came in on the Turnpike, or later, the Turnpike, you could see more. You look on up this way, especially before people redid the cemesto houses and you saw all this gray-looking buildings, which weren’t very attractive.

MRS. KETELLE:  I remember coming back from vacation because after we got a car we did take annual junkets out to the Midwest so that the children could be with their grandparents, and I remember coming back one time and this was just probably when the town looked about as bad as it ever did, before the property disposal and before people were doing very much to their houses, driving up New York Avenue after we had come back through a lot of just normal housing in towns all across the country, neat little bungalows, etc., etc. I thought, “My goodness, these houses don’t look very good,” because the paint was showing evidence… see they got painted about every second year, second or third year, I don’t remember. They would go around and have a… This was before the property was disposed of. The company, so to speak, took care of the painting, both exterior and interior. So that was something, when they informed you that they were coming to paint the inside of your house because they did it in about 36 hours, and sometime you had to manage to live in the midst of this mess while they were painting your whole house. It was nice to have it over with so quickly.
MR. JACKSON: Did they ask you about colors?

MR. KETELLE: Yeah, they gave you some options. They didn’t give you very much, say, three colors you could choose from. But you remember the bedrooms…
MRS. KETELLE:  Greens.

MR. KETELLE: They weren’t all together attractive colors.

MRS. KETELLE:  I remember that horrible gray.

MR. KETELLE: They were sort of what the Army could get a good price on, I think, on paint.

MRS. KETELLE:  At any rate, the places were taken care of, but it was sort of a production line basis. There was that one period where the exteriors of certain parts of town would get to looking pretty bad because paint doesn’t do to good in this climate unless it’s scrapped pretty well. They didn’t do very much of that. They just slapped the paint on. 

MR. KETELLE: There were a few, as you’re probably aware, a few of the cemesto houses have essentially been unmodified. There are a few with the original roofs still.

MRS. KETELLE:  That we can’t understand.

MR. KETELLE: No siding. If you haven’t seen one, you could look one up and remember that, or visualize what that looked like, if they all looked that way. Originally, they were all pretty clean looking, you know, new gray cemestos. It was a little unique having this framing visible on the outside and all, and on the inside, which has some drawbacks. So people gradually tried to modify them, especially after, well, they couldn’t do anything until after they bought them of course. 
MR. JACKSON: The cemestos, they were different colors. 

MR. KETELLE: Not… well, the cemesto itself was not painted. It was gray, but there was wood framing. The cemesto units are 12 feet long and four feet wide so that there were vertical posts every 12 feet and then horizontals below the window and above the window and that wood…

MRS. KETELLE:  And the gables.

MR. KETELLE: Yeah, and the gables, different types, a D house like the one next door would have wooden siding on both ends, which would be painted and there was several different colors of them. A C house, which is what this use to be, had one end with siding and the other end, the cemesto went clear up under the roof, but they painted the framing, and was it painted colors, or was it white? I don’t remember, but they just had these vertical and horizontal wood frames would be painted and then the wood siding.

MR. JOHNSON: You’re both originally from South Dakota.

MR. KETELLE: Yes.

MR. JOHNSON: Small town background.
MRS. KETELLE:  Ten or 11,000.

MR. KETELLE: There are no big towns in South Dakota.

MR. JOHNSON: Did you feel that Oak Ridge was kind of like a South Dakota town?

MR. KETELLE: No.

MR. JOHNSON: Many similarities, or was it very different?
MR. KETELLE: South Dakota is prudential. 

MRS. KETELLE:  Well, I can always remember one impression I always had coming here. Of course, for one thing, the terrain is very different. So the roads are very different. I can remember being so surprised when we would take, go for a ride out in the surrounding area here, that all the roads were hard surfaced. That was not true where we grew up. If you got off the main highway, you were on a dirt or gravel road. So, this part of the country, indeed, was ahead on that score. They had managed to get hard surfacing on a good many more of their country roads than they did in the Midwest. No, of course we came here circuitously. We weren’t, we didn’t come directly from South Dakota, so we had seen a bit of the country beforehand. 
MR. JACKSON: Did, I was asking about whether it was a town or an Army post. Did it bother you that you didn’t, you weren’t running your own town. That is there wasn’t an advisory council and town meeting, but all that was advisory. 

MRS. KETELLE:  We recognized that it was. We were aware of the fact that we had a benevolent situation, for the most part quite benevolent, but we recognized that that was the case and I don’t think, it didn’t worry us particularly, but there was this slight drive toward what they called normalcy. Indeed, we took part in things because we felt that this was the thing we could do. It was vociferous and vocal…

MR. KETELLE: Actually the town meetings of those early days were pretty vocal affairs, and I think had some impact, actually. I can remember one of the early ones down at what use to be called Jefferson Junior High School, and was later the high school, in that auditorium and it was a lot of participation, a lot of people spoke up what they thought.

MRS. KETELLE:  Not within the last year and a half or two years, there was a program over WUOT, so there is a tape of it, of one of our town meetings. Are you aware of this? Is this out of your department?

MR. JOHNSON: No. 

MRS. KETELLE:  Well, check the WUOT archives if they have such because I did hear that program and I remember that it was listed in the program and that’s how I happened to listen to it. It was a taped record of some of the early, one of the very early town meetings in Oak Ridge. You might find it interesting.

MR. JACKSON: Yeah.

MRS. KETELLE:  Oak Ridge was a very vigorous, young community. And believe me you could get a fight started on any issue. [Laughter] people were not about to be walked over, even if they were in a benevolent, socialistic state. 
MR. JACKSON: Did you vote in the election of 1944, the presidential election? Do you recall?

MR. KETELLE:’44?

MR. JOHNSON: Roosevelt’s fourth term.

MR. KETELLE: Yes, certainly.

MR. JOHNSON: By absentee do you think, or…?
MR. KETELLE: We were both here.

MRS. KETELLE:  That would have been in November. Would we have been here long enough?

[Inaudible Crosstalk]

MR. KETELLE: …absentee ballot. I think that if I’m not mistaken that we had quite an interesting time, but I think that’s the one a bunch of us from the Lab all went to Clinton and all stood in line at the courthouse. There was a little problem about getting through and being registered properly and getting to vote. Golly, I’m not even sure whether any of the folks are still here.

MRS. KETELLE:  Here for instance is the general election in November of 1946, the only polling place for the first general election held in Oak Ridge, November ’46.

MR. KETELLE: Maybe Clinton was the only place you could vote in ’44. 

MR. JACKSON: I think that fits the case.

MR. KETELLE: It very probably was. The big setups with precincts wasn’t here yet. 

MR. JACKSON: I gathered that was probably right about getting registered.

MRS. KETELLE:  Yes, and some of those early voting times, I remember working at the polls in an early election here, but that was after we did have, we were set up for voting in the various precincts. I believe the one I got was at Jefferson. I can’t remember, but we worked all night and to about 11 o’clock the next day counting paper ballots. That part I remember, and the League of Women Voters started very early in those years of Oak Ridge. It sort of grew out of another group. There was a scientific group that started here and I can’t remember, but the League grew out of those people who were concerned about the nuclear research going on here. So, one of the things they did was to work on registration for Oak Ridge and then not too long after that when they were available to get voting machines, which has certainly made voting much easier, but there was a lot of poll watching that went on in those days too. See we were sat down and into a very Republican area of Tennessee, with a very small comfortable political system, and here were all these people who were from everywhere and swelled the ranks so much that it just was something that these people had never imagined and didn’t know how to handle it. So there was a lot of feeling that you had to keep track, so they weren’t doing something to rig the election. So there were poll watchers. Working at the polls now is a much more just regular event now. In those days, there was a little bit of hassle about it. Now it’s all set up and people know what they are going to do and who’s going to do what. I can remember they use to have training sessions for poll workers to teach them how to run the election. 

MR. JACKSON: When the war ended, in the next year or so, ’46, did your life change any?

[End of Interview]
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