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ORAL HISTORY OF DOROTHY SMITH

Interviewed by Jim Kolb

July 23, 2002

[Side A]
Mr. Kolb: Okay, Dot, let’s get started by asking, first, how you came and when you came to Oak Ridge, okay?

Mrs. Smith: Okay, I was married in December of 1942 in Wichita, Kansas, and my husband was in the service. So in January, ’43, I went to California, where he was stationed just out of Sacramento at Camp Beale. And by the time June rolled around, they were [in] preparation for going overseas, and so he took me to his parents’ home in Caryville, Tennessee, and that was the first time I ever met them, and we just clicked, just like marble falling in a hole. And so then he went, had to go back to Camp Beale. Of course, coming home was a furlough before leaving, and so they left from Camp Beale, and their APO was out of New York. From there, we corresponded while he was in France and Germany and around.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, he went to Europe.

Mrs. Smith: He was there when they took Berchtesgaden, and then he came [home].

Mr. Kolb: What unit was he in?

Mrs. Smith: 13th Armored Black Cat Division.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, was that Patton’s army?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, so as he was there doing his job, I was here, and about that time things were opening up at the Manhattan Project – Oak Ridge, that is – and so I decided, well, you know, go see. I could work; I wasn’t going to sit here. So I put an application in and it was with the Kellex Corporation, a division of W. M. Kellogg, world known people.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, right, engineering firm.

Mrs. Smith: Technical part of construction here and there, and they came to Oak Ridge. I will say ‘Oak Ridge,’ but still it’s not Oak Ridge at this time. 

Mr. Kolb: Right, right, that hole in the map.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, that space between – Manhattan Project. They had come here after finishing a job in Whitehorse, Alaska. I got appointed to them and I worked in the personnel office temporarily, which, by the way, was located in Knoxville, because this building out here in K-25 was not yet complete. And so when that was done – 
Mr. Kolb: Where did you live when you worked there?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, I lived in a dormitory.

Mr. Kolb: In Oak Ridge.

Mrs. Smith: Here in Oak Ridge, out where the Armory is, out there in Jefferson.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, west, yeah.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, that is where my dormitory was, sitting right there.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, right where the Armory is?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, I didn’t know there was a dormitory there, you know.

Mrs. Smith: Duluth Hall, and it was number 39; I know it well. And so that’s where I lived. Early on, though, when I first went to work, I rode the G.I. bus back and forth from here to Lake City. By then, his folks had moved to Lake City. And so I rode the bus back and forth for a time, and then when a dorm got opened, why, I took that.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, but you bused every day into Knoxville to go to work?

Mrs. Smith: For a time, I did, yeah. But I still did for a time after the office relocated out here.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, okay, at K-25.

Mrs. Smith: From, yeah, K-25. That’s the only place that I worked relevant to Oak Ridge. So being in the personnel office, they put me in the master plan room, and it was a library of sorts, all these field prints and blue prints and spec sheets of all kinds for hot chemicals, cold chemicals, oil, hot or cold water, you name it, whatever it took.

Mr. Kolb: For the process.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, well, I suppose. At the time, I didn’t think about it, you know, and nobody knew anything about anything that was going on. This job, you will do, period. And so you do it. Well, whatever.

Mr. Kolb: Just pay my check and I’ll do it.

Mrs. Smith: Only the foreman, the general foreman of any given part of the job that needed structural information had to come to the master plan room to get the plan for that particular thing. And they couldn’t get it without all kinds of I.D.

Mr. Kolb: Right, and you had to make sure that the right person got it and not the wrong people.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, I had [to], in order to check it out. And there, even they could not take the plan out of the room. There was kind of a reading room extension of sorts, where they could spread them out on the table, you know, and – 
Mr. Kolb: Okay, right, they couldn’t carry them out. I see.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, about like this. And so that’s where they would have to study and find the information they needed.

Mr. Kolb: My goodness. Now who was your supervisor then?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, boy, H. P. Smith.

Mr. Kolb: I see, okay, well, you Smiths – 
Mrs. Smith: No kin.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, but a lot of Smiths, because, yeah, H. P. Smith.

Mrs. Smith: And all of them around the shop called him “Horse Power.”
Mr. Kolb: Oh, I guess so.

Mrs. Smith: And the man at the head of the office, that was – 
Mr. Kolb: The Kellex office?

Mrs. Smith: Yes, of the office of the planning part – there was a drafting room, and there was guys in there drafting stuff all the time, you know, whatever it might have been. And there was a Marion Pierce, a head of one. Let’s see, what was he? I believe he was Structural, and then others in generalized categories, different people, heading them up.

Mr. Kolb: How many people was it?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, my, I do not know.

Mr. Kolb: Pretty large?

Mrs. Smith: A bunch. At our little office, we had one, two, three, six.

Mr. Kolb: How many women? How many other women?

Mrs. Smith: Me and Jerry and – oh, all of a sudden, I can’t say her name, but anyway, three gals, and the office manager and two boys, office boys, like interoffice mail transit, whatever, you know, take this to who and however.

Mr. Kolb: Did you get to be pretty good friends with those gals you worked with back then for a while?

Mrs. Smith: Well, me and Jerry did. Well, I still can’t think of the other girl’s name, total blank.

Mr. Kolb: Who was Jerry? Jerry who?

Mrs. Smith: Jerry Landrum, the one I spoke to roller skating. And so we got to be pretty good buddies. Of course I was twenty-one at the time; I was just a sprout, and she was younger than I still. And the other girl might as well be lost. I can’t come up with that name at all.

Mr. Kolb: Don’t worry about it. I know what you mean.

Mrs. Smith: But anyway, there were the three of us.

Mr. Kolb: Right, and how long did you work in that Kellex office, then, roughly?

Mrs. Smith: September 1944, I guess. Yeah, and in ’45, Kellex job was finished sometime in that year.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, before the War ended?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Well, let’s see, no, it was just right after, I think, because when Charles had come home from the European theater, we went to West Virginia, where he had an aunt and uncle who lived there, in Welch, West Virginia, where you don’t see the sun till high noon, I mean.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, in the mountains. So you left Oak Ridge?

Mrs. Smith: Well, we just went on for a little visit is all. And he was discharged in October of 1945, and about that time is when Kellex had finished what they came here to do, and they were on the road to Guam. Well everybody was going to get a good bonus if they went on to Guam, but no way was I going to Guam when my husband just got home. So, the rest went and I stayed, and I don’t know about the other girls. Need to insert right here, I – now that I say this – I don’t think you had the chance, possibly, to meet Matlock.

Mr. Kolb: Don Matlock?

Mrs. Smith: No.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, I know a Don Matlock. He passed away last year.

Mrs. Smith: I don’t think he was any relation to this up-up. Anyway, he was our little office manager. He also was an F.B.I. man, and so there was close tabs on – they squeezed everybody real tight.

Mr. Kolb: He was one of the planted persons to make sure that nobody was – yeah.

Mrs. Smith: And so was this Mr. Pierce in the Structural Department, and others that I don’t know.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, when did you find that out? After the War?

Mrs. Smith: No, it was before Charles even came back, because one time we had gone roller skating, me and little Jerry, and there was lockers there where you could put your purse, you know, and your shoes. Well, when skating was over, I went, and my purse wasn’t there.

Mr. Kolb: In a locked locker, it wasn’t there?

Mrs. Smith: No, it wasn’t locked, you know, you didn’t bother with things like that – never been any problem. Well, I don’t know who nor why, but Mr. Matlock, and he, and/or some of his extended agents found my purse in a trash can. I had very little money in it, and, you know, hey, nothing of any great value, except my letters from Charlie.

Mr. Kolb: But you never – somebody took it, and they found it.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, well, see, when I told him, I guess then – I knew then shortly, or maybe – I don’t know – was just lamenting the fact to him. I think this is roughly when I found out about his extension. So they brought the purse back, but there was not a living piece in it.

Mr. Kolb: So you lost your letters from your husband?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and of course that wasn’t all of them. It was the last recent two or three, you know. So anyway, that was the way that went, and nothing ever came of it, you know. So I had no idea. I wasn’t in any mix of any kind with anyone, so – 
Mr. Kolb: Well, there were bad apples in the barrel.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, always has and always will.

Mr. Kolb: Can’t weed them all out, yeah.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: But that’s how you found out about your boss’s being F.B.I.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.
Mr. Kolb: I’ll be darned. That’s interesting. So then after your husband came back, did he get a job here, then?

Mrs. Smith: When he first came back, we went back up to Wichita, with my folks.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, but you were out of a job then.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, by then I was floating free. So we just decided we’d go up to Wichita for a while, and he got a job painting. That’s when he very first began painting, industrial painting, in ’45. From there he went to – they called it City Window Cleaning, but they did painting and all kinds of other stuff, up in Dayton, Ohio. As time went on, he went on to Michigan and worked at the Dodge plant, and painting there. He started painting and that’s all he ever did ever since he got out.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, and spackling, you said spackling, and preparer type.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, everything, industrial painting, you name it. They did everything, whatever, you know. And, of course, different types of paints for, like, hot engines, and these heavy enamels that withstand this extreme heat. You know, just every kind of paint for every kind of job, you name it. So that’s what he had always done.

Mr. Kolb: Now, did you work when you were in these different locations? Did you start to have children or what?

Mrs. Smith: No. I didn’t work in Dayton. I did work at – oh, now I’m getting ahead of myself, because when he went to Detroit – and at this time, this is very early – let’s see – no, we had an apartment in Detroit, and two of his sisters also had apartments there with their husbands, and they worked whatever they worked, in the auto plants. I don’t know which one. One was a welder and I forgot what the other one was.

Mr. Kolb: You got here, back here someway, right?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: You remember what year that was?

Mrs. Smith: Oh yeah, when I was in Detroit, I worked at J. L. Hudson. And that was one of the finest department stores in the country. I worked on the tenth floor, in fine china and glass. And they had high Z glass and good stuff. Really, oh, it was a lovely store and I thoroughly enjoyed it. Anyway, I think, about this time, he was going to have to come back to Tennessee because his daddy was going to go in the hospital.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, his daddy was down here?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, in Caryville?

Mrs. Smith: Lake City, I think. He came back down here, and it turned out to be a nominal something. He just had – took the weekend, ostensibly, when he left, so that he could have a job, you know, when he went back, if everything was okay with his dad, which it was. And then by 1951 – well, there again, I’m ahead of myself. Before he went up to Dayton and Detroit, we lived on 128 West Maiden Lane, right up Michigan hill here.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, while you were still here working?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, while we were still here.

Mr. Kolb: After he got out of the service?

Mrs. Smith: I knew, I was afraid I would do just this, but I can’t keep it – 
Mr. Kolb: Okay, after he got out of the service, okay.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, but he was working for Mike Shay at the time, that also was painting. Shay was a contractor, so he went to work with him.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, right, that in the town or in the plants?

Mrs. Smith: Here in Oak Ridge.

Mr. Kolb: I mean – 
Mrs. Smith: Houses, yeah. And speaking of houses, I’ll bet there is not an original house in this city that my husband hasn’t been in.

Mr. Kolb: Really.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, because when people lived in them, if they needed something painted, all they had to do was call up, and they’d just send the guys over and do the job. And it would cost us nothing.

Mr. Kolb: Right. So this was right after the war.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Rent was fifteen bucks a month, and they furnished the coal, and you know that’s dirty. 
Mr. Kolb: And then you left Oak Ridge to go back to Kansas, you said, Wichita.

Mrs. Smith: Went back up to – well in ’49, see, everything was so come and go. In ’49, we left West Maiden Lane and went back up to, by now, Topeka. Folks had moved back to the home city of Topeka.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, so you went to Kansas, then to Dayton and Detroit, and then you came back down.

Mrs. Smith: And Daddy had a greenhouse, and there were living quarters in the front, and the greenhouse in the back, and there needed to be somebody there to tend the furnace, especially, you know, in the winter, to keep the temperature, so me and Charles lived there.

Mr. Kolb: In Lake City?

Mrs. Smith: No, Topeka.

Mr. Kolb: Your father.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, so me and Mother did lots of bouquets and store opening baskets and funeral stuff and wedding stuff and make up floral stuff. We did all that.

Mr. Kolb: You’ve had a varied career, haven’t you?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, you name it. I’ve done more than a nickel’s worth of it anyway. And by then our son was three years old. When we left Maiden Lane in ’49, he was three years old, because he was born in ’46. Oh, back to ’46, the reason I wanted to bring you that Oak Ridge history book, there’s a picture of him and his daddy in there, of Richard sitting on his daddy’s lap, in front of the little victory cottages, and I don’t think you would know of them.

Mr. Kolb: No, I’ve heard of them.

Mrs. Smith: They were long passé by the time you got here.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, yeah, victory cottages.

Mrs. Smith: Yep, they weren’t much bigger than this room.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, they were temporary housing?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, sure, everything was temporary. You go in the front door, and here’s this converted coal cooking range with the eyelids on them, you know, and up here, the warming compartment and the oven. Over here was two deep sinks, because that’s where you did your laundry, on the board, on the scrub board, the hard way. At the front window was a table and chairs, and over on this wall was a couch, and in here was one bedroom, and in here was one commode and shower. That’s where we lived when Richard was born. Both units were located up on the hill, right behind Garden Plaza, ORAU, right up on that hill. Well, they were not, themselves, on the hill. They were on that slope down through Bissell Park, in Midtown. Okay, they were, like, there, and Raccoon Road, Badger Road, Collie Road, the perimeter around that little particular settlement, and right up on the hill, just about where the back of the museum is, was the first, the original Woodland School. Do you remember that?

Mr. Kolb: I’m not sure, to be honest with you. After we finish, we’ll have to go and look. We’ve got a picture, an aerial view of early Oak Ridge, and you can see exactly where it was.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, I want to see that, because if I can get everything all synced out, why, I’ll find it.

Mr. Kolb: But you were in the victory cottage.

Mrs. Smith: Victory cottage, and those units, there were two residents to each building.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, duplex like.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. And there was about as much space between either end of that unit, maybe ten, twelve, fifteen feet between the ends of the two neighboring buildings.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, rather close. You could hear the fights going on or whatever.

Mrs. Smith: No, well, yeah. Well, at one time there was a little old whirlwind of sorts that came through and it went right between our two buildings and right across Collie Road to the hutments. They were in an inner circle, rather, and they were a four-sided, hipped roof, square building, but they were one-family things. I don’t know how many of them were there. But anyway, this little whirlwind went and it just lifted up the corner of that roof and turned it, I mean it was just cart wheeling that roof across the way.

Mr. Kolb: Picked it off.

Mrs. Smith: And those people had just got through painting and kind of doing, fixing up and putting new carpet in and stuff, and gone. I won’t soon forget that.

Mr. Kolb: Well, let’s talk a little bit about the wartime, when you were here by yourself, and you know, you lived in a dormitory and you had transportation with the bus system. You were married, so you weren’t out there looking for a man like a lot of people were. You had that taken care of. But there was a lot of – so what did you do for recreation?

Mrs. Smith: I roller skated. That’s it. We didn’t even have the old swimming pool at that time.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, is that right?

Mrs. Smith: Uhn-uhn. Had it for I don’t know how long, but it – 
Mr. Kolb: Wasn’t there a spring-fed pond – 
Mrs. Smith: That was it.

Mr. Kolb: – there and people swum in that?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, was it cold.

Mr. Kolb: And people did swim in it, though.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, that’s where the one is now. And then they did the first thing they did to it, and now they’ve done this further extension on it.

Mr. Kolb: So did you swim sometimes?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, oh yeah, swim and roller skate. Right before we got the house, which was a three bedroom flattop, Charles’s mom and daddy still lived in Lake City. The people who owned the house that they were renting had to vacate there because they had a son who was invalid, and the doctor said – and they were living in town somewhere, I don’t even know where, I guess in town in Lake City – and they had to have that house because it was out a little ways and it was rather quiet out there. You know, not behind the back forty somewhere, but quieter than in town. So by then, Charles, of course, is here, and he has priorities due to his military record. So just me and the baby and him – who needs three bedrooms? But we took the three bedrooms so that there was room for Mom and Dad Smith and Charles’s baby brother and younger sister. And so it just made it good. It was tight, but – 
Mr. Kolb: I mean they lived – 
Mrs. Smith: Yeah, we all lived together in that one house.

Mr. Kolb: You were living it up.

Mrs. Smith: Yes we did. Oh, and I wasn’t working then. In fact – 
Mr. Kolb: And that was after the war, after you came back.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Were the streets paved by then, or still muddy?

Mrs. Smith: I do know back in the late forties and early fifties, it was still red gumbo clay out on the Turnpike.

Mr. Kolb: Really.

Mrs. Smith: And if it rained – well, in the mid to late forties at least – and if it rained, if you were any closer than five or six car lengths behind the one in front of you, man, you don’t know where you’re going, you cannot see. And just – 
Mr. Kolb: I thought that was gravel – 
Mrs. Smith: I don’t know, red gush, and what sidewalks there were, were boards, boardwalks.

Mr. Kolb: Everything was painted red clay.

Mrs. Smith: Yep, yeah, absolutely.

Mr. Kolb: Did you, when you were single, did you go into Clinton or Knoxville to shop?

Mrs. Smith: You said, ‘when I was single’?

Mr. Kolb: Yeah.

Mrs. Smith: I was never single here in Oak Ridge.

Mr. Kolb: I’m sorry, excuse me, when you were alone, during the war. I’m sorry, you were married then.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, me and my sister-in-law, the oldest of his four younger sisters, and we would go into Clinton.

Mr. Kolb: To shop?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: How were you treated over there?

Mrs. Smith: Glad to see you.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, no problems?

Mrs. Smith: No.
Mr. Kolb: Some people say that they were – 
Mrs. Smith: And of course, you had to have your I.D. with you at all times to get in and out of the gates. Of course, too, in ’49, that was when the city was opened.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, that’s right. You were here for that?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, so the big parade?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, saw all the movie people.

Mr. Kolb: Somebody told me that there was representation for every state in the Union? [inaudible] And they had representation for every state.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, there was seventy-five thousand people here, I mean, wall-to-wall.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, and then some.

Mrs. Smith: And then some, yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Tree-to-tree.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, for sure.

Mr. Kolb: Trees that were left.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: So, during the war you had to deal with rationing of course, standing in line for this, that, and the other thing, meat and sugar and – 
Mrs. Smith: For everything: sugar, gas, cigarettes. What else was rationed?

Mr. Kolb: Meat.

Mrs. Smith: Meat, yes.
Mr. Kolb: Well, gasoline.

Mrs. Smith: Yep.

Mr. Kolb: Did you have a victory garden then?

Mrs. Smith: No, he didn’t go into gardening in a big way until we lived in Clinton in ’61, and we bought a place out on West Wolf Valley Road. You know where Jake Butcher’s house is.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, yeah, way out on the river, you mean, yeah.

Mrs. Smith: Okay, yeah, back toward Edgemoor Road, that first little road that turns there, West Wolf Valley Road. And that first house, on the left there, was the first house that Jake and Sonya Butcher had, right there. And they called it Wild Acres, if you recall seeing that. And out that road, from that end was just a mile and a half, where we bought this place – I mean right dead center in that road. And it was on the right. There was thirty-three acres; it was a small farm. And we raised culled dairy calves, you know, nothing wrong with them except maybe there was too many heifers this season and too many little bulls another season, and they have to pick out the best ones to keep for the herd, and do the rest. And so we’d go and get, I don’t know, six, eight, ten of them at a time, just little guys, and raise them. We had plenty of pasture there for them and there was a little creek run through, little spring fed creek, and had a barn – everything just made to order.

 Mr. Kolb: So you’ve done some farming too.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, sure. And later on when we sold part of it to the Brookses, there was seventeen-and-a-half acres on that side. They bought that from the first buyer from us. That man was with TVA and his wife was a teacher. He got transferred, so they sold it, and that’s how come the Brookses have it, to buy it. And then my husband and Hubert Brooks raised this garden between our two places.

Mr. Kolb: Big garden.

Mrs. Smith: Big. You want to know big?

Mr. Kolb: Well, how many acres?

Mrs. Smith: Well, let’s see, it had been whittled off by about twenty-five acres, so we had 5.8 left, right in the middle, and that was ours.

Mr. Kolb: And it was all garden?

Mrs. Smith: No, no, the garden was between our place and Brooks, next, and it was about a hundred-and – well, at least a hundred feet back from the road – long and probably fifty, sixty feet wide, and that was all corn, potatoes, tomatoes, okra, squash, you name it.

Mr. Kolb: Did you get to do a lot of canning back then?

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, and I still do. In fact I just made some, twenty-two pints of apple sauce last week. And week before that, I canned about twenty pints of peaches. That’s enough for me, you know. And being diabetic, I can’t have all the sugary jellies and stuff and so I use the apples in place of jelly. Well, it’s better anyhow. And I have the peaches, so I can have maybe peach and cottage cheese salad or put peaches on my cold cereal or whatever, you know. And I don’t use sugar on cereal; I never did. So I don’t know how come I got the junk, but I’m having to fight it.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, it’s hereditary, I guess.

Mrs. Smith: Well, I think it is, and I know the high cholesterol is.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, right. So, back to World War II. You had to deal with all the mud, and all the inconvenient [inaudible].

Mrs. Smith: All over, you name it, it was in there.

Mr. Kolb: Was that exciting to you in a way?

Mrs. Smith: Well, it was always nice to meet other peoples, but back then I really wasn’t quite the people person that I have come to be, because I used to have one enormous complex.

Mr. Kolb: Well, what do you mean?

Mrs. Smith: I don’t know.

Mr. Kolb: You were shy? I can’t believe you were shy.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, so I say, “Don’t look at me and say you can’t believe I was shy.”
Mr. Kolb: I just said it.

Mrs. Smith: Oh my goodness, I don’t know where, but I was glad I lost it.

Mr. Kolb: Well, I am too, but it happened.

Mrs. Smith: But you know, I couldn’t have more have sat here and talked to you like this than I could rise and fly.

Mr. Kolb: Is that right.

Mrs. Smith: No.

Mr. Kolb: Well – 
Mrs. Smith: Nope, I’m a people people.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, now you are.

Mrs. Smith: When we were in Clinton and Charlie had gotten work at – I think he had just gotten transferred from Maxon Construction Company to Carbide after his Q-clearance investigation stuff all went through. We had got on the hook for that farm, and in 1961, Carbide had one humongous layoff. I don’t know how many thousands of people were laid off in ’61. Well – 
Mr. Kolb: What – was this one plant? I’m trying to think.

Mrs. Smith: I don’t know. It was the overall thing under Carbide control, so it must have been Y-12 and a whole bunch of the others too. I don’t know that. But I do know it made a wide swipe at K-25. So he got laid off, him and his daddy both. His daddy worked out there too.

Mr. Kolb: But he was a painter then.

Mrs. Smith: They both were, in fact, even though his dad was not present when he first began painting in ’45. I guess it was probably just in the back of his mind, knowing his daddy was a painter. And his daddy was a guard out here.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, he was?
Mrs. Smith: Uh-huhn.

Mr. Kolb: What was his name? What was his first name?

Mrs. Smith: Charles.

Mr. Kolb: Charles, also?

Mrs. Smith: Charles Columbus Smith, Senior, and mine was Junior. And he worked for Stone & Webster, as a carpenter – which he was really a carpenter, and I think kind of off and on, when he got into the painting end of it. And one time, I know, when they were still living in Caryville – this is back [in the] ’40s –  before coming to Oak Ridge, they had worked in the mines long ago, over in Sparta and over that way, Scott County, and they did some painting too. When that mine closed – just to understand – when that mine closed, they went to Royal Blue, way up on the mountain, in Caryville, and they didn’t work in the mines then. They were painting, because some of that was still being constructed, buildings of one sort or another, so that’s when they really got into painting, right there, I think.

Mr. Kolb: But he was a jack of all trades, too.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, oh yeah. But back to the garden in Clinton, I used to go pick tomatoes, and I would – oh, gosh, I wish I’d have brought that picture. I wouldn’t have thought of going to the garden to pick tomatoes with anything less than this wheelbarrow, and when I came out, they were piled on that wheelbarrow, just as long as one wouldn’t roll off.

Mr. Kolb: More than you could carry.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. And I mean not a little wheelbarrow, I mean a big wheelbarrow, big old fat tire.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, did you have a lot of folks and friends that got the benefit of that produce?

Mrs. Smith: Well, we sold some, and there was enough for the family, and I canned all we needed, you know, and the two families, of course, working on it, that was good. And Hubert, back behind his place, in rather an extension from this big garden here, back in his side of the property, he raised Brussels sprouts, cauliflower, broccoli – let’s see, what else did he – eggplant, I know, and we raised some eggplant too.

Mr. Kolb: There wasn’t much you didn’t raise.

Mrs. Smith: No, true that.

Mr. Kolb: Well, back to WWII, what about the secrecy aspect of Oak Ridge? Did this ever get to be a problem for anyone you knew?

Mrs. Smith: No.

Mr. Kolb: You had this job, in the records, you know, you had to keep very controlled, and – 
Mrs. Smith: No, I never knew of anything.
Mr. Kolb: But was there ever anybody who got fired because they talked too much?

Mrs. Smith: No, nope. I never did know.

Mr. Kolb: But it was pretty obvious that there was – 
Mrs. Smith: It was obvious that you would be if you did.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, okay. So people didn’t try to take any chances that way.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Well, and I think a lot, too, was the fact that they didn’t truly know what their job was going to be in connection with whatever else.

Mr. Kolb: Right, yeah. But you were supposed to not talk about your work in town, and people didn’t do that.

Mrs. Smith: No, they wasn’t supposed to, and for the most part, to my knowing, nobody did. If they did, it was never public, you know.

Mr. Kolb: Well, and if they did, they might have gotten caught, you know. That was it.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, well, see, that was it. They don’t want to put a big scare up. I mean, that’s my interpretation, and I imagine pretty close to right.

Mr. Kolb: Right, yes, sounds like, yeah. But, like I said, we were told that the F.B.I. had people in every office – 
Mrs. Smith: Oh, I’m sure that they did, knowing the fact of my experience with Mr. Matlock. And he liked his pipe. And so me, Charlotte – that was the other girl’s name – Charlotte and Jerry and me and the two office boys went together, and I don’t know who came up with the information where to get these pipes, but we sent off for them. Little Meerschaum Irish clay pipes. Oh, and they were so cute. They had little figureheads on them, you know. I, at that time, was adamant to keep my autograph book going, and I had autographs from people in the circus and from who knows who or where.

Mr. Kolb: That was a hobby of yours?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and I even scotch-taped supplement sheets in there because it was getting so full. So Mr. Matlock wrote in my book. He says, “Sure want to thank Santa for the pipe collection, and I’ll be blowing smoke rings around the plan room.

Mr. Kolb: Was this a birthday he had or something?

Mrs. Smith: No, it was Christmas. And we got them for him. But that’s what he wrote in my autograph book. Then, of course, I lost my autograph book when our house burned in ’67.

Mr. Kolb: Among other things probably.

Mrs. Smith: I mean, the only thing that got out of that house was one top drawer out of the chest in the front bedroom, one armful of clothes ripped off the hangers in that closet. Nothing out of Son’s bedroom.

Mr. Kolb: It was the house across the river in Clinton?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Lightning. And the neighbor boys went on the back porch and got our freezer out, and somebody went in the house and got my sewing machine, the television, and there was two Spanish dolls I had made.

Mr. Kolb: Were you gone when this happened?

Mrs. Smith: I was at work at Holiday Inn.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, okay.

Mrs. Smith: And one of the neighbor boys called me and said, “Dot, your house is burning, but Charlie’s okay.” Charlie was at home, and he had – with lightning striking the place – he had just got out of the bathtub. A plumber friend of ours [who] lived over on Clinton Highway, he says, “Boy, you don’t know how close you came to getting fried.” So that was that.

Mr. Kolb: He was lucky to be alive. Scary.

[Side B]

Mr. Kolb: There’s still some things I want to talk about in World War II days. You talk about where you lived and worked, how you shopped – let’s talk a little bit more about recreation – you say you had skating – and talk about a little bit more what you did for your spare time while you were here.

Mrs. Smith: Well, my mom taught me to sew from about the time I was about nine, ten years old. Something was coming up community-wise and I wanted a new dress. I couldn’t find a thing I liked, so I said, well, by George, I’ll just make it. And I made it on my fingers. I made a gathered – 
Mr. Kolb: So you didn’t have a sewing machine?

Mrs. Smith: No – gathered, navy blue peasant-type skirt, and it was about the bottom of the calf of the leg; it wasn’t one of these short jobs. And I made a white peasant blouse. I had took a piece of some kind of a bright little printed something and rolled it over and stitched it, and put a knot in each end to make a string, and threaded it through the neckline and through the sleeves, at the hem end, so that you could put it where you wanted it and draw it up where it was comfortable and tie a little floppy string bow on the sleeves and on the front too. And it was kind of cute!

Mr. Kolb: I bet. What was the occasion you made it for?

Mrs. Smith: I don’t know. I don’t remember. But anyway, I made it, and in the first Oak Ridge history book, there was a picture of this young woman walking down the concourse from, I think, Jefferson terminal, Jefferson bus terminal. That was just across the ditch from my dormitory, so that’s how come I was out there. I know that that was me, and I think that the reason I am so sure that it is me, long dark hair – but the shoes the person had on – those were my shoes.

Mr. Kolb: Now what was this in?

Mrs. Smith: In the little skirt and blouse that I had made.

Mr. Kolb: Where was the picture published?

Mrs. Smith: In the first Oak Ridge history book. It must be at the library, I’m told.

Mr. Kolb: Was this published by the Oak Ridger?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, same as the one that’s out now. And they took a lot of things out of that and appropriated into this last edition.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, because I got one of the latest ones, I think.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, what, two or three years ago or so.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, right.

Mrs. Smith: So that’s the one I have. But that picture is not in the new book, and I want to see that again, and I want a copy of it.

Mr. Kolb: Well, you can go down to the Oak Ridger; they’ve got all of those books for sale, and I’m sure you could look over there.

Mrs. Smith: They don’t have that in print anymore.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, they don’t?

Mrs. Smith: Not the first one. I already looked into that.

Mr. Kolb: You know, Dick Smyser still works there. He’s the old editor. I bet maybe he could track it back.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, I know. Maybe I’ll just go talk to him.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, I mean, just ask him. He’s friendly; he probably gets involved in – 
Mrs. Smith: Because Tom Hill – 
Mr. Kolb: Yeah, he’s still around.
Mrs. Smith: – and his daddy – 
Mr. Kolb: Right, Alfred.

Mrs. Smith: – came – you know where they came from, don’t you? To here?

Mr. Kolb: Well, where was it? I’m not sure. Kansas?

Mrs. Smith: Emporia, Kansas, where I went to school.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, is that right?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: So you knew the Hills?

Mrs. Smith: I didn’t know them then, but I did when I worked for them at the Oak Ridger.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, you worked at the Oak Ridger?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Doing what?

Mrs. Smith: There’s another one to add to my list!

Mr. Kolb: Doing what?

Mrs. Smith: I worked in the circulation department, stuffing the stuff in there, circulars and ads and what have you.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, when was this? Way after the War, of course.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, gosh, yes. Yes, 1963-1967 or 1968. [Our son] had been gone to the Navy by then.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, but a lot later.

Mrs. Smith: Well, it was while I was still working at Holiday Inn, and my husband’s health had begun to kind of go downhill a little.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, all that paint.

Mrs. Smith: I haven’t the foggiest idea. When we were talking of the garden a while ago in Clinton, at the time that I was working, it was Holiday Inn and the Oak Ridger, we were raising chinchillas. Did you ever touch one?

Mr. Kolb: If I have, then not very much.

Mrs. Smith: I bet you haven’t. If you had, you’d remember it.

Mr. Kolb: Okay.

Mrs. Smith: That fur is so soft and so fine that you can bury it up to your knuckle and can’t tell you’re touching it. There is sixteen hairs per follicle – that’s how fine it is. And oh, it is luscious, oh boy. We raised them for eleven years while we was out in Clinton, but it got to be a little much after he had some spinal surgery and had to have a rib removed. I just couldn’t do it all, so we sold them. I stayed till I had worked four years, both jobs, and it was just too much, running back and forth from Clinton to Oak Ridge to do the paper, so I just had to leave the paper.

Mr. Kolb: Right, it was a part-time job.

Mrs. Smith: No, it was full-time for four years.

Mr. Kolb: And you worked the Holiday Inn also?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Good night!
Mrs. Smith: Dr. Compton told me last week, he says, “Well, I’ll tell you, you are one tough lady!”
Mr. Kolb: I was going to say, that goes without saying. No grass grows under your feet, that’s for sure. My Lord. Well, anyway, did you have to deal [in] any way at all with colored people here in Oak Ridge back in the early days, or were they around very much?

Mrs. Smith: I didn’t, and I don’t know of any consternation of any kind.

Mr. Kolb: Nobody worked in your – 
Mrs. Smith: Well, I think mostly, at that time, they were in servitude mainly.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, menial jobs, janitorial and that sort of type of thing.

Mrs. Smith: I think, and that’s how some got on out at the plant, was janitorial. And at least they were making a halfway decent wage, but – 
Mr. Kolb: They lived separately too.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Went to separate schools, so you really didn’t have much contact with them.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, everything was all separate. But I’ve never had any trouble with colored people. And in Kansas, there was so many Mexican people, but you see, that’s not too far removed from Arizona and Texas and New Mexico.

Mr. Kolb: That’s a migratory kind of situation, yeah.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, so I’ve always lived with people of different colors, and so what? They’re people.

Mr. Kolb: Yep. I don’t know what religion you are, but I’ve been told by early Oak Ridgers that buying hooch, getting whiskey, was a big game, and if you were out of town anytime, you tried to buy it and bring it in. It was for yourself or you’d give it to your friends.

Mrs. Smith: Hope you could get by with it.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, of course. That was the game, you know, getting by the guards. Did you or your husband ever get involved in that?

Mrs. Smith: Not me! Well, in his time, he’s consumed his share.

Mr. Kolb: I didn’t know whether you were a, you know, a teetotaler or not. But like I said, even I’ve read [of] people that were teetotal [but] they would bring it in for their friends, you know, if they had a chance. 
Mrs. Smith: No, he never was into that – but I guess when he was in his late teens and, you know, kind of on his own, and cock-of-the-walk, and long before I ever knew him [he might have been].

Mr. Kolb: No, I just meant – because it was kind of the thing that people talked of, you know.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, no. Well, yeah, I’d heard it, you know, but – 
Mr. Kolb: It was available, you know; even bootleggers were bringing it in.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, gosh, yes, yeah, it sure was.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, you know, there were a lot of things that were taken for granted, I guess.

Mrs. Smith: There probably was, probably more than is known.

Mr. Kolb: Well, one man told me that the Army personnel were never searched, so when they went out, they could put some in their [coat], and they were never searched. They had a lot of friends that benefited from that.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, well, yeah, that’s a new twist. I hadn’t heard that one.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, they had lots of friends, you know.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, slip them a five and [say], “Bring me back” – I’ll be darned. Nope, never heard that one. [It] stands to reason.

Mr. Kolb: Now, your son went to school here, though when he got – or did he?

Mrs. Smith: Well, we lived in Oliver Springs when he was in school. He had Mrs. Belle Schultz for his first – 
Mr. Kolb: What school was that in?

Mrs. Smith: Oliver Springs.

Mr. Kolb: Oliver Springs School? Okay.

Mrs. Smith: From first through the fifth grade, he went to Oliver Springs.

Mr. Kolb: Had the same teacher?

Mrs. Smith: No, had Belle Schultz for his first grade and another well-known lady – and by the way, her picture’s in the history book – can’t think of it right now – and Mrs. Helen Adcocks was his fifth grade teacher. Her husband was president of, I think, Union People’s Bank in Clinton. Let’s see now, that was Oliver Springs, because we went to church out at just about to Kelly Town toward Harriman, but real close-in, the other side of Oliver Springs, [inaudible] Oliver Springs. We went to Oliver Springs Church of Christ, and that’s where we’ve been the whole time. Well, we don’t go to that same congregation – what’ll I say – the same teaching, but at a different congregation, different places. I go now to Claxton Church of Christ over on Old Edgemoor Road, and that’s where we went when we lived in Clinton. I’ve been going to that congregation for twenty-five years plus, because, as I say, that’s where we went when we lived just over the hill from it. We went to Highland View, next to Central Baptist, before there ever was a building there. We met in the Oak Ridge High School Auditorium until we had collected up enough money to build a church.

Mr. Kolb: Highland View Church?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. I think New York Avenue was already established, and the one out at Karnes also was already established, and then there’s one in Clinton, Harriman, Rockwood, they’re all over.

Mr. Kolb: Oh yeah, that’s right, there’s plenty of them.

Mrs. Smith: But the thing of it is, they all teach the same thing. They’re just in a different location. But there are others who don’t; they’ve got little different twists at this congregation of some denomination or other. That’s the way that goes.

Mr. Kolb: Right. Well that was a big evolution too, how churches started, like my Lutheran church started in a bar.

Mrs. Smith: Where?

Mr. Kolb: In a bar.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, but where at?

Mr. Kolb: Well, it was at East Village somewhere.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, uh-huhn.
Mr. Kolb: Until we got enough money to start a church.

Mrs. Smith: Probably up there at that shopping center area up there somewhere.

Mr. Kolb: Saturday night they were drinking and Sunday morning there was the word of church going on. That was true of a lot of places, you know, had church services in movie theaters and, you name it, schools and auditoriums, everywhere you went. I’ve heard them say we had every kind of center here they had anywhere else, so you had to have a church of some kind too.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Yep, that’s the way it is, oh Lord. Well, Oak Ridge got to be – well what about the time when – I guess – were you in town around when in ’49 the gates opened? About that time they had the big decision whether we want to open the gates and become a normal city, have a city government. Were you involved? Were you here?

Mrs. Smith: I wasn’t involved, but I remember the – 
Mr. Kolb: They had a vote. The referendum won, so they voted down – they wanted to keep the gates closed for a little longer; they didn’t want to become a normal town, as I recall.

Mrs. Smith: Can’t imagine that!

Mr. Kolb: Do you remember that?

Mrs. Smith: Just barely, because having my little kid, you know, I wasn’t involved in a lot of that kind of stuff.

Mr. Kolb: There was that going on in the background, yeah, and it finally happened, and so they settled down, got a city [inaudible].

Mrs. Smith: There again, I just know who they are, and other than that, I don’t know nothing. I really don’t. I wish I were a little better informed, but I’m not.

Mr. Kolb: Well, it was an interesting time, because, you know, everything was so secretive and confined. And people liked that security, so why change? You know, why we can’t just stay this way.
Mrs. Smith: Yeah, we’d probably still be living in hutments and trailers.

Mr. Kolb: Well, you know, Utopia has its price to go along with it.

Mrs. Smith: I guess so.

Mr. Kolb: But the government didn’t want to keep footing the bill forever. Was your son born in the Oak Ridge Hospital?

Mrs. Smith: No, in matter of fact, he was born in LaFollette. When it became evident that we were expecting, how come we went to LaFollette, I really can’t say. I really don’t know. His brother’s wife’s doctor was in LaFollette, because they lived, also, in Caryville. And I didn’t – we didn’t have a doctor, so Betty was telling me about Dr. Presley, and that’s how we got with him, and that’s where he practiced, in LaFollette. So that’s how come the kid was born in LaFollette.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, okay. But there were a pile of babies born in the Oak Ridge Hospital.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, talk about ‘Baby Boomers,’ I guess.

Mr. Kolb: There were no funerals but a lot of births, that’s for sure.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. That and working on the other end now.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, well that’s right, comes around, that’s for sure. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Well, any other unique [experiences]? There’s a lot about things in town. Any other unique experiences living here?

Mrs. Smith: Well – 
Mr. Kolb: Where were you and what were you doing when the news of the bomb being dropped and the War being ended, in August of ’45 – where were you then? You were still here in Oak Ridge then, I assume.

Mrs. Smith: No, it was about that time when we were in West Virginia.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, you did that trip.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, around that time, and it was V-J Day?

Mr. Kolb: Yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, that’s where we were.

Mr. Kolb: So that’s when the news came out of what Oak Ridge was about.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, well, more or less, but it still wasn’t real free flowing information, even then.

Mr. Kolb: It was involved with the atomic bomb.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and I guess everybody must have stood, mouth agape, looking at the next guy: well, well, it finally comes to light what we’ve been doing.

Mr. Kolb: Right, yeah. You weren’t here until you came back from that trip.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: So you didn’t get involved in the big party that went on. There was a big party in town, you know.

Mrs. Smith: No, I don’t guess, don’t remember.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, there was a big party. 

Mrs. Smith: I do remember, of course – as I say, we were in West Virginia – that there was a pretty good-size party, celebration, but we were not around at the time. I barely remember his daddy speaking about it. But, of course, they didn’t go to stuff like that.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, gist of it, [it was] a big relief when the War was over and it was won.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. I remember one time when it was over and there were some people – it’s a picture I saw somewhere – coming out of, it seems to me like the Ridge Theater.

Mr. Kolb: Well, see that picture over there on the wall with “The War Ends”? 

Mrs. Smith: Up there, I believe that’s it.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, that’s Ed Westcott’s famous picture.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, yeah.

Mr. Kolb: “War Ends.” 

Mrs. Smith: That’s it.

Mr. Kolb: That was published, you know, many times. 

Mrs. Smith: And I think they were coming out of the Ridge Theater. I don’t know whether that says or not.

Mr. Kolb: One of those meeting places. It could have been Jackson Square Theater too. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. It was Jackson Square; that’s about the only place that – 
Mr. Kolb: Oh, the Ridge Theater at Jackson Square, yeah, okay.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, up there where pizza’s at, Big Ed’s Pizza, up there, in that corner.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, right. It was kind of the main shopping center. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, that was. Well, for a good while, Midtown, Grove Center, Jackson Square, and East Village, and that’s all there was, best I remember.

Mr. Kolb: Well, Elm Grove had a little shopping. 

Mrs. Smith: Elm Grove, yeah.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, right. Pine Valley had a little shopping there. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, Pine Valley, and when we lived on West Maiden Lane, I’d put Son in his little stroller, and we’d go off over there and go to the grocery over there or whatever, you know, and just walked over there.

Mr. Kolb: I’ll be darned, right. Ah, that’s pretty neat, yeah, on the boardwalk. Boardwalk?

Mrs. Smith: No, no, where the house was, the three bedroom flattop that we had. I mean, they planted it right in the middle of a blackberry thicket, and they whittled out just enough to get the house in there. We were surrounded with blackberries and they was right at the clothesline. Dad and Charles would get out there and hack away and knock that line back a little farther, you know. I never will forget, one time, blackberries were ripe, and oh, they was big as the end of your thumb. Oh they were pretty. Well, I – so I wouldn’t get all scratched, dug up on the thorns – I put on a pair of Charlie’s suntan Army summer uniform pants and either [used] elastic [bands] or tied the string around the ankles – because we was thinking about chiggers, because they’re bad – and rubbed alcohol around my ankles, and then pulled these socks up over where you had these pant legs secured. Well, there wasn’t no chiggers going to get through there. And a remnant of their working at the coal mines in Caryville, one year for Christmas, Charles got all four of his sisters and me a pair of rubber knee boots, and I still had mine – I don’t know about the girls, but I still had mine – and I put them on, and one of his suntan shirts, and tied up the wrists – and the alcohol a bit and everything – and my hair was long, and I rolled the thing all the way up around my head in one of Dad Smith’s old felt hats. Oh, I was pretty!

Mr. Kolb: Looked like a real fellow, didn’t you.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, and took an eight-quart water bucket, and proceeded to go down and pick blackberries. Well, I had that bucket good, fat, half-full, anyway, and all of a sudden something went tap-tap, tap-tap on the side of my boot. [I thought], “Oh, God, a snake, oh, no!” Man, I threw up [the pail]. Mama Smith came out on the porch, and then she says, “Ain’t you got ’bout enough? It’s pretty hot out there.” And about this time, man, I threw that bucket and screamed, and come running out of them thickets. I thought sure I was snake bit.

Mr. Kolb: Did you lose all your berries? 

Mrs. Smith: Lost all the berries.

Mr. Kolb: Oh no! 

Mrs. Smith: And that Mama Smith, she was standing up there – she was just going like this – she was a-dying laughing. And she said, “I swear, I hate to laugh, but that’s the funniest thing I ever saw!”
Mr. Kolb: Well, you ever know whatever hit your leg?

Mrs. Smith: No, I didn’t stay around to find out. 

Mr. Kolb: You just got out of there. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, that said snake to me, and I’m out of there.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, you didn’t want to look down. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, I didn’t want to see it. Oh boy.

Mr. Kolb: Poor snake. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh my. I tell you. Well it couldn’t have got through that boot, but I wasn’t thinking that at the time. Because it’s a snake; he’s here and I’m there.

Mr. Kolb: He’s probably just glad you left too. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, I tell you. And Mama Smith couldn’t hardly tell Dad and Charles when they got in from work. She was still just dying laughing and Dad said, “Yeah, and I had my teeth all sharpened up for a blackberry cobbler tonight.”
Mr. Kolb: Well, I’m sure there were more of them where they came from, but yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: But, like I said, when I came here – and boy, we just fit, just like that.

Mr. Kolb: That’s good, yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: Me and Mama had more fun, more fun than a little bit.

Mr. Kolb: I bet, and her husband, your father-in-law, worked as a guard, you said, for a while. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, then after he got laid off in ’61, he worked up at the Federal Building, and he alone kept that building up paint-wise, because he always did such excellent work. And it wasn’t too hard on him as he was getting a little older, you know. He worked there, goodness gracious, I don’t even know how long.

Mr. Kolb: And he retired from there probably, yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, I think you’re right. He must have, because he was never back out at the plant, I know. So I guess that’s where he retired from. And my husband, after they had that big layoff in ’61, he contracted for himself for a while, and he had two or three fellows working for him, just put in a bid and go get the jobs, and he did pretty well. But [then] he picked up a five gallon bucket of paint – and it’s not like the first time he ever picked one up – but this one got him.

Mr. Kolb: Back? 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and so he had to give that up – and, of course, all the recoup time after the surgery – and so he later got on with help from his brother-in-law, the husband of his youngest sister, at the paint shop at UT, and he worked up there right at twenty years, and that’s where he retired from.

Mr. Kolb: At UT, in Knoxville?

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, Knoxville.

Mr. Kolb: Wow, pretty good career there, too, long time.

Mrs. Smith: And the brother-in- law worked in the furniture shop – you know, all along, in one office or another, they have something that’s got to be repaired, refinished, whatever.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, you never think about that, but it’s true. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and so Harmon gave good reference for him.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, it was a good move to Tennessee, I’d say; overall, you made a good move.

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah, I wouldn’t go back to the flatlands to give it back to the Indians.

Mr. Kolb: Well, no, wouldn’t do that, but it’s a lot prettier area to live in, a lot more variety. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah. My mother and dad in about ’52, thereabout, had gone back east to see my daddy’s one and only living relative, which was a sister.

Mr. Kolb: How far east do you mean? 

Mrs. Smith: New Bedford, Mass.

Mr. Kolb: Mass., okay. 

Mrs. Smith: About as east as you can get.

Mr. Kolb: Guess so, yeah, close to the coast. 

Mrs. Smith: And they decided on their way back home, they would wend their way through the Blue Ridge Parkway. And by the time they got to our place, which was in [Oliver Springs] – oh, well, let’s see, it had to be ’51 – they were just raving about the beauty of all that hills and Appalachian area, and Dad was all set to sell the place and move to Tennessee.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, that happens. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, Lord.

Mr. Kolb: Did he do it? 

Mrs. Smith: No, no.

Mr. Kolb: He just thought about it, yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, he was that carried away with it, it was so pretty.

Mr. Kolb: Well, that happens a lot. 

Mrs. Smith: But, nope, I’ll never live back in the flatlands. It’s too late now.

Mr. Kolb: I just say, somebody’s got to do it, but it’s got to be somebody else, right?

Mrs. Smith: Somebody else can have it. I’ve lived in Tornado Alley all my life, and I don’t care for anymore, thank you.

Mr. Kolb: There’s always something going on. We used to have our floods here, of course, but [that’s] been tamed down a lot.

Mrs. Smith: Well I remember when Norris Dam was just newly opened, because, see, that was the early ’40s, and I think, what, it opened in ’39.

Mr. Kolb: No, ’36 was the opening, I believe. 

Mrs. Smith: ’36 was it? But it hadn’t been opened very long. No, it was the place.

Mr. Kolb: Is that right? 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, it was the place. We never did go up there. I think he went up there to fish three or four times, not very much, but he used to like to fish a lot.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, you could fish right in the river down here.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and when we got our camper and set up at KOA, off River Road down at Kingston – you know, where Southwest Point is, the bridge there?

Mr. Kolb: Right. 

Mrs. Smith: Well, on out to River Road. We set it up and there it sat for [four] years. We camped down there for [four] years. Not full time, you understand, but we’d spend as much as – sometimes three, four days a week down there.

Mr. Kolb: I’ll be darned, in summertime? 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, and that’s when we lived on the corner of – where we moved back to Oak Ridge, after he had his heart business. They said he had a heart block, and he wound up with a pacemaker, and that was ’86, and that’s when we moved back to Oak Ridge. You know Jim Cape.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: Okay, he was our landlord at that [time]. You remember the green duplex building on the corner where the [Tennessee Bank] is now?

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, oh, yeah.

Mrs. Smith: Well, we lived in the backend of the street for all – right at ten years, and then we – and he had him a small little garden there.

Mr. Kolb: Okay. Did you know Betty Maskewitz by any chance? 

Mrs. Smith: Pardon?

Mr. Kolb: Did you know Betty Maskewitz? She lived right in that same area.

Mrs. Smith: No, not that I – don’t remember that name at all. There was a Clyde and Nell Atkinson. Do you remember them, name, at all?

Mr. Kolb: No, we got neighbors across the street, Burl Atkinson. [Clyde] may be his father.

Mrs. Smith: No, these were older people. He used to be either manager or assistant manager of the bowling lanes at the Oak Terrace – remember you said something about bowling earlier in the fifties and all – but you might have known him.

Mr. Kolb: Course, you know Roscoe Stevens, I’m sure. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah.

Mr. Kolb: At the Oak Terrace. That’s where I ate every Sunday, when I first came to Oak Ridge, was the Oak Terrace, the Oak Terrace Restaurant, whatever they call it.

[break in recording]

Mr. Kolb: Okay, Dot, you’ve told us a lot. You got any final thoughts you want to add about what life was like in Oak Ridge? Would you do it over again? 

Mrs. Smith: I guess I probably would.

Mr. Kolb: Never could find another place like it, could you.

Mrs. Smith: No, no, I like Oak Ridge, and we lived out and around. We lived [in] Oliver Springs from ’51 to about ’58 I guess, and that’s when we really first moved back to Oak Ridge after West Maiden Lane. That was the only other address we had had, other than the dorm. That was the only other Oak Ridge address we had, and we did the – 128 West Maiden Lane, we lived at 182 Latimer Road, and of course, Collie Road, 116 Collie Road, and 235 West Tennessee, up there on the corner of New York and Pennsylvania, where the Doctor’s Building is now.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, my goodness, wow, right in the middle of town. 

Mrs. Smith: And then we spent the twenty-five years until ’86 in Clinton.

Mr. Kolb: Right. 

Mrs. Smith: And we were at 257 Manhattan, and my son and his then-wife prodded us into getting a place and that’s where I am now, at 123 South Purdue.

Mr. Kolb: You own that place? 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. And every place, every address we’ve had is now something else, no longer exists.

Mr. Kolb: Oh, my goodness. 

Mrs. Smith: I said, “Yeah, I think somebody’s trying to tell me something.” 

Mr. Kolb: Better hang onto that for as long as you can, right? Well, your son’s there now, so maybe. 

Mrs. Smith: I’m there till it’s over.

Mr. Kolb: Well, till – he’s there too, so he came home to roost.

Mrs. Smith: Yeah, well, things just weren’t going – he made one bad move, and it kind of cost him, and he had nowhere else to go.

Mr. Kolb: I see. He came home. 

Mrs. Smith: So he came home.

Mr. Kolb: But it seems like he’s doing pretty well now.

Mrs. Smith: So I guess this is where he needs to be.

Mr. Kolb: Till something else better comes along, maybe. 

Mrs. Smith: Well, yeah, he’s well-known for that.

Mr. Kolb: I didn’t mean to put words in your mouth. 

Mrs. Smith: No, no, he’s well-known for that. I would hate to be the one to have to count the jobs that he’s had since he worked Desk Clerk at Holiday Inn in ’67.

Mr. Kolb: Is that right. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Oh, he’s sharp as a tack. He knows that.

Mr. Kolb: He knows whatever he’s doing. I mean, I can tell that. He can’t stay away from that automotive business.

Mrs. Smith: Nope, he just can’t break away from it. Well, he’s as much by that as I am the food service business, because I worked twenty years at Holiday Inn. And then I went to Knoxville. Well, I transferred when 17th Street opened. 17th Street Holiday Inn?

Mr. Kolb: Okay, yeah. Oh, the Holiday Inn there? 

Mrs. Smith: The one that ultimately became the Job Corps and all that mess.

Mr. Kolb: Okay, yeah.

Mrs. Smith: And different ones transfer from different inns, somebody from the downtown, or across the bridge in Knoxville, and just somebody from a front desk, and somebody from a waitress, and somebody from kitchen, you know, to help the new people at the new place kind of get going. So I worked there for seven years, and then a girl, a lady that worked there, a salad lady, worked at Ivanhoe House of Beef. Now, do you remember that?

Mr. Kolb: I never ate there, I remember about it. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, what a place, what a place.

Mr. Kolb: It had a good reputation. 

Mrs. Smith: Oh, yeah. If somebody talked down about it, they were extremely hard to please, I’d say, because that was the ultimate place.

Mr. Kolb: For beef, yeah. 

Mrs. Smith: For any food that they had, all the service. We worked like ladies. And, you know, a lot of places, in restaurants, they’ll give maybe five or six tables to one person to watch after. Four – that’s all you had in the whole house.

Mr. Kolb: And you were a waitress there? 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Well I worked cashier for them some, and bartender and cocktail waitress.

Mr. Kolb: Jack of all trades. 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. But anyway, that was such a delightful place. That’s the best seven years that I ever spent. And if I could, today, I’d have gone back to work yesterday. But I’ve got a goofy hand, and I can’t trust it to hold onto stuff.

Mr. Kolb: Arthritis? 

Mrs. Smith: Yeah. Had to give up my almost fifty years of custom dressmaking.

Mr. Kolb: But you still bowl. 

Mrs. Smith: Yes, I still bowl. [When people asked], “How do you bowl?” I said, “Lousy, but I’m having fun.”
Mr. Kolb: Well, okay, it’s a game, right? It’s not for keeps, you know, you’re not paid to do it, so it’s okay. 

Mrs. Smith: So, you know, whatever comes along, I feel like I’m big enough to do it, that’s what I do.

Mr. Kolb: Yeah, okay. Well, very good. We’ll just sign it off here then, and it’s been very interesting. Learned a lot as usual. Thank you, Dot.

Mrs. Smith: Well, that’s good.

Mr. Kolb: Okay.

[end of recording]
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