John Beatty Memoir

' COPYRIGUT © 1987 SANGAMON STATE UNIVERS]TY; SPRINGFIELD, ILLINOIS.

“All rights reserved. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic or
,mechanical, including photocopying and recording o1 by any information storage or retrieval system, without
permission in writing from the Oral History Office, Sangamon State University, Sprmgfie]d NMinois 62708,




Preface

This manuscript is the product of a tape recorded interview conducted
by John Knoepfle in August 1957. Margie Towery transcribed the tape
and edited the transcript. Dr. Knoepfle reviewed the transcript.
This and other interviews in a series on steamboats and inland rivers
were produced urder the auspices of the Public Library of Cincinnati
and Hamilton County, Chio and Sangamon State University, Springfield,
Illinois.

John Beatty grew up along the Ohio River. His father was a man who
worked in various capacities along the river. As a boy John began
working for his father salvaging logs and machinery from the river.
He has subsequently worked as a diver, a marine surveyor, a salvage
expert and a pilot. His recollections about steamboats include the
explosion and fire of the Island Queen, the collision of the Belfont
and the City of Cincinnati, and the sinking of the G. W. McBride. He
also provides information about lumbering and log rafts, area
businesses, salvaging steamboats and life along the Chio River.

John Knoepfle was born in Cincimnati in 1923. He obtained his Ph.D.
in literature from Saint Iouis University in 1967. Dr. Knoepfle is
presently a professor of English at Sangamon State University. He was
named Illinois Author of the Year in October, 1986. John and his wife
Peg have one daughter and three sons.

During 1953-1955 while working as producer-director of an educational
television station, WCET-IV, Cincinnati, Dr. Knoepfle proposed a
project on steamboats and inland rivers. These river memoirs are a
result of the research collected during 1954-1960.

Readers of the oral history memoir should bear in mind that it is a
transcript of the spoken word, and that the interviewer, narrator and
editor sought to preserve the informal, conversational style that is
inherent in such historical sources. Sangamon State University and
the Public Library of Cincinnati and Hamilton County, Ohio are not
responsible for the factual accuracy of the memoir, nor for views
expressed therein; these are for the reader to judge.

The manuscript may be read, quoted and cited freely. It may not be
reproduced in whole or in part by any means, electronic or mechanical,
without permission in writing from either the Oral History Office,
Sangamon State University, Springfield, Illinois, 62794-9243 or the
Curator of Rare Books and Special Collections of the Public Library of
Cincimnati and Hamilton County, Chio.
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John Beatty, August 8, 1957.
John Knoepfle, Interviewer.

Q: . . . and aboard Captain John Beatty's boat, and we will talk
river again. All right. Captain, I dare you to give us a resume of
your river career.

A: Well, the start of it all, I am told was before I was born. My
father was building a stermwheel towboat called the Colonel for the
Ironton Lumber Company, and the machinery from that boat came off a
little gasoline boat that used to tow logs for the Cole and Crane
Company. While my father was bullding this boat, I understand that my
mother spent an awful lot of time sitting on the river bank watching
him. She wanted to be sure that I tuwrned out to be a river man, just
like my dad. So I guess that's about the earliest beginning any man
could have on the river. That particular boat-—just for the
record——was the first boat that the Ashland 0il and Refining Company
ever owned. She was sterrwheel, belt-drive, and she had a 16
horsepower single cylinder gasoline engine, with a pair of 32
horsepower flywheels on it. AaAnd the manufacture of the engine was
Spooce Brothers.

Q: Where were they located?

A: T really don't know., That's the only engine that I recall seeing
that was made by that company. I heard of a lot of them, but that's
the only one I ever saw. I followed arcund after my dad for a good
many years, and his brother and his father. At various times, I would
get a chance to go on a trip with them. They would go up the Big
Sandy River, and the Great Kanawha River and the Little Kanawha River,
and they would bring out strings of timber and then raft them out in
the Chio. Ard they would float them to the Cole and Crane mills at
Cincimmati primarily.

Ard at other times they would get rafts of c¢ross ties that came out of
small streams such as the Little Sandy River, which is today, I would
say, maybe thirty feet across, something like that. And they would
bring those cross ties out all rafted together. And they couldn't tow
them upstream, so they would take the raft apart, load them into a
barge by hand, and tow them upstream to a place at Ironton, Ohio,
called Park's Tie Elevator. The ties were then creoscted, some of
them, some of them they shipped green, without pressure-treating them.
Of course they were all loaded in railroad cars. There was quite a
nmurber of them that went to the DTEI Railroad which-~the Detroit,
Toledo and Ironton--which in later years belonged to the Ford Motor

Company. It's now part of the Pennsylvania System.




John Beatty 2

Q: Could you dilate a little about bringing those logs out of the Big
Sandy? I can't imagine, although I've talked to a number of men
who've talked about the logging.

A: Well, primarily, when the logs would come cut of the Big Sandy,
they would come out not in raft size but in what they called strings.
And as near as my memory serves me, I believe that it took six strings
to make a raft. I'd say the string of timber was maybe twelve to
fourteen feet wide and maybe sixty feet long. They would take these
various strmgsandputthemtogetlmraxﬂnakearaft. And there were
times that we would have as many as six rafts. That would cover quite
an area. And we would bore a hole in one of the logs on each end of
the raft, and insert about a two inch diameter hickory post, so to
speak, as a hinge for our sweep. And a sweep was a long willow pole,
anywhere from four to five inches in diameter at the one end to
practically one inch at the other end, maybe thirty feet long. 2And on
the end of that was a big board, maybe sixteen inches wide and twelve
feet long and maybe an inch and a half thick. So in other words, a
sweep was just a giant oar.

And sometimes ore man would row that raft and point it in the
direction he wanted it to go on one end, and maybe there'd be a man on
the other erxd, or three or four men, depe:ﬂmg on the size of the
raft. And you would travel, depending upon the river. This was going
on about the time that theywerebuildmgsomeofthelocksa:ﬁdaxms

I can recall some of the packet boats passing us. And sometimes we'd
tie up at night and sometimes we wouldn't. All we had was a couple of
coils of rope ard a good steamboat yawl, and maybe three men. And we
Jjust run the end of your line ashore. 2As I started to grow up, they'd
send me ashore with the yawl. They'd tie the line and give me an ax.
And when they'd run out of line, if they weren't stopped, they'd shout
to me to chop it. I'd chop the line, and they'd pull it aboard. I'd
get in the boat and come back ocut of the raft and get ready to run the
line again. Wwhich was a very crude way of doing things, but . . .

Q: And you'd be coming down the Chio and .

A: Well, what they would do is just turn that stuff loose, and it
just floated out of the river like the Big Sardy. The farther you got
down the Big Sandy, the bigyer you started building your raft. You'd
start out and you'd come down by a creek, and there may be siw strings
of timber in that creek. Well, you'd tie off what you had and go back
and pull those strings out and make them into a raft and add it to
what you already had. And the farther down the river you got, the
bigger the river was and the larger your raft of logs would become.

It would just gradually build up in size. And I've seen men coming
out of the Big Sandy River--they were just mountaineers—-and lots of
time—-they had the dam up at Catlettsburg——and they just ran a line
across the river and tied up the first raft, and the next raft would
come down. They'd put them all together. And then when they get all
the timber in there that that river could hold, they would throw that
dam, cut the line, and it would all come out of there, and rush out
into the Chio River., And men would be in water up to their waists.
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Winter, summer, didn't make any difference. They'd usually set me in
the rowboat, so I wouldn't get wet. And everybody else got wet. But
those mountaineers would not ride a raft out of the Big Sardy River.
They absolutely refused to go out on the Chio River. They were scared
to death,

Q: They were afraid of the big water?

A: They were just afraid of the big river. fThat's all there was to
it.

Q: Tt seems odd. I imagine it was more dangerous coming down the Big
Sandy?

A: Well, very definitely.
Q: It must have been a rough stream coming down the river.

A: Now a lot of the time, they would build a boom across the river
like the Big Sandy. In other words, they would just take fifteen or
twenty logs arxd chain them together one to the cther, sirgle file
fashion from end to end. And they'd just keep cutting timber and
rolling the logs in the river. They didn't care where they went.
Then they would all come down to this big boom. And after they got
all their timber cut and got all these loose logs—this was like a big
bunch of drift laying around. They were in all sorts of shape. They
would part this boom and bring those logs out of there one and two at
a time, and start to build them into strings and then into rafts.
Then they would proceed on down the stream.

Q: I guess it was just too bad if a boom broke, right?

A: Well, that did happen. Once in a while they'd get a little flash
flood and the boom would break. They'd spend weeks, sometimes months,
going down the river trying to f£ind their logs. And their logs could
be tied up behind shanty boats or in the trees. If they found them
tied up someplace, they knew that somecne in that vicinity had caught
them, they'd be a shanty boater, and they'd have to pay--as I recall,
they paid fifty cents a log, for catching a log and taking care of it.
I'm not real sure about that.

And there was very definitely a lot of people that would catch those
logs. And they'd take a brick or a rock and deface the brand which
was in the end of it. I remember one brand in particular was two C's,
Cole and Crane Lumber Company. I know of one sawmill that built what
they called a saw boat. They took a section of band saw and hooked it
onto a little steam engine and it worked very similar like a one man
crosscut saw. And they'd float these logs down along side of this
little saw boat and throw a chain around them. amd they'd start this
little engine up ard they would saw about six inches off the end of
this log. They would then take the butt of this log that had the
brand on it, throw it in the boiler, use it for fuel and destroy the
evidence all at the same time. And I've seen many, many logs
dehorned, so to speak.
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Q: Kind of a wild trade in its day up there.

A: Yes, I can recall seeing loggers with corks in their shoes, same
as they do up in the north woods yet today. They had those big corks
in there so they would run on the logs. And they had special tools.
Oh, you'd see two men, they usually worked in pairs. And they'd have
their steamboat yawl, as we know a steanboat yawl today, and you could
always see about a twenty foot pike pole, as they call them now. They
were always spike pole in those days. And there's usually two spike
poles, a couple of rafting axes, which is nothing more than just an
ordinary ax, like you see today, except that the head of the ax had
all surface on it about maybe two inches wide and maybe four inches
long. And they used that to drive their chain dogs, which was a
tapered wedge on each end of about five lergths of chain, which they
would drive into the logs and lay them over a strip that tied the
vhole raft together.

It's quite rare today that you even find a chain dog. I've been
locking almost a year for one now. It was cne of the things I noticed
that had never gotten into the museum at Marietta. And I'm looking
for one. We're dredging all the time now, and as soon as I find one,
or a dozen of them, I'm going to send them to the museum. They're
almost extinct.

Q: Well, I hear that Catlettsburg was a roaring town in those logging
days.

A: Well, yes, it was a roaring town. I can barely remember,

uncle came back during the first world war, and he took me to
Catlettsburg. And I recall walking into one saloon with him. I was
quite a young fellow at that time, maybe five years old at the most.
And I can recall walking into this bar on one street. We walked all
the way through it and come out on the next block. That barroom was a
city block long, and I do know that there was twelve saloons in that
cne block. And just in the last ninety days, all of those old saloon
buildings were torn down to make way for a flood wall.

Q: In this last ninety days?

A: In the last ninety days those buildings were just torn down. And
I was talking to a gentleman that has been around Catlettsburg for
sixty years, a gentleman by the name of Alec ILewis, who worked for
Ashland 0il and Refining Company for many, many years cn their old
sterrwheel towboats. And he was telling me about all the old relics,
old beer mugs and stone wine jugs, and stuff like that that they found
down in the old basements of those old buildings. They said there was
more darn relics, and everybody was just clamouring for the things.
But just two weeks ago, I passed by Catlettsburg and it just doesn't
look like the same town. Those old saloons are gone. It's a shame,
but that's the way it is.

Q: Those lumberjacks were just farmers turned lumberjacks during the
end of the planting season, I suppose, up there?
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A: Oh, they were just mountaineers. I've seen them with knives
similar to what we would call a hunting knife today, carried in a
little sheath on their belt. I recall one that was a real bad man.
Everybody was scared to death of him, and I can remember his pistol.
He carried a 44 pistol. It looked like one of those old frontier
pistols, with a great big hammer on it. And he was one of the fellows
that I was referring to, who was afraid to come out on the Chio River.
But he didn't fear any man. He was a real rough character.

Q: T imagine the companies squabbled a lot over the timber tracts.

A: Well, there was some squabbling. The Cole and Crane Lumber
Company someway or another tied up both the timber and the mineral
rights. They didn't cwn any of the ground. They leased those rights.
And after the Cole and Crane Lumber Company sawed out all this timber
and moved it out, it was discovered then the second growth on timber
was not too good. They finally went out of the lumber husiness.

And the end result was that they sold their leases to another company,
which is today the West Virginia Coal and Coke Corporation. And that
was the coal leases that West Virginia Coal and Coke had, they did not
own any property. All they did was lease the mineral rights, or they
bought those leases rather from Cole and Crane who had gone in
primarily for the timber, and just at the same time tied up the
mineral rights for no good reascn. 2aAnd then the West Vlrgmla Coal
and Coke Company bought those leases and started into the mining
business to get the coal into the power plants, basically to
Cincinnati, the Cincimnati Gas and Electric Company.

Q: That would be after Crane went out of business?

A: That is right,

Q: What year approximately was that, when they went out of business?
A: Well, I'd say that Crane went out of business about 1926 or 1927.
And Cole and Crane's lumber mills were on Eastern Averue in the
vicinity of--well, they laid between Kemper Lane and Collins Avenue.

Q: And there were a mmber of mills down here. I understand that
Cincinnati Marine Ways had their own mill. Is that right?

A: That's right. The Cincinnati Marine Ways was located in the 1800
and 1900 block on Eastern Avenue, which is about Iancaster Street.
That's at the site where I have my present barge landirx,

Q: I didn't know that.

A: That's right. And the old Marine Way tracks, the old timbers, are
still in there.

Q: They are?




John Beatty 6

A: ©h, yes. They're very visible. In fact, we find stuff in there
that washes out on the bank every now and then. For instance, just
recently there was big crank off of a sidewheel boat. It couldn't
have been a sterrwheel boat, it was entirely too big. It is about
fourteen inches in diameter, just the crank pin. There is a shaft and
a flange on it. As near as we can tell the flange is going to be
about eight feet in diameter. We've tried to lift it, and it's too
heavy. We have a twenty ton derrick and we can't pick it up. But I'm
getting a little bit away from where I started on the river,

Q: VYes, you are, But this has been an amazing diversion. I wonder
though, before you come back, if you could possibly-~—do you remember
any mills at Ironton?

A: Yes, I do. I remember the Whistler and Circe Inmber Company.

That was just a little bit east of Clark's Tie Elevator. 2nd I recall
when Whistler and Circe Mill burnt, and my father went in and
dismantled all the machinery and carted it away to the scrapyard.
After Clark's Tie Elevator was gone for many years--I think when I was
about fifteen years old--my grandfather came up with an idea how we
could make a lot of money one summer. His idea was that we would pick
up all the nails that had been in these tie strips, that they had
nailed these cross ties together when they were in wraps. They had
always piled those strips up and burnt them. And down in those wood
ashes in this big pit where they burnt these tie strips for years and
years were just tons and tons of these big square boat spikes. They
were cut nails. I guess you would call them cut nails. They were
made out of iron. They weren't steel. Amd I think that summer we got
something like twenty-five tons of them out of that pit, and carted
them off to the scrapyard. And at the same time, in the morning when
it was cool, we'd get the nails out of there, and in the afternoon
when it got hot, I'd go ocut in the river and go down on a spike pole.
We had a little boat there, and we'd feel around, and we'd feel a
cross tie. There was some of those ties that would not fleat. And
most of those rafts were made out on the bank on a flat place, and
they'd get them all rafted together out on the bank, then when the
river would rise they'd float them in. So when they started to tear
the rafts apart, some of those ties wouldn't float, they were s0 green
and water logged. 2And they would lose those sinkers, so to speak. So
we got 300 sinkers out of that hole, for which we got thirty-five
cents a piece for them. And I'd do that in the afternoon when it was
too hot to pick up nails, I'd go swimming and get out four or five
cross ties a day.

Q: VWhat year was that, do you recall?

A: Well, I would say that was in about 1927 or 1928. And I recall
that there was a tie yard at that time. A gentleman by the name of
Culbertson ran a cross tie yard. And he kept all his cross ties
standing on end. They were stacked up, =o to speak, and they looked
like an Indian teepee. It was just what they looked like. fThey were
big at the bottom and small at the top, and he did that to air-dry
them. And after he air-dried them so they would absorb creosote, then
he would creosote them. He had a big vat of creosote there that they




John Beatty 7

would put a 1id on. Then they turned the steam pressure on it, and
drove that creosote right in the tie.

Then the next mill below the Clark's Tie Elevator was the Nye Lumber
Company. And that was at the foot of Heckler Street. And that, I
believe, belonged to Bill Nye. He had a couple of boys that were in
school just a couple of years older than I was. And I used to go over
there and monkey around the mill. They had an old fellow there who
was superintendent of the mill and his name was Jack Welch.

Q: A Welshman, too, I bet?

A: Well, I believe he was. And he had a fellow with him all the time
as a helper, by the name of Herner, Poke Herner. I never knew his
other name. And they both stuttered. I'm telling you to hear those
two guys in a corversation, well, you could go cut to lunch and come
back, amd they still hadn't got to the source of what they were
talking about.

Golly, there goes one of my boats down the river.
Q: Which one is that?

A: You're sitting here working, and I'm having fun, and making money
at the same time.

Q: Yes, indeed. That's pretty good.
A! You just can't beat that, can you?
Q: No, sir.

A: Anyway, these two fellows did all the maintenance work around this
mill. And they repaired chain dogs. They'd weld the links back
together, broken ones. They'd take broken ones and make good ones out
of them. Just anything to keep themselves busy. And they maintained
a fire watch around the mill, so that they didn't have fires. See
that the fire barrels were kept filled and all that sort of thing.
Just a couple of maintenance men. I was watching them one day over in
the blacksmith shop, and they were welding a rim together for one of
their wagons that they carted lumber through the mill en. They got it
real hot and set it on the anvil, and old Jack Welch said, "He . . .
he .. .he. .. he. . .hit it, Poke." 2And Poke said, "We . . . we
. . < We. . .vwhere? He said, "Go . . . g0 . . . goddurn, it's too
cold now!" (laughter) But they were a couple of characters.

End of Side One, Tape One

A: Then there was another mill just below there called the Faron
Lumber Company. And T don't know just exactly what street that was in
Ironton anymore. I know that it was very close to a company there
called the Ironton Mantel Works. And the only thing that that company
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made was mantels for fireplaces, wood mantels. And they watched all
of those mills, and picked out the very choicest lumber that came out
of all of those mills around there.

There was one more big lumber company there that I just barely
remember. And the only reason that I remember that is from the size
of some of the boards that they used to come ocut with. And that was
the Yellow Poplar Lumber Company, which was up at about the mouth of
Ice Creek., That was almost up in Coal Grove, which was a little bit
too far for me as a kid to get away from home. 2And I have seen boards
thirty feet long and four feet wide out of the most beautiful golden
yellow poplar that you have ever seen. 2And they cut that for panels,
for wagons, doors for automobiles, and such as that., That was the
forerumer of plywood. They used those large boards the same as you
would use plywood today. ©Oh, they were terrific things.

And that lumber mill, as time went on, was bought out by the Indiana
Flooring Company, which went into hardwood flooring. 'They bought
their hardwood in the south and barged it up the river, which was
responsible for the forming of the Indiana Belfont Transportation
Company. They had ten barges, ten steel barges, and a 360 horsepower
sterrmwheel diesel boat built. They combined their tomnage with the
Belfont Ironworks Company, who had a wire nail mill and two big blast
furnaces. They shipped pig iron to Cincinnati, to Iouisville, in fact
they even tock some of it as far as Memphis. They would take barge
loads of nails and wire, barbed wire, fence wire of all kinds, any
kind of nail you could think of, staples, and so forth. aAnd they
would take the pig iron and the nails south, and they would tow lumber
back, rather than return the empty barge. So to speak, the two
companies got married in their transportation. and that was the
Indiana Belfont Transportation Company, which was made up of the
Indiana Flooring Company and the Belfont Irorworks Company.

Q: You might have heard of an earlier mill there? We taped a man
named Tom Wagner and he was from Ironton.

A: There was ancther big lumber company there called the Ironton
Lumber Comparny. And I can recall the big brick burner stack that they
had there, where they burnt their slabs. A slab is the first cut off
of a log ard the last cut. And they burnt as many of them as they
could to make steam to power the mill, but they still had some of them
that they couldn't do anything with. In later years, there got to be
so many of those tie poles--they used to twrn them loose--but the
goverrment stopped them from turning that stuff loose, and made them
bring it up the hill and burn it. So they had what they called a
burner stack, which was nothing more than just a big round brick stack
with openings in it. And they just keep sticking this stuff in there
endways. It was just a gilant fireplace, so to speak. 2And I remember
my dad wrecked that mill. And the rails that came down the incline
that they hauled the logs up on the little cars, we put those T-rails
on a johnboat. And we tock them one at a time and took them up about
three miles up the river, and pulled them out on the bank. That was
quite a job for a man and a little boy to load those rails on that
rowboat.
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The Ironton Waterworks was just below the Ironton ILumber Company, and
they had in 1903 put a very fine water system in, which consisted of a
24 inch cast-iron pipe in twelve foot lengths. They had taken six
lengths of that out on the bank, and hot leaded the joints, corked it
very well with corking irons. They'd swell the lead after they poured
it in there. Then they'd hammer it and cause it to expand in the
joints. And then they would roll it in the river with pieces of
manila line under it, tied on to whiskey barrels. They floated that
pipe in position in six joints at a time. And they would cut the
first two barrels, which would let the one end of the pipe go down,
and the diver would insert the male end of the pipe he was trying to
put in into the female end of the pipe he already had in. And he got
that all entered, then he'd come back and cut loose a couple more
barrels, and go back and feel it until he'd get it just like he wanted
it. And then he would cold lead that with lead wool.

And that pipeline crossed the river. There is a little concrete
tunnel still visible just above the Ironton bridge on the ¢hio side.
And that pipeline crossed the river. It went cut maybe 150 feet from
the Chio shore, and then it had a big ball and socket flexible joint
in it. And then it angled over about maybe a 30 degree angle, over
towards the mouth of Bear Creek, which was over at Russell, Kentucky.
And that pipeline then had another ball and socket flexible joint, and
it went straight up the Kentucky side about maybe 150 feet out in the
river from what is now the normal pool line. That pipeline went up
then to about what is Oak Street in Ironton, which is maybe a mile, up
the Rentucky side. And they had some six foot cast iron pipe on its
end in six foot lengths. And they had sixteen welds made out of
those. They dug the holes and inserted them. And they had some big
s;:ree.ns in the bottom of them. In other words, it was more or less a
filter bed,

My grandfather was the inspector for the city when that thing was
installed. And they used it for a while, and then it got to the point
where they were getting too much iron in their water. 2And they
decided to build a new waterworks, which as a very small boy about
maybe six years old, I can remember the tremendous hole that they dug
in the ground, in about 1920 I would say. And my grarifather was the
inspector on the new waterworks when they built that.

S0 as the years wore on, for some unknown reason, my father bought
that pipeline. The old waterworks was dismantled and I think he gave
one hurdred dollars for that pipeline. He didn't know what he was
going to do with it, had no idea that he'd ever be able to get it out
or anything, but he bought it. I guess he owned it maybe ten to
fifteen years at least. And all of a sudden one day he decided that
we better get it out of there. And I dismantled that pipeline in
1940, And we got more than enough money out of the lead in those
Joints in that pipeline to pay for the removal of the whole thing.
And when we got through, we had seven hundred tons of the nicest cast
iron that you ever seen in your life, which we sold to the Newport
Steel Company over here during the war.
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Then getting back to this boat called the Belfont--TI don't know
whether you ever heard about it or not--but the Belfont is the koat
that had a collision with the 01ty of Cincimnati. Tt . It wrecked one of
her sidewheels and scalded the engineer to death on the City of
Cincinnati.

Q: No, I didn't know that.

A: Well, it happened below Carrollton at about Notch Lick Light, very
close to the little creek that comes in called Indian Kentucky River.
There's been all sorts of stories about the thing. I was on the
Belfont, had been working as an oiler, and my dad was capta:i.n on it.
For some reason or other, when we got to Cincimmati on this trip
south--the boat was going to Memphis~-the company decided that my dad
should get off and go someplace else. He was gradually getting away
from riding the boats so much, and he'd go to various places and
unload these barges. They dropped them off all over the place. 2And
he'd stay there and see that these barges were unloaded properly, and
that the customers got what was coming to them and so forth. He was
kind of a master of transportation, so to speak for them. So when
he'd get off the boat, I'd get off the boat. We got off the boat in
Cincinnati and a pilot by the name of Roy lee Hughes got on the boat.

They had an unusual situation on that boat. When the engineer would
go back in the gear room, which was some sixty or seventy feet from up
in the main engine room, always when he'd go back there to grease,
he'd step to the pilothouse door and say, "I'm going to the back end
to grease." And he did just exactly that. Roy Hughes had never been
on the boat before., They hadn't shown him too much about the boat.

He didn't know whether she handled with a clutch or whether the erxyine
had to stop arnd then be reversed, or just exactly how she did work.
He'd never handled her any at all. So this engineer, his name was Zeb
Drummonds. He was a young fellow about twenty years old. Arnd his
father had come cut on the boat criginally as chief engineer. His
father's name was Clarence Drummonds. They were just farmers. If
there had been a little dirt on the boat, I would have expected to see
several rows of corn growing on the roof, because they were just
farmers. Nice fellows, but as I say, all they knew was how a fix a
plow, so to speak. So Zeb Drummonds did step to the pilothouse door
and say, "I'm going back in the gear room to grease." And Roy Hughes
remarked, "Well, grease her up good." And he was going down the
river, nice and dark.

So the reason that the engineer did that was that there was a jingle
bell back in the gear room and when you told the pilot that you were
going back there to grease, if you were going to have to change the
speed of the engine or stop her or anything, you'd reach down and
jingle that bell back there in the gear room, giving him time to get
up to the engine room before you'd ring the bells for what you wanted
to do. There were no indicators, all bells. So he rang a bell to
stop her. Of course, there was no engineer in the engine room. The
man didn't know. He imagined that the erngine changed speed or that he
was backing, and he changed his rudders to backing position, to kack
away from the man, which naturally the boat was still coming ahead,
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and steered her right into him. Well, he knew where the gong bell
was, which was the last resort for all the power that was on the boat.
Just about that time, the engineer walked in the engine room and he
hears the gong bell. And boy he really put it all on her. And they
hit the City of Cincinnati a pretty good pop. That boat was steering
right into her, Just as hard as she could go. It wasn't done
intentionally. It was just merely a matter that nobody explained to
Roy Hughes just how you operated the boat. It wasn't the engineer's
fault. It wasn't really Roy Hughes' fault. But the end result was
that the tow knees were knocked down on the Belfont, and the barge she
had in tow run over her head, upset her pilothouse, turned her
pilothouse backwards. And well, just about cut one wheel off the City
of Cincinnati. And as I said, broke the master steam line and scalded
the engineer to death. There's been a lot of stories flying around
about what happened on that boat ard that is the true story of exactly

what happened.
Q: I'm glad to know that.

A: Now there's also another rumor. I've never gotten it direct from
any of the people that was on the boat. But I understand there was
qulte a poker game going on on the City of Cincinnati when this
accident happe.ned And the only person in the pilothouse was the cub
pilot. What his name was I do not know. But that was the rumor that
went on on the collision as far as the City of Cincimnati was
concerned.

But I traipsed around after my dad, and one thing led on to ancther.
The first thing that I really got mixed up in was the dismantling of a
blast furnace ocut in Iawrence County, back of Ironton. My dad was
working for a company in 1924. It was the R. & J. Stern Company.

They were scrap iron merchants. A couple of very fine Brooklyn
Indians. But they bought him a brand new 1924 Maxwell touring car.
And the idea was to haul the men back and forth to the job. It was
some twenty-five miles out there. Mostly they hauled oxygen and
acetylene in the back seat of that car. 'They made a truck out of it.
It lasted about three months, and it was a total wreck. (laughter)

But anyway, that's the first place I ever drove a Model T Ford. They
had a Model T Ford truck. And I can see those men way up on those
ovens, cutting the rivets out, dismantling this thing, and they had a
pleceofropetledonthebackofthistnlck Andrryjobwastoback
this truck up and they'd tie onto a sheet. I'd go ahead a little bit
and get the weight of the sheet on the rope. 2And they'd turn it
loose. 1'd back up, and let it down on the ground. I'd say that I
was maybe nine years old around that time, something like that.

I was working every day. We worked twelve hours a day. But I
wouldn't go to school, so my dad was trying to make me go to school.
He was going to make me sick of working.

That furnace, after it was all dismantled, was moved into Ironton,
Chio and added to a small furnace that they called Sarah furnace.
They even moved the car bins in, and all the carriages, and some of
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the cranes, and just all sorts of parts from this old furnace. They
practically built a new furnace out of all this old junk. And that
furnace made a lot of pig iron that was shipped on this Indiana
Belfont Transportation Company. And they built the cranes out on the
river bank to load it into the barges. They suddenly discovered that
they needed some ice piers to tie their barges behind. It would make
it a lot easier, to hold their barges off of the bank. So they had
then quite a nail mill there called the Kelly Nail Mill in Ironton.
And T recall those big grindstones that they used to grind their dies
on. Some of the stone were two and a half feet across the face, and
maybe nine to ten feet in diameter. And they had grooves and raised
places on these stones., The stones were kept dressed to fit certain
diameters on dies, where they would draw the wire down to various
sizes. Instead of having a complete machine shop, a fellow would Jjust
take these dies and go in there and take the two halves apart and hold
it on the grindstone and sharpen it up again. Put the two halves
together and go on back. They had an old left-handed monkey wrench
and a ball peen hammer and a pair of pliers, and a coal chisel. And
that's all the tools they had to run a wire nail mill with.

But they dismantled this mill, and they decided that we should drill
some holes in those big grindstones, and bust those stones up, put
them on a truck in pieces that one man could 1ift. 2And we'd truck
them down to the river, put them on a little barge. And we built a
crib out of six-by-eights, something like a cross tie, only about
twenty feet long. We piled them one on top of ancther, about like
Lincoln Logs that kids play with today. Just sort of a cribbing. And
we put a one inch floor in the bottom of that thing. We'd build it
about four or five feet deep and we'd put a few rocks in it. That
would pull it down in the water a little more. And we'd build up scome
more timber on it till we'd finally get it setting on the bottom.

Then once we got it on the bottom, we just bailed that whole thing all
full of rocks. It couldn't go anyplace. It wasn't going to move.
Every so often they'd stick a rod through there, and put a big ring on
the end of it to tie ropes into. And that went all the way through
the pier and through a timber on the other side with a big nut and a
washer on it. That's how you fastened on to it. We built that pier
that way. My grandfather had built many of them like that, I found
out later on. One of the things that was built like that was this
Coney Island dike up here.

Q: TIs that so?

A: Yes, he worked for a contractor by the name of John Shipman. And
that's where my name of John comes from, John Shipman. He named my
uncle John after John Shipman, called him John Shipman Beatty. And
that's where my name of John comes from. He built the Coney Island
dike, or I say he built it, he worked for John Shipman, who was the
prime contractor on the job, in 1898, And according to my
grandfather, he installed the first set of spuds on a derrick boat
around 1899 or 1900. To his knowledge, it was the first time there
had ever been such a thing as a spud put on a derrick boat. And that
was John Shipman's idea. My grandfather was a ship carpenter. From
Coney Island dike up here, they went to Kerova, West Virginia and
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built a dike up there at Twelvepole, which is just above Kenova. 2And
vwhere they went from there I don't know, it's been so long since he
told me these things. He died in 1936. Ard he was 87 years old when
he died. Quite a spry old fellow.

During the lapse of time from about 1926 and 1929, this Indiana
Belfont Transportation Company got interested in barging material for
other pecple. And they started to boating cement for the Alpha
Portland Cement Company and the Superior Cement Company, which were
both local companies within a thirty or forty mile radius of Ironton
there. They stumbled onto one real good jcb, which was a state
highway, Number 7, that ran from Parkersburyg, West Virginia into a
little town called Fly, Chio.

Q: I have been through Fly.

A: Well, that's quite a town. If you've been up Route 7, all the
concrete highway--all of that cement--was barged in there. It was my
father's responsibility to see that it arrived on time, to see that it
was unloaded. He'd just pull into an old muddy river bank and set up
a little old belt conveyor, and up the hill comes the cement. You'd
build a tar paper shack to store it in, and we'd use two or three
barge loads a week. Well, still wanting to be around with my dad all
the time, I wouldn't stay on the boat in the summertime. So I got a
Jjob as water boy for a dollar and a quarter a day. Arnd some place
along the line, I don't know how it happened, but my father heard of
some real good red whiskey that came from up around Monongahela,
Permsylvania. They were getting that cement, part of it, from up in
there, so he just told scme of the boys on the boat to bring him down
five or six gallons. So they'd buy it and hang it on a piece of wire
on the ladder down in one of the barges in the rake, and tell him
which barge it was in, and he owed them so much money. Well,
sometimes it was good red whiskey and sometimes it was just moonshine,
but he'd fix that real easy.

Q: This was during Prohibition then?

A: ©Oh, very definitely. Prohibition wasn't ended until about 1933.
But I've seen him just take a piece of red cak and a plane, and make
himself a few shavings. And put them in a pie pan in the oven until
they char almost to the peoint of taking fire in the oven, and just put
it in the gallon jug. It makes the prettiest red whiskey you ever
saw.

Q: TIs that so?

A: Oh, yes, you can't tell the difference. But anyway, there was a
bunch of=-I don't know what they were, Italians or what they were--but
they were all foreigners. They came from up around Fairmont, West
Virginia. And being a good water boy, I had to carry a few short
half-pints which we called little boys. And we got a dollar and a
half for a short half-pint. I think he paid six dollars a gallon for
this lightning, so to speak. So we made pretty good money. Of
course, I had the chaser with me, because I was the water boy. That
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got to be such a thriving business that delivery by towboat wasn't too
good, so we found another source of supply. I had a little motorboat
the second year we were on this job. And I'll never forget, there was
a detour on this road.

End of Side Two, Tape One

A: . . , this moonshine or good red whiskey, that we were picking up,
as I say, was in these ice cream packers. And we'd bring about forty
gallons at a time, 10 gallons in each packer. Then we'd have our
motorboat tied down on the lock wall. We'd pull up cn the inside of
the lock wall, and go up and get cur packers, and put them in the
boat. 2and then we'd go back up to the store and get these short
half-pint bottles. I guess they were about six ounces. We'd get
enouch of those bottles to bottle the forty gallons. And I remember
they had screw tops on them. They were metal lids and screw tops, and
we would bring that down the river.

I'd usually take this fellow that was bottling the stuff and selling
it. I'd take his boy--he was about a year younger than myself. His
name was Dale Beaver. And I've lost track of him, but I have a
sneaking idea that he's a pilot. There's a Dale BeaVerupmthat
part of the country that works for one of the sand companies up there.
AndIhearhlmontheradloeverynwandthen Ihaveasnea}mg
idea that that's the same boy, because all the Beavers were river
pecple. They had towboats and barges and ferryhoats, and they were
always mixed up in the river business of some kind. I know we used to
come down with this motorboat.

And this Howard Beaver lived right in front of Grape Island. And
that's right where we were unloading the cement. 2As we came arcund
the head of Grape Island, if there were many strange cars—-this house
was kind of up on the side of the hill--and if there were any strange
cars around there, we wouldn't land. We'd go down arourd the foot of
the island and come up on the other side and get rid of ocur ice cream
packers and our bottles and so forth, just set them over on the
island, some place where they couldn't be seen. We'd be careful we
didn't leave any tracks. Then we'd come over and we'd go on up around
the island, just as if we were out boat riding. We'd come down to the
house then and tie up.

And this one time, we noticed three very strange cars. We had never
seen them before. And since there wasn't any travel on the road--it
wasn't open to traffic—-the only cars that would be on that road would
be men that were working on the job or people that lived in that
vicinity. So we knew every car. So there was three strange cars
there. We got rid of this load and rode up around the island and come
back.

Of course, we had been posted real well, don't open your mouth, don't
tell nobody nothing. We no sooner landed that boat than there was
half a dozen men all over that boat, just immediately, wanted to know
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where we'd been, what we'd been doirxy, when we left, and what we went
around behind the island for, and everything. So we finally explained
to them we were just boat riding. We rode up to Beaver Town, and we
came down and decided to go around the island before we tied up. And
that was it.

Well, nothing would have it, but that they had to go for a boat ride
with us. They wanted to see what we did around that island. They
found a couple of little willow leaves laying on the deck, which more
or less told them that we had been next to the willows shortly before
that, because the leaves weren't wilted and so forth. They were
pretty sharp characters.

So we went around that island and they wanted to pull in one place.
And we said, "We can't pull in there, there isn't any water there.
There isn't any water there, we'll get aground." They said, "Well,
we'll pull in there anyway." But we didn't care, that wasn't the
place anyway. We were just sharp enough to throw them off. They
said, "Well, that looks like there's been a boat in there some time or
another, so let's go in there." We said, "Oh, we might go aground if
we go in there." So they pulled in and tramped all around. They
couldn't find anything., Where we'd dumped our load was way up on the
middle of the islard. And we had gotten ocut of the boat and waded
ashore with the darn thmg I guess those willow leaves were hung on
our clothes or something and had fallen off on the deck. But they
didn't find the whiskey. 2and the only thing they found was one
gallon, which they kept. They had two buckets in this well. And they
kept a gallon of whiskey in this one bucket all the time. Good, cold
whiskey. What you did was just go out and get yourself a good cold
drink of whiskey any time you wanted it.

But that's the only thing that they caught him with was one gallon.

He said he had it for his own use, and he got away with it. So we
eventually got to keeping some of a this whiskey down on the derrick
boat after that. And we only used this derrick boat about a couple of
times a month. Which meant that we didn't build a fire in it. So all
we'd do is just open the door on the boiler and just lay all these
pints of whiskey in there. And we had a lot of fresh kindling, ard we
had a fire all set. All you had to do was light it. Anybody looked
in that boiler, it looked like the fire was ready to go. But under
that kindling was more half-pint bottles of whiskey than you could
ever shake a stick at.

But we eventually finished that job at that particular location and
moved on up the river. 2and the next year the whole job was finished.
Igotajobupﬂaeretakmgcareofthecomeyors. It was up to me to
keep gasoline in the engines and keep the conveyors greased and so
forth, which was kind of a dull job as far as I was concerned. And I
talked to the boss and I told him along my lunch hour I could grease
them. And I could come in a half hour early in the morning and gas
them up. And have a couple of extra cans arourdd there, and I could
run out and gas them up in between times. Scshcwaboutglvmgmea
laborer's job, as well? I did both jobs. He was already paying me
seventy-five cents an hour to grease these conveyors. But the




John Beatty 16

laborer's got thirty-five cents an hour. So I did pretty well. I was
holding down two jobs. I was just a kid, and all the men around there
liked me pretty well. I'd been peddling whiskey and drinking water to
them for a long time and knew them all real well. So they kind of
helped me through. I wasn't man enough to carry cement all day long.
But I kind of coined money. And I got to the point where I got to be
kind of a fancy dude on my dress and so forth. T had more money than
anybody. We worked about eighteen hours every day in the summertime
when those jobs were going on.

Then we, as I say, we finished those road building jobs and in early
1929, I'd say sometime around July, thmgs just kind of folded up.

and due to this accident of the Belfont hitting the City of
Cincinnati, the company was just about to go broke. The Indiana
Flooring Company folded up. They dropped out of the thirgy, and then
they even changed whistles on this Belfont. 2nd painted her name out.
They did everything to keep the U.S. . Marshal from catching her. He
was trying to put a sticker on her and tie her up for damages to the
City of Cincimmati.

So there was some old steel work--they had started to build a bridge
at Ironton without a permit from the U.S. Engineers. The Engineers
kept telling them to stop. They paid no attention to them. They
didn't get any permit at all. They got the piers built. Ard they
even started up with some of the steel work. They started cut in this
channel span and they put some false work up and put the first beams
on there. And they were going to build both ways from this one pier,
build a cantn.lever span. Just hang a piece of steel on one side and
then a piece on the other side and balance it all the way across the
river. Well, just about the time they go on their way right good, the
u.s. Englnee.rs came along with a ¢rew of men and some cutting torches.
They just stopped in there and burnt the whole thing down, and threw
it in the river. Just to prove to them that they meant business.

Q: What year was that?

A: Well, I don't know what year it was that they did that. But I do
know that we went back up to this bridge pier on a Sunday. My dad had
rented a derrick boat from the Indiana Belfont Transportation Company.
They no longer had a job for him. He was out of a job. So he knew
about a little scrap iron and junk laying around here and there, and
he had bought this pipeline that I referred to a while back. And he
decided that since his little boy was a pretty good swimmer, that he
might as well make a diver out of him. And we'd go up and get this
scrap iron out of the river.

I remember we started out on a Sunday morning for some reason or
another about five o'clock. We had this little motorboat. And we
were towing an empty barge on this derrick boat. We got up under the
Ironton bridge. There was a piece of wood block rolled up from under
the derrick boat and got in the wheel of that motorboat, and stalled
the engine. And I can remember just as plain asg if it was yesterday,
going in swimming at seven o'clock in the morning, going under that
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motorboat and digging that block of wood ocut of that wheel. We went
on up the river.

My dad looked over at Russell, Kentucky--and the city of Russell used
to get their water out of the river—and there was an old steam pump
down there on an incline. "Well," he said, "I guess we might as well
get that pump while we're at it. I'll go over here and find out who
it belongs to." So we landed over there next to the pump and he went
up on the hill. There was a little house up there that used to be the
boiler house, there were people living in it. He said, "Well, who
owns that pump down there?" And they said, "Well, the city gave it to
the preacher." He said, "“Well, where can I find the preacher?" They
said, "He's in the church down there, just a few doors down. You'll
have to hurry if you want to talk to him because church is about ready
to start." So he went down to the church, got a hold of the preacher,
made a deal with him on a Sunday morning, and bought that pump right
there and paid him in cash. I think he gave him $10 for it, as near
as I can remember. And he come back trotting up the street, and he
said, "Okay, put a line on here and haul her aboard. She belongs to
us." So we ran a line out there and pulled her aboard this derrick.

I guess the old pump maybe weighed a ton and a half or something like
that.

But we went on up to this bridge, which was maybe two miles on up
above there. Those piers were right in front of Armco Steel's big
plant there at Ashland, the rolling mill, On the Chio side, I believe
the Ironton iron blast furnace was right there., The Barrett Division
of the Allied Chemical and Dye Company has a big plant in there now.
And those steel beams and so forth were all laying in there in all
sorts of shapes. So I started out, got in the water and would put
wire slings around then. Some of them the water was only up to my
shoulders. Suddenly scme of the stuff was a little too deep for me.

I just couldn't do it.

So where in the world my dad come up with a automcbile tire pump I
don't know and a little piece of hose. He gave me a five gallon paint
bucket and he turned that upside down and wired this small hose up in
the thing. And he tied a great big shackle, must weigh about fifteen
or twenty pounds, on to the bale of the bucket. I can remember havirng
that bucket over my head and this bale under it, and that big old
shackle on there. He's up on deck with an automobile tire pump,
putping air, and I'm breathing the air that's in the bucket upside
down. And we got all that steel. I guess we got fifty or sixty tons
of steel out of there. That was my first taste of diving. I've been
around divers at various times, and had held their lines and got to
talk to them on the telephone, and I thought that was wonderful.

Q I just want to pause here to identify that background noise, which
is a tow going down.

Ar Yes, that T believe is the—-I thought for a minute it was the
, but I don't believe it is. I don't recognize those guard
11ghts It sounds like the old Lin Smith which is now the Cincimnati.
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She belongs to the Mississippi Valley Barge Line. That's what she is.
I recognize the exhaust and those licghts.

We got that steel out of the river; as I say, that was about in July
of 1929. We dropped back down to the Ironton bridge and started to
work on this old waterworks pipeline. We found it, took a water hose
and jetted a hole under it, and got a sling around it. We eventually
broke it off and got started to go across the river with it. We were
going to take the whole thing up at that time, or at least we thought
we were. But we only had a five ton derrick boat, and it started
coming out in six lengths at a time. And each one of those things
weighed fifteen tons. We were, just weren't about to get them out of
there. So we abandoned that job.

We took the equipment back that we had rented. I think my dad paid
fifty dollars a day for the use of that equipment. And the way he had
it figured, we had it one day and we got, oh, $500 or $600 worth of
scrap iron for $50 expenditure. So in times that were starting to get
real tough, that was pretty good, especially since my dad had gone
into a little private enterprise of his own.

At one time, I guess when I was about ten years old, he'd gotten away
from the river and started a sawmill of his ewn. And I used to carry
water up there to the boiler for the mill out of the creek. 2And he
kind of cornered the market on wooden lathe for houses, plaster lathe.
The only thing that upset his deal was that he got ahold of some
tinber that had been in a forest fire that had burnt all the trees
about six foot up from the ground. And it made beautiful lathe,
basswood most of it was. Some of it was poplar. It was very fine
lathe, sawed nice, good and straight, until you put the plaster mud on
it. And when it got wet, why it would just twist from one end to the
other and kick the plaster off onto the floor. He had that on 35
houses before he discovered it. He felt obligated to give the people
their money back if they paid for the lathe, and to pay for the
expense they'd gone to of putting it on, and also for the plaster.
But he eventually paid that out. 2about four years after he left the
town, he eventually got all these bills paid.

But he came to Cincinnati in October of 1929 and went to work for the
Cincinnati Sheet Metal Roofing Company. And he's been there as
terminal superintendent ever since.

Q: Was he with Cole and Crane before?

A: Well, he was kind of an independent contractor. The only time
he'd work for companies, like when he'd go captain on a boat, was just
in between his own enterprises. While he was trying to think up a new
idea, something else to get into, why, he'd go out and go to work for
some big company. I started out seriocusly to go to school when we got
to Cincimmati. Of course, I'd been kind of going to school kind of
spasmodically. I'd gotten through the seventh grade math. I had some
first year high school subjects, but I wasn't too smart. I wasn't
doing too good. I was always fascinated by electrical energy. I was
fooling with high tension coils, and I just wanted to know more about
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it. So about the time we came to Cincinnati, I decided that I was
going to be an electrical engineer. I'd seen a lot of hard work and
had done a lot of it, and it just didn't make sense to go on and do
it, because I just took one lock at my dad.

He had worked like the devil all his life, and all he wound up with
was debts. There were a lot of times we didn't have too much to eat.
And the fellow says after working like he did--I mean he'd get right
in the water and roll these logs and find the end of the log sticking
up out, and the other end being——and he'd get right in the river and
roll it out of there just by brute force. The fellow worked hard. He
tried hard, but it seemed like every time he got to the point where he
just had it made, scmething happened. He was a very thrifty
individual. T think one of the things that was against him was he'd
see a chance to make some money by doing a certain job. As soon as
he'd get that job, he'd go ocut and canvas all the scrapyards, and pick
up all the old junk, and make the tools to do that job with. But by
the time he got those tools made, he no longer had use for the tools.
The job was gone. And if he got a breakdown on something homemade,
he'd put a bunch of gears together and build himself a hoisting engine
or just anything. But if it broke down, he couldn't replace that
part. It wasn't a stock item. And that's the way he lived. Take
nothing in your two hands and make something out of it. And he is
still that way.

That's one of the things that he and I discuss. We never argue, he
says, "Why, jiminy,, down in the scrapyard there's a hoist engine down
there that will just do that job. What do you want to buy a new
engine for?™ I say, "Dad, a hundred years ago that was all right.

But today, you buy something that you can replace."

And that's the way we have to do it today. He doesn't understand
that. He'll sit down someday and he'll take, for instance, a deck
chair off of his pleasure boat. And he'll go down and he'll spend as
much money on tacks and canvas, and varnish the woodwork all up on
that chair and make it look like a new one. But he has more mcney
invested in the thing than he could go buy one factory made. He could
run down here to the yachting store and buy one in five minutes. And
maybe he'll work two days on it. But he saves money. He doesn't
count his time worth anything. Well, that day is gone., It's
definitely gone. There's a man to me, I would say anybody that can
hire that man--you take attorneys and different professional men and
so forth, they're quite proud of the fact that they're worth thirty
dollars an hour I've seen that man just sit down and work fifteen or
twenty hours on something that he could buy for five dollars. He has
the patience of Job and he'll just work and work and work. And it's
his training. My grandfather was the same way. And I understand that
my grandfather's father was the same way. But he's a wonderful guy.
He's a peach.

Q: Well, come back on the river now.

A: Well, I started to school here in Cincinnati, the old Electrical
Trade School. And they bounced me around from one department to the
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other. That just suited me fine, because all I wanted to get was the
basic fundamentals. And then the rest of it I could get out of a
bock. T duplicated some of the books that they had, which I don't
know whether that was smart or not, T probably should have gotten some
different views on the thing, but all of a sudden cne day I decided I
was going to quit school. T knew all the answers. I think by then I
was about sixteen.

I came home one day and Dad said, "I understand you've cquit school."
And I said, "Yeah, that's right." He said, "Well, you're going to
have to work." I said, "Well, I'm locking." "Well," he said, "you're
not looking very hard." He said, "I'1ll tell you what. When you find
a job, you can start eating around here again." I found cne pretty
doggone fast. He announced that at breakfast one morning and by noon
that day I had myself a job. It wasn't much of a job, and it wasn't
what I felt that I was trained for. I got a job down at Eighth and
Main Street, at Schnittger's Drug Store. I was playing nursemaid to a
mop. I got nine dollars a week. I was jerking sodas, running
errands, serving lunches, and mopping floors. Nine bucks a week. I
kept that job for a good while. Nine dollars a week was pretty darn
good in the depression, especially for a sixteen year old kid who's
lucky to have a job.

Well, the Greene Line boat and the Betsy Ann were going to have a
race. It was going to be on Saturday afternocn. I went to Mrs.
Schnittger, and I said, "Going to be a steamboat race today, and I
just got to see it." "Well," she said, "you can see it all right, if
it's after five o'clock. I'll let you off a half hour early." I
usually worked till 5:30, six days a week, nine bucks. And I said,
"Well, Mrs. Schnittger, I just got to be off at noon. I'll stay here
and serve lunches. That steanboat race is going to be about 1:30.
And T can run down to the river from there, but I got to see that
race." '"Well," she said,"it's either stay here and take care of your
jeb or you won't have one." And I said, "Well, maybe you don't
understand, but the steamboat is more important to me than all the
drugstores in the world., I just got to see those steamboats race.
That's all there is to it." "Well," she said, "you don't need to come
back Morday." So that was the erd of my soda jerking.

Well, I fooled around and fooled around, and finally my dad said,
"Look, when are you going to get yourself a job?" Now he was all in
favor of my going to see that steamboat race. I explained to him that
I was going to lose my job. And he thought that Mrs. Schnittger was
very narrow-minded that she'd make a boy that loved the river stand up
there and jerk sodas and scrub floors when there was a steamboat race
going on. Couldn't let him off just a half a day. So he was all for
me blowing that job, to see the steanboat race. He's an odd
character, but that was one point that he got across. That race was
important. Now you get out here and see it. Anyway, I went dewn to
him one day, and I said, "Pop, I just can't find a job." "Well," he
said, "I'm short a couple of men today. Get down there in that barge
of nails and barbed wire." He said, "I think a couple of days of
that'll do you good. Maybe you'll lock a little harder." Well, I
guess I did a pretty good job. I was down there with him fourteen
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years, in the nails and the barbed wire and the sulphur and the pig
iron. We used to get down there——twelve men would unload five hundred
tons of sulphur. We'd shovel it with number six scoop shovels into
big buckets and the crane would then take the buckets up and dump them
in a railrocad car.

End of Side One, Tape Two

A: Twelve men as I say would shovel that. And we'd unload five
hundred tons in ten hours with scoop shovels. Then we started getting
a lot of pig iron in there and there would be sixteen of us in a barge
on pig iron. Every five hours we'd unload seven hundred tons, and
handle every pig by hand, stack it in these skiffs and the crane would
take it up sixteen tons at a time and dump it in a railroad car.

And I got to playing around with the crane, the operator there, he'd
show me how things worked, ard so forth. I'd roll the machinery over
for him so he could grease it. One thing and ancther, I eventually
got s0 I could handle a crane. One Saturday at noon, the fellow went
home to lunch, said he'd be right back. And nothing happened to him,
only he just never did come back. And that's, ch, I guess twenty
years ago that that happened.

So my dad said, "Do you think you can run that crane without tearing
it up?" After all, it was a hundred thousand dollar machine, and I
was just a boy. So I said, "Well, I think I can." So for the next
five years I sat up in that crane. Seems like I graduated real quick
from thirty-five cents an hour, I got a steady job thirty dollars a
week., I was king.

Then they gradually got into the river business with derrick boats and
barges and so forth. They put me out as the operator of that stuff.
My dad and T built a towboat and started into the towing game on our
own. And I kind of got to a stopping place. I just couldn't advance
any farther. I had a good job. I was making what I thought was
pretty good money. And I was practically my own boss. But there was
something I didn't know, which was how the people do business uptown.
I probably at that time owned one white shirt to my name and a couple
of neckties. The rest of the time I was in a sport shirt or work
clothes.

So I ammounced that T was going to go lock for another job and that
I'd like for them to get scmeone to take my place. They said, "well,
we're not going to replace you. If you leave here, we're just going
to quit all this outside activity, and so we're just not going to
replace you. Anyway, we don't think you're going to leave." Well,
low and behold, I came up with a job. And it was a pretty good job.

I was getting forty-four dollars a week on the job that I had had.
starting salary with a very liberal expense account was $5,000 a year.
50 T took the job as a marine surveyor for Neare Gibbs and Company,
who are marine underwriters here on the rivers.
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I didn't have the slightest idea what a marine surveyor was supposed
to do. And I went into the office on my first day ard said, "well,
here T am. What do I do now?" One whole wall in their office was
nothing but file cabinets. And they said, "In those files is a record
of every loss that has ever gone through this office., In addition to
that, there is a record of every boat that any man who has ever worked
for us has ever turned in. In other words, whether we had it insured
or not, there is a record of that boat." There were values set upon
that boat. Because someday one of the boats that Neare Gibbs may have
insured may hit a boat, and they would want to know all about her and
what she was worth before she was hit. Because after the accident,
boats become quite valuable.

Q: What do you mean?

A: They get real valuable then. So I started in the first day. I
thought, well, gee, I'll just start in at A and go right on throuch.
Well, I got to reading and reading, and finally I got fidgety, and I
decided at about 3:00 I'd had about enough. So I went into the boss
and said, "I believe I'll go home early today. I've been reading too
much. ‘I'm getting a headache, and so forth." He says, "That's all
right."

The next day I came in, and I said, "what do you want me to do today?"
"oh, just go on through the files." I thought, jiminy, maybe I'll
just go through ard pick cut boats that I've heard about. Any boat I
could think of I'd pick her cut and read her history. And by the way,
those are wonderful files, if you could ever get into them. I don't
know if they would permit it or not. But there are more records there
than you could ever think about.

I know while I was with Neare Gibbs, about two and a half years, I
compiled some records. Anything that I looked at, I'd build up a file
for myself--the office had three other surveyors-—an extra file for
the office and then a spare. I made six copies of ev ing. And I
did that on around 7,700 vessels in the two and a half years. That's
barges, counting a barge as a vessel. There was 7,700 sheets in my
file, and I started building an interlocking file. In other words,
any boat that I looked at, the Pittsburgh man got a copy of it and
he'd put it in his file. If he ran across it to make a survey on it,
if he happened to get on the boat, all he did was look in his file,
well, gee, she was only looked at three months ago, no use for me to
lock at it. Or if he'd get on there and look in his files, and see if
it hadn't been looked at for two years. I'd better catch her while
I'm here. It made a beautiful system. And they were all little pink
tissue sheets that didn't take up too much room. In other words, the
whole file was only about this long. They were about three and a half
by five pink tissue sheets., Just an alphabetical file. A beautiful
little system. and they used it extensively.

But if you could ever get into those files, at Neare Gibbs, there's
only one man that could let you in there. And that's Harry Mack. I
know that they're pretty cagey about it. Once in a while, something
will come up about some boat or something, and I'll call and say, will
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you look up boat so and so for me, and tell me something about her.
They are very careful to find out why I want to know. They just don't
put out the information. Whether some day that could all be--the real
old stuff weeded out of those files, be taken over and put in the
public library or not, I don't know. It should be because I know of
one thing--and I have a copy of it, I copied it--that's in there was a
list compiled by Captain Billy Iepper of every loss that was sustained
during the 1917 and 1918 ice to every boat that they had insured.
Every loss and the amount of it was all compiled in two sheets about
so long, and the amount of damages. I have that copy at home. I took
the liberty of copying that, because I thought, boy, there is
something that is really rare. Billy Iepper was a very fine
gentleman. I imagine you've read some of the little stories that his
wife keeps putting in the Waterways Journal.

But getting back to the river again, I went with Neare Gibbs and I
began to see that I wasn't cut ocut to be in an office. About a week
of that, and I just about went nuts, just being confined in that
office. I'd never been inside in my life. So I walked into the boss
che morning, and I said, "Is this all you got for me to do?" He said,
"Not particularly. What's the matter?" I said, "I just can't stand
it in there." "Well," he said, "I just wondered how long you could.
I'm just trying to f£find out what you can do, where we're going to put
you, how we're going to use you. We don't know what we're going to do
with you, except that we know that you know how to salvage boats and
barges. We have a lot of them that sink, and you are going to be our
salvage engineer. 2any loss that we have in the way of a sinking or
cargo damage, it's going to go through your hands. If you think it's
worthwhile for you to go and look at it personally, then you'll go
take charge of that job yourself. And you will then become the
surveyor in that district's boss. In other words, he'll be your
errand boy on the job." And I said, "Well, jiminy, I'm just a young
fellow here. I'm only about thirty years old. And you've got some
men that are sixty years old that have been with you thirty, forty
years. What business will I have telling them?" "Well," he said,
"that's the way it's going to be. Those fellows are a little too
old-fashicned. They can only remember having a steamboat to get
plenty of black coffee, and twenty-five or thirty men around, and it
costs too much money to do it that way. We're having trouble
converting them. They won't be converted. So therefore we have to
take young blood and change our way of doing things." He said, "Now
we've been watching you for a good many years. You go out with two or
three men and come in with the cargo of coal ocut of a barge and the
barge in three or four days. And you immediately go on another “jcb.
Just the same as if you were doing it every day of the week." So he
said, "That's what we want with you."

So over a period of nine years, part of them with Cincimmati Sheet
Metal, part of them with Neare Gibbs, part of them in business for
myself, I raised 103 pieces of floating equipment. Well, that doesn't
sound like very many, but it's pretty many. Amongst that were four
derrick boats; well, one steamboat in particular was the General
Ashburmn.
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Q: What about raising that?

A: Well, that was quite a job. Basically, I walked in the office one
morning, the day before Christmas. We were getting ready to have the
office Christmas party, and all they lacked around that office was
having a few crepes hanging around on the door. I thought the world
had come to an end. I started asking questions and they were talking
about a tremendous loss that they'd had the night before, a total
loss. And I said, "Well, what was it?" And they said, "Oh, the
General Ashburn." And I said, "Well, where did she sink?" "Well, she
sunk up on the Kanawha River." I just practically had to pry that
information out of them. I don't know why. Any other time they would
have thrown a loss like that in my lap and said, "Here, look into this
and goodbye." But in this particular one, it was kind of cuiet. I
couldn't understand it.

And I said, "Well, who looked at it?" They said, "Well, the owners
locked at it." I said, "Well, how much you got on it?" And he said,
"$175,000." I said, “"You mean the owners say it's a total loss? Ard
you're just going to pay it? You're not going to have a look?" And
he said, "No, the owner says it's a total loss. The only thing
sticking out is the smokestack and the pilothouse." 2nd I said,
"Well, I believe if that was my money, I'd have a look at least." And
the fellow I was talking to, he said, "Well, all right. You're so
smart, go have a look at it." He said, "There's a train goes out of
Newport at 12:30. You've got twenty minutes to get on it." And I
said, "Wait a minute. This is the day before Christmas. I don't
believe I'm going to work on Christmas Day, and besides that I don't
know how I'm going to get up there and get back in time for Christmas.
I'11 leave the day after Christmas. A few minutes ago you were ready
to pay off without even looking, and now I have to get there quick."
So I said, "I'll go the day after Christmas."” Well, I went up and I
looked at the boat. ILow and behold, she was sunk. Her pilothouse and
part of her texas were sticking ocut and two searchlights were sticking
out. You could just barely see part of her sternboard. Her wheel was
completely submerged. And she was laying over to the starboard side
at a pretty good list.

They tied her up real well. The only thing they could get lines
around were the smokestacks and the searchlights, so they had a big
two inch line around each searchlight, and a two inch line around each
smokestack. ©Oh, they had her tied up real good. So I locked at her
and said, "Well, sure she's sunk, but the river's high and barring a
lot of ice--it has to get real cold to make ice and that makes the
river get low--I still think the boat can be raised. So I got ahold
of the engineers. Did some calculating and so forth, and discovered
that one side of her ought to be just about awash, and the other side
would have about six or eight feet of water on her.

Well, I hired a diver, Tom McGuffen, because he was right at Point
Pleasant. My own gear was in Cincinnati. I had diving gear at that
time, been doing quite a lot of commercial diving. aAnd that was
ancther thing I was to do for Neare Gibbs was any time they couldn't
hire a diver, I was just going in and do diving for them. Only on an
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emergency basis to keep the other divers from getting mad at the
company for hiring a diver full-time, you see. So I got Tem MoGuffen
up there, had him go down and close all the hatches, and doors,
anything he could find that he could close up to keep mud from
filtering through her. I figured she was goirng to be there for
awhile. And I came on back to Cincinnati.

I told them that I thought we could raise the boat for about $9,500.
And T wanted $40,000 to renovate her after she was raised. But I
said, "To make sure, give me $75,000. Just set aside encugh money
that we'll have a little to play with, in case I've made a mistake.”
And they said, "Well, are you sure? And I said, "Well, I was never
any more sure of anything in my life." They said, '"Well, what
equipment are you going to use? AaAnd I said, "Well, the equipment I'd
like to use is the egquipment I used to run for Cincimnati Sheet
Metal." They said, "Well, why?" I said, "Well, I'm familiar with it.
I know the men that I can get to put on it that are familiar with it.
And besides that, I just am confident with that equipment." aAnd he
said, "Well, all right. Get it together and tear cut." And I said,
"No, there's one more thing. I'll say when it's time." "Oh," they
said, "the longer it stays there, the worse it'll get." I said, "I'll
still say when it's time to go do it."

So I got ready to go do it, and while I was on the way to the job,
there was a little raise in the river, and I raised five coal barges
on the way up to it. Didn't delay that job one bit. And we got in
there., 1In three and one half days I raised that steamboat and put her
back afloat. I saw that the owners were going to be a little hard to
get along with. Oh, they wanted her dry-docked and they wanted a lot
of things done. They said the rudders were mashed off her. Well, I
purposely raised her stern first so I wouldn't mash the rudders.

I merely just pumped the water out of the engine room compartment
first and started her up by the stern. 2And we blocked off all the
doorways, the windows, the pitman holes and the rudder boxes, and just
built patches over them. And we put ratchets and wires on the
sterrwheel to keep it from rolling, because the minute the boat would
leave the bottom the wheel might roll and would tear all your patches
out around your pitmans. We found some compartments that we couldn't
purp out. There were too many leaks in thetre. Well, some of those we
put compressed air in to find the leaks. Some of them we blew the
water out with compressed air. Some of them we used steam siphons to
pump the water out. Some of the other compartments we used pumps to
pump the water out. We lifted with a couple of barges' blocks and
lines to keep the boat stable, to keep her from rolling. We lifted on
her with the derrick boat. We just about threw the book at her. But
the total cost of raising that boat was $5,400. That's what it cost
to raise her.

I estimated what it was going to cost to recondition her, and the
worst thing, she had a hard maple floor upon the forward deck. That
had all buckled. And the sides of her cabin, well, I've seen better
chicken cocps than that. All they had was the studding, that's your
vertical frame of your cabin, was up and they had nailed Celotex
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across there. Every two feet they had strlpped it on the outside to
hide the nails. I mean, that's what you'd expect to find inside of a
c¢heap shack same place, somebody built like a temporary construction
office or something. But that's what the cabin on that steamboat was
built out of. I just could see that the whole thing had to come off
and I just recommended that they just strip it completely, and start
over new. Just leave the framework and seal it up inside and ocut.
New doors and all that sort of thing.

The owners wanted the machlnery rebored, and all new rings and stuff.
And T said, "Well, now, wait a minute. We're very happy to go along
with dlsmantlmg everything and washing it up. But this old cast iron
machinery, being under water didn't wear it out. Now anything that we
have to replace that is worn to a point that we can't assemble it or
it wouldn't work if we put it back, we'll have to replace that. We
have to replace new for old. But I don't see any reasoh why we should
campletely rebuild this steamboat's machinery." They wanted the
boilers scaled on the inside and all such thirg as that. There was
never any river water got in the boiler. They wanted the boiler
drained and scaled and acid-treated and all that sort of thing. They
were just getting impossible.

Well, I was entirely too busy to sit there and argue over a thing like
that. I just turned in my report and recommended the company send one
of the reqular surveyors up there for weeks and weeks, and watch that
thmgmtheshlpyard and take care of themselves. I went on about
my business, and raised five or six more boats while they were
settling that claim. I understand that the end result was that the
owners of that boat received $43,000 and they paid all bills. The
owners paid all bills, and the insurance canpany gave them $43, 000,

So thatiwas the end result of the General Ashburn. She is now the J.
T. Hatfield.

Q: Is that =o?

A: ©She is a sister ship to the George M. Verity, the Weber W. Sebald,
the Ellen Hatfield, there were five of those boats. There was the C.
C. Webber, anotheronecalledtheWeeks ancther one called the §. §
Thorpe, and the James W. Good, andddesayﬂxeGeneralAshbum"

was five of them, all of them alike. It's strange how a bunch
of sister ships will kind of start out all out of one yard. Now those
boats were built by the Dubugue Boat and Boiler Works in Dubugue,
Iowa. By the way, that's the same yard that built the Sprague, the
largest sterrwheel towboat that was ever built.

Those five boats--one of them I don't know what became of it— But the
Ellen Hatfield and the J. T. Hatfield and the George M. Verity and the
Weber Sebald were all in the coal trade between Kanawha River,
Huntington and Cincinnati. Every cne of those. Every one of those
boats were sold off by Federal Earge Line over on the Mississippi
River, and they all came around here and went in the coal trade.
They're all passing one another all the time. One of them has been
dismantled, the Ellen Hatfield, she's now a landing boat here in
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Cincinnati. I rather imagine that's what will happen to the other
three.

Q: Where is the landing boat?

A: It's down below the Southern Bridge. It's just been here about a
week now. It's quite recent. It's tied up down at Ludlow Point,
which was a very famous old place to tie towboats in years gone by.
Ancther very interesting thing is the little steamboats that were
built under the Suspension Bridge.

Q: Like Barnes Company down there?

A: I believe Barnes furnished the machinery. I'm trying to think who
did the actual building of the boats. I don't think Barnes did the
actual steel work. In the back of my mind, something tells me that L.
Shriver and Son Iromworks built those boats. Barnes did the piping
and the machinery and so forth. Maybe not the piping. I don't know.
And I don't know who did the boiler work. I don't think that the
boiler shop at Gallipolis was in existence at that time. That was the
Charles Arthur Boiler Works there, at Gallipolis, which Streamline
Steamers had quite an interest in. It seems to me that there was an
outfit called Houston, Starwood and Gamble over in Covington, that
built boilers. And some place in the back of my mind, I want to
comect that with the boilers on those boats. All those boats were
built for the engineers. Does 1905 sourd right?

Q: Well, it could be.

A: So, vhenever it was, they were all built on the bank right there
at the Suspension Bridge. And the Iroquois is now a landing boat at
the River Transportation Company's Fulton Ianding in the east end of
Cincimnati. It gets that name of Fulton--I named that landing a good
many years ago. We had to call it scmethiryy. That was in the old
Fulton Shipyard district in the east end of Cincinnati. So there was
a Robert Fulton School up on Eastern Avernue there, right in front of
the landing. So I said, "Well, we'll just call it Fulton." So it's
known as Fulton lLanding.

End of Side Two, Tape Two

A: And the Irequois as I said before was later the Calvin Verity.
Shortly before she was dismantled, Armco Steel contemplated putting a
water tube boiler on her. In fact, they bought the boiler and only
last week I was in Huntington, West Virginia on the Armco landing
boat. What did I see there but the water tube boiler, all the
component parts stacked away in a corner, that was going to be put on
the Calvin Verity, and just never got there. Still laying up there on
that wharf boat, a brand new barge. And it's too small to put on any
pi"esezgt day steamboat, and goodness only knows what they will ever do
with it.
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Two years ageo, I was going up the river on one of my boats, and they
were towing sand and gravel from Old Town Island around to Charleston,
West Virginia up in Elk River for the Thompson Smith Builders Supply.
It was my first trip up that way in many, many years. And I got on
the radio and was talking o a fellow on the Charles R. Stevenson, cne
of the Ohio River Company's big triple screw diesel boats. The
Stevenson, by the way, was originally called the Schioan. She was
bullt by the St. Iouis sShipbuilding and Steel. And I believe she was
just about the first streamlined diesel boat that was built. She was
built with three turbine [ ] engines, and a two cycle design, and
she turns 415 horsepower. She had three 805 horsepower on her. And
in talking to this fellow, over a period of about fifteen or twenty
minutes, it suddenly dawned on me that I knew the quy. For some
reason or other, just the way the fellow was talking. So I ask him
his name and he told me his name was Massey.

Q: Hold it a minute and identify that towboat.

A: Well, that vhistle was the Tom Nugent, Jr. towing the Johnston
Party boat. She was originally built to tow lumber for Dillman
Irdustries. And her name was the Kemnett Dillman. I am not sure, but
I believe she was built around 1924 or 1925. Along in there. But T
do know she was the Kennett Dillman. And she's now owned by the
Jolmston Boat Company. They purchased her from the Nugent Sand and

Gravel Company.

Anyway this fellow said his name was Massey, and I said, "Could you by
any chance be Everett Massey?" And he said, "Yes, that's my name.

Who am I talking to?" I said, "Well, I'm going to keep you in
suspense for a mimute." But I said, "Have you gone frog hunting in
the fog lately? And he said, "Iook, I only did that one time in my
life, and how in the world did you know about it? I was by myself
when T did." 2nd I said, "No, you just thought you were by yourself.
Because you shot that frog with a pistol." "Well," he said, "there
could only be one guy. You must be John Beatty, because you were the
oiler on the Belfont when I was chief engineer on her." And I said,
"That's right. You know my daddy always told me that you'd never make
a decent engineer." And he said, "By golly, he was right. But I did
make a good captain and pilot."

Q: Well, I'll be darned.

A: But that's the first time that I had seen or talked to that fellow
ch, I guess since about 1929. It could only have been the one guy.
When I ask him about frog hunting with a pistol in the fog one
morning, why he placed me pretty quick. (laughs)

The saddest thing that I think I ever witnessed or had anything to do
with, T believe in my entire life up to now, is the sinking of the G.
W. McBride. I was assistant terminal superintendent at the Cincinnati
Sheet Metal and Roofing Company, and we had a old time captain and
pilot working as a nightwatchman for us. And the only reason he
wasn't on the boats was that he'd see lights sometimes, he'd see a
bunch of lights when there would only be one light. It was a kind of
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a funny thing the way his eyes played tricks on him. He could see
very well dgreat distances, didn't have to wear glasses to read or

ing, but he'd come into a town like Cincimmati and maybe he'd see
a fleet light on a barge and he may see two of them or three of them,
it just played tricks on him.

He watched this G. W. McBride come down the river. It got a little
foggy. She backed her fow in on the Kentucky side, right cpposite
about where Kemper Iane is in Cincinnati. There is some big tinber
over there. A good place to tie up, good easy water. And he watched
her back in over there, and she backed in, he said, around 2:00 in the
morning. He said about 4:30 the fog lifted a little bit, and it took
all his attention when she blew just a short toot on her whistle, T
guess, maybe for a mate to turn the lines ashore loose. He kept
waiting for her to back out into the river, but she never did. She
just kept going down the river, just kept sliding down the shore.

And he said, "The fog cleared up and it got just as clear as a bell.
Just all at once. What the man tried to do was to drive over to the
bridges from the Kentucky side, instead of flanking out to the Chio
side and getting lined up just right. He attempted to shove across
the river while he was going down." It looked to him like the boat
got crossways. In other words, he seemed to think that when she hit
she was broadside of that bridge pier. He heard the crash. He knew
she was getting down in there and getting all out of shape. He said
he could very definitely see her green light on her barges. Very
definitely he could see that. He could see the lights on her stack.
He could also see the red lights on her stern.

So she must have been crossways for him to see that green light on the
front of the barges. See, she had four barges. They were made up two
wide and two long. There wasn't anyone that knew actually how her tow
was made up. Because the only people that got off her were in bed
when she picked up that part of her tow. She had tied off part of her
tow up at the Coal Haven, and left one of the deckhards on the tow,
and she'd come on down the river. So the crew that was on watch that
made up that tow was still on watch when she hit.

She hit on the 22nd day of February 1942, at about—as near as I could
figure out——about 5:30 in the morning or 20 minutes to 6:00, something
like that. And this watchman called me before she hit. He called me
at home, and he said, "I believe that boat's going to hit the pier.
She couldn't possibly miss it. Maybe you better get down here. Maybe
you can do something. I don know what, but maybe you can do
something." So I jumped up and put my clothes on, and instead of
going down to the landing, I drove immediately down to the foot of
Iawrence Street, which is right between the L and N and the Central
Bridge.

There were, it seems to me, two men on the hull of that boat, where
she had hit the pier. Her barges were--I could see her barges down
about the Suspension Bridge. They were all broken up. They were all
apart, no two of them together. She only had four. And they were
floundering around down in there. And there was an American Barye











































