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Ira Campbell, September 16, 1957.
John Knoepfle, Interviewer.

Q: I'm talking to Mr. Ira Campbell who is eighty-five and who has
been on Shanty boats and trading boats and worked in the Howard
Shipyards at Jeffersonville.

A: Forty years.
Q: All right, Mr. Campbell.

A: I worked in the Howard Shipyard from the time I was fourteen years
old until I was fifty years old. My first experience in the shipyard
was driving drift bolts, and the bolt, for instance the drift bolt was
half inch. We bored the hole seven-sixteenth, that gives the chance
of drifting the boat, making the boat mich stronger, then the bolt was
punched in a certain distance, far enocugh to put a washer on the
inside end and that was my job working with my grandfather in the
shipyard. Iater on I growed up to be a man and done planking. When
they was building a certain boat, the Howard Shipyard I'm speaking of,
the carpenters with their foreman would set up what we called the keel
box, lay the keel, set up the frames, put the ribbons on. Ribbons are
long pieces of cak that separates the frames of the boat the proper
distance apart. Then when they got that all done it was time to start
to plank the boat. The foreman of that gang was William Allen who
lived in Jeffersonville, Indiana, my home too, was one of the most
successful men we called the boss planker. Scmetime the planking gang
would only consist of four men besides Mr. Allen, sametimes six,
according to the size of the boat. Sometimes eight when the boat got
big and the timbers would get big and heavy. I have helped and the
gang that I worked with put big oak boards that would measure four
inches in thickness, twenty and twenty-two inches wide and fifty-two
feet long which went on the bottam.

Q: Is that so?

A: Yes, fifty and fifty-two. The four inch plank, we would use
little boring bits to bore the holes for the spikes to go in through
the plank, then they were driven by sledges, by mauls, spike mauls we
called them. When the bottom was four inches, the spikes was eight
inches, on a three inch it was six inches, two inches bottam thickness
would be four or possible five inches etc. I remember well of having
to plank the Cincinnati Packet called the City of Iouisville in
sixteen days. To the best of my recollection the City of Louisville
was two hundred and ten foot long, built at Howard Shipyard I don't
remember the year. I could have found some of that stuff if I'd known
you were coming. Then the City of Cincinnati was built there and the
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last time I saw anything of the City of Louisville and the City of
Cincinnati was on the wharf at Cincinnati after we'd had a very hich
river and there they both laid, sunk, on the landing there on the dry
ground and they were dismantled and done away with. The City of
Iouisville was a famous boat and so was The Cincimnati.

Q: I know, a worderful boat.

A: Directly after that they used a boat called the John W. Hubbard,
now let's see. (pause) The Iucinda was built at Howards. There
never was a boat built by the Howard Shipyards for the Cincinnati
Packet Campany boat. All the Cincinnati Packet Company boats were
built around Cincimnati, Marietta, Chio, and Pittsburgh. When they
decided to build The City of Iouisville, they come to Captain Ed
Howard and had him to build The City of Iouisville, The City of
Cincinnati, The Iucinda and a number of other boats the Cincimnati
Packet Campany had. Drift bolting, and then my grandfather said to me
one day, "Ira, you had better go down." The Howards started quite a
steelboat building and my grandfather advised me to go down where they
were building the steel boats and learn that business because in a
short while they'd be no wooden boats built. So I went down and was a
blacksmith helper, finally got to be driving rivets by hand, then it
fell to my lot to bend a lot of the big steel plates to fit the model
bow of the boat, I had quite an awful time getting started. It took
me three, two and a half days to get the first bent sheet in shape
that it would fit the boat. I would hear my friend Mr. Ogle say,
"Listen at that fellow, whistling and singing." This job was out of
the ordinary for just a man to take ahold. Because the other men that
followed that part of the job had gone and left and the boss had
suggested that I would try my hand. So I did. The first one I bent
it tock me three days and a half. Then we had an old gentleman by the
name of John Worful that planted them sheets to the boat. I said to
the boys when I didn't think it would just exactly fit, "Throw it out
in the yard, Uncle John will put it up." So Uncle Jahn did put it up.
And as I can remember, I'm the only man that never was a sheet called
back for alterations. After I'd bent that bad one, I bent ten in
eleven days.

Q: Worderful. Now exactly where did these fit on the boat?

A: Well here's a big steamboat up there with all the frame work up,
you know what that is?

Q: Yes,

A: The width and the length. Then the mold loft would give you the
pattern. That sheet would be let's say four feet wide, ten or twelve
feet long and then you'd have to berd it to go around the round part
of that boat so it would fit every frame. Now in installing those

sheets, this man John Worful, he had a lot of patience and that's what
it took. If one of those sheets went out there and it didn't exactly
fit, Mr. Worful would make it fit, put same bolts in you now and bore
a hole here, pull that part up and then maybe he'd have to bore a hole
sameplace else until he got it up. It was quite a job to bend them

and make them to fit perfect. Now there was one fellow, I think he's
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still living, his name was Green, he was a little older than me, he
was the best I ever saw. In my experience and the men before me would
use the sledge but Mr. Green found a big wooden mallet was better than
the sledge and the flatter because sometimes in using the sledge or
the flatter you would bruise the plate. But the wood wouldn't bruise
it, then you'd have your templates, little round pieces you know and
you'd try it on ard each frame has its different shape and you have to
bend it so far to fit one here and back here is another one and you
have to work with it until it will come around to that template etc.
until you get to the end.

Q: Now what was the template exactly?

A: A template is the pattern. We called them templates. Templates
are made by some good mechanic in the mold loft. The mold loft is
where the boat starts. Now I don't remember much abcut the men who
laid the boat off before I got mixed up in that but the present man
that laid the boat on the floor in life size. Now you take a boat two
hundred feet or three hundred feet. They go in the mold loft, that's
a great big long room, ch maybe fifty foot wide and two hundred and
fifty feet long. Nice tongue and groove floor and then he lays his
center line called a baseline and then all of these bends and these
crooks is laid down on the floor. Now I never got that far, the
reason I didn't was my education. Mathematics comes in there quite a
lot. So they lay the boat down. They lay one side. Now there's only
one side of a boat laid down. If they build a hundred model bow
boats, they lay one side down, then reverse. You have the pattern for
all that one side. There they reversed on the other side, left and
right. Then the bevel, where you come arcund the bow of the boat
every frame has different bevels, and you take a board, they give you
that in the mold loft. It's a long board about four inches wide of
soft pine and every bevel that that frame has to have, that's forward
body, or the after body, that board has that bevel on there for #1,
#2, #20, #40, etc. All through the boat. Then they make templates.
A template—if I was going to take the shape of that door, I'd take
two strips long encugh to go to the top, one across the bottam, and
one across the top and maybe one in the middle for stiffness. That
would be the size of my door and I'd serd it to the lumberyard or some
place and they'd make that door to fit that template, and it will fit
that space right there. Now that's what a template is. Well I can
safely say that I done everything but lay the boat down on the floor
at the Howard Shipyards in the forty years I put that there. I had an
uncle by the name of Barbour, he worked at Howard Shipyard cquite a
while, then he conceived the idea to build a big shanty boat and go in
the rags and iron business. His first boat I think was fifty foot
long, he come along hame after making a trip down we'll say to Cairo
and come to my house. My mother was a widow woman and there was two
of us there, twins. Ard begged and begyed for most a week for her to
let me go with him on it. They called them shanty boats them days,
now it's all houseboats. And he bought rags and iron, and bone,
barrels, whiskey barrels, coal oil barrels. He bought most anything
in that line. They was a different price, the price of rags. Now is
this what you want? The price of rags, dirty rags was forty cents a
hundred, clean white rags was forty-five cents a hundred, good wool
was six cents a pourd.
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Q: Now can you set about the year this was?

A: My first trip was in 84 (1884), I was fourteen years old. My
first trip was from Cairo, Illinois to Memphis, Tennessee. (pause)

So on that trip we went to Memphis, Tennessee and there the river
raised so high that it floated a lot of lumber ocut of the lumber yard.
I caught it and built me a flat boat to bring back hame and in the
empty tow, we were towed back to Lousiville by the towboat Alice
Brown. The captain of the boat was Bobby Bowls. When the The Alice
Brown come to Memphis and on her return back Uncle Jim Barbour
prevailed on the captain of the Alice Brown to bring him back and his
houseboat and his crowd to Iouisville. They made a deal, in those
days it cost Uncle Jim seventy-five dollars for the Alice Brown to tow
that houseboat, known in them days as shanty boat to Iouisville. At
that time the captain of the boat would get any of that money that he
could pick up a towing a shanty boat from one landing to its other
destination.

Q: Now did they push them ahead of their boat?

A: Yes, towed them. On cur way up everything went fine until we got
opposite Osceola and there was a miserable storm came up and tore our
fleet all apart. By that time I had my little flat boat full of
Pittsburgh tow boat coal to bring home to make the fire for my mother
and my brother. But the storm got so fierce that it upset my little
boat and all my coal went to the bottom of the river. The captain of
the steamboat and my Uncle Jim got things straightened ocut and we went
on up the river. We landed at Paducah, not at Cairo, TIllinois so the
engineers could clean the boilers of the Alice Brown. While laying
there, they had dropped us off, out of the way to a landing at Cairo,
Tllinois. There was two young men that decided that they wanted to go
to shore to get samething possible cigars or tobacco and as they went
arourd the stern of the Alice Brown, the engineer not knowing that
they were passing behind his wheel, started his wheel up and turned
both the skiff and the boys, out of the boat into the river. Then
there was me hearing these boys holler, "Save me, save me," and as
they passed our shanty boat I took a long line, hardy line, and
throwed it to one of the boys and he grabbed it and we pulled him in
on the boat. The other boy I hollered at him to catch a piece of
drift that was near him and somebody would come and get him before he
got too far away. We pulled the boy up on the boat and kept him there
ard the yawl off of the Alice Brown went down to the mouth of the
Mississippi River, there they picked him up and brought him back home
on the towboat. Well then everything got straightened ocut and they
got the boilers clean and everything was ready and we started up from
Cairo on the Chio River.

Every year Uncle Jim, a habit which was necessary to coal tar the roof
of his houseboat. Me and my Aunt Annie talked him out of tarring the
roof until we got home but we couldn't get him to stop. He tock the
wash boiler and filled it about half full of coal tar and set it on
the stove and left me and a strange man to watch it. He depended of
course on me because I'd had the experience. The first thing you know
the tar which does all the time, when it begins to get hot it begins
to get a black smoke. This strange man that, Uncle Jim picked him and
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his wife up at Memphis to bring them to Louisville, grabbed the boiler
and pulled it off of the stove and tar was red hot and poured all over
the boat and set the boat afire and we all had to run to get on the

towboat to save our lives. It set the Alice Brown afire but the crew
got the hoses ocut and stopped the fire and cut our boat loose and let
it drift down the river, and the captain of the boat took us on to

Iouisville and to our homes in Jeffersonville opposite ILouisville

where we lived. Uncle Jim got a skiff floating down the river with a
man in it, and went to the hull of the boat, the cabin burned all off
and on this boat we had five thousand gun caps, a fifty keg pound of
powder and a half a barrel of coal tar. It spread all over the place
and burned the whole cabin off the boat and Uncle Jim saved the hull
with some help from the man in the skiff at Pickel and we went on up
home to Icuisville, Kentucky. Uncle Jim got the next towboat that

come up to tow him back to Louisville where he could rebuild the boat
and put on a new cabin and start back into the rags and iron business.

Then I didn't see anymore of Uncle Jim until the next spring when he
would come hame, him and his family and his two boys. He had a son
Clyde and Jim. He went on then and made a couple of more trips and
then here he came to my mother to allow me to make another trip with
him. The next trip I made with him was from Iouisville, Kentucky to
Paducah, Kentucky. Then I was quite a boy and was homesick and they
sent me home to my mother and brother. So then he went on to New
Orleans ard come back, or made a couple more trips and come back to my
mother, prevailed that I would make another trip with him and that
time I must bring my grandfather William Barbour, the father of James
A. Barbour. Me and Grandpa caught the steamboat Chio which was with
the Cincimmati and Memphis Packet at that time and went to Golconda,
Illinios and met Uncle Jim, Aunt Annie and the two boys and then we
turned out and went on our journey to Harwood, Arkansas which is on
the Mississippi River forty or fifty miles below Greenville. Now that
erds my trip with them. Now there's some more stuff I could give you
about these two boys of his.

Q: Well we got into the prices and then I cut you off. Could you
tell me a little bit more about that? The price of iron etc.

A: I didn't give you that. You didn't get the price of iron, then,
as I understand you. In buying rags, iron, bones and anything in that
class, barrels, coal oil barrels, oil barrels, the common rags was
forty cents a hundred pound, clean rags at that time was forty-five
cents a pound.

Q: A hundred pounds?

A: A hundred pounds, yes. 0ld stove plates was forty cents a
hundred, good cast iron was sixty cents a hundred.

Q: I guess copper brought a little more?

A: Yes, I think. (pause) Brass and copper was considerable higher
priced which would be about sixty or seventy-five cents a pound. Coal
oil barrels was worth a dollar and a quarter. Whiskey barrels was a
dollar and a half.
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Q: Were these wooden barrels?

A: ©Oh yes, oak. Regular oldtime wooden barrels, no iron at that
time. Whenever Uncle Jim got the houseboat loaded with all that he
could carry, his shipping points would be from Paducah, Kentucky or
Cairo, Illinois. Then Memphis, Temessee ard of course when he got
down on the lower Mississippi River, Vicksburg would be his place to
dispose of his cargo.

Q: Now he would just go from landing to landing I guess to pick it up
and dispose of it in the cities?

A: Oh, no, the boat was big enocugh that he could carry, the last boat
he had could carry two full cargos of stuff, boxcars, now mind you
boxcars were only twenty-eight feet at that time, maybe thirty, now
they are sixty I guess.

End of Side One, Tape One

A: Then this boy Clyde of Uncle Jim's married the girl, Jennie Hokbs,
is still with him, and he married Jenny Hobbs, and they started out
for themselves. He built a boat about a hundred feet long and named
it after a very prosperous farmer. The name of the prosperous sugar
plantation owner was William Kyle. He had the hull built and had the
cabin built, but no machinery. By that time him and Captain Kyle got
got very well acquainted and some more of the planters. Captain Kyle
asked him in the conversation what he proposed to do with the boat.
Young Barbour, Clyde, wasthmanergmeerontl*xeﬂbrgaaneSugar
Towboat Comparnty. He told Captain Kyle, K-Y-I~E, that when he could
ra15emneyexn1ghofbemganengmeerhewasgomgto
Jeffersonville, Indiana to Sweeny Brothers to have a set of machinery
built for this boat, the William Kyle. William Kyle told him to meet
him the next morning in Franklin, Iouisiana—we're now in Franklin,
Louisiana=--and he would take him to the bank and see if he could raise
the money to buy the machinery which was thirty-seven hundred dollars.
Young Barbour met Captain Kyle the next morning and went to the bank
and told them what he proposed to do for this young man Barbour and
they wanted to know who was going on Barbour's note. He said, "We
don't need no note. We're going to lend him the money and I'm sure
he'll pay it back." Barbour was a hustler, so they lent him five
hurired dollars, twenty-seven hundred dollars, and he come back to
Jeffersonville and contracted for the machinery for this little
towboat—-Sweeney built it, and shipped the machinery and Captain
Kyle's bank that he was associated with paid for the ma

Barbour got started. He afterwards built a small little boat.

(pause) Well, then after building the William Kyle and being very
successful, then he built the other little towboat which at present I
forget the name, then he huilt a bigyer towboat and named it after his
wife, Jennie Barbour. And then he used them boats and money rolled in
to him. Oh he was a money getter, you ought to have seen him. Years
later he was so successful (and when he was a boy he worked at the
Howard Shipyards for my grandfather amd father in the drift bolting
business. His soul desire was to go back to the Howard Shipyard where
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he had worked one time as a poor boy and have a good big towboat
built, which he named after his wife, Jennie Barbour.

Q: Now all these towboats were in the southern trade?

A: All of them, everyone of them and this little place called Bayou
Teche. I don't know whether you know it or not but all of them little
bayous we'd call rivers bayou, B-A-Y-0-U. Well the Jennie Barbour was
built at Howard Shipyards at the time for seventeen thousand dollars,
would be a hundred thousand now. When it come time to get a crew
together to take the boat down the Chio and Mississippi into Grand
lake, up Red River into Grand lake, through Grand Lake into bayou to
this river called a baycu. It was my job to hunt the crew. He would
came to visit us ever once in awhile in construction of this new
towboat and I would write and let him know how the boat was
progressing, how the machinery was coming along. The machinery was
built by the firm in New Albany by the name of Charles A. Hedgewald,
H-E-D-G-E-W-A-1L~D, I believe, Charles Hedgewald, steamboats, they
built all the hard machinery for a longtime. I recommended for the
pilot a young man called Mitchell Smith. One day I was at home
walking through Spring Street and a man came along and said, "Ira,
who's going to take the boat down to New Orleans?" "Captain Mitchell
Smith." This man said, "Aah, he can't take that boat down there, he
ain't been down the river for three years." Well then I recommended
Mr. Billie Hinds as the engineer; the deck hand and fireman were Mr.
Frank Deptford. (pause)

Q: All right, who was he again?

A: Frank Deptford and Balky Ieap was the deckhand and the fireman.
'Ihenonedaywewasthereattheboatandmycousmccmeuptoaccept
the boat, she being finished, and wanted to know where my pilot was.
I said, "He'llbehere" But he never showed up. I noticed everyday
during those days that I was with him that there'd be a very old
gentleman, poorly dressed, would come to that boat everyday. Well
whenwewasd:.scuss:.rgtlmpllot, my pilot that I recommended who
didn't show up, I ask my cousin Steve Barbour who that old gentleman
was that come there everyday. He said, "Ira, that's Captain Jim
Pell." He was about seventy-five years old I guess. I said, "why
don't you give it to him?" Barber says, "I'm going to give it to
him," Wellthetlmeccme, Captain Pell come, I met him, our cook was
Charles Dunn and his wife Mrs. Dunn, I was a kind of a cub pilot. In
tmswhmmerlverwzldgetverybad the old caprtamvmld say,
"Well boy, I'll take her now. The river was gettirngy pretty bad. We
had a great big rocking chair and a big woolen blanket that we'd put
around us. 'Ihistm\emsinwtober,arﬂwe'dse:tmmatchalrani
sleep. Getting back before this, Captain Barbour and Captain Pell on
ﬂmroaddmntherlvergotmtoablgdlswssmnastomenthey
would get into Red River. Captain Pell spoke up and said, "A Friday
night." MycwsmBaxm.lrlaughed at him and said, "Ohymcan'tdo
that." He said, "If you give me Ira," that'smynane, "Campbell to
helpme,I1lplthermthemrthoftheRedR1veraFr1daleght"
MycmsmBarbourlau;hedathmtutheturnedamnﬂtomeandsald,
"Ira, you stay with the captain." Then my job was to stay with the
captain and pilot the boat as far as it was safe for me to handle it.






