Preface

This manuscript is the product of a tape recorded interview conducted
by John Knoepfle on March 16, 1957. Margaret Reeder ibed the
tape and Dr. Knoepfle edited ard reviewed the transcript. This and
other interviews in a series on steamboats and inland rivers were
produced under the auspices of the Public Library of Cipcirmati and
Hiamilt?; County, Chio and Sangamon State University, Spgirgfield,
Illinois.

In this memoir Dick and Marie Tweddell discuss their dllldhood
river experiences and various captains on the river.

John Kncepfle was born in Cincimmati in 1923. He abtaimed 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 Octcber, 1986. Jahn and his wife
Peg have one daughter and three sons.

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

Readers of the oral history memoir should bear in mind ghat it is a
transcript of the spoken word, and that the interviewer, narrator and
editor sought to preserve the informal, conversational gtyle that is
inherent in such historical sources. Sangamon State University and
the Public Library of Cincimmati and Hamilton Caunty, 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 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
Cincinnati and Hamilton County, chio, 45202-2071.




Dick ard Marie Tweddell, March 16, 1957, Madisonville.
John Knoepfle, Interviewer.

Q: Now here's your chance to be recorded for posterity, Dick.

A: [Dick Tweddell] Yes, that's the trouble with it. Well Marie you
can talk about . . . when you were a little girl on the river too, you
vmremlsedmxdmclosertoltthanlwas

What was the name, the mmber of the dam? Was that four? I thought
it was four, it might have well been lock four. There was at one time
a very established beach below there, Jefferson Beach.

Q: Where was it?

A: Belwlockfwr,wluchisabouttwentymilesupst
Monorngahela, from Pittsburgh. That was, I guess in its heyday, quite
a gay place, little dance place there. Was also a roller rink there.
Ehlswasasandbeacharxitheyhadtorestorethesaniauthetime
because of the wash away. Above the dam about four yards was,
abovethebeadlrather,wastlmdamwmchwasalock had the
blgcheekwallwhidiexte:ﬂeddm:stmabmrtahumredyardspast
the dam. We used to swim up there all the time. You cowld walk
across the top of the dam, you could always walk across when the river
was normal. The water going over the top of the dam would be about
five or six inches deep. If you planted your feet firmly, you could
walk across to the corcrete construction in the middle. We used to
exceptmfloods When there was a flood you couldn't walk across it,
, @8 soon as it got knee deep it would knock you right
csver Nobody would dare venture on it then because the water below
the dam was in pretty much spate all the time. The trick we used to
do was one year we went up there, it was spring and the water was
coming over, real brown, dirty and a lot of debris in it, as usual in
a flood in high water. Wewerrtdownbelowthecheekmllofthedam
downstream and got a long limb, Westuckitmtoverthamterabmt
eighteen inches or two feet above the water. Then we would go back
up, right below the dam where the jetty stuck ocut, retained the danm,
concrete structure in the water. Guess in normal times it would be
about two feet undderwater. We'd dive in or jump in. We plways jumped
inbecausewealwaysfigurednobodyeverqotooncussioanthefoot
(chuckles) Because of the delnris in the water and then when we came
out of the water, the wall would just whistl ebyalmost whish,
whish, whish right by you. You weuld just be going down t such a
speed, Then we'd reach down and grab ahold of the limb had
sticking cut, a big sturdy thing. Then we would get back hand over
hand:lntotheshorebecauselfmdldnt below the dams,| below thesge
cheek walls, they usually piled up great big rubble, pileg of stone to
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Dick and Marie Tweddell 2

retain the river wall, the river bank. If you on going, you
might get knocked into these things. Thus the river was going at a
pretty terrific pace with a very narrow charnel up thera at the
Monongahela as compared to the the chio. That was our fim, it was of
course, that was early in the spring and our parents newer suspected
we were swimming.

Q: You were just watching?

A: Just watching, just go down and then we'd always try to form, we
had ocur own little clique. We always tried to see who would be the
first one in the water. The first day of spring which i only a date
on the calendar, we would all get down. I remember one that we
would build a terrific fire, a good one out of all the heachwood we
could £ind, tock off ocur clothes and went in the water for about a
mimite and a half, dashed cut and immediately dried curselves. This
established a record, samebody beat us by two days the next year,
within two days before the first of spring. This was dogne much lower
than the beach, actually where you go in. The beach was about, there
was scme beach at the dam about two miles upstream from where I lived.
We always walked, we never hitchhiked, it was considered sort of
unsporting to hitchhike, we walked everywhere.

M: [Marie Tweddell] John, if you ever get to Elizabeth, the pecple
who live upstream are pecple who run the bakery--called Ulrich, and
every time the water came up this was the place—and their bakery was
always flooded. This happened every year that their house was
flooded. 1In the 1936 flood they were just, they just had to leave,
they just couldn't stay, most of the time they moved upstairs but
every year they cleaned it up and then cleaned up the bakery. The
bake shop which they had right there was a very small thing. This
would really be the pecple to see because they really knew the river.
They could tell you the every stage and everythihg that was happening
when there was a flood. They knew every boat.

A: You had to know every boat to live on the, to be down there. You
knew that the Donora made the biggest waves. That was what was

important to a kid swimming down there.
Q: Which boat made the biggest waves?

A: The Donora supposedly in our day. All the boats, p Moseby and
the Clairton which was named after the town that I was raised in. aAnd
the Eljzabeth. There were big tows, they were always co All the
tows were coal because they would up in the upper Mo ela. Most
of the coaling was taking place upstream. One of the bojts was the
the Clairton, the Donora, the Elizabeth. I can't remembeér now but
there were same boats that were—one boat Hannah = Y .

Q: There was Tom Hanmah or some name like that?

A: It might of been but there was these boats with, most of them had
names. There was the a too. It was one boat, 1 0ld Mon
ﬂwmmsthe@w{agmﬂ Homestead, and the Fairlegs and a few
named after the presidents and the Vice-presidents of thq coal and




W

Dick and Marie Tweddell

steel companies. We'd swim out, we'd swim the river. I couldn't do
it now. Abmtthxeaarﬂfmrtimsaday,ltdidn'tmmathj:g

There were of course, there were drownings all the time., We would
swim out and sort of just let the boat breeze by. As as it got
by we would plunge in the breakers off the stern and boupce up and
down for awhile.

M: You used to climb on them, walk along that coal.

Al Whatmusedtodoforthatwasymcmldtakethebamboopole
that came cut of a rug, you had to have something light. We would
take a wire loop about two and a half feet in diameter apd make a loop
onltandtleltortapeltatthee:ﬂ Then wrap, just sort of step
mtothatlooparridraggmgapolebehmdywyouwmldswmoutnrto
the river. Amd we'd wait out there about four or five fepet from the ;
bargeeastheywrtby,sortoftxeadmgwater As soon |
ane of the stanchions or one of the niggerheads as we call i :
they go by you hook, you sli £f
the loop over the stanchion:
rode the barge up to maybe, almost up
down below the dam. You alwpys had to
juigehcmfarymacmldswimback with the current, and then we'd
rideupmﬂtlmtheriverhandsdidn'td:aseymoff, to accept
this fact, on river they would put up with all the termi and trash
like that. (laughter) We used to go up and swim back dpwn and start
all over again. I remember one time we decided to go upias far as the
locks, the locks were about two miles ypstream and we t we would
swimback,verycouragews, it was a two mile swim. We all
pretty sturdy swimmers, better than the average but, not mchannal
swimmamugus. Then we would get up to the locks get off and
we had 1tallprettymcely We had thrown our poles toane
man who eved it, or two men and they tock them back, We got to
thelodcsardwestartedsmmmdmmstream For scme reason we
dldn'tmIdm'thmwhatmsthecasewas,butwenevervmtthrmxgh
the locks on a boat. I think the lockmaster would have chased us off.
We started swimming down, and we didn't get quite as far as the
bridge, because it was pretty far. So we swam over to shore and we
walked down. I was barefooted, that's a long hard walk @own a pebhly
beach. So I walked through town. I felt kind of naked in my trunks
walking town and I went back to the beach and I tried through
the ash alleys and everywhere else. My feet were just sere and
tender. It took me hours to get back, it was two miles. I would stop
every ance in awhile and stick my feet in the water and let them cool,
then get back once more on the hot pavement or hot gravel heated by
the July sun and once more went back. Now our parents never knew we
were down here all the time, becausetherewasamagnifmentmmicipal
pool. 'nmthingabmtthepoolmsymcaﬂdn ride a Joat up the
river, you couldn't take a lunch of old rusty nails and a hatchet down
there and make a raft. You couldn't do all the things that the river
allcmedymdo,ymcwldn' build a fire, you couldn't gtick a potato
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in your went out in the middle of the day and counting
onlt yourlmx:h, ongwithmspringwater. I ate

I grew to be a gangly youth of eighteen before I jrealized what
eatirg waainthemmnertine. I remember one time had been

gathering wood to make a raft and my feet got all wet mddy. I
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kept my sneakers on because it was so rough walking, gravel and a
great deal of glass in there. I put my sneakers by the fireplace
while I went to take a swim and I came back and one of sneakers was
burned, All that was left was this rubber sole smolderiphg and smelly
arﬂImppedamﬁmyfeetwiﬂlsmeoldpiecesofrogaardcldth
and walked hame. I got hame and I'll never forget, I'll never
understand how I got away with it because all I said was I need a new
pair of sneakers. My mother didn't even question the fact that the
sneakers that I had burned were two weeks old and went cut and bought
me a new pair. This was very unlike my mother especially in those
days, in the 1930's. Another thing we used to do--was a/ tremendous
strawberry patch. I guess everybody, scmebody had a garden.

The east side of the river was flanked with railrocad and our
side there was the Union and Pennsylvania Railroad. The other side
was the B & O Railroad. Beyord the railroad on the side was a
more of a flatland. Our side of the river the hills directly
almost into the river, and there was some nice flat land ovar

there and there was a man with a tremendous strawberry patch. In the
spring when the strawberries were in full bloom, we used|to go on
several of our sort of raiding parties. We would go get'a big branch
along the river, a tremendous branch it would be. You put it in
the water and part of same other limbe would stick out the
water. We would hang our essential clothing on this, no underwear and
no socks. Our shirts, trousers and sneakers. We'd push the thing
across the river keeping all our clothing dry. Wwhen we would get to
the other side and put on cur sneakers, shirt and trouseys and go
marauding in this strawberry patch. We would get down apd sneak
around behind the boxcar and hide, waiting for him and see where he
was, try to locate him, then we'd run in and grab a handful and eat
like mad up a row, £illing our pockets and our mouths atithe same
time. Then we would get cut and run. If he caught--one time he did.
like fools we went down to the bank, over the bank and the water,
stirring up the water. Well it's pretty hard to run in about a foot
of water. He was right up the railroad track and we realized we were
trapped, so we kept rumning until we got to a certain point where we
stopped, where the woods between us and the railroad tragk—the
willows were pretty thick, and we took off our clothes amd buried
them. There was some foliage and we walked up the beach and sat there
very nonchalantly dipping our feet, in the mude already to swim. He
came down and asked us if we had seen any boys. Whew. (laughter) We
were still eating strawberrys.

M: You were always talking about the river, you were alwaye mude; you
didn't say you were little naughty boys.

A: We had our own beach, ocur own beach to this beach was right around
the bend up in the steel mills. The bend was just behind you see
where we swam from, where we departed from you see, for all these -
marauding parties was just around the river from the office and
was completely isolated beach. There was a row of will and
sycamores between the road and the beach and then there the
elderberry bushes. E. J. Crogsing was the railroad irngy, there
was a tower there—we used to drink water. The tower] was very
kind, If we didn't want to walk way up to this one spring we knew of,
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which was near the river, the man at E. J. Tower would give us all the
water we wanted, just a matter of having some company. You git in a
railroad for eight hours a day you'd want to talk to amyjbody. A bunch
of boys that don't have much to do but get themselves in trouble.
Anyhow the man from whom we stole the strawberrys accepfied our story:
we saw no boys who would steal strawberrys and he went away. So I
don't believe he accepted it hut he was kind of disbeligving and
glancing back at us as he left. Also, from this point we were on the
other side upstream was a very respectable beach where mixed pecple
bathed, that beach down from Wylie there. There was a gravel area,
well it wasn't--I don't Xnow how respectable a beach can get. Well at
least pecple bathed there and they had suits on. We swimming
over in the same area one time, about the same place we d go on
our strawberry party ard there was a whole packet of blye mud wash,
with a sort of a stream washing in there, came through Wylie down
Roberts Hollow then. :

Q: That was blue mxd?

A: The blue mud. It was really bluish mxd. We went over there one
time and we rubbed it on curselves to form swimming trurks or just
blued curselves around our midsections and walked sort af out near the
beach to spread it around, not too close. There are rezlly blue mud
deposits ocut there, it's really strikingly blue, dark navy blue. This
is what we did, this is to be wicked. Then there was sqrt of a half
operating in the 1930's a lot of mines up in the area, mines that had
been dead for years, opened up for pecple who wanted to rjust look
through, wanted to provide themself with fuel coal. were
cooperative things in the neighborhood. The mines had invented
by the regional owners and same coal operators. The 1 people
would, in the vicinity of the mine, go in and start digging it again.
There was a tremendous old mine, with a great huge slag dump upriver,
it was dead, and they started operating in the 1930's ard had one of
the old narrow gauge track going into it and a mule pulling the coal
out. We'd go on our marauding partys including going up to the mine,
going to the shed there and getting muleshoes which we would take back
out or hang on the branch again. Once more in cur basic clothes, we
would push the mileshoes across and set up our horseshoq pitching
boxes and use the mileshoes. This is what we did. I ngver was very
good at pitching horseshoes or muleshoes. (pause)

Q: During the 1930's everybody farmed every bit of avajlable bottom
land they could. As a little girl on the river werg two or three
blocks from it. How close did you live to the river? How close did
your mother come to the river?

M: Well about two blocks.

A: You were one block from the railroad track.

Mt Yes, we crossed the railroad tracks which wasn't a l?lock though,
l was L ] L ] L] i

A: Itwasahalforaquarterofablockdmmrthoféiminnati,
quarter of a square. Then about ancther quarter of a block, two
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streets from the river. I remember when I was kid. Guess I was—how
old was I in 1937? I was about twenty years younger than I am now and
was about sixteen in high school. I remember walking up around. It
was a treachercus walk because of the mud and water. You couldn't go
up the river road. Walking around the bluffs and back apd coming in
through Hogback, down the road and seeing the water lapping up on
route 5).

M: The schoolbus couldn't get through, so we didn't have any school.
My brother, he had gotten by 3 years, telling Mr. Bell who was the
principal of Clairton High School--we didn't have a high school in our
town--that he had to stay home and help out with the flopd victims.
(laughter) He'd never been known to do anything like thiis in his
life. But in the 1937 flood we really could not, we couldn't get to
school, couldn't do very much of anything and the thing that was most
upsetting in my family: our house had never been floodefl and my
mother went down, opened the basement door and our washing machine was
bobbing arcund like mad. This disturbed my mother to no end. She
didn't care who was down there got campletely flooded aut, she just
wanted her washing machine to get stable again and not gp bobbing
around the basement. Because we were up higher we had all these
peocple staying with us, my aunt and her husband and theiy child and an
old man who was related to my grandmother. I don't know they--there
were other pecple too. Guess they only stayed with us for one night.
I remember this was a very happy time, see I was fifteen amd having
all these pecple visiting with us because we were up out of the flood
district and people who had never been flooded before were in 1937.

A: That was a high one wasn't it?

M: Yes and then the volunteer fire department went down with the fire
hoses and washed out these houses, the furniture soaked.

A: Oh, that was nice after the flood. You know we went along the
river bank after the flood, after the river got back somwhere close
to pool and we picked up all--you know we had, you know kids are
always locking arourd for sort of a clubhouse? There were these
chicken coope and outhouses and everything lying up along the bank.
You could pick out one of them., If you put it upright amd got a
foundation for it you had a shelter. I remember one time we came
across this. I forget what it was in. 'There was a wooden box

with scme Portlard papers inside and we pulled them out, real old
stock of same bicycle campany many years ago, real old. Picture of an
old bicycle. Maybe that company was converted and is now Northrup or
scmething like that (laughter). Lockheed or samething. | (laughter)
We decided they were worthless because of the condition ¢f the bike.

M: You weren't properly brought up. We knew enough
anything like this because disease was rampant, we weren|t to touch

A: There was all kinds of good thing left. I remember I was a kid
and I was raised, when I was very young, I was much cl
rivgr for awhile, for about two years. They always had
caning up and dredging where any stream was flushing
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into the channel. One sumer the dredges appeared upstream at New
Ergland Hollow. Every stream was called a hollow. So in the upper
Monongahela they had nice names. They had names like Stprved Gut
Hollow and Mutton Town Hollow.

M: That's where you lived, Starved Gut, wasn't it?

A: For awhile, and then Calamity Hollow, they're really nice placas.
A young man and I, he was about eight, seven, the same age as I was,
we used to row for water for the dredge. The closest plpce to get
water was across the river and we both, don't know if we could swin
very well, maybe could swim the river. We would skiff fhithfully over
that river for about two weeks and bring back water to the men on the
dredgefortheterrificsalaxyfortwantyfivecerrtsamyforbath
(laughter) 'Ihentheydredtiedamce big deep, they kept
dredging the stream bed itself right back far as they can up to the
river road or any railroad bed that is there. They gave us a
deliciocus pool to swim in right there away from the rivey current, the
river would back in. Eventually the sides slumped in amfl filled in
and old trees fall across it and makes a nice spot to swim in. As we
grew older we would always swim up., I moved later on about five miles
upstream. We swam a beach where no females were allowed because of
the costumes. This was by the old railroad town. We hagd a name for
it, we used to call it BAB which in our terms stood for 'bare ass
beach'. Itwasjustern@saclusi on for us, a good plape tolayin

Q: It had local color?

A: Yes it had local--we had a variety of things we coulfl do in that
water.

M: You know Major Bowes had a showboat too that went up and down the
river. Do you remember this?

At NoI...
M: Because I was only in grade school. Did you ever hear about this?
A: T knew he had a show.

M: But he had a showboat. Remember when he had pecple win on the
radio and then his wimmers, th:.sismattheyhad,instmdofstqm.ng
at theatres, they visited. I don't remenber seeing any thing,
seeing them in the theatre, but I do remember seeing on this
showboat and they had these people who tap danced and sapg and so on
who had won on his~~that was there after the Bryants, I think.

Q: That was in Jefferson?
M: West Elizabeth, yes.

A: You know there was ane person I remember down at thejold area
vhere they dredged. There was some character, he was prgbably as old




























