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But where is
the majesty?

Oh Yeah?... (ed. note)
As an artist I must comment: It is a shame that

the new high school building cannot match the
majestic look of the old Portsmouth high school.
Perhaps it is best that way. The new building
appears to be just a utilitarian and hopefully func-
tional structure to house students and faculty. I
feel that the columns in front are a feeble attempt
to emulate the old building. Where will student
classes line up to have their picture taken? Oh
well, that’s just my opinion.

The Current State of
Portsmouth Schools
from an update by Ken Marotte, Scioto Voice

Numerous schools are currently in the building
process in Portsmouth. An elementary school in
Sciotoville will open during December 2005 or
January 2006. The elementary, junior, and senior
high school in Portsmouth will open for the
school year commencing in the fall of 2006.

Junior (grades 7-8) and senior (grades 9-12)
high students will spend their days in the same
building, but each will occupy separate wings.
“They will share some common spaces, like the
cafetorium,” (what? no separate cafeteria or audi-
torium) said superintendent Jan Broughton, “but
other than that, they will have their own areas.”

With a school building built in 1912, many
Portsmouth students have learned to go without
those features that many others take for granted.
Unlike the old edifices, the new buildings will have
accommodations for air conditioning and state-
of-the-art technology. Broughton voiced her
excitement: “We are really excited to have a build-
ing that accommodates our needs and the current
times.”

Current Portsmouth schools allow room for
2,079 to engage in the learning process; the new
schools will dramatically increase this number.
When finished and functional, Portsmouth City
Schools will accommodate a total of 2,843 stu-
dents-1,147 at the junior/senior high school,
1,341 at the elementary school, and 355 at the
Sciotoville school.  “Potential for growth was very 
important to us,” commented Broughton.

Future students will not be able to evade the
legacy of Portsmouth City Schools, as the new
schools will contain morsels of nostalgia and local
history. Columns and urns from Grant Middle
School, for example, have been removed, and will
be installed into one of the new schools.

The building of the new school has helped the
economy by providing work to a number of locals.
“The majority of our workers are originally from
the area, and many are even graduates of
Portsmouth,” the superintendent excitedly said,
“The pride is definitely visible.”

Demolition of the old schools will occur shortly
after they are vacated. The State of Ohio will fund
80% of the demolition effort.

August 2011 • Send news articles and/or photos to Frank Hunter, 450 Bonifay Ave., Orlando FL 32825 • Email samgabe@earthlink.net • Issue 66              

    

PHS TROJAN          PRINTS
            PUBLISHED BI-MONTHLY BY THE CLASS OF 1955                    WITH NEWS & VIEWS OF OTHER PORTSMOUTH OHIO CLASSES OF THE LATE 40’s, 50’s & EARLY 1960’s

with 41 years of service, during which, he 
estimated, he taught over 8,000 students.  
During his tenure at PHS he proved his 

versatility by teaching a wide 
variety of subjects including 
English, mathematics, general 
business, and shorthand.    Many 
of Mr. Leach’s former students 
attested that they forgot the 
subject matter he taught, but said 
that they always would remember 
his high spirits, originality, and 
puckish humor.

 Most Portsmouth residents could point 
out Bert Leach’s home, a ramshackled two-
story house on the corner of Second and 
Offner Streets--1426 Second Street, to be 
specific.
 He was a lover of nature and the 
outdoors. He frequently took weekend 
trips to the woods around Kinnikonick, 
Kentucky, which he called “his stomping 
grounds.”   He was also a gifted artist. He 
was president of the Portsmouth Camera 
Club and had his photographs published in 
national magazines. He also painted as a 
hobby. His artwork hung on the walls of 
the old PHS building for many years. He 

was a founder of the Portsmouth Art 
League.
 Mr. Leach was also a published poet.   In 
1953 his book of verse, Saith the Preacher, 
was published by Pagent Press in New 
York.   I still have my autographed copy 
which I purchased at Marting’s book 
department.   In his book he used a variety 
of poetic forms--quatrains, sonnets, 
triplets, and ballads.
 In his early years at PHS, Bert Leach was 
involved in dramatics. He wrote and 
directed many plays for the Sock and 
Buskin dramatic club. He was advisor of 
the art club, the Boy Scouts, and the Jolly 
Rogers--an all-boys’ club. He was 
remembered for the Sesquicentennial 
pagent he wrote for the Northwest 
Territory celebration in Portsmouth in 
1938--just about the time many of the 
Class of  1955 were being born.
 Sometime after he retired from teaching 
in 1958, Mr. Leach moved to the Cincinnati 
area. He passed away at the ripe old age of 
91 at the Jewish Hospital in Cincinnati on 
October 14, 1978. If you ever had him as a 
teacher, I  suspect that you will never forget 
him.                         Blaine Bierley {phs 55)

Remembering Bert Leach
 If there ever was an institution at 
Portsmouth High School it was Bert Leach.  
When I  got there as a freshman in the 
fall of 1951, Mr. Leach had already 
been teaching at PHS for 34 years. To 
say that he was a quirky fellow would 
be an understatement to say the least.  
I was in his freshman Business 
Training class during the second 
semester of the ‘51-’52 school year.  
He had been described as a master 
teacher, a teacher who preferred boys 
over girls, a gifted artist, an odd ball, and 
(by many), “The Smartest Man in 
Portsmouth.”  
 Bert Leach was born on September 13, 
1887, on a farm near Bailey, Michigan.  His 
education prepared him to teach 
commercial and business subjects.    He 
attended Western State Teachers College in 
Kalamazoo, Michigan, and Muskegon 
Commercial College in Muskegon, 
Michigan.  Later, he took summer classes at 
both Ohio University and Miami University 
in Ohio.
 He came to Portsmouth High School in 
the fall of  1917 and retired in June of  1958 

A group from the class of 1955 got together in May at the home of Ginny Smith Wolfe in Alabama.
left to right: Ginny Smith Wolfe, Sharon Queen Blayney, Betty Bierley Holling, Eva Strauss Izenson, 
Karen Williams Fox, Martha Fitch Cook and Connie Yuenger Keatley


A Lunch of Liquid Gold
 Tony Thompson, ah, there’s a name with a 
Welsh ring to it. Tony is  the young, tow-headed, 
articulate brew  master at the Portsmouth 
Brewing Company (PBC) where the two of us 
spent a most enjoyable noon-hour last week 
sitting at a large table in the Biergarten behind the 
brew house indulging in a liquid lunch.
 In my opinion, one of the minor triumphs in 
recent Portsmouth history was the refurbishing 
and reopening of the century-old brewery far 
down Second Street in the delightfully restored 
Bonneyfiddle neighborhood of the River City. (In 
passing, most of you are aware, or should be 
aware, that our classmate, Bob Mohl, played an 
instrumental role in the rejuvenation of this 
historic district.)
 Tony is a home-towner and shared with me 
that his beer-making interest stemmed from high-
level conversations over the nature of the 
distilling and brewing process with his  brother 
who, at the time, was a doctoral candidate in 
chemistry at the University of Virginia. Tony is a 
well-read and self-taught brew  master who plies 
his trade at the PBC on a part-time basis and 
finds full-time employment as a technical manager 
for the television giant ESPN.
 Two other Portsmouth boys, Steve Mault and 
his older brother, Ira, opened the brewpub in 
1997  and brewed their first batch in February of 
that year. Steve, who graduated from Portsmouth 
East High School, circa 1960, also owns the 
reputable Scioto Ribber restaurant on Gallia St. 
The Ribber is a reincarnation of the old Henry’s 
Café where several of the rough-and-ready 
hilltop gang would perch on barstools on late 
autumn Saturday afternoons drinking twenty-five 
cent bottles of Wiedemann’s and eating hard-
boiled eggs as we watched Ohio State games.
 Steve and Ira came up with the original recipes 
for what have become the three gold-standards of 
the brewery: Portsmouth Pils  (modeled on the 
famous Czech lagers), Redbird Ale (a not-so-
hoppy steam ale) and Babe’s Brown Porter (close 
to a Newcastle), smooth, mildly hopped, with 
some sweet-Sue and lots of malt. Babe is Ira’s 
nickname. All three are still on tap, and they and 
all other PBC’s brews can only be enjoyed at the 
brewpub or at the Ribber. No other pubs, no 
carry-outs sell their products. It’s a case of drink 
locally.
 When I stopped by the brewpub last week, 
Tony first brought out to the sun-drenched 
Biergarten a full pitcher of a “lite” beer he had 
recently brewed and asked if I would care to 
share a glass. “No thanks,” I responded, “I  enjoy 
a good beer but make it a rule never to touch 
Wieselwasser.” Wieselwasser is  the German term 
that, for me, adequately and succinctly describes 

all light beers: weasel’s  piss. So Tony shoved the 
pitcher across the table to Snowball Schisler who 
was passing the time-of-day in the foolishness of 
things and who seemed delighted at the course of 
events. Tony strode back into the pub and 
returned with three pitchers each half-full. 
Whereas  the light beer had a pale straw  color, I 
could tell by just the richness  of the color 
spectrum of these brewsters  that I  was in for a 
midday treat. Oh, had I  but a camera with me to 
record these liquid beauties.
 The first pour was a golden hefeweissen, a 
wheat beer in the Bavarian tradition, and one 
which Tony, quite rightfully, takes much pride. In 
general, I do not like wheat beers which have 
become so immensely popular these days. It 
seems every micro-brewery in the country is 
marketing its own style. Perhaps the best known 
domestic brand is Coor’s Blue Moon. Many 
State-side breweries add fruit and/or spices to 
their wheat beers, and I find them too yeasty and 
too fruity. If I  want a yeast rush, I’ll bake bread; if 
I want an apricot, I’ll eat a fresh one. I do not 
need them in my beer.
 However, Tony’s wheat beer was the best to 
ever cross my lips. There was no cloudiness in 
the beer, as all sediments had settled out with age, 
and there were no spices or fruit to mar the taste. 
Tony stated that a German strain of yeast, along 
with Hallertauer hops, provided the subtle 
flavors, and, he added, the brew  is high in vitamin 
B2 which is  good for your sex life. With that 
additional fact how  could anyone not opt for 
several glasses!
 Tony then poured rounds of his October 
Orange Ale which had a luscious amber color, 
approaching a burnt orange. I was astonished at 
the depth and brilliance of the color enclosed by 
the glass, perhaps the prettiest glass of beer I 
have ever beheld, and I have seen some beauties. 
(By-the-way, Tony knows how  to pour a decent 
glass  of beer, at least a full inch of foam on top 
and no pre-chilled glasses. The foam eliminates 
excessive carbon dioxide and a cold glass  or mug 
nullifies the taste of the beer.) The October 
Orange is brewed in the style of a Belgian triple 
ale harboring a whopping initial specific gravity of 
22 and finishing with an alcohol content, by 
weight, approaching nine percent. I am not prone 
to such high alcohol brews, but, to obtain the rich 
and deep character, one needs the high gravity 
and that, invariably, results in a high alcohol 
content. (This is  precisely the fatal flaw  of “lite” 
beers, low  specific gravities  result in lack of 
character and taste.) Oh well, with such high 
density brews, you just limit your intake.
 This brew  was totally exceptional, off-the-chart 
(ten-out-of-ten), not dry, not excessively hoppy 
(the mistake of most American micro-breweries), 
rich and big-mouth, loaded with body and 

character. Truly, here’s a beer to make you sit up 
and bark. Tony confided that the high quality of 
the malt, all British two-row  barley, and the 
addition of orange peel imparts the beautiful 
color and exceptional flavor. Also, some rock 
candy sugar is added to the wort which provides 
residual sweetness. I  might well make another trip 
down US 23 just for a second glass of  this gem.
 As with wine, one should always save the 
heaviest (full and dark) beer for last. Tony proudly 
states that for his Maple Oatmeal Stout, “There’s 
a lot going on.” To produce this dark ruby stout 
(the color is imparted from the roasted barley), in 
the tradition of an imperial Russian stout, Tony 
adds  two-and-a-half gallons of maple syrup for 
every seven barrels of beer. The syrup is local 
coming from a maple bush in Buena Vista, and 
only the darker grade is used, one in which some 
of the sugar has crystallized out of the syrup. 
Part of the maple syrup is added to the wort at 
the beginning of the brewing process  and the 
remainder after the fermentation, as most of the 
organic compounds (such as esters) that add 
nuances to the beer, boil away during brewing. 25 
pounds  of oats  for every seven barrels of stout 
are toasted 20 minutes on shallow  trays at 500 
degrees  until burning occurs around the edges. 
The toasting is done in the ovens of the 
restaurant of the brewpub. I’d love to be sitting in 
the restaurant at such a time. Talk about taste and 
smell!
 Tony combines  two-row  American and British 
pale ale malts, and these, along with Willamette 
hops from Oregon, contribute to the high quality 
of the finished product. The full, malty taste of 
the stout combined with the subtle sweetness 
from the maple syrup, reminded me of a 
wonderfully full-bodied imperial Russian 
raspberry stout I enjoyed during the winter 
months at the Wedge Brewery in the River Arts 
district of Asheville, North Carolina. Both brews 
were simply, yet complexly, delicious. And, at both 
the Wedge and the PBC, these imperial stouts, 
because of their high alcohol content, are wisely 
served only in 10-ounce tulip-shaped glasses.
 It had been an exceptional lunch, a veritable 
liquid feast, and, as  I  rose from the table, feeling 
only a bit unsteady on my feet, I remarked to 
Tony that it was unfortunate his  brother, with 
whom he had first become interested in the 
brewing process but who had died at a far too 
young age, was  not sitting with us and enjoying 
our yeasty repast. Snowball Schisler, who was  still 
sitting across the table and enjoying his  private 
pitcher of light beer, chimed into the 
conversation for the first and last time and 
prophetically declared, “Tony’s brother is looking 
down and smiling and remarking, ‘It’s OK 
brother, it’s good, all is well.’” 

Dick Hansgen {phs 55)

Thunder Returns To Former Speedway
 Several drivers from the 1950s who raced at old Portsmouth 
Speedway were slated to take a lap down memory lane at Thunder 
Returns III, the annual reunion of former Portsmouth Speedway, 
Saturday, June 18  at Lazy Village Campgrounds and RV Park, 13610 
U.S. 52 in West Portsmouth.
 The event is a yearly celebration for the fans and drivers of the old 
Speedway. Although there wasn’t any racing, the thunder of racing 
engines returned for a few  hours of memories and reflections of the 
bygone days of the quarter-mile oval.  Ju n i o r S p e n c e r , 
(former Nascar driver)  and Dean Knittel (phs’54) were slated to be 
there said event chairman Tom Vaughters (phs’53). Spectators will be 
able to see and hear the cars in action.
 “At the end of the day before everybody leaves, the race cars there 
were allowed to go around the track five or six times,” Vaughters 
said. “Admission was free, and we had a really good crowd.”
`There was also a classic and muscle car cruise-in featuring VARC 
(Vintage American Race Cars) restored race cars, pictures and 
memorabilia, as well as food and refreshments, music and prizes.

Atomic Plant History
 In August 1952, the AEC selected a tract 
of land in the Ohio Valley along the Scioto 
River in Pike County for the site of the 
Portsmouth gaseous diffusion plant. Site 
selection was based 
on the availability of 
a vast expanse of 
r e l a t i v e l y f l a t 
terrain--the original 
tract was 4,000 
acres--as well as 
availability of large 
a m o u n t s o f 
electrical power, a 
dependable source 
of water, local labor 

and suitable transportation routes.
 In March 1956, the plant was completed 
six months ahead of schedule by 
construction contractor Peter Kiewett Sons 
of Nebraska at a cost of $750 million, 

considerably less than 
the estimated $1.2 billion 
cons t r uc t ion cos t . 
Construction required 69 
million man-hours, more 
than 68,000 drawings 
and as many as 22,500 
construction workers at 
its peak in the summer 
of 1954. More than 
1,200 acres were cleared 
and more than 4.5 

million cubic yards of  earth were moved.
 In the 1960s, the Portsmouth plant's 
mission changed from enriching uranium 
for nuclear weapons to one focused on 
producing fuel for commercial nuclear 
power plants. Until 2001, Portsmouth and 
its sister plant in Paducah, Kentucky, 
worked in tandem to enrich uranium for 
use in nuclear power plants. The Paducah 
plant enriched uranium up to 2.75% and 
then shipped it to Portsmouth for further 
enrichment to approximately 4% - 5%.
 In May 2001, USEC consolidated its 
enrichment operations at Paducah. The 
following year, transfer and shipping 
operations were also consolidated at 
Paducah.

Happy birthday to us. This issue marks the 
end of eleven years of continuous publication.
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administrators have taken steps to keep the pool 
lilly white. In that case, what happens to the 
white youngsters that can’t afford the 
membership fee?  Will they suffer the same 
injustices  of the Negro children? The pool is 
my pet peeve now, but we all know  there are 
more injustices we could explore. I  feel we live 
in a very unhealthy atmosphere when no one 
wants  to become involved. Religious and civic 
leaders are quiet on anything so controversial. I 
must say I admired the young man who shook 
hands with one of the swimmers. Thank you, 
young man, for showing Portsmouth there is 
some good when all looked so bad.”
 The Portsmouth swimming pool had its 
“Grand Opening” for the 1965  summer season 
on May 15, 1965, with some significant 
changes: Its name had been changed from the 
“Terrace Club” back to the original “Dreamland 
Pool”, and it was open to anyone who had the 
price of admission (adults  and students--75 
cents/children [under 11]--50  cents). The will of 
a determined Portsmouth minority group had 
prevailed. The issue was resolved. 
 Unfortunately, my research has  not 
uncovered the specific rationale for the change 
in the pool’s admission policy.  I could not find 
an article in the Portsmouth Times that 
addressed this issue. Perhaps looking back after 
a span of nearly fifty years, we may never know 
the precise reason. One can only speculate as to 
why the management of the pool acceded to 
the demands that the pool be integrated: 
 Did the pool management fear the 
embarrassment of further demonstrations? 
Were they afraid of legal action under 
provisions of the Federal Civil Rights  Act? Was 
it a possibility that action might be brought 
against them by the Ohio Civil Rights 
Commission? Did they feel that they were 
acceding to the wishes of the Portsmouth 
community at large? Was  it possible that the 
right time for integration had come? Or, did the 
management of the pool simply decide that it 
was the right thing to do? 
 I wish to acknowledge, with gratitude, the 
help given me in this piece by two Portsmouth 
High School graduates: Curt Gentry (PHS ‘55), 
Professor of Physical Education Emeritus, 
College of Lake County, of Greensboro, NC, 
and Dr. John Lorentz (PHS ‘58), Professor of 
History Emeritus, Shawnee State University, of 
Minford, OH.                   Blaine Bierley {phs 55)

PASSINGS
Buddy Burger (phs55) 
Robert "Bud" Burger, age 74 of Dayton, 
OH, died May 28. He was born 
December 29, 1936, son of the late 
Norman and Juanita Burger. He was also 
preceded in death by his loving wife, 
Barbara and 1 sister. He is survived by 2 
sisters; 3 step-children. 

WPAY-AM Shuts Down
by Ryan Scott Ottney PDT, Wed. June 1, 2011
 WPAY-AM 1400 will conclude nearly 
80 years of radio broadcasting in the 
Portsmouth community as the station 
draws silent Friday afternoon. The AM 
station was not included in the WNKU 
deal to purchase the WPAY-FM station's 
license and property earlier this year, but 
WPAY station President Doug Braden 
said they can't operate the AM-side 
without a staff — which was lost in the 
FM purchase.
 Braden said the WPAY-AM radio 
station began in Mt. Orab. The station 
moved to Portsmouth in about 1936, and 
was instrumental in covering the historic 
1937 flood. On Friday, however, the radio 
will go silent as the AM station concludes 
its broadcasting and leaves the air at 2 p.m.
 Braden said he has enjoyed being a 
part of the Portsmouth community, and 
explained that this move is an entirely 
financial decision.

Ted Truitt (phs50) 
Edward Warren “Ted” Truitt, 79, died 
June 22. He was born Nov. 21, 1931, to 
the late Howard Truitt and Helen Marie 
Warren Wilson. Surviving are his wife, 
Ann Bartlett Truitt,; son, Craig Truitt; 
sister, Jean McGoron; and 2 
grandchildren. In addition to his parents, 
he was also preceded in death by an 
infant son, Warren Dean Truitt; and his 
step-father, Robert L. Wilson.

A New Tourism Event
 The Belle of Cincinnati cruises the 
Ohio River. Cruises are now booking for 
July 27 and 28 from Portsmouth, and Aug. 
3 from Gallipolis.
 The Belle of Cincinnati, owned and 
operated by BB Riverboats of Newport, 
Ky., will be stopping in Portsmouth and 
Gallipolis as part of it Summer Tour of 
River Cities. 
 “Last year was the first year. They’ve 
had summer tours before but they never 
stopped in Portsmouth,” said Kim Bauer, 
director of the Scioto County Visitors 
Bureau. “One time they were going by and 
Capt. Allen ... called my office and said, ‘I 
don’t know  why we don’t stop (in 
Portsmouth).’ And I said I didn’t know  why 
either, but let’s change that.”
 The Belle of Cincinnati harkens back to 
the days of Mark Twain, with three decks 
decorated in the ornate decor of the 
Victorian era. However, her facilities are 
modern, with climate-controlled indoor 
decks, dining areas, a full-service bar, dance 
floors and elevator. 
 Lunch, dinner and sightseeing cruises 
offer a variety of scheduling choices for 
those who wish to enjoy a few  hours 
cruising the Ohio River. 
 “This year, they added another evening 
in Portsmouth,” Bauer said.
 Four cruises left from Portsmouth. 
There was a dinner cruise from 7:30-9:30 
p.m. on Wednesday and three cruises 
Thursday which included a cruise from 
noon to 2 p.m., a sightseeing cruise from 
3:30-5 p.m. and a dinner cruise from 7:30 
to 9:30 p.m. 

Emilie Jane Shields (phs54) 
Emilie Jane Shields died May 3. She was 
proud of her dad being a member of the 
Portsmouth Spartans (now  the Detroit 
Lions) and having his picture, with the 
team, on the floodwall mural of the 
Spartans.

subsequently entered the water a supervisory 
employee ordered the pool cleared.  Everyone 
obeyed except the blacks, who continued 
swimming and diving while the remainder of the 
midday crowd stood around the edge of the 
pool.    
 Police were called to the pool and instructed 
the black swimmers, via the public address 
system, to leave the pool.  They did not comply 
and about half of the crowd that had been 
waiting at the side of the pool entered the water. 
A short time later, Portsmouth Police Chief Ted 
Wilburn, who was black, arrived on the scene.  
Chief Wilburn was well respected in the black 
community and, according to Curt Gentry, 
“acted professionally in the performance of his 
job.” Following Wilburn’s  order, the blacks 
offered no resistance as  they were led out of the 
water and there were no incidents, although the 
pool grounds  were packed with swimmers and 
spectators lined the hill around the club. 
 Attorney Ormond Adams, a trustee of the 
swimming pool, which was operated as a private 
club, filed trespassing charges against the group. 
Adams stated that no one is entitled to admission 
until a signed application is approved by the 
membership corporation. The adults  were taken 
to the Portsmouth Police Station, where they 
waited in Chief Wilburn’s office, and the juveniles 
were released to the custody of their parents. The 
adults were fined $25 each, which was paid by 
other members of the black community, and 
were allowed to leave the police station without 
being jailed. 
 Charles Smith was quoted in the July 18, 1964, 
edition of the Portsmouth Times as saying, “Our 
‘wade-in’ marked the first time since the opening 
of the Kendall Avenue pool in 1929 that a 
Negro knowingly has  swum in the pool.”  He 
also was quoted as asking, “We all go to school 
together, live  together, why not swim together?”  
 The next chapter in this  drama occurred four 
days  later on July 21. This time some 40 black 
children assembled at the Terrace Club at 9 a.m., 
an hour before the club’s  regularly scheduled 
opening time. A series of telephone calls had 
alerted police and news media to the plan. 
 The children staged a “sit-in” which blocked 
the pool’s entry gate. The children first asked for 
admission and then for membership applications 
before they began the sit-in. 
 Charles Smith, Jr., President of the local 
NAACP chapter said, “the sit-in was staged by 
the youngsters themselves and not planned by 
adults or the association.” 
 Police Chief Ted Wilburn was again 
summoned to the scene and gave an order to 
move the youngsters to the police station in 
unmarked cruisers.  The only persons the sit-in 
affected were pool employees and a few 
members of the Club’s swim team who arrived 
before the 10  a.m. opening time. Police officers at 
the scene noted that the group was orderly and 
well disciplined.  The black youngsters observed 
instructions to “keep quiet and say nothing.”  
This held even after they were transported to the 
police station. No charges were filed in Juvenile 
Judge Paul Fowler’s court. The children were 
released into the custody of their parents. The 
adult blacks who were arrested previously on 
trespass  charges were among those who were 
bystanders. 
  On September 2, 1964, the Portsmouth 
Times published in its  “Letters  To The Editor” 
section on the editorial page a letter from a 
resident on Ninth Street. It stated in part: “I  have 
contemplated writing this  letter for quite some 
time, now  that summer has almost ended, I  feel 
compelled. Perhaps I thought some of our white 
citizens would speak up on the injustices of the 
Terrace Club swimming pool. We all know  a 
membership isn’t required. Unless now  the 

Swimming Pool Integration 
in Portsmouth
 When I was growing up on Charles Street in 
Portsmouth in the 1940s and 1950s, we had a 
wonderful institution called the Terrace Club 
Swimming Pool, Inc. on Kendall Avenue where 
many white kids  spent their summers. It was 
originally built as Dreamland Pool in 1929. The 
Terrace Club was a private nonprofit 
organization, which had leased the facility from 
the Dreamland Pool Corporation since 1944. 
 Two long-time Portsmouth educators were the 
managing pool directors. The two “bronze gods” 
as  they were sometimes called, were Mr. Pat 
Mitchell (PHS ‘28), who was a former coach at 
Portsmouth High School and Principal of 
Garfield Elementary School, and Mr. Charles 
Lorentz, who was a science teacher and coach at 
PHS. Both of these gentlemen served as 
lifeguards at the pool. 
 The Trustees of the club were all prominent 
Portsmouth residents: Attorney Ormond Adams, 
Charles Pitts, Arthur Rau, an executive at the 
Williams Mfg. Co., Insurance man Thomas 
Williams, and F. Wallace Drew. 
 The Portsmouth that I grew  up in was not a 
fully integrated society. The elementary schools 
were segregated in that all the black children 
attended Booker T. Washington Elementary 
School with all black teachers. The other 
elementary schools were white with all white 
teachers. However, all students came together as 
they entered High School in the ninth grade. Full 
school integration came to Portsmouth the year 
after I  graduated from high school. In 1956 
Washington Elementary was closed.  
 We don’t think much about racial integration 
now  here in the Twenty- first Century, but 
integration was the cornerstone of America’s 
great campaign for racial equality. It was the goal 
of sit-ins, Freedom Riders, demonstrations, and 
civil disobedience. It was sought with equal 
enthusiasm by blacks and white liberals alike. For 
those who were crafting a new  racial future, 
integration was to be the first step towards 
realizing America’s  full democratic potential. It 
was the decisive first step towards a future in 
which, many felt, race would cease to matter.
 The theoretical basis  for integration was 
established in a book, titled An American 
Dilemma, written in 1944 by the Swedish 
sociologist Gunnar Myrdal. I  very much doubt 
that many folks in Portsmouth read it in the 
1940s. One of the book’s key passages explained 
why integration was the essential first step to 
solving the “American dilemma.” Myrdal said, 
“White prejudice and discrimination keep the 
Negro low  in standards of living, health, 
education, manners and morals. This, in its turn, 
gives support to white prejudice. White prejudice 
and Negro standards thus mutually ‘cause’ each 
other.” 
 This was the heart of the problem: Whites 
disliked blacks and kept them in an artificially 
inferior position. Whites  then pointed to this 
apparent inferiority as justification for their own 
prejudices, which gave rise to more acts of 
oppression that degraded blacks. Myrdal believed 
that the great obstacle to progress was white 
prejudice. If white attitudes  could be reformed, 
oppression would ease, the status of blacks would 
rise, white attitudes  would improve further, and 
blacks would find more opportunities for success.  
 As my junior year at PHS was coming to a 
close, on May 17, 1954, the United States 
Supreme Court, under Chief  Justice Earl Warren, 
handed down its unanimous (9-0) decision in the 
Brown v. Board of Education of Topeka case, 
which stated that  “separate educational facilities 
are inherently unequal.” As a result, de jure racial 
segregation was ruled a violation of the Equal 

Protection Clause of the Fourteenth 
Amendment of the US Constitution. This ruling 
paved the way for integration and the civil rights 
movement.  Needless to say, the next ten years 
were full of  strife for both blacks and whites. 
 I left Portsmouth in 1959 when I graduated 
from The Ohio State University and began 
teaching English in the Upper Arlington School 
System. Return with me now  to Portsmouth in 
the early 1960s with an account taken from 
reports in the Portsmouth Times and memories 
of those who were there at the time of the 
integration of  the Terrace Club. 
 Perhaps the catalyst of this entire story was the 
drowning death of Eugene McKinley, a 14-year-
old black youth, in the Scioto River on June 9, 
1961. He drowned as a group of boys swam in a 
sand and gravel pit west of the Scioto River flood 
levee at 12th and Chillicothe Streets. The boys, 
including McKinley, decided to go swimming to 
celebrate their last day of school in the only place 
available for blacks to swim--the river. 
 An historical note to mention is  that several 
years later the residents of Portsmouth’s North 
End acquired property on Findlay Street and 
built the McKinley Memorial Swimming Pool. 
  The Civil Rights Act of 1964 (Public Law  
88-352) was enacted July 2, 1964. This was the 
landmark piece of legislation in the United States 
that outlawed major forms of discrimination 
against blacks and women, including racial 
segregation. It ended unequal application of 
voter registration requirements and racial 
segregation in schools, at the workplace, and by 
facilities that served the general public (“public 
accommodations”). The US Congress  asserted 
its authority to legislate under several different 
parts of the US Constitution, principally its 
power to regulate interstate commerce under 
Article One (Section 8), its  duty to guarantee all 
citizens equal protection of the laws under the 
Fourteenth Amendment, and its duty to protect 
voting rights under the Fifteenth Amendment. 
 The United States, as a whole, was in the 
throws of racial turmoil. On the front page of 
the July 3, 1964, Portsmouth Times were the 
following headlines: “Civil Rights Law  Tested By 
CORE  Sit-In” from Washington, DC, “Magna 
Carta Of Human Rights  Is Hailed” from 
Mississippi, and “Negro Youth Tries Again--Gets 
Haircut” from Kansas City.  Civil Rights was to 
be a raging campaign issue between the 
Presidential candidates of 1964--Lyndon Johnson 
and Barry Goldwater. 
 As far as I can determine from newspaper 
records and personal interviews, the genesis of 
the Terrace Club integration was in the summer 
of 1964. A group of North End citizens, led by 
Charles S. Smith, Jr. (PHS ‘50), who was 
President of the Portsmouth Chapter of the 
National Association for the Advancement of 
Colored People (NAACP), decided that they 
would test the public accommodations section of 
the newly enacted Civil Rights Law  at the Terrace 
Club. Smith was quoted as stating, “This is 
supposed to be a private club, but the word 
‘private’ only means to bar Negroes.” The “wade-
in” was in the planning stages for over a month 
according to Smith. The group’s strategy was 
simple: they would be peaceful and nonviolent in 
their actions. Mr. Smith recruited Curt Gentry 
(PHS ‘55), who was home for the summer from 
Maryland State College in Princess Anne, 
Maryland. Curt had had successful experience as 
a member of a Student Nonviolent Committee 
at Maryland State, which led to the abolishment 
of Jim Crow  laws in hotels and restaurants in 
Maryland. 
 At about noon on July 17, 1964, a group of 
black  men, including Mr. Smith and Curt Gentry, 
and some juveniles, entered the pool after paying 
an admission fee of 60 cents each, and when they 

Harvard & Gallia St. Marker
The new Portsmouth public school 
complex is sited on my old neighborhood, 
the city block between Waller Street on the 
West, Grimes Ave. on the East, Gallia 
Street on the South, and Ninth Street on 
the North. Within that block was 
Harvard Place, a short street extending 
north from Gallia Street, just opposite 
the old YMCA, to the alley just south 
of Ninth Street.  Most of my school 
years we lived on the 1200 block of 
Ninth Street and at 795 Harvard Place.  
Harvard Place and Ninth Street Alley 
were where we played all the games 
kids played; kick the can, twenty step 
(tag game), marbles, football in 
Harvard Place street, stick ball in the 
alley, and on and on.   It was the place 
we did all the good and bad things 
kids do growing up.   
  When I realized that the 
construction of the school complex 
would mean the elimination of 

Harvard Place, I expressed interest in the 
Harvard and Gallia Street marker in a 
phone conversation with Bill Meade 
(phs’55). My wife, Lois, overheard me telling 
how  I would like to have the marker and 
unknown to me she contacted the Mayor of 

Portsmouth who graciously gifted 
the sign to her. And at Christmas that 
year, Lois gave the sign to me as a 
present. With the possible exception 
of the Photo Football game I 
received for Christmas as a boy, the 
sign is without a doubt the greatest 
present I’ve ever received.  Needless 
to say, I was very touched and 
impressed by Lois’ thoughtfulness.
  The following spring I erected the 
sign in our flower garden off the 
patio behind our home in Hide Away 
Hills (See photo).    We have a large 
bay window  next to the patio where I 
can see the sign while having my 
morning coffee.
Don and Lois Beck Wallace (phs54 / 56) 

Martha Flack (phs55) 
Martha Flack Butler passed away June 23 
after a short bout of cancer. She is 
survived by two daughters and four 
grandchildren. She lived in Long Beach, 
Mississippi.

Marjorie Staten (phs55) 
Marjorie died July 15. She was born 
January 16, 1936, to Joseph and Norma 
Francisco Staten. She is survived by 
nephews, Paul J. Stapleton and Kevin E.  
Johnson. Preceding Marge in death were 
nephews, Earl “Butch” Stapleton and 
Robert Joseph Johnson; brothers, 
Joseph, Ralph, Don, and Edward 
“Sonny” Staten; and sisters, Marion 
Johnson, Barbara Jane Birdwell, Opal 
Stetzinger, and Marcella Staten.


