
 

A Tale Of Two Cities
 “It was the best of times, it was the worst of 
times,” All of us are familiar with those famous 
lines from Charles Dickens’ A Tale of Two 
Cities. I think we graduates of PHS Class of 
1955 were fortunate to live in Portsmouth 
during “the best of times.” There is certainly a 
sadness, felt by all of us, that our community is 
struggling on hard times today. 
 So what is the magnet that pulls us back 
every five years for class reunions? I  think Jack 
Burgess (aka Bat) summed it up very well in his 
dinner remarks. We gather because we have 
great affection and loyalty to one another.  And 
that was certainly the case this year!        
 I was ambivalent about returning, but when I 
heard our Delta airline pilot announce, “Fasten 
your seat belts and prepare to land at Port 
Columbus”, I got excited. Our flight path over 
the quilt work of farms below  was my first 
reminder that I was back “home” in Ohio.   
The drive down Route 23 evoked many fond 
memories of my youth, driving through the 
small towns of Circleville (birthplace of my 
maternal grandmother), Chillicothe, Waverly, 
and Piketon.             
 I was so impressed that all the 
highway traffic held closely to the speed 
limit - quite a contrast from 
Massachusetts - and was told later that 
Route 23 is one of the most heavily 
patrolled highways in the US. I 
remember driving through miles and 
miles of cornfields, but I was saddened 
by the recent proliferation of fast food 
restaurants and new/used car lots.
 In the early evening I arrived in “The 
Peerless City” - once home to Portsmouth/
Wheeling/Detroit Steel, Williams Mfg., Selby 
Shoes, N&W and C&O railroads, and 
Mitchellace. Today, Portsmouth is a “college 
town” (Still trying to get my head wrapped 
around that!) with many excellent hospital, 
medical, and health facilities. During our youth, 
tens of thousands of our parents worked at the 
mills, the shoe factories, and the railroads. 
Today our town is handicapped with a serious 
lack of jobs. What a reversal in just 60 years 
(two generations)!
 Our high school (despite the fact that it was 
built in 1912) was the pride of the community. 
Look at our 1954 and 1955 yearbooks:” One 
of Ohio’s Great Schools.” PHS was a 
powerhouse in both athletics and academics. 
We achieved Associated Press Ratings in 
football, basketball, and baseball - and, don’t 
forget our 1955 undefeated tennis team (Terry 
Kouns, Tom Stone, Allan Oxley, Frank Hunter, 
Marty Lehman, Mac McKelvey, Fred Ramsey  -  
coached by Chuck Lorentz).
 PHS topped ALL Ohio high schools in 
scholarship in the statewide scholarship tests. 
PHS took nine places among the first ten in 8 
of 10 tested subjects. In English, PHS was the 
only school whose students placed in all four 
years. Michael Moore placed third in the state 
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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.
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Many Thanks, Frank
  Frank Hunter (phs’55) has accomplished 
some remarkable things over the years. One, in 
particular, in my opinion, was his role in the 
establishment of this newsletter. He recounts it 
as follows: “It was the day after our 45th 
reunion (September, 2000) that Gene Lucas 
came by my mother’s house to say goodbye as 
I was about to leave for my flight back to 
Tampa. 
 We chatted about many things as we 
reflected on the success of the reunion. We 
talked of a means for the class to communicate 
more often. I said I could produce a newsletter 
if I had help to print and distribute it. Gene 
said that he would do it so just like that, this 
letter was born.” 
  Let’s start at the beginning. Frank was born 
in 1937. He was the first born of Ralph and 
Eleanor Hunter. Later on, the family expanded 
with two sisters, Louise and Marie. The 
Hunters moved to Portsmouth in 1943 and 
resided in the Wayne Hills Community. Frank 
attended Garfield Elementary School, with his 
sixth grade  at Highland due to overcrowding 
at Garfield. He returned to Garfield for his 
seventh and eighth grades. It was in elementary 
school that he was introduced to the trumpet. 
He received instruction from the Salvation 
Army Outreach Program at Wayne Hills and 
took lessons from the school system from East 
High’s instrument teacher and Charlie 
Schirrman at Garfield. 
 In the eighth grade he was teamed with Allan 
Oxley and Sam Skaggs playing a trumpet trio 
for which they received a blue ribbon in the 
district competition at Washington Court 
House. Music became a very important part of 
life for all three. 
 Frank and Allan Oxley did many things  
together at PHS and became best friends for 
life. They were both members of the marching 
band, the concert band and along with Bob 
Neal, a trio that won top honors in the state 
and afterwards entertained civic groups around 
the area. They were both in the pep band as 
juniors and seniors. They both played tennis 
with a memorable undefeated season along 
with Terry Kouns, Charles McKelvey, Tom 
Stone, Marty Lehman and Fred Ramsey in their 
senior year. 
 By the age of seven Frank would spend 
many evenings at his grandparents home 
copying cartoons from the Saturday Evening 
Post and other magazines. He entered twice 
and won a first prize for watercolor and later, an 
honorable mention at the Norfolk and Western 
Art Show  in Roanoke before he was twelve. He 
practiced drawing every type of steam engine 
the N&W owned. In spite of that early interest, 
he shunned all art classes at PHS. His only taste 
of art there was as the cartoonist for the PHS 
newspaper (The Student Prints) in his senior 
year.   
   As graduation from PHS neared, Frank was 
conflicted about the direction he should 
pursue, now  realizing that he would need to 
work for at least a year to earn the money 
necessary to go to college. He related “it was 
with great disappointment that I watched my 
closest friends go off to Ohio State in the fall 
of 1955.” With a job at Williams 
Manufacturing Company, he resolved to join 
them the next year and pursue his interest in 
art. 

 In September of 1956 he enrolled in the 
College of Education (as a fine arts major) at 
OSU which had no “commercial art” 
program. Their program was designed to 
prepare one to “teach art.”  His later-year visits 
to many of the art museums around the world 
have given him an art appreciation that he 
never obtained at OSU. 
  During his freshman year he roomed with 
Dick Hansgen, a fellow  1955 PHS graduate. 
Frank pledged the Phi Sigma Kappa social 
fraternity located at 43 East 15th Avenue and 
later moved into the house. Several other 
Portsmouth men were members of this group: 
Nelson Barker, Buddy Burger, Ken Payne, 
Dick Purpura, and J. B. Warden. Frank became 
an active member during the Spring Quarter of 
1957. 
 One of his most g ratifying 
accomplishments was in 2014, when he was 
involved in helping his fraternity re-charter at 
OSU.  At the same time, he enjoyed assisting in 
the induction of Nelson Barker as the oldest 
pledge. He presented the new group with his 
painting of the old campus house which will 
eventually hang in the new house
 Frank was home from school during OSU’s 
April Easter Break of 1958 when tragedy 
struck the Hunter family. His father, Ralph, 
who was a conductor with the Norfolk & 
Western Railroad, was aboard one of the two 
N & W fast-freight trains that collided in the 
early morning of Easter Sunday at Sardinia, 
Ohio. Two men were killed instantly and Mr. 
Hunter suffered very serious burns from fuel 
oil that had ignited. He died two days later, 
leaving Frank as the male head of  his family. 
  The event sounded the death knell for 
Frank’s OSU career. He traveled home to 
Portsmouth weekly to assist his mother in 
financial matters and in running the household 
which included his two sisters—one a senior in 
high school and the other just seven years old. 
  In the fall of 1959, Frank left OSU to accept 
a job with Columbus Art Inc., a large 
commercial art studio. Over the next five years 
he learned very practical details (unlike what 
OSU offered) such as honing illustration skills 
and preparing such with typography for print. 
In 1962, the individual who hired Frank 
moved his family to San Juan, Puerto Rico and 
offered him a job as his art director there. 
Ironically, Frank told him that he had a bit of 
fear of flying, but said he would consider. After 
Frank’s marriage a couple of years later, they 
traveled there to visit. Frank said “I never went 
to work for him but found my own accounts 
there after I established my artOmat business 
in Tampa in 1978. I serviced two hotels in San 
Juan up to my retirement and even as I worked 
for the St. Pete Times. Had I not met Joyce, I 
would have moved there.” Frank has an entire 
fine art gallery devoted to his love for the 
island.
   1n 1964 Frank became involved in another 
activity that would become a life-long passion
—aviation! He took flying lessons at 
Columbus Flying Services at Port Columbus 
in a fleet of Piper Colts and took to it well: he 
soloed in just 13 hours and obtained his FAA 
license. He later purchased one of the Piper 
Cherokees he regularly rented and the rest is 
history—he has logged many happy hours as a 
pilot over the years and during the 1960’s 
found a market for airliner paintings for 

executive offices. He regrets not making 
photos of  them suitable for prints.
 His interest in flying led him to a permanent 
agency position with Miller Advertising by 
flying a political tape at the last minute to 
Huntington WV and to later handle many 
aviation accounts for other agencies across the 
state of  Ohio. 
 In the Spring of 1965, Frank married 
JoAnn Sicka, a girl that Nelson Barker worked 
with. They were married in Columbus in the 
spring of 1965. Al Oxley was his Best Man 
and Nelson was an usher. Frank and JoAnn 
established a residence on Overbrook Drive in 
Columbus and began to travel extensively 
throughout the lower 48 states, four Hawaiian 
islands, Central America, 13 islands of the 
Caribbean, with many days and weeks spent in 
Puerto Rico. and 8 European countries. Frank 
continues his fascination with travel to this 
very day. He ran his own on-line travel agency 
in 2006-2008. 
   In 1978 he and JoAnn moved to Tampa, 
Florida and he opened his own Advertising 
Agency/Art Studio (artOmat). For the next 18 
years he serviced a long client list of satisfied 
customers and even helped create a new 
international airline.
  By 1987 Frank and JoAnn had adopted two 
newborn boys, Sam and Gabe. Frank enjoyed 
his late fatherhood and took pride in coaching 
his two boys in the finer points of his favorite 
sport—baseball. His sons, now  adults, both 
live in Oklahoma. Sam is single and Gabe is 
married. Gabe and his wife have presented 
Frank with three grandchildren. 
 At the turn of the century, Frank had been 
in the commercial art business for more than 
40 years. His marriage to JoAnn was falling 
apart and he felt it was time to reduce his 
management responsibilities, so he disolved his 
business and  accepted a position with one of 
his clients, The St. Petersburg Times newspaper, 
thus winding-down his career as a commercial 
artist. In 2007 he retired from the Times and 
married Joyce Roberts of Orlando and moved 
there from Tampa. Together, they traveled 
extensively—Italy, Greece, Turkey, and many 
cruises. Joy became his partner in an on-line 
travel business. Frank moved back to Tampa in 
2012 ending his marriage with Joy in 2013. 
 Frank has contributed his considerable 
artistic talents over many years to the PHS 
Class of 1955. He has designed and printed 
most of the programs that were used at our 
many class reunions. In these programs we 
saw  his artistic talent, his sense of humor, and 
his affection for all his classmates. 
 As a bit of irony, Frank now embraces some 
of what he rejected at OSU. He is now  a fine 
artist, having painted (or illustrated, as he likes 
to call it) thirty art works of “Portsmouth in 
the Fifties”. His website contains several other 
galleries of his over 240 works—portraits, 
illustrations from his travels, aviation subjects, 
still lives, etc. Check it out!  
frank-hunter.artistwebsites.com/
 Frank is also a man of faith. For many years 
he has studied the Greek New  Testament and 
has tried to live according to its precepts. He 
states sincerely, “God has truly blessed me. It 
Is Well With My Soul”      Blaine Bierley (phs’55)

Semper Ubi  Sub Ubi

in the “I Speak for Democracy” contest. Sadly, 
five members of our National Honor Society 
are deceased: Bill Trone, Deanie Harrison, 
Jerry McColgan, Norma Ray, and Dave 
Wagner. But, I am happy to report that Nancy 
Bower, Ginny Belle Smith, and Nelson Barker 
did attend our reunion.
 Our class activities and stories from the 
1950s are well documented thanks to the 
heroic efforts of Frank Hunter, who has 
published the PHS Trojan Alumni Prints for a 
full 15 years, and Blaine Bierley’s classic Charles 
Street Tales. Don Payton noted at our class 
dinner that our class, which numbered 240, 
was one of the largest in school history. And, 
that our class continues to have bigger 
attendance than most other groups. 
 Mac McKelvey and I tried to duplicate our 
teenage tennis skills on the Shawnee State 
courts Saturday morning. It was typical 
Portsmouth summer weather - hot and humid 
- but what a beautiful campus setting with the 
Kentucky Hills in the background. Drove 
down to the Market Square Cafe for a 
delicious lunch and guess who was sitting at 
the next table: five of ”The Magnificent Seven 
” (Eva Strauss, Betty Bierley, Martha Fitch 
Cook, Karen Williams, and Sharon Queen). 
Ginny Belle Smith was also in town, but we 
missed you, Connie Yuenger! I’m jealous that 
you ladies get together every year.  
 Our classmates drove or flew  to Portsmouth 
from Alabama, Georgia, Colorado, Florida, 
Tennessee, Connecticut, and  Massachusetts. I 
would encourage all our readers to consider 
joining us for the next reunion. 
 We did take a straw vote at dinner regarding 
a future reunion, and there was an enthusiastic 
YES. It was interesting that most classmates 
wanted to get together in TWO years - just 
hedging our bets that maybe FIVE years is too 
optimistic!
 Time seemed to pass so quickly at dinner, 
but I did have an opportunity to table hop, 
and chat with many of you. Great to see 
Marilyn (Mucha) and Gary Albrecht, Sam 
Pollack and his guardian angel wife, Joan, Nick 
and Nancy Huston, Nancy Bower (one of my 
classmates from Grant Grade School), Blaine 
and Carolyn Bierley, Jane (Dever) and Fred 
Ramsey, Jerry Warren, Frank Hunter and his 
traveling companion, Amber, Larry Boren, 
Jackie James, Bob Mohl, and Gail Miller. Gail 
recommended that I buy a copy of the newly 
published Dreamland from Amazon.
 And, a big “thank you” to Bob Cook and 
his entire reunion committee for a memorable 
weekend. Thanks for your dedication!
 Ed note: Nancy Bower - I just read your 
“Class Prophecy” from the 1951 Grant School 
Annual! You really captured the future 
potential of our class! And look at the Class 
Wills: I, John Pendleton, will to Jerry Warren, 
my dearest friend, my money and fortune; I, 
Marty Lehman, will to Larry Boren, my job of 
running errands for Mr. Hopkins; I, Tom 

Stone, will my position as bugler back to Mr. 
Hopkins. OMG - this was 65 years ago!
 Many thanks to Bob Mohl for organizing a 
tour of the impressive Vern Riffe Center for 
the Arts at SSU. What a facility - an 1100 seat 
theater, art gallery, black box theater - any city 
would be proud to have such an asset. And, 
the university is offering excellent degrees - 
everything from a BFA (fine arts) to 
occupational therapy. Even though my old 
home at 938 Second Street was demolished to 
construct Massie Hall, I’m a big fan of the 
university and its future goals. After our tour, 
Bob, Ginny Belle, and I grabbed a cup of 
coffee at The Loft, a new  and inviting cafe 
that reminded me of Harvard  Square. Ginny 
Belle confided that she is a watercolorist and 
has a studio at home. I suggested that she, 
Frank Hunter, and I share our original artwork 
with the class at the next Reunion. Any other 
artists among our alumni?         
 Old and new  things I tend to forget about 
my home town: the rolling Kentucky Hills, the 
2000 feet of flood wall murals, the lovely 
Portsmouth “southern” accent (I’m talking 
about you, Jackie James!), the beautiful 
Greenlawn Cemetery (with the soldiers’ 
monument and graves), the new  bridge to 
South Shore, KY. (I think the designers were 
inspired by the Zakim Bridge in Boston. And, 
I’m still puzzled why there are TWO bridges 
to KY?), the Carnegie Public Library, the new 
high school and athletic complex, the many 
impressive churches, the broad shady tree 
lined streets on “The Hill”, and the historic 
Boneyfiddle District - to name just a few. At 
the same time, I do miss my old home, my old 
grade school, my old high school, the bus and 
train terminals, the old post office, Martings, 
LaRoy and Lyric theaters. Going, going, gone!
 A tale of  two cities, indeed.             
 Suddenly, it’s late Saturday night - time for a 
nightcap at the Portsmouth Brewery, one of 
Ohio’s oldest operating breweries. Dick 
Hansgen (Dick, I had forgotten that you 
earned your master’s degree in physics at my 
old alma mater, Cornell), Frank Hunter, 
Nelson Barker and I raised a pint for dear old 
PHS - departed friends and memories of the 
“best of times”! “Last call” - 11 PM - you’re in 
Portsmouth!
 Once again, I want to share with you the 
lyrics from my favorite Bob Dylan song, 
“Forever Young.” They seem more 
appropriate now than ever.
 May God bless and keep you always
 May your wishes all come true
 May you always do for others
 And let others do for you
 May you build a ladder to the stars
 And climb on every rung
 May you stay forever young                                              
         With great affection to all my classmates!  
See you at the next reunion.

Marty Lehman (phs ’ 55)
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Swan Song
 Since this is to be the last issue of our 
PHS Class of 1955 newsletter, I would like 
to express some thoughts on my feelings 
about my contributions over the past 
fifteen years. It’s been a great run for me. I 
hope that I’ve given some pleasurable 
nostalgia to our readers.
 When I came to Portsmouth High 
School in the fall of 1951 I was a very 
immature 13-year-old boy. I was the 
product of a single-parent family, my father 
having died when I was in the fifth grade. 
My social skills were sadly lacking, and I 
had absolutely no idea of what the future 
had in store for me.
 Unfortunately, I made almost no 
contributions to PHS. I wasn’t an athlete, a 
scholar, or a leader. I would have been 
greatly surprised if anyone in my class 
remembered me.
 Fortunately, I was a “late bloomer.” I did 
go on to college and had a successful 
academic and social life. I married, had a 
family, and spent some 35 years in a 
challenging and rewarding education career.
 So, I guess what I’m saying is that I hope 
my contributions to our newsletter over the 
past years was a way of making up for 
what I didn’t contribute to PHS during my 
four years there. Thank you all for allowing 
me to amend my record!
 Let me end this narrative with some 
reflections on our 60th reunion 
celebration. My wife, Carolyn Rayburn 
Bierley (1958), and I thoroughly enjoyed 
ourselves on September 19, 2015. At PHS, 
in our day, some friends were, of course, 
closer than others, but within the total 
class, it seems to me, was a general 
affection that supported pretty much 
everyone—and, I believe, this has grown 
even stronger over the past sixty years. Our 
Class of 1955 had (and still has) what I 
would call a “living personality” which was 
more than loyalty to a place or an 
experience—or to a group accidentally 
brought together for four years.
 I felt a “pride of family” at our reunion. 
I saw  a group with widely varied 
backgrounds come together with 
adaptability and good will. I was proud of 
us!
 Finally, I would be remiss if I didn’t 
thank my friend and editor, Frank Hunter. 
Frank and I got our first taste of 
journalism working on the PHS Student 
Prints newspaper in our senior year under 
the tutelage of Miss Mary Elizabeth 
Schwartz. Frank allowed me to become 
part of our class newsletter from the very 
first issue. He has given me guidance and 
support all along the way, while allowing 
me to find my own voice. Thanks, Frank!                     
  Blaine Bierley (’55)   
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To Our Classmates Who Are The Greatest and Who Attended The Greatest High School In The Greatest Era
Thank You For The Privilege Of Serving. God Has Truly Blessed Us.




