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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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Massie’s Meat Market
 I am not sure, but I think they had a 
market on Market St.       Dave Miller (phs’54)
 I remember Herrmann's meat market on 
Gallia across from Garfield.     Frank Hunter
 Clarence Meade worked at Massie's as a 
meat cutter - the one near Wayne Hills.

                           Patti Arteaga (nd?)
 Massies and Herrmanns Meat Markets 
were Located on 8th and Murray streets 
across the street on 8th was the old 
Mitchellace factory. I lived at 718 Campbell 
ave. and my uncle, Harry Bratt was their 
head meat cutter and my mother would 
send me to Herrmanns to pick up grocery 
and Charlie Herrmann would always get me 
a salty brine pickle out of a large wooden 
barrel and give it to me, he knew how i 
loved them. Good old Charlie.     

Clay Vice (Valley High)
 I remember Massies and Herrmann's 
Meat store, My dad took me there every Sat. 
morning and they had a brown bag full of 
different types of meats waiting for us in 
the cooler!!!          Lesha Bauer Harris (phs’79)
 I remember going to that store across 
from Williams shoes when I was 5 years old 
and getting Tootsie Rolls while my Mother 
and I were waiting on my Dad to get off 
work at Williams. Did not realize that it was 
Massies!                           Rob Stone (phs’59?)

Remembering The North-end
 The “North-end” was an area in 
Portsmouth primarily inhabited by African 
Americans in the 1930’s thru the 1970’s. 
The majority of black families and 
individuals migrated from the South to 
have a better life in Portsmouth, wanting to 
escape the hatred and bigotry of that 
region of  the United States.
 My immediate family came to 
Portsmouth from Waco, Kentucky just 
after 1937 flood. No, I am not native to 
Portsmouth and that surprises many 
people.
 All of the “North-enders” that have left 
Portsmouth and settled to other areas of 
the country are very proud to have spend 
our formative years, as African Americans 
in that area because we had so many 
activities and institutions that were 
culturally familiar and nurturing for us. We 
had the old 14th St. Community Center, 
Washington grade school, Bannon Park and 
our churches. To say the least, the area 
sheltered us from a lot of outside negatives. 
The area has and continues producing 
many professionals throughout the country. 
Obviously, we all know  about the athletes, 
but there are doctors of educations, 
doctors of medicine, doctors of dentistry, 
doctors of psychology, lawyers, judges and 
of  course an opera diva.
 Personally, I have so many people to 
thank for my successes in life, all beginning 
in the North-end”. I can thank the Good 
Lord for guiding my family to Portsmouth 
and the “North-end”.
 Dr. Chester Corbitt told me at my 
mother’s funeral that “we’re all one family 
just living in different houses.”

Curt Gentry (phs’55)

Gasoline Rationing During 
World War II
 Do you remember anything about 
gasoline rationing during WWII?
 The only thing that I remember clearly is 
stickers that were on the windshields of the 
cars.   In talking with some of the people 
who went through that situation, I’ve 
discovered a bit more about it.
 The interesting thing that I found out 
about gasoline rationing was that it was 
aimed at cutting down on driving not so 
much because of a fuel shortage but to save 
the wear and tear on automobile and truck 
tires.
 Rubber was in very short supply because 
the Japanese conquests in the Far East had 
cut it off almost completely. The 
government had a freeze on buying new 
tires. You had to have a certificate from the 
Ration Board to  purchase a new tire.  Some 
people wore their tires down to the rims 
and others simply put their cars in storage 
for the duration of  the shortage.
 The government’s answer to the rubber 
shortage was a rigidly enforced 
conservation policy for civilian drivers--gas 
rationing. Gas rationing went into effect on 
December 1, 1942. The basis of the ration 
system was the A, B, and C sticker 
system.  An A sticker owner received the 
lowest gas allocation, four (later three) 
gallons a week, which the government 
estimated, at 15 miles to the gallon, would 
permit 60 miles of driving.  The B sticker 
holder   had some essential driving to do--
such as a war plant worker who drove his 
car to work.  The C sticker holder needed 
his car for essential activities--a doctor, for 
example.  There were also T stickers for 
truckers who could get all the gas they 
needed.
 Gas rationing did bring a noticeable 
decline in the number of cars on the 
streets. More people walked or took the bus 
or train. “Pleasure driving” was all but done 
away with. There were alternatives, of 
course, like resorting to bicycles.   But, 
bicycles were rationed too.  People had to 
have a certificate of necessity from their 
local Ration Board before they could 
purchase a new bike.
 Walking was another alternative means of 
transportation.  But, because of a shortage 
of animal hides and increased Army 
demands, shoe rationing for civilians was 
put into effect in February of 1943 at three 
pairs per person per year.  However, by 
1944, large military demands had squeezed 
the civilian down to two pairs per person 
per year.
 In our affluent society of today, it’s 
difficult to believe that American had to 
endure such things as these!      Blaine Bierley

Mystery photo.   Answer to last issue mystery: 
Lindsay elementary school in Sciotoville

The Shawnee Restaurant
 Ginny Smith writes about her father’s 
restaurant - Julia and I were  carhops - Dad 
explored different types of hamburgers in 
Ohio before he came up with the Shawnee 
burger. In fact it makes me hungry just to 
think of it. My sister Julia has the family 
repository of memories. pictures, and 
related memorabilia.     Ginny Smith (phs’55)

 Some notes from Facebook...
I was a bus boy at the Shawnee off and on 
from 1964 until 1968. I started when I was 
15 years old. They were nice enough to 
keep me on when they found out I wasn't 
16 yet. They never asked me my age when I 
applied. I earned 65 cents and hour when I 
bussed and 75 cents an hour when I 
worked the counter or filled in as a car hop. 
I enjoyed all of  the...
  I remember Ginny and Julia’s brother 
coming in to dine quite regularly. I believe 
his name was John (Luther?). Pictures were 
taken at the annual holiday party. So there 
are some out there. I've asked a couple of 
my facebook friends that worked there to 
post their stories for you.              Bob Burns

 I remember my parents taking us to the 
Shawnee on Friday nights for Spaghetti. 
Thats was an important part of early 
childhood memories. Jean A. Spires (phs’47?)
 We hung out at the Shawnee in the early 
60s until they had the cops run us off. Was 
a nice place to get together with our friends 
while cruising The Trail.   Shirley Ann Bussey

 I remember the Shawnee Restaurant so 
well. That was our favorite hangout --other 
than the Shake Shoppe---or Frisch's Big 
Boy. We would go out to the Shawnee and 
get out of the car--and visit all the cars in 
the parking lot!!! We never had any more 
for food, so we would each put a nickel or 
so and order a Coke. Julia Smith should 
have lots of pictures---I think it was her 
family that owned the Shawnee and Smith's 
Drugs downtown. I can't remember her 
married name but still lives in the 
Portsmouth area. I graduated in 1957. My 
brother, Bill Robinson graduated in 1958.

Roberta Musselman  (phs’57)

 I worked there for a number of years. 
Started out as a "car hop" and was 
promoted to inside waitress. Chicken was 
great, as were the milkshakes, which we 
hand made.                Cheryl Johnson (phs’69)

 I used to eat at the Shawnee Restaurant 
almost every day because my parent's real 
estate office was across the street and it 
was the closest thing to a home cooked 
meal that I was able to get about 99% of 
the time. They had awesome chicken and 
mashed potatoes. I still have a good photo 
of the restaurant that my dad took when 
he appraised it.                 Kimberly Kizer Hill

Remembering The 
A-Bomb Scare
 If you lived in Portsmouth, Ohio, in the 
1950s, I bet you remember worrying about 
the Russians dropping the atomic bomb on 
Portsmouth.
 It was the A-bomb, along with the 
intense fear of the U. S. S. R., which led to 
the near-paranoia of the Cold War in 
America.  In the ‘50s we had drills on what 
to do during an atomic attack.    We were 
told what we needed to have on hand in 
case of an invasion and fall-out shelters 
were situated everywhere in Scioto County.  
 The Portsmouth Times published a 
series of articles in 1951 detailing how to 
survive an atomic attack.    One reporter 
gave this eerie picture, “If you’re within a 
half-mile of the   blast, you won’t have to 
worry about taking the right steps.    You 
would never know what hit you.”
 Another report gave this advice, “If 
enemy planes should sneak through the 
radar screen and not be noticed until they 
are almost over Portsmouth, all you can do 
is run to the basement and flatten yourself 

against an outside wall.   Of course, you can’t 
be sure where the bomb will explode, but 
the chances are that an enemy plane would 
choose Portsmouth’s East End and New 
Boston, so heavy damage would result to the 
steel plant, railway yards and the Ohio River 
railway bridge.”
 Horrific scenes of death permeated the 
American consciousness and urged the 
development of civil defense plans all over 
the country.   Throughout the Cold War era, 
“civil defense” was a phrase heard over and 
over.
 In Scioto County there was a separate 
county office devoted to finding and 
stocking fall-out shelters throughout the 
entire county.    All of them were stocked 
with food, water, medical supplies, sanitation 
equipment, and radiological kits.    You 
probably remember seeing those yellow  and 
red signs that designated a shelter.    The 
shelter at the YMCA could hold 300, 
Marting’s could hold 500, Williams Mfg. Co., 
1,600, and PHS had room for over 700.
 Aren’t we lucky that we survived that era?

Blaine Bierley

IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT Two hundred and sixty-six subscribers received 
the December issue of the "Alumni Prints" in which we announced the change in 2010 to 
CALENDAR-YEAR subscriptions, with ALL SUBSCRIBERS' fees due by January 31.  
Roughly half complied and remitted the $7.00 fee on time; however, we have not heard 
from the other half.  We wonder if they have dropped their subscription, or if they did not 
understand that the change also included the elimination of Gene's practice of advising 
subscribers that the fee was due on their subscription anniversary date.  Because we may 
have caused confusion, we are extending the 2010 subscription fee due date to March 31st 
(payable to the PHS Class of 1955, c/o Robert Cook, 3341 Indian Drive, Portsmouth, 
Ohio 45662.  Phone: 740-353-7757)  Also, subscribers who previously paid for a "multi-
year" subscription (we don't know  who you may be)-please make contact.  Bob Cook, 
Alumni Class Treasurer.  Send articles for print to Frank Hunter (address on masthead). 

Washington Grade School

14th Street Community Center
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Judge Schisler Retires
 “All rise,” Municipal Court Bailiff Steve 
Diamond said in ushering in Portsmouth 
Municipal Court Judge Richard T. Schisler 
(PHS’57) into his courtroom for the last 
time.
 A packed house consisting of a virtual 
“who’s who?” in government, law 
enforcement, the legal field, and citizens of 
the area packed the courtroom to greet the 
man who, by state law, because of his age, 
has to retire.
 Schisler, who is an ordained deacon, and 
has an office across from his wife, Sallie, an 
ordained minister, at All Saints Episcopal 
Church, said he will be busy working on his 
master’s thesis on religious studies as well.

Places In Portsmouth Listed 
As Historic
All Saints Episcopal Church
Anderson Brothers Department Store 
Bennett Schoolhouse Rd Covered Bridge 
Bigelow United Methodist Church
Boneyfiddle Commercial Disrict
Cunningham--Maier House
Dole-Darrell House 
Elden House
Evangelical Church of  Christ 
Feurt Mounds And Village Site 
First Presbyterian Church
General U.S. Grant Bridge 
Gharky, George H., House 
Greenlawn Cemetery Chapel
Horseshoe Mound 
Hurth Hotel
Kinney, Aaron, House 
Kinney, Eli, House 
Labold House and Gardens
Marsh, Joseph, House
Meyer House
Moore, Philip, Stone House
Newman, William, House
Odd Fellows Hall
Otway Covered Bridge
Peck, Judge William V., House
Portsmouth Fire Department No. 1
Portsmouth Foundry & Machine Works
Purdum--Tracy House
Reed, Joseph G., Company
Scioto County Courthouse
Second Presbyterian Church
Second Street Historic District
Sixth Street Historic District 
St. Mary's Roman Catholic Church 
Steindam House
Streich Apartments
Tremper Mound And Works
Tripp--Bauer Building
Zottman House

A Note From Don Burkhardt
 As a kid back in the 30's and early 40's 
before Wayne Hills got finished we used to 
play in the cow  pasture and big creek there. 
I lived across Thomas Avenue at 17th street 
on the bank by the alley. After Wayne Hills 
was built I acquired a lot of friends there. 
Eileen McNamara, Norma Jean Mathis, 
Clarence Harwood, the Evans sisters, Helen 
Jo Zuliana, and others. Yes, Wayne Hills and 
Farley Square were needed in those days-
` A family named Kleineke (sp) owned 
most of the property and had a store up 
Thomas Avenue just across from Wayne 
Hills - just before Thomas began to rise up 
hill. The city started construction of Wayne 
Hills around 1937 or 1939. I  know it was 
just before my dad bought the property 
across from the big creek and cow  pasture. 
We built our house in 1941 or 1942 and they 
were finished with Wayne Hills at that time. 
I do know it was just after the big flood of 
1937. I wish I  knew  more. There was no big 
earth movement, just fill dirt from the area 
just to the West of Wayne Hills - and just 
North of 17th Street - there is a fire house 
there now  - they scraped dirt from the 
bottom of the hill and cut part of the hill 
back - we played soft ball in that area where 
they scraped the dirt. That is about all I can 
remember. It's been over 70 years ago or 
more.                  Don Burkhardt (phs’46)

Garfield School 6th Grade, 1949-1950 (submitted by John Eichenlaub (phs’56)
Margaret Brickey, ?, Phyllis  Shoemaker, Jim Baker, Barbara Browning, ?, ?, John Eichenlaub, Sam 
Skaggs, Donna? Copley?  ?, Len? ,Jim? Collingsworth (Did we call him "Fiddle"?), Joyce Yapic  ?, 
Ronnie Lowe, Don? Vickers, Rusty Coe  ?, Glenn Nickels , ?, Len? (Repeat photo), Dale 
Greathouse, ?, Billie Tackett, ?, ?, Freddie Tackett, ?, Jim Thatcher,  ?, ?, Jerry Davis,?, ?

Memories of Marting’s
 Many of us can remember back a few 
years when we would enter Marting’s 
Department Store on Friday, the day after 
Thanksgiving. What a wonderful sight 
greeted us: The store was brightly lit. All the 
beautiful Christmas decorations which had 
been carefully put up over the previous 
weeks were alive with lights at last! Christmas 
music was playing in the background. That 
day, everything at Marting’s was ready for 
what was traditionally the largest single 
shopping day of  the year.
 How can anyone forget that glorious 
experience? Thanksgiving week-end at 
Marting’s was always special in a number of 
ways. Christmas decorations were shining 
brightly. Departments were well stocked with 
merchandise and looked very inviting. The 
island show window  on Chillicothe Street 
glowed with the life-size figures of Jesus, 
Mary and Joseph, Wise Men and animals. In 
Gift Wrap, hundreds of bows in all colors 
had been measured out, punched and tied, 
and were waiting to be peeled open and put 
on wrapped packages. And customers 
streamed in by the thousands – young 
people home from college, relatives back 
home to share the holiday with families. 
Grandparents, parents, chi ldren, 
grandchildren, aunts and uncles, nieces and 
nephews, cousins. It was like “old-home 
week,” a great family reunion right in the 
store, and everyone loved it.
 For 130 years, The Marting Brothers 
Company occupied a prominent place in the 
life of Portsmouth, Southern Ohio and 
Northern Kentucky. Like countless other 
family department stores across America, 
Marting’s carried on a proud tradition of 
serving the shopping needs of the 
customers in our community with quality 
merchandise and friendly, personal service. It 
may seem strange now, but back then we 
took all that for granted. It was just the way 
the store did business. At the end of the day 
when employees left the store, perhaps they 
felt a bit tired, but they also knew they had 
served their customers proudly and well, 
and they had fun doing it! The kind of 
shopping experience they provided was 
special. Each employee felt a real sense of 
pride in knowing they were part of a great 
family of Associates who helped keep that 
experience alive for so many years, and who 
helped make Marting’s “One of Ohio’s 
Good Stores.”
 I retired from Marting’s in 1994 after 
serving for 31 years, first as controller, then 
secretary-treasurer, president, and finally 
chairman of the Board of Directors. A 
native of Portsmouth, I  am the last family 
member to head the company, founded by 
my great-great-grandfather Henry Marting in 
1872.  I now reside in Tucson, Ariz.

David Horr (phs’56)

Paper Drives
 One of the earliest memories that I 
have of my Woodrow  Wilson Elementary 
School in Portsmouth was seeing our 
gymnasium stacked high with bundles of 
old newspapers.  When I was in the first 
and second grade the Second World War 
was still going on. I can remember going 
down Charles Street with some older 
Wilson boys and gathering up newspapers 
that people had left out on their front 
porches for the paper drive.  We carted 
them to the Wilson gym in a red Radio 
Flyer wagon that belonged to Jimmy 
Benner. 
  Paper drives were a common form of 
salvage during World War II. We were told 
that the recycled (although I don’t 
remember that term being used back in 
those days) or “salvaged” paper could be 
turned into hundreds of items used by  
our military forces--K-ration cartons, shell 
casings, and blood plasma containers just 
being a few  examples.  There was even a 
federal agency in Washington, D.C. called 
the “Waste Paper Board” which 
regulated   civilian use of paper and 
oversaw the collection of  salvaged paper.
  The Waste Paper Board studied reports 
of school waste paper salvage drives 
across the country. They, of course, were 
always trying to come up with new  ideas 
to collect more used newspapers for the 
nation’s defense effort.
 The last paper drive that I remember as 
the war in Europe drew to a close was 
promoted to make the boys at Wilson into 
“an army of paper salvagers” called 
“Paper Troopers.” Obviously,    the name 
was no accident, since it had a 
resemblance to the name “Paratroopers,” 
those daring raiders who dropped from 
the sky behind enemy lines. This 
propaganda device had a tremendous 
appeal to us kids.  The more scrap paper 
you collected, the higher in rank in the 
“Paper Troopers” you could advance.
 I can vividly remember being 
summoned to the second floor of Wilson 
to see Mr. R. J. Brooker, our principal.  I 
was terrified; being called to the 
principal’s office where the infamous 
“electric paddling machine” was   located 
was just about more than a mere second 
grader could handle.
 It was with a tremendous sense of relief 
that I learned from Mr. Brooker that I was 
not in trouble.  As an acknowledgment of 
the paper that I had brought into the 
school (with the obvious help of my 
family), I was presented with a certificate 
“signed” by General Dwight D. 
Eisenhower.
 One other thing that I remember about 
these school paper drives was the 
competitiveness that was evoked among 
the elementary schools in Portsmouth. 
From each school, as documented in the 
Portsmouth Times, there was a constant 
jockeying for bragging rights in the 
community.
 I often wonder if the elementary kids 
of today have as much chance to feel as 
patriotic as we did back in those long-
gone days of  yore.                Blaine Bierley

Scholarship Pledged In 
Memory Of Gurney Noel
 Dr. James H. Butt of Columbia, MO, and 
Stephen P. Butt of Chillicothe, OH, have 
pledged $100,000 to the Shawnee State 
University Development Foundation for 
student scholarships in memory of their 
cousin Gurney Margaret Noel, who was an 
English teacher at Portsmouth High School.
 Noel was a World War I Red Cross nurse 
in Italy, where she learned to speak fluent 
Italian and survived an attack of the deadly 
influenza pandemic.
 After World War I, Noel moved to New 
York City, attended Columbia University, and 
achieved a bachelor's and master's degree in 
English in the early 1920s. She returned to 
Portsmouth and taught for more than 30 
years, first at PHS and later at the 
Portsmouth Branch of  Ohio University.
 Gurney died of congestive heart failure in 
1963 at the age of 75 in her 1832 home on 
the Scioto Trail in Portsmouth.

Tom Wilking
 Tom R. Wilking, 71, (phs’57) of Bellevue 
died Monday, Jan. 11 at his home. He was a 
warehouse worker for Sysco Food Service 
and an Army veteran. Survivors include his 
son, Tim Wilking of Cincinnati; daughter, 
Kim Elliott of Taylor Mill; and five 
grandchildren.

Herb Crabtree
 HERBERT DRAKE 
CRABTREE, 88, of 
Minford died Nov. 24, 2009, 
at SOMC   Hospice.
 He was born Sept. 12, 
1921, in Wakefield.  He was 
a retired teacher from 
Jackson High School, a former Portsmouth 
High School T & I teacher, and owner/
operator of Crabtree Motors in Minford.  
Herb also was a former pastor of Grace 
United Methodist Church in South Webster. 
He was a member of the Scioto County 
Retired Teaches Association and a WW II 
US Army veteran. Herb was a 1939 
Wakefield High School graduate and 
attended Rio Grande College and the Univ. 
of Cincinnati. He is survived by his wife, 
Wilma, two daughters, two grandchildren, 
and three great-grandchildren.  (picture is 
from 1955 TROJAN)

Robert L. Tipton
 Bob Tipton, age 72, passed away January 
12. He was preceded in death by his wife, 
Joyce. He is survived by this sister, Ruth E 
Tipton, step-children, Tim Blevins and Glen 
Blevins, five step-grandchildren and five 
step-great-grandchildren and uncle Al 
Presley. Bob served in the Marine Corps and 
U.S. Army and was retired from Golden 
Eagle Distributors. Bob is a PHS 1955 grad. Note To The Under 50 Crowd

 When we were kids we didn't have The 
Internet. If we wanted to know  something, 
we had to go to the damn library and look 
it up ourselves, in the card catalog! There 
was no email! We had to actually write 
somebody a letter, with a pen! Then you 
had to walk all the way to the street and put 
it in the mailbox and it would take like a 
week to get there!
 Child Protective Services didn't care if 
our parents beat us.    As a matter of fact, 
the parents of all my friends also had 
permission to kick our ass!
 There were no MP3's or Napsters! You 
wanted to steal music, you had to hitchhike 
to the record store and shoplift it yourself!
 If your family had a tv, you had to use a 
little book called a TV Guide to find out 
what was    on! You were screwed when it 
came to channel surfing! You had to get off 
your butt and walk over to the TV to 
change the channel, and there were only 
three of  them, ABC, NBC. and CBS. 
 And we didn't have microwaves, if we 
wanted to heat something up we had to use 
the stove ... Imagine that!
 That's exactly what I'm talking about! 
You kids today have got it too easy. You're 
spoiled. You guys wouldn't have lasted five 
minutes back in 1960 or before!

Regards, The over 30 Crowd
 

A Retirement Bargain
 NeighborhoodScout.com has rated the 
Rosemount neighborhood of the City of 
Portsmouth one of the best places in 
America to retire for $150,000 or less.
 Portsmouth placed 11th on a list of 20 
cities-between No. 1: Corpus Christi, Texas, 
and No. 20: Cape Charles, Va. 
 The site examined six factors when 
compiling its list. Safety from crime, Peace 
and quiet, An educated and vibrant blend of 
seniors and other age groups, Striking 
scenery, Diverse options for housing; and, 
Unbeatable home values. 

Remember When Portsmouth Had Air Service To and From Cicinnati and Washington DC?

Remember Portsmouth City Lines?
These are the buses we used to get 
around the city. I think both styles 
were Fords. The one on the left was 
used on narrow city streets and the 
other was used primarily on Gallia 
Street. Seems like they had a sizable 
fleet of both styles.


