
Point Pleasant, WV
Day 5: Point Pleasant, WV – Aug 13th

I woke up at 07:00 and decided to have my usual light “berry” breakfast. The first thing I learned 

this morning was how to spell “cappuccino”. For years I had ended it with “chino”.

The weather had turned and was dull, overcast – otherwise known as Norwegian. So, I got to save on

sunblock. It mainly held off, but I did deploy the umbrella for a short spell.

Point Pleasant was named by the French explorer Pierre Celeron Joseph de Blaineville. He buried a 

lead plaque at the confluence of the Ohio and Kanawha Rivers and named the area Point Pleasant. 

After some nasty disagreements with Shawnee and Mingo warriors, the area was settled. “The 

Mothman Prophecies” stem from an abandoned WW2 ammunition factory and purportedly forecast

disasters around the world.

I had drawn a 09:00 start on the HOHO. When I left the boat I climbed the levee and saw a 

magnificent series of murals painted on the fifteen foot flood barrier between the river and the town.

I took a number of photos. It reminded me of the artwork on the Berlin Wall. The HOHO dropped 

me off at the River Museum.

There I learned that the locals call it the floodwall, and with good reason. The town was established 

in 1794 and now has 5,000 residents. In 1937 the river came up 62.8 feet and the flooding made 

6,000 homeless in the immediate area. For a while there was talk of abandoning the low lying areas 

of town. In 1966 they finally constructed the wall.

There was a great tragedy in 1926 when the Silver Bridge over the Ohio collapsed killing 46 people. 

The bridge has stood for 41 years, but a single link in the chain on one side of the suspension bridge 

snapped and the opposite chain could not take the whole weight.

After that I walked over to the Tu-Endie-Wei State Park. This park commemorates the October 1774 

Battle of Point Pleasant, which I can only assume was a skirmish in the Revolutionary War. I got a 

lovely shot of a granite statue of a Patriot with the Stars and Stripes in the background.

I watched another tow of 15 barges slowly pass going downstream.

While I was waiting for the Steamcoach an older man walked up and started talking to me. It is so 

pleasant to just have a casual conversation with the locals. They don’t seem to mind my accent at all.



The coach took me out to Fort Randolph, which would have been a fair hike from the town. The fort 

was once a refuge for the settlers against the Indians and was once the farthest from the original 

colonies.

Inside the fort I watched a blacksmith in period costume with a long white beard making nails. He 

assured me that all the hammering on the anvil had not caused any hearing loss. Then another man, 

who actually sleeps at the fort using the old ways, showed us how to create fire using a steel and 

flint. He was so fast that I missed the photo. He could not have done it faster using a Zippo lighter. 

Having seen how the pioneers lived, I decided I was better off.

I noticed markers around town that indicated that this area fought for the Confederacy. The other 

thing I noticed was that this is WASP country.

When I got back to the top of the levee there were four women in mid-1800s costume. I chatted with

one about local history. It was her opinion that the town never really recovered from the 1926 bridge

collapse. That bridge had been the main North-South link. In her day she has seen all the local 

specialty stores on main street slowly disappear as the shopping malls took over. At the top of the 

levee a group of Amish were staring at the American Queen. All the men, wearing straw hats, were in

one group, while the women, sporting black bonnets, stood together off to the side.

Lunch was an apple and a small cheese melt with lemonade.

At 13:30 Bill Weimuth gave a brilliant lecture in the Grand Saloon on the Lewis and Clark 

Expedition. I already knew the story, but Bill made it come alive. Having made the Louisiana 

Purchase in 1803, President Jefferson was curious to find out just what he had bought. By the way, 

the $15 million purchase doubled the size of the country at three cents per acre. In 1803 he 

commissioned Lewis to mount an expedition, with $2,500 granted by Congress, to go up the 

Missouri, penetrate the Rockies and descend the Columbia to the Pacific. It actually cost $38,000 – 

sound familiar? Lewis asked Clark to join as his co-Captain and they made a great team.

The complete story is well worth a read. Just ask Mr Google. One key to the success of the expedition

was an Indian woman named Bird Woman. Phonetically SAH-CA-GAH-WE-AH.

Clark was the map maker, drawing very detailed maps. On their return, Clark estimated they had 

travelled 4,162 miles by dead reckoning. Modern methods showed he was wrong by 40 miles!

We were back with Riverlorian Travis at 15:30 for his third River Chat. He outlined the transition of 

river boats to excursion cruises complete with jazz music. In the small river towns there were no 



dance halls or theatres. The boats, complete with dance floors and musicians filled a need. Advance 

men went ahead to post notices telling the folks when the boat would arrive. The locals showed up in

their Sunday best to dance, eat salt-laced popcorn, buy drinks and food.

The music was originally ragtime, but that was not that good for dancing. Entrepreneur Joseph 

Streckfus went to New Orleans and brought “jass” from New Orleans to the river boats on the Ohio 

and Mississippi in the early 1900s. Jass evolved to jazz under the influence of the southern drawl.

We were supposed to have departed Point Pleasant at 13:00 but a blown circuit board in one of the 

electrical generators kept us tied up. We finally left for Maysville, Kentucky at 17:30 hrs.

About 18:30, just as we were entering a lock, a fellow photographer spotted an osprey. We both got 

good shots as the lighting was illuminating the plumage perfectly. Now all I need is to take the shot 

when the fish hawk has a freshly-caught fish fore and aft in its talons. Dream on!

Dinner was just some fruit and some Red Bush tea.

Just before the evening show, the Captain came on stage in the Grand Salon to explain the technical 

problem. He and his crew had spent hours chasing down the part to repair the electrical bits. The 

part found, a man had to travel from Columbus, Ohio to install it. The Captain bought us all a drink.

Then Michaelyn Oby, from Memphis, did a one woman show at 20:30 – a ton of talent in a small 

package. She has a pitch perfect voice.

I posted my blog and called it a day.
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