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This information is provided for genealogical purposes only,  please  respect the wishes of the 

individuals and their families and the Churches providing the information named in these records. 
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ANCIENT HISTORY  

 

This can be found in two books which are available at Carnegie Library of Pittsburgh, Oakland Branch, 

reference section on the 3rd floor. 

 

Family Names of County Cork by Diarmuid Ó Murchadha, Glendale Press, pp. 314-316 (Tuama). 

This book is recommended by the Cork Historical Society 

 

The O’Toomeys of Croom by Thomas Noxon Toomey, pp. 1-7 

 

The Coat of Arms 

The coat of arms used by the OTuama.   The Irish Board of Heraldry uses the distinctive Irish custom of 

sept arms permitting any descendent of an Irish chieftain to display the arms.  The person is not 

required to have the same surname. He may display the arms as opposed to bearing the arms. 

 



Chapter Two  
NAMING PATTERNS 
 
Old Irish Naming Patterns as found in <<Cork Ireland Gen Web>> 
 
   Sons 
 1st son was named after the father’s father 
 2nd son was named after the mother’s father 
   3rd son was named after the father 
   4th son was named after the father’s eldest brother 
 5th son was named after the mother’s eldest brother 
 
  Daughters 
   1st daughter was named after the mother’s mother 
   2nd daughter was named after the father’s mother 
 3rd daughter was named after the mother 
4th daughter was named after the mother’s eldest sister 
5th daughter was named after the father’s eldest sister 
 
 
An observation at the end of the discussion notes the following break in the 
pattern. “This convention was modified when the resulting name would mean that 
3 people in one family had the same name.  The superstition was that in the case 
of 3 having the same name, one would die.  When one of the people having the 
name died that name was reused on the next born child.” 
 
This pattern appears to have been followed by the first two generations of the 
family of Timothy Toomey.  The result is an overwhelming repetition of given 
names and usually only one name is given.   
 
As an aid to identify each person bearing a repeated name, I assigned a number 
to each person in the first three generations beginning with Timothy Toomey, 
born in Ireland in 1811.  He will be T-1.  His children are T1-1, T1-2, T1-3, and 
T1-4. The children of each of the following generations will be numbered in order 
of birth showing how each is related to Timothy Toomey T-1 through the number 
of the parent. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



VOCABULARY 
Many people have asked about the occupation of several members of the family 
which was known as “puddler”.  As the iron and steel industries evolved, different 
steps in the manufacturing process changed, sometimes dramatically.  In the 
“Hall of Genealogy Website” under Old Occupation Names there is a description 
of puddling. 
 
   The Puddling Process 
In 1784 Henry Cort devised a method of producing wrought iron from cast iron 
using a coal fired Reverberatory Furnace. Solid Cast Iron was heated within an 
enclosed furnace. 
 
A Reverberatory Furnace is a long low structure built out of fire bricks.  The coal 
fire was at one end with the hearth between the fire and the chimney.  The hearth 
was slightly dished with a roof that directed the smoke and flame from the fire 
wall above the iron.  By keeping the smoke and flame above the iron, no carbon 
from the fire came in contact with the iron. 
 

Solid Pig (Cast) Iron was heated vigorously in the hearth until it was all molten.  
The fire was then damped down and the iron stirred so as to bring as much as 
possible in contact with the air.  As Wrought Iron has a higher melting point than 



Cast Iron, if the temperature in the furnace was correct the iron began to solidify 
as the carbon was removed.  Eventually the Wrought Iron could be worked into a 
single lump of iron in the center of the hearth.  Although in theory this was 
Wrought Iron it was not usable in this form because of the slag within the lump. 
 
For the Wrought Iron to be made usable, it was lifted from the furnace and forged 
using a ‘Shindling Hammer’.  Finally it was rolled into bars or sheet.  As most of 
the slag was squeezed out of the iron under the shindling hammer this could be a 
dangerous job, with each drop of the hammer white hot slag would be strayed 
out across the forge.  As the workmen had to hold and move the iron during the 
forging, there was no option other than for them to dress in heavy protective 
clothing. 
 
An improvement to Cort’s puddling process came from Joseph Hall in 1816.  Hall 
added mill scale (iron oxide formed and broken off during the forging and rolling) 
to the Cast Iron at the start of the puddling process.  Once the iron had melted, 
the carbon monoxide formed by the mill scale bubbled up through the iron giving 
the impression of boiling, thus the common name for this refinement “Pig 
Boiling”. 
 
This process resulted in the elevation of the rolling and puddling procedures into 
the most important positions in steel mills in the 1870’s.  But according to S. J. 
Kleinberg in The Shadow of the Mills, the invention of the Bessemer converter 
and later the open hearth furnace made these two skills obsolete. 

If he worked a 10-12 hour shift, in the mid 1870’s a roller might earn $38 a week 
usually ($1200 to $2000 per year) and a puddler $22.50 per week ($600 to 
$1000 per year), earning them more than some white collar workers.   A laborer’s 
wages increased from 14 to 16 cents an hour by 1907 ($300 to $550 a year). 
This forced the families of unskilled laborers to take in boarders and send their 
children to work. 

SEANACHIE 

This is the name given to official story tellers in old Irish society. Many of the 
Toomeys fit this description and are still capable of relating history which they 
themselves did not experience.  Accuracy is not a requirement but once the story 
began no one ever interrupted the teller except to request additional information.  
This usually results in the lead-in to another story. 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Three – Cork City, Ireland 

A search of the church records of <<Irish Genealogy,ie>> has turned up the 
following records which have been accepted as those of Timothy Toomey by the 
Cork Historical Society due to coincidence of family name, given names, dates of 
birth and location. 

As you can see, accepting all of these records will involve accepting probably 6 
different spellings of the family name, two in Irish (Tuaima, Tuama) and four in 
English (Tuomy, Twomy, Toomy, Toomey). 

 

 
 
After all, there really is only one way to spell it ! 



All the records are from the South Chapel of Saint Finbar’s, Cork City, Ireland.  In 
the book “A Walk Through the South Parish Where Cork Began” by Roger 
Herlihy, this church is identified as the oldest Catholic church in the city and the 
original was built in 1766.  The front was set back from the street so as not to                                      
make it too obvious due to having been built during Penal times.  The parish    
priest administered a parish that covered approximately 9000 acres.  There is a 
legend that permission had to be obtained from the Protestant bishop who 

allowed it to be built, as long as 
he could not see the church from 
his own residence. 

In 1827 and 1828, the years 
leading up to Catholic 
Emancipation, two great 
meetings were held in the South 
Chapel.  Both were attended by 
Daniel O’Connell, known as the 
Liberator. They sent one petition 
to Parliament and another 
denounced the “Tithe” system 
requiring all non-Anglicans: 
Catholic, Presbyterian, Quaker, 
Non-conformist, to pay the 
upkeep of the Anglican clergy 
(Church of Ireland).  This tax fell 
most heavily on potato patches 
and was felt directly by the 
poorest residents.  Between 
1823 and 1840, 109 charges 
were brought against various                 
members of the Toomey clan in 
County Cork for refusal to pay 

tithes. 

SOUTH CHAPEL – 2017 

The first known records of our Toomey ancestors can be found in the South 
Chapel records.  Begin with a marriage record of Tim Tuomy and Mary Sullivan    
of Blueboy Lane on 18 January 1803.  No occupations were given and no names 
of parents.  Witnesses were John Hegarty and Mary Sullivan. 

1. A baptismal record for Dens Toomy of Little Blue Bell Lane on 25 Nov 
1803. His parents are listed as Timy Toomy and Sullivan.   His sponsors 
were Timy Regan and Peggy Bell.  



2.  A baptismal record was found for John Tuomy of Barrack [Street] on       
25 February, 1806.  His parents are listed as Tim Tuomy and Mary 
Sullivan.  His sponsors were Wm Brien and Ellen Murphy. 

3. A baptismal record was found for Timothy Tuomy, no address given, on 
10 June 1811.  His parents are listed as Timy Tuomy and Mary Sullivan.  
His sponsors were John Murphy and Cath. Condon.  This Timothy is 
considered our direct ancestor and it is his family that we have been able 
to follow in records.  In order to distinguish between the Timothy Toomeys, 
this Timothy Toomey will be referred to as T-1. 

4. A baptismal record was found for William Tuomy, no address given, on 4 
July 1814.  His parents are listed as Timothy Tuomy and Mary Tuomy.  
His sponsors were Denis Tuomy and Joanna Corcoran. 

 

 



5. The marriage record for Timothy Tuomy (T-1) to Joana Dullea on 26 April, 
1835 begins a paper trail of the ancestors we have heard of in oral 
histories of the family.  The vows were witnessed by Thos Herlihy, Honor 
Goolden and Jno Dullea.  The name of Dullea was known in the oral 
histories as Donlay.  This couple has baptisms recorded in the South 
Chapel for two sons.  

6. The first is Timothy Twomy (T 1-1) on 26 April, 1835.  No address was 
given.  His sponsors were listed as Thos Herlihy, Honor Goolden, and 
Jno. Dullea.                                      

7. The second son, Daniel Twomy ( T1-2), was baptized 6 Aug 1836.  His 
parents were listed as Timothy Twomy and Johanna Dullea and his 
sponsors were Edward Dullea and Johanna Dorgan. 

 



These are the last records for the family that we find in Ireland.  There is 
no record of Timothy Tuomy in any land or business or property records in 
County Cork. He does not appear to have owned anything nor did he have 
the possibility of doing so.  After the birth of their second child, Daniel,             
Timothy and Johanna immigrated with their two sons to Bedwellty, 
Monmouthshire, Wales.                              



 CHAPTER FOUR – IRELAND TO WALES 
STORIES FROM THE TOOMEYS OF ALLEGHENY CITY PA 
 
These are stories that I have heard my entire life about the family.  Does that 
mean they are true? Maybe. 
This family history resulted from a conversation between Francis Joseph Toomey 
and Phoebe Toomey Winsky at a wedding reception for one of the relatives.  
Francis guarded the data on the paper napkin he used at the party until he 
checked a few facts with his mother Mary Thorogood Toomey.  Everything he 
recorded was correct but there were some gaps.  The gaps have been filled in 
with stories from Jim, Joe, Mary, Cecelia, Anthony, Thomas, Francis and Ellen 
Toomey.   
 
We would like to hear your story too. 
 
Begin with Timothy Tuomy (T-1) born in Ireland in 1811 (in Welsh Census 
records) and by family tradition born in County Cork.  He married in County Cork 
(in Welsh Census records) to Johanna Donlay. It is after his arrival in Wales and 
after his report to the 1841 Welsh Census that the spelling of the name became 
Toomey. 
 
They had two boys in Ireland, Timothy Twomy (T1-1) and Daniel Twomy (T1-2) 
and immigrated to Wales between the second (Daniel) and third child Cornelius 
Toomey (T1-3) who was born in Wales.  They also had a daughter Johanna 
Toomey (T1-4) born in Wales. 
Timothy Toomey lived in Bedwellty, County Monmouthshire, Wales, at several 
addresses on North Street and worked as a laborer, a cinder-filler fireman and 
general mill-man at the furnace for over 30 years.   

 
According to the 1868 National 
Gazetteer of Great Britain & Ireland, 
“Bedwellty is situated in a hilly district 
between the river Rumney…& the 
Sirhowy & extends as far north as 
Tredegar, a market town, Rhymney & 
the Ebbw Vale.  The district is rich in 
iron & coal & is the seat of an extensive 
iron manufacture…. Between 3,000 & 
4,000 persons are engaged in the great 
ironworks & collieries in the vicinity.” 
 
 
 
 
 

 BEDWELLTY PITS 



In the 1841 Welsh Census the whole family is recorded as “Toomey”. 
Timothy Toomey (age 35) is listed with a John Toomey (age 25) and four 
children: Timothy (6), Daniel (4), Cornelius (2), and John (1).  Timothy and Daniel 
were born in Ireland, and Cornelius and John were born in Wales.  Consider the 
John Toomey born in Ireland as either a brother or cousin of Timothy (T-1).  Until 
we can prove otherwise, it is possible to think of John as T-2 and he will be 
treated as a relative of T-1 until there is more information to the contrary. 
 
According to the Sirhowey Valley history, “many dwellings had been quickly 
constructed to provide accommodation.  Cottages were strung together, row 
upon row, with no regard to basic sanitation or drainage requirements making the 
area ripe for diseases. It was in 1854 when Dr John Snow established the 
connection between cholera & contaminated water supplies.  The speed with 
which the disease struck its victims was horrific- a person who appeared healthy 
in the morning could be dead by nightfall.” 
 
Timothy (T-1) died in Wales at 54 years on 14 Dec 1866 in twelve hours of 
cholera and is buried in Bedwellty vicinity. 
 
His wife Johanna Donlay accompanied him with two of their children on the 
journey from Ireland.  They lived together in Bedwellty.  She died at age 56 years 
on 17th Nov 1865 of asthmatic bronchitis and is buried in the same area. 
 
CHILDREN OF TIMOTHY TOOMEY (T 1) AND JOHANNA DONLAY 
Timothy (T 1-1) 
Daniel (T1-2) 
Cornelius (T1-3) 
Johanna (T 1-4) 
Timothy Toomey(Twomy)  (T 1-1) was born in Ireland in 1835 (in Irish baptismal 
records and Welsh Census records) and immigrated to Wales between the age 
of 3-6 years together with his parents and little brother Daniel.  He learned the 
trade of iron puddler and worked at it his whole life.  In 1871, he and his brother 
Daniel and his sister Johanna immigrated to the United States.   
 
Daniel Toomey (Twomy) (T1-2) was born in Ireland in June 1836 (in Irish 
baptismal records and Welsh Census) and immigrated to Wales between the 
ages of newborn to two years.  According to Phebe Toomey Winsky, he bounced 
his future wife on his knee in Wales when he was ten years old.  He worked as a 
laborer in Wales until his immigration to America.  He married Sarah Kingsbury in 
1865 in Bedwellty, Wales and they had four children in Wales: Timothy, William, 
Johanna, and Daniel.  The remaining children were born in America.  Tradition 
has it and the 3 April 1871 Welsh Census records would seem to agree that 
Daniel immigrated first and sent for Sarah and the children after he was 
established in America. 
 



Cornelius Toomey (T 1-3) was the first child of Timothy Toomey and Johanna 
Donlay born in Tredegar, Wales in March 1840 after their arrival from Ireland. He 
worked as a puddler. He married Catherine Hunt in Wales in the fourth quarter of 
1863.  Their son Timothy (T1-3-1) was born in Wales in 1864, and David (T 1-3-
2) was born in England. Cornelius told the United States Census taker in 1900 
that he arrived in the USA in 1868.  Apparently Cornelius communicated with the 
relatives still in Wales in glowing terms of his situation in America. His own family 
arrived in 1868-9 and his two brothers and his sister followed him in 1871.  
 
Johanna (T1-4) was born in Bedwellty Wales in 1841 and immigrated to America 
with her brother Timothy in March 1871 arriving at Castle Garden, New York. 
   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



CHAPTER 5 –        ALLEGHENY CITY PA 
Cornelius was the first to arrive in America.  In 1871 he filed a declaration of 
intent to become a US citizen in the Western Pa District Court and on 2nd of 
September 1874 he swore allegiance to the United States. 
 
The first locations recorded for the family show that Cornelius (T1-3) was living at 
114 Mill Row in the ninth ward of Allegheny City and worked as a puddler.   

 



 



He then moved to 84 Railroad Row, worked as a boiler, and then moved to the 
Superior Rail Mill.  His own family arrived here about 1868-9 and they lived in this 
area while waiting for his two brothers and his sister.  He returned to the job of 
puddling while living for the next 10 years at 566 Preble Avenue. They next lived 
at 108 Rebecca Street (Reedsdale) and then on Belmont Street where they 
raised five more children.   
In 1899, his wife Catherine Hunt died and Cornelius moved in with his son David 
and his family on  
Belmont St. 
The Ninth ward of Allegheny City was enclosed between a hillside and the Ohio 
River in a flat narrow strip approximately two miles long. Any heavy rainfall 
defined the area as a flood plain.   It began on the north end in a neighborhood 
titled Verner.  Beginning at Verner train station it was filled with mills that needed 
large numbers of skilled and unskilled laborers who worked 10-12 hour shifts and 
alternating weekends. No women were employed in the steel mills. 
Pittsburgh Forge and Iron works was on both sides of the tracks at Verner 
Station. There were passenger train stops at Verner and at Woods Run.  
Beginning at Verner there were only 10 streets which crossed Beaver and Preble 
Avenues on the riverside of Preble Avenue from the northern end to the southern 
end of the 9th ward. 
Spruce Street (became Stieren) was within the property of the Forge and Iron 
Works. 
Pine Street (which became Porter in 1876 and Paola by 1902)  was the location 
of the Methodist Episcopal Church, and the First Presbyterian was between 
Water and Ohio Streets. 
Sands Alley 
Elm Street (became Tracy). 
Woods Run flowed here and was still an open stream. 
In the Allegheny Iron Works of Oliver Bros and Phillips between Pine & Elm, the 
area needed for the puddling process covered more than half the area of the mill. 
Ferry Street (became Hanover then Westhall) was occupied by an oilcloth 
factory, Lightner’s Lumber Yard and Gerber’s Grocery Store on one side of the 
block between Ohio Ave and the Superior Mill.  Across Preble Ave from these 
buildings were Hartman’s Hotel and other private property. 
In 1871 the House of Refuge for Wayward Boys and Girls still functioned “for the 
reformation and moral and religious education and training of vicious, incorrigible 
and depraved children or youth of both sexes.” 
Kerr and Anderson Streets (became Doerr) extended all the way from the river to 
Preble Ave on the southern end of the House of Refuge and held the repository 
of the Woods Run Presbyterian supplies under the Rev. John Kerr. 
Sampson Street (became Superior Street which changed to Sterling in 1902). 
Ohio Street (became Ontario in 1902).  
The largest source of work in the neighborhood was the Superior Mill of 
Harbaugh, Mathias and Owens that extended from Superior Street south to the 
Pittsburgh Car Wheel Works.  This land was originally leased by Mary Schenley 
in 1864 and then sold to Springer Harbaugh in 1875.  The mill surrounded the US 



Marine Hospital so that the Rolling Mill & Furnaces lay on the north and the 
Superior Iron Co & Superior Furnaces lay on the south of the Hospital. 
Six tenement building sites were located between Verner Station and St 
Andrew’s Church, many on the same land where the factories were located so 
we are assuming that Superior Mill Row was among the tenements located on 
both sides of Preble Ave at the Superior Mill. 
Strawberry Lane (became Island Ave) and marked the end of the 9th Ward. 
Just one block into the adjoining Sixth Ward was the location of St. Andrew’s 
Church and convent that was assigned to the Irish Catholic families.  They were 
especially grateful on the big feast days because Fr. Carroll or Fr. Tracy could be 
encouraged to add a few more pieces of incense to the censor which might  

 
St. Andrew’s on a clear day 
 
actually dull their noses to the odors from the stables of the Horse Car 
Passenger Railway Company which wafted through the open windows. The 
church was on a block with 12 pieces of private property and across Beaver Ave 
on the riverside was Pittsburgh Locomotive and Car Wheel works. Although there 
was never an official designation of a parish as assigned to a specific ethnic 
group, the custom of assigning parishes to priests of the same nationality 
simplified the problems of different languages and local European customs.  But 
this was a double-edged sword.  In the 21st century the heirs of the system are 
faced with making the parishes Catholic with a small “c”. 
 
Timothy Toomey (T1-1) landed at Castle Garden, New York on the 30 of March 
1871, aboard the ship Colorado accompanied by his sister listed as Joana. He 
followed his brother Cornelius to the same area of the Ninth Ward and found 



work as a middle breaker and a boiler.  Around 1872 Tim married Catherine 
Reiley and they had a son name Timmie in 1873. Tim continued working as a 
laborer and helper.  They moved from Oliver Row to Shanghai Row and by 1880 
to the Marine Hospital building which had been changed to a tenement owned by 
Hersberger.  Timothy, Catherine, and their little boy Timmie found a place to live 
in this new tenement.  By 1881 Timothy had advanced to the position of a 
puddler and he moved the family to 499 Preble Ave. Sadly his little boy Timmie 
died on 21 of April 1886 of cerebral meningitis.  Tim and Catherine continued 
living on Preble Ave until his death on 7 Nov 1905 at the age of 70.  Catherine  
worked cleaning houses until her death alone at the rear of 51 Ontario Street on 
Nov 17, 1907. 
 
Many more dwellings were built around the House of Refuge and the oilcloth 
factory. 
 
Daniel Toomey (T1-2) arrived 3 April 1871 at Castle Garden, 5 days after his 
brother Timothy and his sister Johanna. Daniel first lived at 113 Railroad Row 
and he worked as a boiler.  He found lodging as soon as possible to receive his 
family which was still in Bedwelty, Wales.  He had to have a suitable dwelling for 
Johanna and the 3 children because she was already expecting another baby.  
Sarah arrived later in 1871 and settled into the small dwelling.  She found that 
the babies fell asleep quickly as they were rocked by the passing trains. That 
November they were overjoyed with the arrival of their first American, Cornelius.  
He would relieve some of the pain of having to bury baby Daniel in Wales.   
Daniel found work as a boiler, a laborer and helper in any of the mills that had 
openings.  In March of 1873 they were joined by little Thomas.  By 1875 they had 
moved to Superior Mill Row where they awaited the birth of their second son 
named Daniel in Nov.  In Jan of 1877 Sarah was overjoyed to have a little girl 
she named Emma for her sister.  Shanghai Row must have been as expandable 
as an accordion because in Feb of 1880 they were joined by John Francis, and in 
Jan of 1882 by James who died in July of 1883.  Sarah remained undeterred, 
however, and simply named the next boy James who was born in April of 1884.  
Then she had her only set of twins in Nov of 1885, Phebe and a little boy.  The 
little boy was stillborn and was not given a name or ever mentioned in the family.  
In 1887 they had their last child, Elizabeth.  So Sarah kept alive the memory of 
her three sisters whom she knew she would never see again.    
 
Even in good times, work was undependable and even less after the Panic of 
1873 and another depression in 1893.  Laborers were always the hardest hit 
during slowdowns. 
 
In addition to the daily struggle to maintain a normal daily life, the families were 
also faced with the threat of natural disasters which plagued the location where 
they lived.  On the 26th of July 1874 they experienced their first major flood.  
Woods Run was over its banks shortly after the rain commenced.  It carried 
everything before it. Many of the victims were miners and families of miners.  Six 



member of the Forden family were lost and buried from St Andrew’s.  Wagons 
were kept running removing the dead horses and other defunct animals. Missing 
bodies were pulled from the river until July 29. 
 

  
Row houses in Woods Run 
On the death certificate for one of the babies in 1896, Dr. James McCarrie noted 
that the water supply was dependent on six wells located in the rows. 
----------------------------------------------------- 
By 1875 Daniel, Sarah, their 6 children and Cornelius and his family had moved 
to Superior Mill Row.  This address is listed as Superior Mill Row on the 1880 
Census at the same time as it is listed in the city directory as Shanghai Row.  We 
will assume that these are the same place since the city directory does not 
identify rows.  The census shows that Superior Mill Row had 515 residents 
divided into 90 households.  The composition of the heads of households was 
55% Irish, 27% Welsh, 3 % English and 8% native born Pennsylvanians.  The 
only African-American family lived around the corner on Ohio Street and they 
also rented out rooms to Welsh and English men. 
 
Beginning around 1876, the 21-acre House of Refuge began redevelopment as a 
bigger and better Riverside Penitentiary and the periphery was sold to private 
owners to develop housing called the House of Refuge plan. Over the course of 



the next 6 years the prisoners were transferred from the original location on 
Sherman Ave to the new location at Wilkins and Kerr Streets. 
In Jan of 1877 the city began the installation of the first electric lights.  Until then 
all lights were gas lamps or oil lamps. 
To the delight and astonishment of little children the Fort Wayne & Chicago 
Railroad built a roundhouse on Preble Ave in front of the old Marine Hospital 
Bldg.  providing them with endless hours of waiting for an engine to be turned 
around on a turntable..  A Welsh Church also opened on Preble Avenue.  By 
1882 the oil refinery had moved out of the 9th ward.  The Fire Dept. kept Steamer 
#5 (Lincoln) at Kerr and Refuge Streets.  The odor of the neighborhood was 
significantly improved with the addition of the Lang & Shepard Cigar Factory on 
the site of the oilcloth factory.  Unfortunately, the Allegheny Stock Yards 
functioning next to the river may have offset this. 

 
Beaver Avenue Passenger Railway Car 
 
Exactly 10 years after the family’s first experience with flooding in Woods Run 
they were faced with a second disaster. On the 6th of February 1884 due to 
melting snow and rain, floodwater rose to 36.5 feet and reached Preble Avenue 
and other thoroughfares lying along the river.  The newspapers of the day 
reported that Oliver Bros and Phillips steel mill had to shut down at 7 o’clock 
because the water averaged 6 feet deep on the ground floors of both mills.  
Persons were traveling through them in boats.  Rats and mice floated in the 
streets and alleys in all sections of the city.  Shortly after dark, street lights in the 



city went out.  Lamps or candles were the only source of light.  The occupants of 
a tenement house on Pike Street all fled to the 2nd story and had the food passed 
up to them in a basket attached to a rope. 
 
In Feb 1885, Manchester Iron and Steel went into receivership and was sold to 
Metropolitan Trust Company of City of New York for $326,000 and then sold on 
26 March 1885 to Thomas Hillhouse of NYC who tendered the high bid of 
$1,175.  The mill remained in such a deteriorated state that it would never again 
function as a steel mill.  The land was sold to build American Standard Sanitary 
Manufacturing, Riter Conley Manufacturing, the Pennsylvania Car Wheel 
Company and American Steel & Wire Company. 
 
In the redevelopment of this neighborhood after 1950, all of this neighborhood 
was demolished leaving only the river, the railroad, and the penitentiary as 
reminders of its past. 

 
STEAMBOAT ROBERT BRANDT – 1930’s 

 
VIEW OF RAILROAD FROM WESTHALL ST – 1930’s 



 
Daniel Toomey (T1-2) arrived 
at Castle Garden, New York on 
3 April, 1871, aboard the ship 
Wisconsin.  He lived first at 
Superior Mill Row in the ninth 
ward of Allegheny City (1880), 
which is today the Manchester 
to Woods Run area, then 
Hartmann Street (1900).   
In 1879, he declared his 
allegiance to the United States 
in Federal Court in Pittsburgh.   
He is believed to have been 
blind at the time of death.  He 
died 28th January, 1903 (age 
66 yrs) at 543 Preble Avenue, 
from 4 Eckert St.  Allegheny 
City, PA and is buried in St 
Mary’s Cemetery, 
Lawrenceville, PA in the same 
grave with his son James (old 
Sec R, Row 3, Grave 2) 
 
His wife Sarah was born in 
Bedwellty, Wales, in 1847.               

 SARAH KINGSBURY TOOMEY  She lived there with her parents 
and three sisters until her immigration.  She named her daughters for her sisters 
and followed the custom in naming her sons that if the child died she would 
repeat the name with the next one.  At the time of her immigration, she was 
pregnant with another child.  When they lived on Preble Ave. she cooked “Liver 
and Lights” (a favorite dish among the Welsh) and sold them to the lunch crowd 
outside the bars along Preble and Beaver avenues, dragging little Phebe behind 
her to make some money.  These two streets crossed the most heavily 
industrialized section of Manchester between the river and the hillside (read flood 
plain) with trolley tracks on the hump in the center and space on the sides of the 
tracks so narrow that when automobiles replaced the horses, you always had to 
jump the curbstone to park your car. As in many working class neighborhoods, 
there were businesses, factories and houses interspersed between two to three 
taverns on each block of the main streets.  In her old age, she lived on a 
houseboat on the pond at the foot of Stayton St. together with her daughter 
Phebe.  At the end of her life she went into a state of depression and was 
committed to the Allegheny County Almshouse in O’Hara Twsp.  She died there 
of “depression and melancholy” on 27 Sept, 1911 (age 67) and is buried in St. 
Mary’s Cemetery, Lawrenceville, together with her son Daniel (T 1-2-7) in Sec Y. 
  



CHILDREN OF DANIEL TOOMEY AND SARAH KINGSBURY 
Timothy (T1-2-1) born 1865, Wales, died 1916, Pittsburgh, PA 
William (T1-2-2) born 1866, Wales, died 1904, Indiana 
Johanna (T1-2-3) born 1869, Wales, died 1939, Maryland 
Daniel (T1-2-4-)   born 1870, Wales, died 1870, Wales 
Cornelius (T1-2-5) born 1871, Allegheny City, died 1940 PA 
Thomas (T1-2-6) born 1873, Allegheny City, died 1917 PA 
Daniel (T1-2-7)   born 1875, Allegheny City, died 1900, PA 
Emma (T1-2-8) born 1877, Allegheny City, died 
John Francis (T1-2-9) born 1880, Allegheny City 1880, died 1953 PA 
George or James (T1-2-10) born1882, Allegheny City, died 1883 PA 
James (T1-2-11) born 1884, Allegheny City, died 1900 PA 
Phebe Anne (T1-2-12) born 1885, Allegheny City, died  
Michael? (T1-2-13) born 1885, Allegheny City, died 1885, PA 
Elizabeth (T1-2-14) born 1887, Allegheny City, died 1893 PA 
 
  
Timothy T 1-2-1, (Uncle Ted)    
was born 15 Sept, 1865 in Bedwellty   
Wales, and is found in the Welsh    
Census of  3 April 1871 with his mother   
and siblings.     
       
He immigrated to USA in 1871 at the  
age of 6.  He learned the trade of   
puddler and worked at that his whole life.  
   
He married Katherine O’Brien (widow)   
on 9 May 1894.  She had a daughter,   
Mary O’Brien to her late husband.    
Together they had a daughter Catherine   
who married John Stanek.  Aunt Kit’s 
daughter, Mary O’Brien became the   
wife of Uncle Dan Toomey. Uncle Ted  
died on 30 November, 1916 at 2908 Stayton  
Street, Pittsburgh, PA (aged 51) and was 
buried in St. Philomena’s Cemetery (North Side Catholic, now Christ Our 
Redeemer, West View) Sec 1, Row 1, Grave 1).  Aunt Kit died in July 1918 
probably from influenza and is buried in the same grave.  
 
Since the death certificates do not distinguish between flu and pneumonia it is 
difficult to identify which relatives died in the largest recorded epidemic in the 
world.  There seemed to be regular funerals and all the family would gather, 
frequently in the home of the deceased.  The custom in Western Pennsylvania at 
that time was to hold the body for three days.  The relatives would gather, with 
the men’s clay pipes on a shelf in the living room.  The ladies did not smoke but 



snorted snuff which they believed would protect them from respiratory disease.  
Joe Toomey was only eight years old, and was chosen to run to the store in the 
dark to refill the snuff boxes.  He was afraid he would be attacked by the barking 
dogs he passed in every yard along the way so he developed a long stride to 
make it to the store and back in record time.    
 
Tim and Katherine (Kit) had four children:   
 
1.  Mary O’Brien who married Daniel Toomey   
2.  Sarah Toomey (born Oct, 1895; died at 9 months at #6 Western Row, 9th 
Ward, Allegheny City on 5 July, 1896; 
3.  Catherine Toomey (born Jan 1898, Allegheny City, married John Stanek, died 
22 July, 1920, aged 22 in Pittsburgh, Pa).  They had two daughters Marie Stanek 
Farr and Dorothy Stanek Fashian; 
4. Emma Toomey (born 28 July, 1899, prematurely, died 31 July 1899 (aged 3 
days). 
 
 
William Toomey (T1-2-2) born in Wales on 10 Dec, 1866, is found in Welsh 
Census of 1871 with his mother and siblings and immigrated to USA in 1871 at 
about the age of 5. 
He married Annie Hughes on 3 March 1890 in Allegheny City, PA.  
They had a son Daniel (T 1-2-2-1) in Feb 1891 while they lived at #4 Cass Ave., 
9th Ward, Allegheny City.  This baby died on 30 July 1892 at the same address. 
Their second son, Thomas Francis (T 1-2-2-2) was born on 6 June 1892 in 
Allegheny City.  They moved to Muncie, Indiana around 1893 where William 
worked in an iron mill.  In July of 1894 William Leo Toomey (T 1-2-2-3) was born 
in Indiana, then Daniel D. (T 1-2-2-4) in 1896 and finally a daughter Catherine  
(T 1-2-2-5) in 1898.  William (T 1-2-2) died 29 Feb 1904, leaving Annie to raise 
the four children alone. 
 
At the outbreak of WWI, Thomas Francis Toomey (T 1-2-2-2) listed his address 
as 212 East 3rd, Middleton, Ohio and worked as a casting engineer for Dravo 
Construction of Pittsburgh.   
 
In 1908 he married Mae       who was born in Kentucky and they had a daughter 
Georgia in 1912 either in Kansas or Missouri.  Georgia married Ula Herrick and 
they had 5 children: Mary Frances in Kentucky, James R. in Indiana, Dorothy J. 
in Kentucky, William E. and Nancy Carol Herrick in Indiana.  When he registered 
again for the draft in WW II, Thomas listed his address as R.R. 2, Crown Point 
Indiana.  He worked for Carnegie of Illinois in Gary, Illinois. 
              
William Leo Toomey (T 1-2-2-3) was born 25 July, 1894 in Indiana.  William 
worked in the gill pot factory in the mill when he registered for the draft in WW I 
and he listed his address as 1923 East 12th Street, Muncie.  He married Ruby 
Dillo who was born in Arkansas.  They had 5 children: Pauline who was born in 



Arkansas in 1922, William who was born in Arkansas in 1925, Donna who was 
born in Indiana in 1927, Herbert was born in Indiana in 1928, and Howard was 
born in Indiana in 1929. 
 
Daniel D Toomey (T 1-2-2-4) was born in Indiana in 1896.  He joined the Army at 
a young age.  In the 1920 Census he is listed at Fort Sam Houston in San 
Antonio, Texas and at a house in the city with his wife Zora and 11 month old 
son, Earl. 
 
He came to visit John Francis Toomey around 1920-21.  He walked in the yard at 
#6 Sheriff Street one day.   
 “Do you know who I am?” 
 “Yes, you’re my brother Bill’s son” answered John Francis Toomey.  John 
had never seen him but he resembled his father so much and because of the 
dark skin of several members of the Toomey family.  There is some suspicion it 
is coal dust. 
Mary threw in another potato and he lived with the family for about 3 months.  He 
was a veteran of the Mexican Border War and had served under Black Jack 
Pershing in the Mexican Border Campaign of 1916 chasing Pancho Villa in 
Mexico.  When he got out of the service he came looking for work. He knew a lot 
about horses and got a job at Giles Sand Company doing hauling. Giles was 
excavating sand from the sand pile near Horace Mann School on Shadeland 
Avenue.  Every day they came in front of the house with a load of dirt and 
cinders.  The bottom of the wagon would drop out and they’d fill in Sheriff Street.  
When they started the street and the yard were almost level.  When they finished 
the house was down in a hollow. 
Giles’ wagons would haul debris from the steel mills in Woods Run with cinders 
and slag but there would also be iron in there.   
 
Unfortunately, Dan was a good drinker. One night Dan arrived home totally 
drunk.  John Francis laid down the law. 
 “I am the only one in this house who can get drunk!” 
 “I’m not drunk!” 
 “Then walk the line on the floor linoleum and don’t fall off!” 
Bill’s son Dan walked a straight line but he still had to leave the next morning.  It 
is believed he went somewhere down south. 
 
 
 
 
 
Catherine Toomey (T 1-2-2-5) is not found yet after the 1900 Census where she 
is listed with her parents and siblings. 
 
 
 



Johanna Toomey (T1-2-3) was born in 
Wales in 1869.  She is found in the Welsh 
Census of 1871 with her mother and 
siblings and immigrated to USA in 1871.  
She married Thomas Patrick Kyne in 
1885 in PA.  Johanna died 31 March, 
1939 in Maryland. 
They had three children,  
1, Thomas Kyne (born in PA in 1886 and 
married Mary Fair and died in 
Cumberland, MD) 
2.Edward D. Kyne (born PA 1889, 
married to Blanche Boren and died 
Cumberland, MD); 
3.Mary Edna Pearl Kyne (born 14 March 
1895, Cumberland, MD married George 
Ferdinand Sheetz and died 6 July, 1941, 
Cumberland, MD.) 
 
 
JOHANNA, MARY EDNA & DAUGHTER 

 
The Kynes moved to Cumberland between 1889 and 1895 and remained there.  
Her husband and sons worked as tinsmiths in Cumberland.  This work was 
heavy labor and she frequently had to meet them on payday at the mill to get the 
check before they drank it away.  She is remembered as a “large” woman.                                              

 
MARY EDNA KYNE SHEETZ 
 AND THE KIDS 
 
Through her grandson 
Clarence Sheetz we have 
maintained some contact with 
this family. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Daniel Toomey (T1-2-4) was the last child born in Wales in April 1870.  He died 
29th Dec 1870 of scarlatina in Bedwellty, Wales and is buried in the vicinity. 



Cornelius (Uncle Con) Toomey 
(T1-2-5) was the first child born in 
USA on 6 Nov 1871.  He learned 
the trade of puddler and with his 
brother John Francis was a 
founding member of local 244 of 
the International Brotherhood of 
Blacksmiths and Helpers, Rankin, 
PA. Con also taught John Francis 
the trade of puddler.   
On the 24th of December 1891, he 
married Martha Lewis who was 
born in Merthr Tydfil, Wales, and 
they had seven children.  They 
lived first on Cass Ave, 9th Ward 
of Allegheny City, then 76 West 
Kens St, 9th Ward, then Forsythe 
St, 11th Ward, Allegheny City, PA.   
Their first two children died in this 
area:  
1.  Cornelius (T1-2-5-1) (born 16 
Aug, 1893, died 25 Aug, 1893); 
2.    Francis (T1-2-5-2) (Born Feb, 
1895, died 3 June, 1895). 

  Con Toomey 
 
They then moved to 12 Holland Ave, Rankin, PA where the next 5 children were 
born who all survived to adulthood: 

3. Elizabeth (T1-2-5-3) (born Sept 1896, mar James Fagan, died 22 June 
1914) from drinking carbolic acid. 

4.  Vincent Paul (T1-2-5-4) (born 26 Sept 1898, mar Anna M Rohaley, died 
25 April, 1989).   They had two children. 

Vince enlisted in the Navy in WW I.  
After training he was assigned to the New York Naval station where he spent 
his entire naval career scraping paint from a captured German ship.  He 
accepted the duty without complaint until his own son served in the Marines in 
WW II and lost a leg on Iwo Jima. 
5. Margaret A (T1-2-5-5) (born 1902, mar Earl C. Colbert, died 3 June 1942). 
6. William Francis (T1-2-5-6) (born 6 Nov, 1905, mar Louise Egloff, Anna 

Resitar and Alice E, (T1-2-5-7) died 26 Feb 1981. He had a total of seven 
children.  His oldest son, Bill, was killed in Burma in 1944. 

7. Timothy (T1-2-5-8) (born 20 April, 1908, mar Margaret Balkovec, died 11 
June 1986). 

Martha’s mother Mary also lived with them in Rankin.  She had remarried a 
Murphy but was widowed a second time. 
 



HOME ON LEAVE 
Vince in front right. 
Maggie top left 
 
 
Martha Lewis Toomey died 28 June 
1917 of complications of pneumonia 
and is buried in Braddock Catholic 
Cemetery, Sec D, Lot 89.   
 
Con raised his children alone in the 
house on Holland Ave.  There were 
always relatives close by however. He 
continued working at American Chain 
Co. until his retirement in 1930.  As he 
aged, he was diagnosed with stomach 
cancer.  Tim (T1-2-5-8) and Peg 
Toomey cared him for as long as 
possible.  Then he was placed in the 
Allegheny County Home at Woodville 
for the last 12 days.  He died there on 
May 23, 1940 and is buried with his 

wife and several of his children in Braddock Catholic Cemetery, Sec D, Lot 89. 
 

 
BILL AND ANN 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
  TIM AND PEG 
 
 
 



Thomas Toomey (T 1-2-6) was born 22 March 1873 in Allegheny City, PA  
He lived at 536 Preble Ave with his parents (1896 City Dir) 
            Eckert near Hartman (1900) 
            532 Preble (1901) 
            550 Preble (1903) 
            Richardson near Bailey Allegheny (1904) 
            Stayton & Brighton, Allegheny (1905-1908) 
            Bakewell near Forsythe (1909) 
 
Thomas never married.  Thanks to John Michael Toomey of Sabillasville, MD, we 
have been able to distinguish this Thomas from his cousin of the same name. 
He worked in hauling using a wagon with horses.  Joseph John remembered him 
as the one who hauled the family goods from Rankin back to Pittsburgh.  He  
piled all the mattresses on top of each other in the living room and Joe and Pat 
spent the first night at Sheriff Street on top of the pile. He drove a horse and 
wagon for Giles’ Sand Company and he hauled sand from Horace Mann School 
to the Sanitary Company.   
 
He stopped by the house one day and when Jim and Joe saw him with the whip 
and his pug nose, they crawled underneath the dining room table.  He had a 
flattened nose from fights he got into in Woods Run.  He came to the house with 
a pal with a peg leg.  Jim and Joe, who dreamed of great deeds, hid under the 
dining room table until the guy with the peg leg left.  Their mom had to fend for 
herself.  She apparently was not concerned about her brother-in-law and his 
friend because she fed them before they left.   
 
Thomas died of lobar pneumonia on 13 Feb 1917 at the home of his sister Emma 
Toomey Moore at 1400 Eckert Street.  He is buried in Risen Lord Cemetery in 
the same grave with Frank Winsky, his brother–in–law.  Sec 1, Row 1, Grave 13. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Daniel (T1-2-7) was 
Sarah Kingsbury’s 
second attempt to have 
a child named for his 
father.  He was born on 
10 Nov 1875 in the 9th 
Ward of Allegheny City.  
He worked as a 
puddler.  In 1897 he 
married Mary O’Brien, 
the daughter of his 
sister-in-law, Aunt Kit, 
wife of Ted Toomey, 
the oldest child of 
Sarah and Daniel.  
They had one daughter 
Sarah (Sadie).  Some 
members of the family 
considered this 
intertwined relationship  
a “private matter” and 
they still talked about it 
in lowered voices 80 
years later.  But 
everyone in that 
generation seemed to 
know all the lyrics to 
“I’m My Own Grandpa”.  
 

Daniel Toomey  10 Nov 1875 – 8 Dec 1900 
 
Some siblings remain very close and this describes Tim and Dan.  They 
managed a photo together in a photographer’s studio where they shared the 
same jacket with five buttons for the shot. Dan also chose a derby.   
 
Things were looking up until Dec 8, 1900 when Daniel, Mary and Sadie boarded 
the streetcar to do some Christmas visiting.  A B&O train at the Rankin crossing 
hit the streetcar and Daniel Toomey was the only fatality.  The newspaper 
account included the entire relationship on the front page. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 



David Toomey, a cousin of the dead  injured but they were carried  
man, living at 5 Bellmont street, Alle-  past me with their heads and 
gheny, reached the morgue early in   faces so bandaged that no one  
in the afternoon, and was told by Superinten- could have recognized them. 
dent Loughrey that the unconscious woman  My brother was borne by right 
in the hospital had revived sufficiently to  in front of me. 
tell who they were.  He looked at the body “I never had the faintest sus-  
body there to fully determine that it was  picion that he and his family were 
that of his cousin. He then left to find  among the victims.  I have  
the dead man’s brothers.    learned since that they had just 
     About 4 o’clock he returned, bringing  taken the car when the accident  
with him Cornelius Toomey, one of the   happened. One woman in Rankin  
brothers.  The latter lives in part of the  told me that Mrs. Toomey had 
house in Rankin occupied by Daniel and  hardly been seated when the 
his family. Cornelius felt the blow of  train crashed into the car. 
his brother’s death keenly, the more so     “The crossing is one of the most  
because he had left him and his wife  dangerous ones to be found any-  
and child not 15 minutes before the catas-   where, and why they let it go  
trophe.  It was the custom of Daniel and  without safety devices I do not 
his family to come to Pittsburg every  know. I believe they ought to  
two weeks or so on Saturday evenings   have safety gates or shotguns to 
and to and to spend Sunday With either his  protect the people who have to 
parents or his wife’s mother in Allegheny. use the crossing.” 
They had just taken the car on one of      
these bi-weekly trips, when the death   
summons came to the head of the family  
and very nearly visited the other two.       Who the Dead Man Is. 
Cornelius, speaking of the circumstances  The deceased Mr. Toomey is a  
of their leaving Rankin Saturday even-  son of Daniel Toomey, who lives  
ing, said yesterday:     at No. 2 Hartman’s row, Eckert St 
___Brother Had Just Left Him.    Allegheny.  He had been married 
“Our two families live in the same   two years and a half.  Mrs.  
house.  With my wife, I left the house  Toomey’s maiden name was  
just at the same time Daniel and the   Mary O’Brien, and the two fami- 
others started away. We went down the  lies are inter-related through mar- 
street together a short distance, when  riage.  Her mother is now the wife 
we separated,  my wife and I turning in  of Timothy Toomey, who is a  
one direction and Daniel’s family in an-  brother of the dead man. Timothy  
other to get their car for the city.  I   lives on Stayton Street, near 
stopped in a barber shop to get a shave,  Woodlawn avenue, Allegheny,  
and coming out in about 15 minutes  and it was at their home that  
learned of the accident and went down to  Daniel and his family were ex- 
see the wreck.  There were hundreds   pected to spend Sunday.Daniel 
of people around, and it seemed   was employed in the Standard   
as if the whole population of the town  Chain Works and lived in Lower 
was there.  It was difficult to get close to the      Allegheny until last summer,                     



when  he moved to Rankin.      Baby Gets an Ovation  
Yesterday morning Timothy said  The little baby, Sarah,who had such 
they thought it curious that their  a marvelous escape from death and 
guests had not arrived.  They who was probably saved from the fate 
never disappointed them before when by being shielded by the body of her  
they said they were coming. He picked father is in no serious way, and the  
up a newspaper while discussing the hospital authorities consented to her  
matter, and read of the accident, which, removal. Timothy Toomey was there to 
together with the description furnished take the little one home with him to her                                                                               
of the three unknown, told him very grandmother, who will look after her  
plainly the reason why their guests had until her mother  recovers sufficiently. 
not put in an appearance.  Later he The baby was the heroine of the 
learned the truth of the matter, and in hospital yesterday afternoon, and there 
the afternoon went to the Mercy Hos- were many interested callers who 
pital to see Mrs Toomey, who, in one, requested the opportunity to see her, 
is his stepdaughter and sister-in-law. and many who succeeded left the im-  
While Mrs Toomey’s injuries seemed press of a tender kiss on her cheek as  
at first to be of a serious character, the a form of congratulation over her lucky 
doctors at the hospital  yesterday  escape and sympathy over the way in  
thought that her chances of recovery which she was orphaned.  She was 
were very favorable.  After she regained taken away to Allegheny early in the 
consciousness in the forenoon she evening, and is the first of the 
seemed to rest easily, considering her accident victims to be discharged 
 injuries, and later fell into a good sleep  from the institution. 
Her step-father saw her in the afternoon    
and had a short talk with her, but she    
was not able to tell her story of the    
accident.  He said from the appearance   
of her injuries he did not see how she   
could get over them, and was anxious   
to know the opinion of the doctors as  
to whether there was any hope.    
 
 
One result of this was that the B&O had to settle a lawsuit.  Part of the settlement 
paid for a headstone on Daniel’s grave and the rest went to his two-year-old 
daughter.  Sadie lived first with her grandparents, Timothy and Kit O’Brien 
Toomey after her mother re-married, and the Allegheny County Orphan’s Court 
supervised the distribution of the money.  Because of the close proximity of the 
houses, Sadie would stop in to #6 Sheriff St to baby-sit Jim and Joe Toomey.  
The only problem Sadie had was a tremendous fear of thunderstorms.  So when 
the lightning and thunder would begin, she would drag the two boys with her 
under the brass bed in the parents’ bedroom and hide amongst the boxes and 
shoes and the thunder mug until it was quiet again. 



 
After the deaths of her 
grandparents Sadie lived with 
her cousin, Catherine Toomey 
and Catherine’s husband John 
Stanek who had two daughters, 
and her half-brother, Joseph 
O’Neil, her mother’s son from 
her second marriage.  But the 
money kept following Sadie.  
Staneks were very selective of 
her boy friends because they 
thought of the boy friends as 
gold diggers.  When she was 
about twenty and working in a 
laundry, they did not like the 
guy she was dating and refused 
to let her see him.  But she was 
determined and went out in the 
winter rain inadequately 
dressed to walk to downtown 
Pittsburgh to meet him.  She 
caught pneumonia and died 7 
Feb 1920.   
 
 

 Sadie Toomey  1898 - 1920 
 
As she lay on her deathbed in the house on Sorento St., only Ann Remaley                            
Toomey  would sit with her.  Phebe Toomey Winsky was too superstitious to stay 
in the room.   
 
After her death, the Staneks bought a player piano and Phebe always said 
Sadie’s money bought the piano.  The whole amount settled on her was $2500.   
 
She is buried in Risen Lord Cemetery, West View, PA Sec 1, Row 6, Grave 42/1 
together with Phoebe Toomey Winsky. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Emma Toomey (T 1-2—8) was born in  
Allegheny City on 15 Jan, 1877.  She  
married David Wilson Moore on  
26th Dec 1894.  They had 5 children  
but only 3 survived:  
James Moore, born Nov, 1896;  
Daniel Earl Moore, born May, 1899  
and died Ohio, 3 Dec, 1974.  He  
served in the Army in WW I and  
was gassed; and  
Evaline Moore born 1906, mar  
Thomas Keffer and divorced,  
married  Clark Montgomery;  
2 children died in infancy.   
Uncle Dave Moore was a horseshoer/blacksmith and had a shop on Preble Ave.  
Jim and Joe Toomey would run down “Lucky Alley” to watch Uncle Dave work 
pounding away at the horseshoes.  Joe could never forget the smell of the hot 
metal burning into the hoof.  Unfortunately Uncle Dave ended up joining the 
Luddites with the arrival of the automobile.  Every day fewer people needed his 
services.  Once James Matthew Toomey accompanied him on the train all the 
way to Emsworth to shoe a horse.  Jim had to carry the little anvil and Dave the 
tools.  When Aunt Emma would bake bread, the little Toomeys would show up at 
their house on Eckert St. and everybody wanted a crust.  Apparently only two 
people got a crust at #6 Sheriff St.  Aunt Emma would hold the bread up against 
her body, turn the loaf and slice it horizontally so everybody got a crust.  Little 
kids wondered how she could do that without slicing herself in the process.  
Uncle Dave was not Catholic and did not go to church.  He said the church would 
collapse if he ever passed the door.  His brother-in-law John Francis finally got 
him to midnight Mass one Christmas Eve at old St Francis Xavier Church.   The 
building was so crowded that they had to squeeze into the choir loft.  During the 
Mass the plaster fell off the bottom of the choir loft from the pressure.  Uncle 
Dave never returned.  Uncle Dave and Aunt Emma both drank a lot.  On New 
Year’s Day, 1 Jan, 1923, Dave fell down the steps at 1400 Eckert Street and hit 
his head on the sewing machine in the hallway.  He developed erysipelas and 
died in 24 hours.  When Joe Toomey went to St Francis Xavier School to wash 
windows on the morning of the funeral, he couldn’t stop crying and was sent 
home to mourn.  There was not enough money for a gravestone so Jim and Joe 
Toomey found a rock, loaded it into their wagon and tried to etch Dave’s name 
on it with their penknives.  They hauled it up the hill to his grave in Highwood 
Cemetery.  Aunt Emma tried to hold things together and finally met 
____Shakelford who took care of the whole family.  She once came back to the 
neighborhood to visit Mary Agnes Toomey wearing a beautiful new coat and said 
she never had it so good.  She wasn’t drinking any more either. 
 
Their son James began to move to out of the house including staying with his 
Aunt Johanna Kyne in Maryland.  He married and moved to Florida. 



 
Daniel Earl Moore served in the Army in WW I in the Meuse Argonne and was 
gassed, requiring several years of medical treatment.  He married Emma 
and they moved to 48 James Street in Girard, Ohio.  There they raised their three 
children. 
 
Their daughter Evelyn Moore, married Thomas Keffer  and was divorced and 
remarried.  They lived on Westhall Street. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



John Francis Toomey (T 1-2-9) was born 10 Feb, 1880 on Preble Ave, 
Manchester, Allegheny City, PA.  He was a golden haired little boy and 
apparently irresistible to many people.  A neighbor family named Davis who had 
no children asked to “borrow” him for a while.  It certainly relieved the crowding 
on Superior Mill Row.  The Davis’ were Welsh and spoke the language.  They 
taught little Johnnie to speak Welsh.  Since he didn’t have much chance to speak 
it in Pittsburgh, this only became known when he was older.  Joseph John went 
into a bar with him once in Woods Run and was amazed that John Francis could 
carry on a conversation with a Welshman he met there.  In spite of all the mouths 
to feed on Shanghai Row in Daniel and Sarah’s house there always seemed to 
be a dog around.  Sarah just kept them out of the house as much as possible.  
But who could resist a mutt like Carlow? John played with him continuously.  The 
day that little Johnnie fell in The River though, it was Carlow who swam to him 
and pulled him back to shore.  Sarah never again yelled at Carlow.  Living near 
The River was a challenge.  It was not then as we know it now.  There was no 
pool due to dams The banks were steep and kids had a struggle to get up and 
down them. The Emsworth Dam was not built until 1921, which raised the water 
level 7 feet. John started school and loved to read for his whole life.  His writing 
was also very clear.  When he was eight years old, he was sent to work with his 
brother Con to learn the trade of a puddler.  Con stood him on a wooden box so 
he could reach the forge.  A little kid could work the blower and, if he was quick 
enough, start to learn to watch the color of the fire, learn to hold a hammer during 
the 12 hour shift he worked.  John never forgot what he learned there.  Years 
later on a dark night on a country road, he could still build a fire and repair the 
axle on a Model T Ford with his bare hands.   In spite of the heavy labor every 
day, John could not resist music.  He became an expert guitar player and 
entertained family and friends.  He also socialized with other musicians.  We can 
only assume that is where he met a Welsh girl named Mary Thorogood who was  

as cute as the buttons on her 
accordion.   
On April 16, 1900 they 
married and he had his first 
formal portrait taken at a 
studio  for the wedding.  John 
moved in with the   
Thorogood family in their 
house on Shady Avenue.  The 
wedding celebration lasted 
the whole weekend.  Monday 
morning all the laborers were 
back at work.   
     
 
The Thorogoods lived on 
Shadeland Avenue near 
Horace Mann School in 



Monkey’s Row with the father George St. Leger Thorogood, his wife Mary 
Duggan, the bride Mary Agnes and the groom John Francis Toomey, their son 
George Henry, daughter Martha Ellen, daughter Elizabeth Anne and son 
Frederick Elias Thorogood.  The wife’s brother Patrick Duggan also lived with 
them.  They were all subject to the vagaries of the work market and so the 
Thorogoods, Pat Duggan and John and Mary Toomey followed Con Toomey to 
Rankin and work in Braddock.  By 1905 they had moved to 107 Talbot Avenue 
and in 1906 to 39 Hamilton Avenue, Rankin. 
They were close to all the mills including the Carnegie Steel Works in Braddock.  
The older boys could walk to school at St. Brendan’s and the whole family to St. 
Brendan’s church on Sunday.  Fr Patrick Molyneaux cared for the Irish families of 
the neighborhood.  He also had custody of his deceased sister’s children from 
Chicago.  The boys thought they were very spoiled and there were some scuffles 
between the neighborhood kids and the orphans. 

 
John Toomey and his brother Con 
worked as chain makers and were 
founding members of Local 244 of 
the International Brotherhood of 
Blacksmiths and Helpers of Rankin, 
PA.  John served as secretary of the 
local.  On one of these jobs he 
ended up with a steel splinter in his 
left eye limiting his sight to only one 
eye.  As long as they were working, 
it was a good place to be.  The little 
Toomeys remembered having a 
Christmas tree with lights on it and a 
train underneath.  However, the 
foremen could be hard on a 
workingman.  At some point John 
was asked to move to a factory in 
Massachusetts and infiltrate a union 
in formation to spy on the workers.    

 LUNA PARK ABOUT 1905               When he refused to turn on a fellow  
                                                          workingman, he was fired.  He began 

a desperate search for work to care for his growing family.   
 
For a period of time he arose at 4 AM and walked the railroad tracks into 
Pittsburgh looking for whatever he could find.  There were possibilities in Woods 
Run and Manchester near his relatives as well as other industrial sites across the 
river.  He now wanted work where he, as well as his older sons, could find work 
together.  The reality of what they were looking for became terribly clear in 1909 
with two tragedies that struck home in Woods Run.  In May, twenty-five men from 
Woods Run drowned in the Ohio River trying to reach jobs across the river in 
McKee’s Rocks when Graham’s ferry carrying men from work at the Pressed 



Steel Car factory capsized due to overloading.  It was the best means of arriving 
at work on the other side. The names of the drowned are engraved on the 
northern pier of the McKee’s Rocks Bridge.  In that same year there was a 
terrible strike at the Pressed Steel Car plant in McKees Rocks, which served to 
clarify the working conditions available to anyone hungry enough to accept a job. 
Around 1915, he moved the family back to Pittsburgh into the neighborhood near 
his brother Ted, Tom, and sisters Emma and Phebe.  He found a wooden frame 
house at #6 Sheriff between Stayton St and McDowell St on the North Side of 
Pittsburgh (Marshall/Shadeland area).  It had a huge kitchen on the ground floor 
with an indoor water pump and a dining area behind and a root cellar in the back 
under ground.  There was a flour sifter built into the sideboard.  On weekends 
John used his forge skills to fire up several loaves of fresh bread.  There were 
two rooms on the second floor, which they turned into a living room and the 
parent’s bedroom and there was a big attic, plenty of room for eight people.  
There was no other indoor plumbing so the outhouse was located in the front 
yard and was used until the late 40’s, which was still common in Pittsburgh.  He 
lined up several small jobs while he continued looking for another job as a chain 
maker.  He was accustomed to molding the huge links used on ships and 
riverboats.  One of his part time jobs was caring for the furnace of the house of 
the cemetery caretaker at Highwood Cemetery across the street.  He would fire 
up the “beast” on a cold winter morning before the family got up.  But the 
caretaker Jones was a Welshman who couldn’t stand Irishmen and the job didn’t 
last.  By 1920 he found a job as a packer in the warehouse of Kaufmann and 
Baer’s Dept store in Pittsburgh at the corner of Smithfield Street and Sixth 
Avenue and operated by cousins of the Kaufmann family.  It didn’t pay as well as 
the mills but it was steady work.  They also had their music and many people 
would either pay them to play or feed them all. 
In 1918, the great threat of war brought another challenge to them.  Even with a 
wife and eight children and vision in only one eye, John was required to register 
for the draft.  They managed to keep the house though, and even added electric.  
Their neighbor, Eddie Taylor was an electrician.  So they asked him to install the 
wiring.  It was a great marvel to be able to turn the switch and have a light in 
each room.  
 
By 1925 they had completed their family of 11 children. 
John Anthony Toomey (T1-2-9-1) born 17 Jan 1902, Rankin, PA, mar Elizabeth 
Hickey, died 30 Dec 1974, Beaver, PA 
Daniel George Toomey (T1-2-9-2) born 12 Feb 1904, Rankin, PA, mar Emma 
Lunz, died 22 Dec 1973, Pittsburgh, PA 
Patrick Joseph Toomey (T1-2-9-3) born 17 Aug, 1906, Rankin, PA mar Clara 
Lunz, died 18 June 1974, VA Hospital Aspinwall, PA 
James Matthew Toomey (T1-2-9-4) born 21 May 1908, Rankin, PA, mar Beatrice 
Murphy, died 20 July 1978 
Joseph John Toomey (T1-2-9-5) born 10 June 1910, Rankin, PA mar Margaret 
Blum, died 5 March, 1999, 1000 Stanford Road, Pittsburgh, PA 



Mary Margaret Toomey (T1-2-9-6) born 26 June 1913, Rankin, PA, mar 
Frederick Duschl, died 23 Jan 1985 Ohio 
Cecelia Joan Toomey (T 1-2-9—7) born 6 Feb, 1916, Pittsburgh, PA, mar Robert 
Hickey, died 21 July 2003 
Anthony John Toomey (T1-2-9-8) born 25 Nov 1916, Pittsburgh, PA, mar 
Winifred Diver, died 20 March 2002, Country Meadows Nursing Home, 
Bridgeville, PA 
Thomas Joseph Toomey, (T-1-2-9-9) born 12 Dec 1919, Pittsburgh, PA, mar 
Norma Hope Hampton, died Feb, 2013, Orlando, Fl. 
Francis Joseph Toomey (T 1-2-9-10) born 4 June, 1922, mar Barbara Ann 
Yugovich, died 5 July 2009 
Ellen Toomey (T1-2-9-11) born 14 April, 1925, mar Norman H. Renter) 
With the majority of his children being boys, several camping trips became family 
affairs.  The only time Joseph John could remember his mother getting mad was 
the camping trip he organized when he did not invite her.  It was just John 
Francis armed with a guitar, Jim with an accordion, Joe with his harmonica, and 
Ed Lindner, a friend of Joe’s, on a trip to Brady’s Bend.  The guys had a great 
time and would socialize with the owner of the field they camped in.  Everyone 
noticed that John Francis knew an unending number of jokes that were all 
suitable for family.  He never stopped being The Dad. He would carry a special 
chestnut seed, a buckeye, in his hip pocket with markings that resembled a face.  
When he met up with a little kid he would ask if he wanted to talk to a monkey, 
pull out the buckeye, and tell a story. 
 
On a visit once with her husband Tim, Margaret Balkovec Toomey noted that 
even though she knew they had a big family, she didn’t realize the implications 
until they sat down to eat.  Mary had prepared a big ham, a bucket of potatoes, 
green peas and bread.  When they got up from the table, the only thing left was 
the ham bone and the dog was looking very hungry.  The George cousins, 
children of Mary’s sister Liz Thorogood George, remember that they were always 
sure to get sandwiches if all 10 of them came to visit.  Aunt Mary didn’t have time 
to play music and to cook for a total of 21 kids in the house so they learned not to 
expect special treatment.  Each older kid was assigned a younger one to look 
after. A few times when the chaos reached fever pitch, John Francis and his 
brother-in-law Emil George were known to hop a freight from wherever they were 

to Pittsburgh where they could 
enjoy a few quiet beers with some 
old friends. 
 
JACK TOOMEY & EMIL GEORGE 
 



By 1927 John Francis changed his 
employment to Joseph Horne Dept Store.  
A team of workmen and women handled 
all items purchased in the store and 
prepared them for delivery and shipment.   
  
HORNES’ WAREHOUSE – 
   NORTH SIDE - 1930 

HORNES STABLES  2018 
Some jobs were simple 
wrapping and others such as 
furniture might require 
building a box.  At that time all 
department stores delivered 
packages.  Ladies could not 

be expected to shop in high heels, stockings, 
gloves and hats and carry home anything 
bigger than a blouse.  He was working there 
in the Hornes’ warehouse on Galveston 
Avenue on the day that is remembered by all 
North Side residents of a certain generation.  
As we all remember where we were on the 
day of Kennedy’s assassination and on 
9/11/2001, that generation remembers where 
they were at 8:45 AM on 14 Nov 1927.  Two 
workmen were to repair the Equitable Gas 

storage tank on the lower North Side.  It was 
supposed to be completely empty.  It was 
supposed to have water in it.  They lit their 
torches and it is believed they are passing Pluto 
by now.  Fire and metal rained over a one-mile 
area, killed over 20 people and injured many 
more.  Back on the ground John Francis was 
pinned behind the workbench in Hornes’ 
warehouse together with the carpenter, old 
Joseph Blum from Manchester when the bench 
was thrown across the room.  As the 
Depression set in, things became more difficult.  
The only change that eased some of the 
pressure in the house was that the older 
children began to marry and move out. 
The next interruption came with the arrival of 



WW II.  John managed to keep his job at Horne’s warehouse and continued 
playing music.  Even when he had reached the age of 62, he registered for the 
draft once again.  He listed his neighbor Charlie Baxter as the person who would 
always know his address.  The medical examiner found him to be 5 ft 7 ½ inches 
tall and weighing 125 pounds with gray eyes, gray hair and a ruddy complexion.  
His greatest worry was his sons and nephews in military service. When he 
couldn’t manage a formal letter, he asked the butcher for a big piece of meat 
wrapping paper and sent a letter to his son Anthony on that.  The Post Office still 
delivered it. As he approached retirement at Joseph Horne Company, he had a 
formal portrait taken in the photography studio at the store.  It was only his 
second formal portrait.  When he and Mary reached the big five-oh, all their 
children and grandchildren prepared an anniversary celebration for them in the 
American Legion Hall on Beaver Avenue.  Relatives who hadn’t seen each other 
in years were there, even some from out of state.  As the adults danced away, 
the grandchildren played ring-around-the dancers until they finally interfered with 
dancing and were chased away to amuse themselves some other way.  No one 
would have believed that within 10 years the entire neighborhood they were 
celebrating in, with its red brick sidewalks, wall to wall businesses, churches and 
500 homes, the same one where John Francis was born, would be completely 
demolished and rebuilt.  
JOHN  DAN  PAT JIM  JOE TONY  TOM  FRAN  
  
 

 
CELIA   POP   MOM  MARY   HELEN 



He died at St John’s Hospital Pittsburgh, PA 1 June 1953 from stomach cancer, 
tuberculosis and senility.  As we sat in Novak’s Funeral Home, Mary finally broke 
down.  After 53 years of marriage, all she could say was “My pal is gone.” 
 
 
 
George or James Toomey (T 1-2-10) (born 29 Jan, 1882 in Allegheny City, PA 
died 15 July, 1883 at Shanghai Row, 9th Ward, Allegheny City, PA) of Cholera 
infantum.  He is buried at St Mary’s Cemetery, Lawrenceville, PA Sec T, Row 18, 
Grave 14 
 
 
 
James Toomey (T1-2-11) (born 4 April, 1884, died 1 June, 1900, St Francis 
Hospital, Lawrenceville, PA of tuberculosis.  He worked as a cinder wheeler.  But 
his thin frame could never gain weight.  He is the first documented case of 
tuberculosis in the family.  He died at age 16 in St Francis Hospital and is buried 
in the same grave with his father Daniel in St Mary’s Cemetery, Lawrenceville, 
PA (Old Sec R, row 3, Grave 71-1) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Phebe Anne Toomey (T 1-2-12) (born 
28 Nov 1885 in Allegheny City, PA 
and died 3 Dec 1967, Pittsburgh, PA). 
We know she was a twin but no one 
has knowledge of the name given the 
twin.  She was also named for one of 
her mother’s sisters in Wales and, 
yes, that is how they spelled her 
name.  That spelling seems to have 
been popular in mid 19th C England 
except the year they wrote Feby.  As 
she got older she changed the 
spelling to “Phoebe”.  When she was 
little she would accompany her 
mother selling “Liver and Lights” 
along the treeless avenues of 
Manchester at lunchtime.  Tagging 
along must have been difficult for a child  PHOEBE TOOMEY 
 since the sidewalks were covered in red   WINSKY 
bricks which were frequently uneven and after so many years the settling made 
the surface as undulating as the waves of the sea.  

 
Then they lived together on a 
houseboat on a pond at the foot of 
Stayton St.  All the little Toomey kids 
thought the pond was haunted 
because when they looked at it down 
the hill, they could see lights moving.  
As they grew older though they 
realized they were watching lightning 
bugs hovering over the water. 
 
By the time she was fourteen she had 
found work in a laundry where she 
also injured a finger and had to have 

it amputated because of an infection.  Phebe was very superstitious but also a 
very perceptive and a good judge of human behavior.  This made her very 
popular as a fortuneteller at the annual bazaar at St Francis Xavier Parish.  
Unfortunately, when the pastor noticed that the line at the fortuneteller was 
longer than for everything else, he put 
a stop to the fortunetelling. 
 Phebe could also crochet “in her 
sleep” and was continuously making 
things.  She gave crocheted sets to 
every niece at her wedding.  She 
could dance an Irish jig with or without 



the music keeping up a steady beat in her shiny black lace-up Oxfords with 2-
inch heels and fine hair net which she wore all her life.  Any time she was served 
dinner on a plate with the “:Blue Willow” pattern she would recite the poem that 
went with it.  She seldom skipped a verse. 

The while we sip our jasmine tea, 
 We learn, and not without a pang,  
 How once the beautiful Koong-see 
 Was loved by poor and lowly Chang, 
 Her father’s scribe…………………. 
 
 
She was a tiny little thing but still fell for Frank Winsky who was over 6 feet tall.  
The Winskys were supposed to have been well respected back in Poland and 
sometimes would advise neighbors in Pittsburgh.  In spite of their seeming deep 
feeling for each other, Frank was not above hitting her when their tempers 
clashed.  So John Francis returned a few blows for his baby sister with the threat 
that there would be more to follow if Frank didn’t straighten up.  There were no 
more problems about physical abuse.  Some of the misunderstandings may have 
been due to Frank’s severe deafness that worsened as he got older.  Frank was 
never able to trust a bank after the Stock Market Crash of 1929 and the 
subsequent Depression, so he would never “put his hand to it” as Phebe said.  
He refused to sign a bank mortgage to buy a house so they always lived in rental 
properties.  Phebe and Frank had one daughter, Marie Winsky, who was 
considered very spoiled by her cousins.  The cousins apparently had no 
sympathy for an only child.  Anyway Marie was permitted to wear makeup at an 
early age and always had a new dress.  We don’t know what the family plans 
were for Marie but they did not include a young Italian-American named John 
Scigliano.  John was an unknown entity because he worked as a radio engineer 
at KDKA making sound come out of nothing! How could he support the family if 
he didn’t work with his hands? Frank threatened not to attend the wedding.  But 
the Sciglianos survived and had four kids who all went on to better things.  Phebe 
hardly ever spoke strongly about anything. But when asked whether she wanted 
to be buried in a grave with her husband Frank, she is supposed to have replied, 
“Hell no, bury me with the Toomeys!”  So she is buried with her niece Sadie 
Toomey, in Christ Our Redeemer Cemetery (Sec 1, Row 6, Grave 42-2) and 
Frank is buried with his brother-in-law Thomas Toomey in Christ Our Redeemer 
Sec 1, Row 1, grave 13-2) 
Michael [?] Toomey (T 1-2-13) may have been the stillborn twin of Phebe.  His 
name was never mentioned in family gatherings. 
 
 
Elizabeth (Lizzie) Toomey (T1-2-14) (born 1887 in Allegheny City, PA and died  
3 Feb, 1893, aged 6 years at 81 River Row, 9th Ward, Allegheny City, PA) 
 
This ends the children of Daniel Toomey and Sarah Kingsbury 
 



 
OLD NINTH WARD IN 2018 

 
 

 
 
 PREBLE AVENUE - 2018 
 



Cornelius (T1-3) Toomey was born in March of 1840 in Tredegar, 
Monmouthshire, Wales. He married Catherine Hunt at the end of 1863. 
They had a son Timothy (T 1-3-1) in Bedwellty in June of 1864.  His search for 
work took him then to England where their son David (T 1-3-2) was born on 23 
March 1867. 
 
Cornelius was the first member of the family to arrive in America and he settled in 
Allegheny City, Pa where he found work as a puddler and waited for his wife 
Catherine Hunt and sons Timothy and David to arrive.  Catherine, Timmie and 
David arrived in 1868 or 1869. 
The remainder of their children were born in America.  
Their daughter Mary E. (T 1-3-3) was born 25 Dec 1872 in Allegheny City, PA,   
their son William H, (T 1-3-4) born 5 Sept 1873 in Allegheny City, PA, 
their daughter Nellie (T 1-3-5)  in May of 1877 
their daughter Helen (T 1-3-6) in 1878 in Allegheny City, PA and 
their daughter Elizabeth (T 1-3-7) in Jan 1885. 
 
They lived on Preble Avenue in 1880.  At 38 years of age, Cornelius worked as a 
puddler, his 16 year old son Timothy worked as a puddler’s helper, and 14 year 
old David as a laborer.  Mary, age 8 and William, 7, were at school. In 1878, they 
had a daughter named Helen. 
 
His wife Catherine Hunt was born in 1848 in Scotland of Irish parents.  She died 
3 Aug 1899 at 39 Chartiers St, Allegheny City, PA, and is buried at Calvary 
Cemetery, Pittsburgh, PA.  After Catherine’s death, her husband Cornelius lived 
with their son David. 
 
Cornelius died 7 Feb 1905 at St John’s Hospital, McClure Ave, Allegheny City 
(from his home on Eckert St at Shady Avenue) He was buried on 9 Feb 1905 at 
St Mary’s Cemetery, Lawrenceville, PA from Thomas Peyton Funeral Home, 
McClure Ave. His body was later moved to Calvary Cemetery Sec G, Lot 273, 
grave 1. 
 
Their son Timothy J Toomey (T1-3-1) worked in the local mills until around 1890.   
He married Mary Ellen Sullivan around 1885 in Allegheny City and they had a 
daughter Mary Agnes (T1-3-1-1) in Pittsburgh ion 1886, and a son  
Joseph (T1-3-1-2) in 1888. This child died of croup on sept 7, 1890 at 576 Preble 
Ave.  
 
Their son James (T1-3-1-3) was born in 1890 and died and died 24 June 1896 at 
43 Petrel St, in the 9th Ward of Allegheny City.  In 1890 they made a short stay in 
Chicago and Timothy worked on the railroad.   
Their daughter Ellen Margaret (T1-3-1-4) was born in Chicago in 1892. This 
move did not result as they had hoped, so they returned to Allegheny City.  They 
then had a daughter Alice (T1-3-1-5) in Sept 1895 in PA, and a daughter Frances 
(T1-3-1-6) in 1898 in PA. 



By 1910 the entire family returned to West Ohio Street in Chicago. Timothy 
worked for the city cleaning streets, while Mary Agnes, Ellen and Alice worked as 
salesladies in department stores. 
 
Alice (T1-3-1-5) married George H. Maher, a policeman, and they had 3 children.  
Frances (T1-3-1-6) married Claire Leroy Barnes, an auto executive and they had 
one daughter. 
 
Timothy died 1 April, 1926, and is buried in Mt. Carmel Cemetery in Oak Park, Ill. 
 
David Toomey (T 1-3-2) is well documented in the Pittsburgh records. In the 
1900 Census he declared that he entered the United State in 1869 when he 
would have been 3 years of age.  He married Eliza Jane Martin in August 1891.  
They lived at 1611 Beaver Avenue in Allegheny City.   
 
Their daughter Albertha (T 1-3-2-1) born May 1891, died 19 Feb 1895 of scarlet 
fever 
Their daughter Helena (T1-3-2-2) born May 1893 
Their daughter Marie Olive Percilla (T1-3-2-3) born Sept 1895, died 16 Sept 
1901, crushed by a tramcar 
Their daughter Hazel (T 1-3-2-4) born Oct 1898, died 16 April 1923 at 1320 
Faulsey Way, Pittsburgh 
Their son Cornelius (T 1-3-2-5) born Jan 1900, died 6 Jan 1911, buried in North 
side Catholic Cemetery, Sec 7, Row 5, Grave 7 
Their daughter Adelaide (T 1-3-2-6) born 5 Jan 1901, married Joseph Burger in 
1935 who died in 1944.  She worked as a telephone operator. Adelaide took in 
her mother Eliza Jane, after David died, and cared for her until her death.  She 
later married Matt Golden in Las Vegas, Nev,. who died in 1963 in Los Angeles, 
CA. She died 7 Sept 1989 in Las Vegas. 
Their daughter Gertrude (T 1-3-2-7) born 29 Feb 1904, died 7 Feb 1941, buried 
in North Side Catholic Cemetery, Sec G, row 26, Grave 5 from St Peter’s NS 
Pittsburgh 
Their daughter Liza Jane (T 1-3-2-8) born 17 May, 1906 
Their daughter Elizabeth Mae (T 1-3-2-9) born 1907, died 5 Sept 1935 and was 
buried in North Side Catholic Cemetery 
Their son Elmer Frederick (T 1-3-2-10) born 2 July 1908.  He married Jacqueline 
Kaerchner, died 8 March, 1992 in Mt Lebanon, PA.  He is buried in Mt. Hope 
Cemetery, Penn Hills. Elmer and Patrick J Toomey worked together for years at 
Boggs & Buhl dept Store driving trucks. 
Their infant son David (T 1-3-2-11) born June 12 1911 died June 15 of 
convulsions 
Their son David J. (T 1-3-2-12) was born 23 Feb 1913.  He married Emma   and 
they had 3 children.  He died 10 August 1982 in Ross Twsp and is buried in 
Uniondale Cemetery. 
 



David died of bronco pneumonia brought on by acute alcoholism.  Eliza died of 
cerebral hemorrhage on 20 Feb 1948 at the home of her daughter Adelaide 
Burger at 1145 Ridgeland Ave.  They are buried in Christ Our Redeemer 
Cemetery, (ex North Side Catholic) West View, PA in Sec G, Row 26, Graves 1 
& 2. 
 
**************************************************************** 
Cornelius and Catherine’s daughter Mary E. (T1-3-3) was born 25 Dec 1872.  
She married William Haas, a rivet maker, and died 19 Sept 1910 at 209 
Plymouth St. of chronic nephritis.  She is buried in Calvary Cemetery. 
 
William H. Toomey (T 1-3-4) was born 5 Sept 1873 in Allegheny City.  He 
married Mattie Gray in Oct 1895. He worked as a laborer.  He died 7  May 1952 
at his home on 1401 Liverpool St., Pittsburgh. 
 
Their daughter Nellie (T1-3-5) was born 14 May 1877.  She lived with her father 
Cornelius after her mother’s death in her brother David’s house on Belmont St.  
She married C.L.McQuown in Mahoning County Ohio 14 May 1905. 
 
Helen Toomey (T1-3-6) was born in 1878 in Allegheny City. 
 
Elizabeth Toomey (T1-3-7) was born 21 Jan 1885.  She married      Harris and 
died of degenerative heart failure at 209 Plymouth Street on 19 Dec 1913.  She 
is buried in Calvary Cemetery. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Johanna Toomey (T 1-4) born in Tredegar, Monmouthshire , Wales in 1841 
Found in Welsh Census of 1851, 1861 
She immigrated to America together with her brother Timothy on 30 March, 1871.   
She is buried in Calvary Cemetery. 
 
So these four Toomey children left no one behind in Wales except the Dead:  
their parents Timothy Toomey and Johanna Donlay and baby Daniel, son of 
Daniel and Sarah Toomey. 
 



This is the end of the stories of these three generations of Toomeys.  It is also 
the end of the story of Allegheny City, PA   On 7 Dec, 1907 the City of Allegheny 
was absorbed by the City of Pittsburgh through some heavy duty maneuvering in 
the state capital of Harrisburg.  Against the vote of the majority of residents of 
Allegheny City everything north of the Allegheny River became the North Side of 
Pittsburgh, PA. All the ward numbers changed.  Most of the street names and 
many house numbers changed. People who went to sleep in one municipality 
woke up in another and never moved a finger to do it.  All subsequent history of 
the Toomeys takes place in Pittsburgh. 
 
Another note: The name of the cemetery know as North Side Catholic has 
changed from St Philomena’s to North Side Catholic and is now known as Christ 
our Redeemer. 
 
More photographs may be found at Historic Pittsburgh Images and Pittsburgh 
City Photographer Collection. 
 
 
 
Revision of 2018 
Margaret Toomey Urzúa 
Corrections by Thomas J. Toomey, July 2011 
Corrections by John Michael Toomey, March, 2012 



CHAPTER 6 - SEANNACHIES  
 

The seannachies told their stories either in the first person or as they heard them from 
their family.  Once they began, no one interrupted the seannachie except to ask a 
question that could result in another story.  As you listen to a seannachie it often 
appears that they are not relating a story but re-living one. 
 
A great part of these stories have been recovered from taping sessions covering a 15 
year period of collecting.  There are many gaps and I only wish it had been better 
organized.  This family was very interconnected so all of these stories overlap between 
individuals and involve multiple family members in each story. 
 
CHILDHOOD/SHERIFF STREET 
 
When John Francis Toomey (Pop) and Mary Agnes Thorogood (Mom) returned to 
Pittsburgh around 1915 they moved into a 1 ½ -story frame house at #6 Sheriff Street 
between Stayton and McDowell.  It was the only house facing the street which is only 

one block long.  John’s brother 
Timothy (Ted) Toomey and his 
family lived on Stayton Street, his 
brother Tom and sister Emma 
Toomey Moore on Mullins, and 
sister Phebe on Stayton. 
The house was fine for two adults 
and six children: John Anthony, 
Daniel George, Patrick John, 
James Matthew, Joseph John and 
Mary Margaret.  The remaining five 
children were born in Pittsburgh: 
Cecelia Joan, Anthony John, 
Thomas Joseph, Francis Joseph, 
and Ellen.   
 
The kitchen was on the ground 
floor with an indoor pump and sink.  
Behind was a dining room with a 
large round table, which could be 
expanded with extension boards.  
There was a storage room behind 
the dining room. The next floor had 
a porch and two large rooms, which 
were used as a living room and a 
bedroom.  They also could be 
adapted as needed for a varying   

POP IN THE GARDEN                                     
 



 



number of people. On one wall was the staircase to the attic above the bedroom. They 
planted a garden in front and put in a chicken coop. 
 
The large bedroom used by Mary and John contained a brass double bed, two or three 
dressers, a closet called a chiffarobe.  One of the dressers was the only piece of 
furniture that Mary’s parents brought with them across the Atlantic.   It was and old  
piece with three large drawers.  Either Cel or Mary painted it and you could not get the 
two little drawers on the side open.  There was a center drawer over the marble top and 
a great big graceful mirror.  
 
There were several oval pictures hanging around the bedroom and living room.  One 
had a guy standing beside an airplane.  He was killed in an airplane crash here in the 
states while he was in training.  Another was Mom’s Aunt Ellen Duggan Kenny’s son 
from Salem, Massachusetts.   There was a certificate in honor of her uncle Henry Pike 
Thorogood who died doing deep sea diving on a Queen’s ship that was out doing 
oceanography.  He was supposed to have seen some kind of monster underwater and 
died of a heart attack.  That was the story the kids repeated because they didn’t know 
anything about the bends.  The pictures were right beside the door between the window 
and the mantel.  Horseshoe Bend was on the other wall in the pearl inlaid frame.  There 
was also the Currier and Ives print, a two-wheeled carriage being drawn by one or two 
horses going over a little bridge and had just passed a turn in the road.  It was in sepia. 
They bought them in Braddock and brought them with them to their new home. The 
other one was of the Horseshoe Bend of the Allegheny River. 
 
When John Francis and Mary moved back to Pittsburgh from Rankin, Uncle Ted 
Toomey lived in a house with Aunt Kit at 38 Stayton Street.  They hadn’t been in the 
house too long before Mom took Jim and Joe over to visit Uncle Ted and Aunt Kit.  
Uncle Ted was sitting in the yard and it was not filled in much.  It was way down.  
Searight had a stable there and that was level.  Uncle Ted said “Hi Joe” and he took him 
by the hand.  Joe thought he picked a worm out of the ground but he must have had a 
worm in a can beside him.  Joe was too young to think clearly about it.  Ted picked up a 
worm and he said, “This is the way you eat them, Joe”.  He wore stiff white collars and 
big sleeves.  He pretended to swallow the worm but he actually dropped it down his 
sleeve.  
 
John Stanek lived there with his wife Kate Toomey, daughter of Uncle Ted and Aunt Kit, 
when they first married and with their niece Sadie Toomey.  After Marie Stanek was 
born, he moved up to the top of Stayton Street on the second floor.  Kate had two 
children and she died up there.  Then Stanek moved back with his mother up on 
Wadlow Street with the two kids, Dorothy and Marie.  Later he married Catherine 
Buckley and they moved to Shadeland Ave. 
 
All the older children had started school at St Brendan’s’ in Braddock.  When they 
moved back to Pittsburgh, they enrolled in St. Francis Xavier.  Apparently, they all 
finished eight years there. 
 



Giles Sand Bag Company hauled sand from the sand bank near Horace Mann School.  
When Joe Toomey was small, Sheriff Street was almost level with the Toomey yard.  
Giles’ wagons would haul big cinders and slag with iron in it from the mills down in 
Woods Run.  Every day they came in front of the house on Sheriff Street with a load of 
dirt and cinders.  The bottom of the wagon would drop out and they filled in Sheriff 
Street.  By the time they finished the house ended down in a hollow. All the kids would  

take a hammer and chisel and chip the 
iron off the slag and put it in buckets.  
Sometime during the week, the rags-old-
iron man would come around and he’d 
buy the iron off you.  If he’d see it with 
the slag, it was no good.  But if you’d 
chip the iron off he would buy it.  You’d 
work all week and he’d come back and 
give you ten or fifteen cents, maybe 
sometime a quarter. Well, that was a lot 
of money.  Or if you had a rubber tire, 
that was worth ten cents.  
STAYTON ST AT HODGKIS 1918 
Sheriff Street went from McDowell Street 
straight to Searight’s house on Stayton.   
After Giles finished dumping cinders 
Toomey’s house was down in a hole. 
Then Searight started hauling red brick 

and tearing down houses.  He really put the 
cap on all the cinders. Searight filled in the 
“pond” at the foot of Stayton St. using scrap 
materials such as bricks and once a load of 
cigars and turned it into a baseball field. He 
also built several homes on the block. Mrs. 
Searight rang a cowbell to call the family to 
dinner.   
MOM, ANTHONY & BOB HICKEY & JIM 
 
Eddie Taylor installed the wiring on  
Stayton Street in 1926 or 1927.  He  
drilled holes to pass wire through and 
plastered the hole.  Anthony and Tom 
Toomey played in the dirt of the installation,  
The electric wire went right from the alley 
clean across Anderson’s lot to a pole over by 
Searight’s house. Toomeys used to have a 
telly pole right at the foot of the yard. It used 
to come from there right up the alley.  They cut it down and stretched  
the wire all the way over which was a big sweep.   John Francis was definitely afraid.  
One day an electrician came in and asked Mary  



“Was this house wired for a factory?”  
 “No, just a friend of ours wired the house.”   
“Well he must have been a contractor who wired factories because this is wired for a 
factory.” 
 
Joe helped drive the holes for those porcelain insulators with a single wire through.  
Everything was old wrapped cord, no BX or Romex.  John Francis cemented over the 
wires in the wall and if the wall got wet and you touched it, you got juiced! God Damn 
Sam!  Finally, they unhooked the wall plugs from down below. Nobody knows who got 
the bright idea but someone cut the wire up at the top because the juice left the wall. 
 
There was a flower garden in the back.  As you came down the back alley, you would 
reach beside the door, lift up the little flap and put the alley light on.  When you put the 
alley light on a red light in the kitchen would go on to let you know that someone was 
coming.  So you had a light there and in the bedroom.  Company’s comin’!  It was a 
safety measure to put the light on because you could break your neck in the dark alley. 
If you came in the dark, the dog Buff would get you.  He would hold on to your ankle 
and you couldn’t move.  But he wouldn’t bite.  If you tried to move, he would squeeze.  
He got Uncle Frank Winsky.  Aunt Phebe was visiting one night. Frank came sneaking 
down the alley to look in the kitchen window and see what was going on when all of a 
sudden Buff had him.  Frank was hollering “Uncle Jack, Uncle Jack, get this g.d. dog off 
me!”  John just said, “Well you shouldn’t have been sneaking down the alley.”  He knew 
where that light switch was for a hundred years! 
 
Toomeys were in the first group in the neighborhood that got electricity.  A friend of the 
family wanted to fix it so that when you stepped on the porch step, all the lights would 
come on.  John Francis said “Noooooo!”  With all the kids, he’d never get any sleep.  
The electrician wanted to put in a switch so that you could push a button and the lights 
upstairs, and the front porch, and the back alley would all go on at the same time and 
that was long before there were burglar alarm systems. 
 
He did the work for nothing and Pop Toomey had to pay for the materials.  He was the 
same electrician who put up the sign on Joseph Horne Company, the first walking sign 
where you could read the letters as they moved.  He did the wiring for that.  He was 
boarding at Aunt Emma Moore’s on Mullins Street and got to know the family and he 
liked them.  Joe helped him drill all the holes in the floor joists.  It was the first time Joe 
had ever seen an extension on a bit that enabled you to drill a hole from here to over 
there. Joe had to lift two floorboards in the attic and he broke them doing it.  Before that, 
everybody had coal oil lamps. 
 
The electrician wanted to buy a brass plate for the kitchen but it cost six or seven 
dollars.  John Francis was working for only 12 or 15 dollars a week so to pay that much 
for a plate was out of the question.  He took a piece of galvanized metal and cut it 
himself. 
 



There were two white lights, one little red light, a white light, and a brass plate upstairs.  
There were three switches upstairs and one red light.  That’s a whole control panel.  
There were custom-made square D switches down stairs like we have today. You just 
grab a lever and pull it and everything goes out.  He was a master electrician. 
 
SPORTS 
The neighborhood playground was Sheriff Street.  They played softball and touch 
football.  The same group of kids growing up from the time they were 8 or 9 played ball 
together until they were 18, 19 or 20.  Once several of the older boys including Jim and 
Joe Toomey were playing ball in the street.  One of the Toomey boys knocked a ball 
through Dvorsky’s window.  They went over and admitted it.  When Pop got home from 
work he said, “Now you go down and buy a pane of glass and you put it in.”  The kid 
who broke the window had to install the pane of glass himself.  
 
The older boys played croquet in an open field where later on a family named Zappi 
built two duplexes.  They used to play a mean game of croquet over there and they had 
it leveled off.  Right up the street behind Toomey’s somebody installed some horseshoe 
pits with clay.  They were almost a professional type of horseshoe pit with walkways. 
Every night you would hear the clink of horseshoes, neighbor competing with neighbor. 
Tony Prietta was an expert.  He’d throw a horseshoe, 3 out of 5 would be ringers, and 
another two might be leaners.  He could beat anybody up there.  As they grew up, the 
older boys stayed together and played their team sports.  The younger brothers grew up 
and played the same type of sports.  They played football at Horace Mann Elementary 
School Field on Shadeland Avenue. 
 
One of the Kentzel kids was known as the Golden Gloves twin.  He used to drive the 
family crazy when he came to visit because he sniffed everything.  If you had a cracker 
for a snack, he’d sniffed it and it drove the parents nuts.  Who ever saw a human being 
do that? The twin’s older sister was put away in a Catholic home for twenty years, and 
Mrs. Kentzel couldn’t get her out.  They had signed papers to put her in the home 
because when she was younger on McDowell Street she must have been kind of wild.   
Then the father died and then the mother died, and then she got out.  She lived with 
Jimmy and Isabelle Kentzel in the home they bought in Bedbug Row on Shadeland Ave, 
right across the bridge.  Jimmy bought the home in that row and they lived there.  Then 
Jimmy died.  On his job he had to dip metal parts, his teeth fell out, and he got as bad 
as the rest of them.  He was the only one of them that ever worked.   
 
The old man worked for the city up until the city quit picking up horse manure.  That was 
the end of his job.  He used to have a pushcart with a push broom with a long handle on 
it.  He’d go sweeping along and the city used to be clean.  This was when they still had 
horses. They used to push that wagon all the way down to Lake Elizabeth where the 
stable was.  They piled all the manure and papers from the street right there.  They took 
it all the way down there, which was quite a distance. 
 
 
 



CARS 
Ham Sanguigni had a big sport roadster, he was hot stuff!  Another street sweeper, Bill 
Fody, would be sweeping the street and Ham would come up to him real close.  He‘d 
spin the wheels and screech the tires and blow the horn and scare the hell out of this 
guy.  So he put a handle on the big push broom that must have been about 10 feet long.  
He’d be there sweeping, sweeping.  He had reflectors on the side of the box to see 
traffic that was coming.  He was pushing the broom up by Oliver High School one day 
and Ham Sanguini tried to scare him.  The sweeper just angled the broom out and the 
handle went right through the windshield.  Ham never did it again.  Oh, they were going 
to sue the city and everything else.  But it was proof that he did it quite often when that 
guy put that long extension on the handle. Buns Bushik laughed like hell when he told 
the guys about it on the corner. 
 
Stayton Street was a favorite speed spot.  John and Bill Rush lived next to Dvorskys.  
They had Model T Ford sedans and they would come running down Stayton Street as 
fast as they could, then veer right and park their car.  Johnny always parked his Model T 
between Baxter’s house and a telephone pole that was there.  He couldn’t open his 
doors unless he moved forward a little bit.  He didn’t have more than 3 inches clearance 
on both sides of that car.  He’d park in that gap so it’d be off the street and he wouldn’t 
do it slow.  How he kept from hitting the Baxter’s house nobody knew. But he’d climb 
out and park that thing there.  Bill did it a couple of times too.  Then they built a garage 

behind their house and they started to 
park their cars back there.   
 
Pop had a 1912 Chalmers sitting at the 
foot of the yard, which he got from Vince 
Toomey.  Pop loved that car. He polished 
that car and he did everything for it. He’d 
come home, sit in it, and shift gears but he 
never drove. The Chalmers had an all-
aluminum body and a red light on the 
back, a tail light in the center.  So Jim and 
Joe crawled out on the porch roof with a 
22 rifle.  They got a bullet from Ed Boll or 

somebody, a 22.  Jim aimed at that red light.  He shot high about 4 inches above it 
leaving a ding in the body of the car.  When Pop got home that night there was hell to 
pay when he saw the damage!  When Pop saw the ding he looked at Jim and Joe. 
“Who shot this?”  Jim said “Oh I took a pick and swung and hit it”.  Pop said, “Pick hell.  
A pick won’t leave lead”. He was sharp. Two little boys ate supper in silence.  
 
On a Sunday Pat would take the whole family out Route 19.  Before you came down 
into Wexford there used to be a bend with a water fountain.  It’s still there but the town 
has it closed off.  You had to go in and turn around to come back out onto 19.  All the 
old cars would stop there to get water to put in the radiators.  You had to because the 
circulating systems weren’t that good and they didn’t have thermostats.  They would 



stop on the way out and stop on the way back.  They might get as far as Wexford where 
there was a farm Pop knew through Vince Toomey.   
 
Pop couldn’t wait to drive but Pat couldn’t get the time to teach him or wouldn’t teach 
him.  When Pat broke the axles, he figured Pop could break the axles too so he didn’t 
take him out to teach him to drive. Pat took the whole family out for Sunday drives.  
They made it to Davis Ave. The car broke down. Lynn Searight would tow them back 10 
blocks home.   
 
So maybe three or four trips and Boom! another axle broke. Lynn Searight would come 
out in a truck and tow them home.  They bought about 5 axles down at Allegheny 
Wrecking.  Anthony and Joe went down with a wagon to pick it up. Joe said he wanted 
an axle with a twist in it. The fourth guy they bought an axle from told them they were 
crazy. “No.  That’s already half–broken”.  So he gave them one brand new one with a 
straight flange.  Joe said “Well my dad‘ll beat me when we get home.”  They brought it 
home, put it in and never had any more trouble.  They were buying them off the repair 
rack because Boomey Wilhelm was an apprentice mechanic and Pop hired him to put 
the axle on.  Boomey said to Pop, “He gave me an axle with a twist in it. Go down 
Allegheny Wreckers where we bought it and get another one just like it”.  So after the 
fifth axle they learned why they all broke. When you would shift and engage the clutch, 
she was such a powerful engine that a twisted axle it couldn’t take the pressure. 
 

One hobby they had during the summer 
months was to sleep out on the porch and 
wait for the screech of brakes along the 
Highwood Cemetery wall.  One night they 
heard the screech of brakes followed by the 
crunch of metal and they dashed over.   
They knew exactly where one curve on 
Brighton Road required you to turn to the left 
but it wasn’t banked in the correct position 
and accentuated by the hump of street car 
tracks. A guy driving down there at a good 
rate of speed didn’t know the road and had 
trouble making the turn.  They found the 
driver in an old Star pinned between the 
cemetery wall and an iron telephone pole, 
wedged right in there.  He had rolled the car.                       

This must have been the late 20’s. .  If it was a slow night or they didn’t have a date, 
they would wait on the porch for an accident.  They couldn’t tell how many times they 
heard the screech of brakes and the thud of metal. The curve took out quite a few cars. 
On a Saturday night, they acted as an emergency medical crew.  The boys would try to 
beat their own record in delivering the injured to St John’s Hospital on McClure Ave. 
 
 
 



MUSIC   
 When John and Mary went to play music, Jim or Anthony would drive them. Mary had 
her small button accordion and they would take the guitar and the accordion when their 
good friends the Sands would drive down from Carrick area and pick them up to take 
them to their destination.  When they played music neighbors would sit on the hillside 
behind the house or in front of the home, just listening.  They sounded as good as some 
of those outfits on the radio. 
 
They’d start playing music at home and one or two neighbors would drift in with 
additional instruments to play along with them. Some people would come in with food.  
No formal invitation needed.  They would bring in a plate of this or that or a loaf of bread 
and all of a sudden a nice party was going at the house.  It was a closely knit 
neighborhood.  Stayton Street had all those row homes that are still there.  The red 
brick home was called the Baxter home, the Caskeys lived there first, then the Baxters 
bought it from them.  He had a roofing business.  On McDowell Street the Andersons 
and the Bolls lived next door.  Then in another move they went across the alley and 
lived in that house, but people didn’t move in and out.  You moved there and stayed for 
years and years.  One or two families were in the next lot in a 2 or 3 story building with 
the two homes on each side you could call two apartments.  Andersons were there until 
after WW II.  Bolls lived there for years.  They moved somewhere else, then they came 
back and they moved across the alley.  Dvorskys lived in the same home and Mrs Cass 

Helfrich lived on the hill next to Dvorsky 
until she died.  Then below Dvorskys were 
the Rushes and then the Freys and then 
the Selhuses and the the Frietas.  They all 
stayed 30 or 40 years in some cases.  
Frank moved into the house his parents 
had, where he grew up.  Now there is the 
Stetson convention services company and 
Kwik Mart shopping center where the 
Toomey house was.   
 
They had some good music.  The oldest 
son John could play a mean mandolin!  He 
was in 7th heaven playing that mandolin.  
He also played the violin. The mandolin 

had 8 strings and the violin had 4 with the same 
 fingering and chords as the mandolin.    
Sometimes John and Anthony played together.  They called it Hill Billy music then, now 
it’s Country and Western.   
 
     
John played music with 7 guys that included  Skitz Milligan who lived on Metropolitan 
Street.   He played banjo, and Tony, John Grimpsky, Joe Melody, the one with Doc 
Watson, but he didn’t belong to the orchestra.  He and John both played mandolin.  
    



 
JOHN ANTHONY TOOMEY 
 
By 1933 John and Dan worked at 
A.G.Spalding Bros sports equipment. John 
left  Spaldings and went to Midland to get a 
job at Crucible Steel so he could play 
baseball for Crucible Steel team.  That’s 
how he got the job.  The mills competed 
with each other in baseball.  Crucible was a 
leading manufacturer of tool steel and was 
always looking for good ball players to work 
in the mill.  John also played with the band 
any time they got a request.  Once John 
asked Joe to help him set up his musical 
instruments for a gig in one of the 
Sewickley speak-easys.  Joe thought it 
would be a great venue until he got there 
and saw the crowd that showed up.  Joe 
thought his gifted brother should have been 
playing music on the radio and not for a 
crowd of drunks who didn’t even listen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
DANIEL GEORGE TOOMEY 
Dan was more interested in receiving his 
music over the radio but he couldn’t afford to 
buy one.  The solution was to buy a radio kit 
which was much cheaper.  Dan would spend 
his evenings very carefully winding a copper 
wire around a cylinder and then set up an 
antenna outside the house. 
  
He married Emma Lunz Monnin, a widow 
with two boys and sister of his brother Pat’s 
wife.  He worked at H.J. Heinz for 40 years, 
Dan loved crossword puzzles and was 
working on one when he had his heart 

attack.  He never finished the word. 



 
 
 
 
JAMES MATTHEW TOOMEY 
played the button accordion just like 
his mother and together they would 
anchor the guitar players.  As he got 
older the brothers would kid him that 
he could play it while balancing the 
old squat Iron City beer bottle on the 
frame.  He claimed he did it only 
between songs. 
 
 
 
 
JIM AND ANTHONY 
 

 
 
 
 
JOSEPH JOHN TOOMEY played the harmonica and studied saxophone. One night 
after Joe had begun working full-time, John Francis woke him up insisting that he get up 
and join the family downstairs to play the saxophone for the neighbors.  Joe got mad 
about his insisting because he was tired after working all day and he quit the family 
orchestra on the spot!    
 
ANTHONY JOHN TOOMEY got interested  in the 
guitar.  He and Chuck Kentsel wanted to play 
and he asked Pop to teach them.  They practiced 
in the kitchen.  John Francis would show them a 
chord or two and Chuck and Tony started 
playing.  After they became somewhat proficient, 
Pop said, “OK, now play this.” All three of them 
would play together or maybe just Chuck and 
Tony.  As they were playing faster and faster, 
Pop looked at them and said “Who won?”  
Because they weren’t able to keep the beat. Pop 
was very patient with them. 
 
 
   POP AND ANTHONY 
BACKGROUND IS HIGHWOOD CEMETERY 
 



Joe McCartan offered to teach CECELIA JOAN TOOMEY how to play the piano and 
THOMAS JOSEPH TOOMEY asked to go along with them.  He started to give them 
lessons.  This didn’t last too long but Tom was able to pick out a few chords and a few 
songs.  He’d play around with the piano.  They had an old beat up upright player piano 
in the house.  But Tom didn’t care where his fingers went.  He didn’t play music, just 
had  fun making noise. Once, Mr. and Mrs. Sands came home with Mom and Pop.  
They had been to some Irish meeting or a party.  He worked at Jones and Laughlin 
Steel in a supervisory capacity, very close friends with Mom and Pop.  Mr. Sands may 
be the one who got Anthony his job in the mill.  This one night Tom was beating the 
devil out of the piano, not playing any music or anything, just running his hands up and 
down.  Mr. Sands came in and he was highly impressed.  “That was great music!”   Tom 
was only a kid and don’t know what he was playing. But everyone thought music ran in 
the family.   Finally, when they started to play music together, Tom would play with 
Anthony and Jim and Mom and Pop.  Tom got into the piano accordion because a 
neighbor had been taking accordion lessons for some months.  Tom went over there 
one day and asked him if he could borrow it for a day or two. “Sure”.  At the end of two 
days Tom was playing it better than he was playing the piano.  So he would sit in with 
the family on his little 48 bass accordion.  Everybody played melody.  He decided to buy 
a 120 bass accordion and took lessons until he went into the service. He finally got rid 
of that piano accordion about 1946.  Later he learned to play around with the organ, still 
playing around, still making noise. It’s just so hard to haul an organ around with you.  
The extension cord has to be soooo long! 
 
MARY MARGARET TOOMEY played the violin, CECELIA the piano, Anthony guitar, 
Tom piano and accordion, FRANCIS learned the guitar later, and HELEN and CEL 
would dance for some of Mom and Pop’s presentations     
 
NEIGHBORS 

Kelly’s lived at the corner of Stayton and 
Sheriff.  When Joe Toomey was a kid, 
there was a shed down the end of their 
yard.  The shed ran across Kelly’s yard 
and water would flood in there on 
account of one yard being higher. Kelly 
raised guinea pigs and Tom Toomey 
used to look at them through the side of 
the shed. When the Kellys first moved in 
there, young Mary Toomey was looking 
through the window inside where there 
was all kinds of horse manure.  Chuckie 
Kelly picked up a road apple and hit Mary 
right in the puss!  It was soft and it 
splattered all over her face.    
 
LAYING CURBSTONE ON STAYTON  
 



All the kids had to go down to the settlement house in Woods Run to get vaccinated.   
On the way back they saw Mrs. Kelly who was immense. She had a bunch of children.  
Chuck Kelly and Joe Toomey loafed together. Joe had to take her to the settlement 
house because he knew where the settlement house was. Also Mr. Kelly would have 
liked to have her weighed.  On the way down there was a feed store about ten doors 
below Boom-Booms show.  You drove the wagon right on the scale and took the weight.  
Mrs. Kelly was to go on that scale and Joe was to get her weight.  Mrs. Kelly got on the 
scale but Joe couldn’t see the number.  She’d walk to the next house and she had to sit 
down, walk to the next house, sit down.  But to get down there must have taken 3 hours 
with all the kids. She may have weighed 450 pounds.  Jim Toomey had a touring car 
(open top and 4 side doors) and when she sat in the back seat she unbalanced the car. 
 
Joe knew the guy in the feed store from St Francis school.  He would stop in there and 
pick up oats and wheat kernels.  He knew a lot of people that lived around there and 
went to St Francis School, so Joe was no stranger down there.  He could never forget 
that feed store.  They had big stones, bigger than a table and the driveway went up the 
street into the stable.  The stones were laid where the wagon wheels would go and in 
between was the yellow brick.  
 
The kids called all the other kids by their nicknames. The Wilhelm brothers were Boop 
Wilhelm, Woodie Wilhelm and Doney Wilhelm.  Boomie, Doney,and Woodie lived on 
McDowell Street. They were no relation to Nutt, Heinz and Boop Wilhelm who lived 
down on Stayton Street behind Andy Stefany’s.   Woodie was the upholsterer. Doney 
upholstered in the casket company, he lined caskets.  Boomie was a mechanic at 
Highwood Garage and he was a con artist.  He gambled all the time, played cards all 
the time. There was Muck Stefany, Zip and Andy down on Stayton Street.  Their old 
lady was Mrs. Stefany but she died, but the kids never knew the old man.  Mrs. Stefany 
ran the store on McClure Avenue with Annie Benedix until she died and Annie took it 
over. 
 
The pond on Stayton was filled in and eventually somebody put a miniature golf course 
on it but that only lasted a couple of years.   People used to lean on the rail there on 
Brighton Road and watch them play golf.  Then they tore that out and started to play 
softball in there.  Then they made it into a parking lot for Sanguigni’s trucks.   
        
Tom’s sports were baseball, football and basketball but it seemed to him that he wasn’t 
tall enough.  Every time that we would jump for the ball somebody’s elbow was beating 
his face to a pulp.     
 
The guys said they played softball but it was really mushball.  That was the predecessor 
of softball.  The ball was about 4 inches and it had the seam on the outside.  Softball 
came on later and superceded  mushball.  It was smaller and a little more like a 
baseball but it didn’t have the outside welt.  A neighbor, Tony Prietta, was a mean 
pitcher in mushball and softball.  He wasn’t tall, he was only about 5 feet 6 inches, but 
he was broad.  He could pitch that ball and he was good at anything he played and he 
was  great horseshoe pitcher. 



There was a firehouse near home with the old 
steamer pulled by horses.  They’d came roaring 
down Stayton Street, clang, clang, clang, and the 
horses galloping their heads off, going to a fire, 
and you could see the smoke coming out of that 
steamer, red solid rubber wheels on it. All the kids 
ran to the fires.  One was out at the far end of 
Woods Run Avenue near Birkoff Street.  It had to 
be 2 or 3 miles and the whole group of kids never 
stopped running on the whole route. A fire was a 
big event because half the people in the city 
seemed to move in the direction of a fire.  Dozens 
of people watched the firemen work. When they 
came home from St Francis Grade School via the 
Shady Avenue route, they’d walk past the 
firehouse and cut down Dickson Street.  The 

school kids would stop in and talk to the firemen who never shooed them away.  They 
were always receptive and treated them like their own kids.  One fireman carved the 
most exquisite sailing vessels and he’d have them inside bottles. It was his hobby.   
There were clipper ships with delicate sails. He also carved walnut shells.  They would 
look like little baskets with a hole for groceries and everything else.  That was their way 
of passing time.  At the most, one of them might have been 5, 6 inches long, but they 
were so delicate.  They even had the ropes on them. Each sail was carved out of a 
slender piece of wood and he’d have it in position. The modernization of the fire trucks 
really did away with the glamour of it all, the horses were so beautiful.  
 
Another neighbor, Mrs. Caskey, would get out and practice her golf swing.  Somebody 
supplied her with golf clubs and golf balls and she’d be hitting golf balls right down 
Sheriff Street.  Luckily the Toomey house was set back in, and there were no homes up 
on the left. She’d hit a ball up the street to where there was a garage of a new car 
dealership with glass windows.  They had small panes maybe 4 X 6.  She teed off and 
walloped it pretty good.  She broke multiple windows.  Harry got a little irritated when he 
came in to work and found holes in the windows and golf balls all over the floor.  She 
was no small woman and she could hit a golf ball.  Woosh, right through the window!  
She put a few over the building too. 
 
Jim Toomey started driving early and he would drive the whole crowd.  Everybody 
pitched in 10 cents each for gas which was 10 or 12 cents a gallon. They’d go down 
Camp Horne Road to go swimming where they had built a dam.  That’s where one of 
the Bolls dove in and broke his neck and died.  Then the State Police closed the pool.  
They used to go to McAuliffes, Derringers and 3 or 4 other houses to have parties with 
10 or 15 people at a time on a Saturday night.  Bolls lived on McDowell Street right 
beside Toomey’s back yard.  There were two double houses that looked alike, 
Andersons and Bolls. Those two houses were torn down.  Andersons had 10 kids, 
Toomeys had 11, Dukes’s had 10.  So there was a pretty good crowd to loaf on the 



corner.  30 or 40 fellows used to hang out there. It was a great source of “Best Friends” 
when 10 siblings weren’t enough! 
 
They used Sheriff Street to play kick football.  They played a game called caddy:  Take 
a piece of wood, sharpen it, put it in the hole, take a broom handle, sharpen it, hit the 
caddy. They played football, hockey, baseball there. They couldn’t play volleyball 
because Searight’s lived next door and they were afraid of breaking the windows. 
 
Previous to that, when Searight’s had a barn there they built a park with a merry-go-
round and see-saws.  Boys and girls would all play Ring around the Rosie, and In-and- 
Out-the-Window.  They’d be out from around 9 o’clock at night when the bats came 
around the street lights. They’d try to catch a bat in our caps and everybody would say, 
“Oh you’ll get lice in your hair!” 
 
HELLTOWN 
Periodically, the whole family would pack up what they could and travel by street car or 
later, automobile, to visit Mom’s sister Elizabeth Thorogood George in a place they 
called Helltown.  Officially it was Larimer in Westmoreland County but it became known 
as Helltown.  You’d go out on Friday night or Saturday and come home on Monday.  If 
you went on Saturday morning, then you had all day Saturday afternoon and/or 
evening.  If you went on Sunday you would come home Monday. 
 
You came down a hill, through the creek. No one could pass, it was one lane.  You blew 
your horn three times and if you didn’t get an answer you went down.  If you got an 
answer, you waited, gave another signal and waited until they come up.  They had the 
right of way coming up.  You didn’t go very far and you had to go through the creek 
again. After you went through the second time there was this steep hill they called Mad 
Hawks.  It was clay and if it rained it was wet and the truck wouldn’t make it.  You had to 
take burlap bags and line up behind it.  You’d throw the bags under the wheels.  The 
wheels would keep shooting them out and you’d keep passing them back up. One guy 
would drive the truck and the others would throw the burlap bags.  They were all 
covered with mud. Right below Aunt Liz’s, you had to go through the creek a third time.   
One guy from Boggs and Buhls had a real good camera on one of the stakes on the 
truck.  He hung it up there but the movement of the truck caused it to fall in the creek. 
They found it the next day.  He’d like to have cried because he had borrowed it.  It 
opened up like a bellows and it was a big expensive camera.  He opened it and tried to 
drain the water out of it.  It had to be dried out and the bellows repaired.  It was a big 
Kodak camera to take professional pictures.   
 
They went in a Sanguigni truck to Aunt Liz’s for corn roasts. They played games and 
music all day Saturday with 2 accordions, a piano accordion, or piano and guitars, Mass 
on Sunday, party again in the afternoon and then back home, and work on Monday. 
 



 
UNKNOWN UNKNOWN 
 
 
 
 
MRS HUTTER 
      LIZZIE GEORGE 
    MOM TOOMEY 
 
 
 
 
POP TOOMEY 
  JOHN TOOMEY 
      FRED THOROGOOD 
 
Uncle Fred Thorogood 
was with them, Mrs. 
Scanlon, Mrs. Keenan, 

Mom with an acordeen, Mrs. Hutter.  There were two Mrs. Hutters.  One Mrs. Hutter 
played the acordeen and she had her son Tom with her, and the Keenan girl. Mrs Hutter 
lived in the alley.  There was grandma Scannell, Mrs Hutter, Mom, Pop , John , Uncle 
Fred. Pop with the guitar.  Fred was in the service and then back out. He stayed at Aunt 
Liz’s when he was home from the service.    
 
You weren’t allowed to go to sleep at those picnics.  If you went to sleep they would 
take the soot off a stove lid and paint you up.  You slept where you could, out on the 
lawn, sneak away and hide and try to get some rest.   
 
They would pay Uncle Emil George to make near-beer.  The night before you got there, 
he made it up and bottled it.  And when you opened the bottle: Pheeeeew! All over the 
God-damned coal cellar and you would have so much in those glass flip lids with a seal 
on them.  He used to do that all the time.   
 
They would load wash tubs with stick bread. One time the kids were sitting eating and 
somebody reached for another piece of bread.  Aunt Lizzie whacked him across the 
hand with the flat of the knife.  
“You already had a piece!”   
Mary Toomey said, “Hey Lizzie, whatever those kids want, you let them have!  I paid for 
that bread!”  
Because whatever was left over stayed there.  Lizzie had a flock of 10 kids herself.  She 
didn’t want others eating all the bread.  You’d get 1 or 2 slices or a slice and a half for 
dinner and that was all.  But when Mary saw Grandma Scannell slip Aunt Lizzie a 5 
dollar bill because she took her grandchild Helen Rice out, that wee little girl she used to 
take care of all the time, Mary got mad and bawled out of the two of them.   



She said to Grandma Scannell, “This picnic is paid for.  You don’t put any money out of 
your pocket.”  Everyone pitched in and paid so much ahead of the picnic.  But finally 
Pop and the family got mad because a gang from Boggs and Buhl’s went out with Pat 
and took advantage of the food.   
 
PATRICK JOSEPH TOOMEY  
 
After arriving back in Pittsburgh from Rankin, young Patrick was quick to find a job 
suitable for a kid.  He swept the carpets at the Happy Hour Theater on McClure Avenue. 
As he swept he would also open the side door so the little brothers could come in.   Pat 
would stop at Joe’s classroom at St. Francis Xavier’s School and throw little Joe his 
books. “Meet me at Boom-Booms!”  The theater belonged to the Benedix family and 
was just down the street from Mrs Benedix’s dry goods store at 3214 McClure Avenue.  
Mr. Benedix had worked as a machinist until 1920 when he took over the theater.  
Business was fairly reliable in the theater.  Adults were fascinated with the new 
technology. 

BOOM-BOOMS -  2018 
 
They ran the 15-minute films for the 
children as well.  They would come 
hurrying in to find a seat with their friends.  
Finally, the lights would be darkened and 
in between their nervous tittering a faint 
light would flicker on the screen and a 
picture would appear.  Big kids would 
cheerfully read out the dialogue cells as 
they came up between the moving 
pictures. No matter which picture was 
showing, however, they never managed to 
get the volume of business they had 
hoped for.  What to do?  They decided 
that they would have to compete the same 
way the other theaters did.  They recruited 
their son Jerome away from his regular job 
to provide musical entertainment during 

the movies.  Jerome learned to play the piano and they bought an upright piano that 
would fit into the small space between the screen and the patron’s seats. More 
importantly, he added a huge bass drum that he played with a foot pedal as he played 
music that fit the story on the screen.  Five seconds into his first solo, the name of his 
family changed forever from Benedix to Boom-Boom.  Business really picked up.  
However, the family never adjusted to their new moniker.  Bill Fitzpatrick and Tom 
Toomey were walking up the wooden steps to Shadeland Ave one day yelling “Boom-
Boom, Boom-Boom”.  Mr. Benedix was coming down.  He grabbed them and read the 
Riot Act. “My name is NOT Boom-Boom!” Tom saw “Ramona” at Boom-Boom’s theater. 



Pat learned to drive as soon as he could 
and worked as a driver for several 
department stores in Pittsburgh.  He 
worked together with his cousin Elmer 
Toomey at Boggs and Buhl.  He was the 
first to marry and he married Clara Lunz 
from Troy Hill and sister of his brother 
Dan’s future wife, Emma. 
 
PAT, REGE, CLARA 
 
As his brother Joe improved his furniture 
business Pat worked for him as a 
salesman of new furniture together with a 
saleswoman.  Joe thought he was one of 
the best salesmen he ever met.  He knew 
his inventory and really listened to what 
the customers were looking for.  He was 
doing great business up until Dec 7, 
1941. Pittsburgh became one of the first 

areas in the country to have limits on fuel ordered by the Office of Price Administration 
during World War II. Starting on May 15, 1942, it became almost impossible to deliver 
the furniture he sold. Individual drivers became limited to 2 ½ to 5 gallons a week and 
automobile tires were rationed. 
 
Everything that Pat said in the late 30’s was right and he’d prove it to you in the papers.  
He said, “Japan is going to bomb the U.S.” and they did.  He could tell you how many 
tons of scrap were sent over to Japan. It was in the newspapers and he saved those 
papers. Then people would say to him, “Oh you’re a warmonger, shut up”. Father 
Coughlin on the radio was another one and Walter Winchell.   
 
One guy who worked for Joe was always tuning the radio to the pro-Nazi American 
Bund program. They held their meetings here on the Northside behind a bank on 
Chestnut and Ohio Street.  Walter Winchell, he’d say it right over the air. “Oh Mr. and 
Mrs. America and all the ships at sea” and all that stuff and he’d tell the FBI, if they’d go 
to so and so…”  Boy he had a terrific force that must have worked for him.  Because 
everything he said, he’d already checked it out and he proved it. It was there.  He turned 
in a lot people in.  They called him a warmonger till after the war broke out and they 
didn’t call him a warmonger any more.  That’s when they proved what was going on. 
 
In spite of being 40+ years old and a father with a family Pat was drafted in Nov 1943. 
During training he did not hesitate to inform his sergeant when he thought he could do 
something better. Finally, his sergeant told him “Toomey, you were a civilian too long!”  
Pat went in as a private and came out as a private first class. The Army put his driving 
experience to good use all through France and Germany and Austria. 
   



He would drive ammunition up to the front, pull down the tarp with the red cross and 
haul wounded back to the medical unit.  He finally made it all the way to Berchtesgaden 

where he liberated a set of silverware, 
several rolls of film, and two faucet 
handles.   
 
Unfortunately, as he was heading to his 
post he saw the MP’s coming and had to 
ditch everything labeled contraband in a 
running stream somewhere in Germany.  
He kept his collection of several 
bayonets, guns and medals from both 
sides. Somewhere in the course of his 
ambulance work he picked up some 
medical techniques because he knew 

how to set a dislocated shoulder after an accident. 
 
 After his discharge in 1945, he returned to work with his brother Joe in the upholstery 
business.  He worked with Joe until the 1960’s in between other jobs in upholstery 
shops and driving trucks. He developed leg problems as he aged and finally entered the 
V.A. Hospital in Aspinwall where he had one leg amputated below the knee. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PFC PATRICK J. TOOMEY 
 



JAMES MATTHEW TOOMEY 
Jim and Joe read a story about sharks when they were little kids.  They were so 
captivated they tried to file their teeth down to points just like the sharks. They did not 
get too far with their project.  They had a little tin lantern.  You’d take a candle and light 
it and put it in inside.  Then you pushed glass slides through the front and you’d view 
these pictures that moved across a sheet or the wall. 
 
Jim fell out of a pear tree and broke his upper arm (humerus).  The doctor and the 
surgical team at St. John’s hospital team inserted a silver plate and 24 screws.  The 
doctor who treated him said it would probably never grow.  But in a year that doctor took 
Jim to Grand Rounds at the hospital to show off his work since the injured arm was 
growing at the same rate as his good arm.  He was in the hospital about 3 or 4 weeks.   

 
ST JOHN HOSPITAL – MCCLURE AVE    
 
After he was home about a week, Joe went 
to school and as he sat down at his desk one 
of the kids said,  
“Why aren’t you down at the hospital? 
“Why?” 
“Your brother Jim got hit by a car in front of 
school.  He’s down at the hospital.” 
Joe went to the hospital and found Jim with 

his leg up in traction, his head and arm bandaged up.  After a week he was out of bed. 
While he was in there some man was stabbed in the back and into his heart down at 
Woods Run Avenue and McClure.  He ran to the hospital where he collapsed.  Instead 
of cutting open the back, the doctor cut open his chest and sewed up his heart.  As he 
was stitching, the blood shot up to the ceiling. Jim had to use a little chair like a scooter 
to rest one knee on to walk around the hospital.  He took Joe to see the blood on the 
walls and the ceiling because the heart kept pumping while the doctor stitched.  The 
patient survived. 

 
The whole crowd from the corner 
decided to go to Boom-Boom’s show.  
But Mom insisted that Joe go to the 
bakery shop before he could go.  Only 
Jim could catch up with the other kids.  
When they got under the Shadeland 
Avenue bridge over Woods Run the 
boys dared Jim to climb it. Jim could 
not resist a dare, especially the 
“double-dog-dare!”  Jim didn’t hesitate.  
He had been mentally charting his 
climb for some time.  Up the girders he 

went.  The Shadeland Avenue bridge used to be iron girders that criss-crossed.  The 
deck on top stuck about 4 feet on each side.  When he got to the top of the girder he 



had to go out sideways on the deck with both hands and feet.  At least one foot slipped 
off while he was working his way out.  A bunch of people had gathered by the time he 
got that far. Some people say that women fainted. What is certain is that somebody 
called the fire department and the police also responded, but by the time they arrived, 
he had run all the way down to Boom-Boom’s to meet the gang. 
 

Jim Toomey built a toboggan with two 
planks and nailed some long metal bar up 
the center.  One side had a board across to 
steer with, the other side was closed.  They 
would fit about six people on the sled and 
ride the neighborhood hills.  One winter he 
was up top of Stayton Street at Woodland 
Ave on a 10-12 foot bob sled and he came 
down pretty fast.  Just when he got to 
Duke’s the guy in the back either threw a 
chain underneath or something happened.    
But the sled flipped over.  The snow was 
about four feet deep down around Duke’s 
They were down there head first in the snow            
with their legs up in the air.  It’s a wonder           

they didn’t get killed.  
SCHIMMER STREET AND THE WALL  2018    
Then Stayton Street got too tame so they went to Schimmer Street.  They used to come 
down Schimmer Street on Flexible Flyers.  There were high street car tracks at the 
bottom on Brighton Road and you’d go straight across the street and hit the cemetery 
wall cause you couldn’t turn up.  That stopped you!  Down at the bottom they spread 
about half a block of ashes from the alley to Brighton Road, all cinders from people’s 
stoves.  You went right through the ashes and across the street. 
In spite of the exhilarating drop on Schimmer Street, they preferred sledding on 
Marshall Avenue which has only a seven degree grade but a longer ride.  Sometimes 
they would just do Brighton Road to California Ave.  Some girl down below said, “I hope 
you break your leg!”  and when they got to the bottom SHE was sitting in the window 
with her leg in a cast!   
  
One guy had an old Franklin car 
with a funny front because it 
was air cooled.  All he wanted to 
do was haul Jim back up 
Marshall Ave.  Go like hell to 
watch him go down and then 
haul him back up.  Then he’d 
drive them home. 

BRIGHTON  AT            
MARSHALL IN 1920
    



The police didn’t bother them from Brighton Road down to California Ave. They would 
put cinders at the bottom of Marshall Avenue to keep you from running into the street 
car. They went down but there weren’t enough cinders. There were so many people you 
couldn’t go on every ride.  You could only get two or three rides a night.  But one time 
they came down with Jim on the bob sled and a girl who wanted to go along sat in front 
of him because there was no room in the back.  Jim was on the rope.  Just as they 
crossed California Avenue toward Chateau, the street car was coming.  The girl got 
scared and jumped off the sled.  She slid across the ice straight into the streetcar but 
she hit the cow-catcher.  The motorman was so shaken up he could hardly keep driving.  
He called the police at the station in Woods Run on Preble Ave.  By the time the police 
got there, the sledders were half way back up Marshall Avenue.  Wagner was the 
policeman.  The police confiscated the bobsled and hauled it down to the Woods Run 
station.  Jim had to go down the next day and get it. Jim, Joe and 4 or 5 other kids 
hauled it home with the agreement never to ride Marshall Ave again.   
 
So for a week or two they didn’t ride Marshall Ave.  Then the older boys started talking 
to Jim.  He was going to ride Marshall Ave again.  Only this time he was going to start at 
the top.  Four people had to stop traffic at Brighton Road and at California Avenue, both 
streetcars and traffic.  They took turns, even Andy the butcher.  To get on the good side 
of Jim, you had to help drive.  You could be the swinger.  The swinger had to use a big 
chain and throw it underneath to make you stop.  The sled would run over it and it would 
brake you pretty good.  You might have to throw it under twice before you stopped. 
 
They came down.  Joe was standing at Brighton Road at the gas station, somebody 
brothers gas station.  There were two gas pumps there.  He was waiting for them to 
come by, shivering.  “Here they come!”  When they crossed Brighton Road, all you 
could see was a streak of lightning from the runners hitting the car rails, just a streak of 
light.  Sssshhhh!  Then they were gone to Chateau Street. 
 
Jim learned to drive early and was one of the first members of the family to own an 
automobile.  The crowd that loafed on the corner had a truck picnic out in Wexford with 
maybe 35 people. They would take a gang in a truck on picnics, just feed the driver, 
with as many people as could stand in a truck.  Sanguigni had a fleet of 10 trucks, 
Searight’s only 3. Carl Ratner drove a pick-up truck.  John Toomey went along to play 
music. Pop didn’t go with them because he wanted to go to confession on Saturday.  
Coming down Jack’s Run Hill and singing “I’m heading for the Last Round Up”, Ratner’s 
truck lost its brakes and wrecked. Cel Toomey had a fractured skull, Mary Toomey had 
broken ribs, Jim had a crushed hand from the tail gate that closed on it.  He hung on to 
Miss Bea Murphy with one hand and to the truck with the other but the tailgate still got 
him.  One guy left his front teeth in a tree.  Dolly Mangone and Joe McCarten were 
really bad.  They said their heads looked like a road map of the United States. So Jim 
was back in the hospital. 



 
Jim eventually married Beatrice Murphy and 
moved to Smithton Street on the other side of 
Brighton Road. 
 
Jim contracted Scarlet Fever and was sent to 
an isolation ward of a hospital in Lawrenceville 
until he was out of danger of being infected or 
infecting someone else. 
 
Since Jim had his driver’s license, he decided 
to teach Joe how to drive.  Joe did OK on 
steering and shifting but Jim never anticipated 
the problems that could arise.  They were 
practicing on a back road when a rabbit jumped 
out in front of the car.  Joe started steering in 
the direction of the rabbit.  “Pay attention!” A 
small argument followed and that was the end 
of the lessons.  Jim swore he would not teach 
him until he got serious.  Joe swore he would 
not drive until he bought his own vehicle. 
 
Jim was hunting with his brother-in-law Norman Renter up at Evans City.  They were 
going down a dirt road and Jim had to relieve himself.  So he was standing in the middle 
of the road with a gun in one hand and relieving himself when a rooster pheasant flew 
out.  You never saw such panic! He didn’t know what to do first, zip up or get the bird. 
That bird’s timing was exquisite! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



JOSEPH JOHN TOOMEY 
Joseph?  Now where did that name come from?  There is a rumor that Joe was named 
following a bet John Francis had with one of his working buddies that he would not 
break the naming pattern of Irish families.  It’s a possibility. 
 
Joe’s earliest memory was the Christmas when he was about 4 ½ and his mother was 
taking him from Braddock to Pittsburgh on the train to visit the family. He was heart-
broken because he was certain that Santa Claus would never be able to find him.  But 
as the train pulled into the East Liberty Station there was Santa standing on the platform 
ringing a bell.  Then he knew everything would be all right. 
 
Growing up in Rankin and only seven blocks from the beautiful Carnegie Library of 
Braddock, the boys started taking out books until somebody allowed a book to become 
overdue.  The fines were paid but that was the end of borrowing books.  However, Joe 
had managed to find a book that stayed in his memory forever: The History of the Lewis 
and Clark Expedition.  He never forgot that it 
recorded the height of the flight of a bumblebee. 
For the rest of his life he was always happiest in the 
wilderness. 
 
This middle child got a reputation as a mediator but 
70 years after the Halloween when one of the 
neighbors refused to give them treats, he 
confessed to being the kid who strangled the 
neighbor’s chickens! 
 
Joe started in business early because nobody had 
any spending money to give him, he had to earn it 
himself.  He tried selling newspapers on the 
Brighton Road streetcar.  This was a job open to 
young boys and lasted until the Pittsburgh Press 
ended it around 1990.  The conductors allowed a 
kid to get on at the front door and walk down the aisle selling the Dispatch, Gazette and 
Sun-Telegraph and Press to the riders.  They would never ride very far, just get on 
close to home and ride till no one else bought anymore, then ride the next trolley going 
back to where they started. 
 
 Another enterprise was the bicycle repair business.  Joe saved 50 cents to buy a 
broken bicycle.  Then he sold the parts to make enough money to buy a better bike.  
This was a very low volume business. He was always looking for spare parts. 
He was a born “fixer”.   
 
Being the fifth boy in a row he was always receiving hand-me-down clothing.  So he 
saved all the money he could save from his enterprises.  By the time he reached eighth 
grade he had saved $14.  His main objective was to buy himself a new suit.  But his 
Mom had other ideas when she found out how much he had.  When they finally rode 



into Pittsburgh to buy him the suit, she spent the money on other things.  That remained 
a sore issue for many years. 
 
 

OLD ST FRANCIS SCHOOL        
All the children who were still in school transferred 
to St Francis Xavier School when the family 
returned to Pittsburgh.  The old school consisted 
of four classrooms above the old church. Joe liked 
school but that did not prevent him from acting up 
during class.   
 
One day when the teacher could not control them 
she called in the principal for discipline.  The 
Principal brought her switch and called out three 
boys, made them kneel down on all fours to give 
them three whacks.  Joe got whack number one 
and decided to head for home.  He ran all the way 
home but didn’t want to confess why he was 
home early.  John Francis got the truth out of him 
that night and the next morning went to the 

principal and told her that he would take care of all discipline problems with his children. 
 
The schools as well as the churches were saddled with the custom of ethnic exclusivity.  
This preserved many of the old customs the immigrants brought with them but also 
divided the community.  The Toomeys were Irish on both sides so they were accepted 
only in the Irish parish which was St Francis Xavier.  They would walk out Sheriff Street, 
turn right on Stayton, walk past St Leo’s because it was for only German families, turn 
left down Lucky Alley (Lecky Ave,), cut through Boom-Booms lot and go up McClure to 
Antrim Street and St Francis Xavier school every day and to Church. 
 
Joe was washing windows one day at the convent when a hobo knocked at the kitchen 
door. “Dia annseo isteach!”  He was lucky, or smart enough to know, that the sister in 
the kitchen was an Irish speaker.  She took him in and put a whole meal in front of him. 
Joe was curious to hear more because his mother had taught him his prayers in Irish. 
He could still get the beginning of the Our Father up to 60 years later. 
 
Joe had a friend when he got to St Francis but he was of an Italian family.  He just kept 
quiet in school. One day the pastor came in because he had heard about the little boy.  
He called him to the front of the room and asked him his name.  It was Italian. “Well 
what about your mother?” “She’s Italian too!”  “You have to leave here and go to your 
own school, Regina Coeli.”  End of friendship. 
 
A neighboring family named McCarten were able to attend St Leo’s because their 
mother was German.  So they just walked around the corner to school.  One morning 
after he was working Joe got called upon to explain why he was going to early Mass in 



St. Leo’s.  He was allowed to stay but told to find a schedule that permitted him to go to 
another church.  It would be decades before there were Saturday night Masses. 
Usually in eighth grade students received the sacrament of Confirmation and chose 
another name. Joe was mulling his options before the deadline. 
“Joseph Toomey, what name have you chosen?” 
“I haven’t decided yet, Sister.” 
“Your name is John!”  All of the Toomeys received their middle name this way. 
Joe stayed in St Francis Xavier and finished eighth grade.  Then he decided to go to  
 
ALLEGHENY VOCATIONAL 
SCHOOL.  
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Allegheny Vo was opened as a trade school of Pittsburgh public schools in 1923 with 
emphasis on construction trades including carpentry.  
 
One of the new students had the mistaken idea that he would leave his mark forever on 
Allegheny Vo.  He started to carve his initials on a wooden bathroom windowsill with his 
penknife.  Just then the principal walked in, saw him carving, slammed his hand down 
so that he dropped the knife and then hung his jacket on the coat hook while the kid 
was still in it. End of that prank! 
 
After WW I many of the teachers were veterans of the war in Europe.  As returned vets 
they were not accustomed to putting up with smart-ass kid’s abuse, either physical or 
verbal.  One kid decided to disagree with a teacher who was still carrying around a 
bullet near his heart.  He was on restricted activity.  When the student threatened the 
teacher, the teacher’s best friend in the next classroom, also a vet, took on the  
student on in open battle and taught him several things not included in the curriculum. 
Joe quit school just before he turned 17 in June, 
1927.  He worked 4 or 5 weeks in a pattern 
company run by three brothers who were 
partners.   They said it took 7 years to be a 
journeyman.  That didn’t go over too well.  But in 
trade school Joe knew how to run every piece of 
machinery so after three years of trade school he 
was pretty good and could even read blue prints. 
He got to talking to the boss at Advanced Pattern 
Company who told him, “Oh that schooling don’t 
mean a damn thing, you have to learn it our way.  
You’ll be here 7 years before you get your 
journeyman’s license.”   He worked on the frame 
for a locomotive from up in Scranton.  The frame 
would be 8 inches thick, and almost 8 feet high 
and there were sections cut out for the different 
pieces of that locomotive frame.  This was a 
pattern-making business.  You had to sit inside those holes and sand them and plane 
them to make them smooth.  It was all wood. So you’d piece, piece, piece and glue 
them together and then cut them out on a band saw.  The school teacher told Joe to tell 
them where to shove the job!   They believed 3 years was enough, 4 years for a 
journeyman and three years because the schooling would count for a year. 
 
He could not contain the tremendous satisfaction he had with his first paycheck.  The 
only way he could explain it, even to himself, was to stop at Chris Winter’s Bakery on 
Brighton at Schimmer to buy the biggest box of cookies he could afford.  He sat down 
on the Schimmer Street steps and ate as many as he wanted before he took home the 
remainder of the box. 
 
Allegheny Vo had men going out to work half day in a plant or a whole week in a plant 
and then come back to school for a week.  First, they started off a half day but that 



didn’t work out.  Then they started you working a week in a mill or wherever you were 
going to go in the cabinet shop with a carpenter and then back in school for a week and 
then back out.  But Joe didn’t take any of that.  He went straight to Advanced Pattern. 
When he quit the pattern company he went back to school full-time.   
 
Joe made several friends for life at Allegheny Vo.  He knew Pete Nezpaul from the 
neighborhood and since they were the same age, they ended up in the same class. 
Mr.  Ashley, their teacher, gave them different projects. In school they had to make 
library tables for the Board of Education.  They had to make 52 library tables a year, 
every year, with linoleum tops, oak legs, 4 inch legs at the top, tapered down.  They had 
to produce 52 of them a year and 250 maple folding chairs.  That was their project.  
Once they got those done they could do their own projects, they could make things for 
themselves.  Joe’s first project was a simple step stool for his mother so she could 
reach the kitchen cupboards. 
 
Even while they were making the tables, Ashley asked Pete to make a model of the 
Cathedral of Learning at the University of Pittsburgh.  Ashley had the plans even while 
the building was still under construction.  All the school kids had to donate 10 cents for 
every brick to build the Cathedral of Learning.  So Ashley asked Pete to make it.  All 
those windows were morticed.  You just used a morticer and cut square holes but 
everything had to be marked exactly.  You put your guides on and just ran down the 
frame for 42 stories.  Pete had that thing ¾ complete and made to scale.  This was 
while the building was still under construction.  Ashley told him, “You will make it and 
put it in an exhibit”.  The whole thing would have reached the top of a door jamb, but 
Pete never finished the model. They were both in school but Pete missed the boat on 
that project.   
 
Pete Nezpaul read an ad in the newspaper “People To Learn Upholstering” wanted up 
in the Hill District.  So Pete answered the ad and went up to Herman Coffey’s National 
Upholstering on Arthur Street in the 1700 block of Wylie Avenue.  Then he came over to 
the house one night and said to Joe, “Come on up to Coffey’s and learn upholstering.”  
So he went up and got a job making cushions.  Joe’s knowledge of carpentry served 
him well and he was a fast learner so he picked up the upholstery fast. 
 
But they still went back to night school.   
 
Joe built boats at night school.  He actually had to ask them to take all machinery out of 
one whole room so they could build two 16 foot boats.  Then he cut out an 11 foot step-
bottom hydroplane at school, brought it home and made it on the front porch while he 
was working at Coffey’s.  They would go to night school to build those boats.  They 
bought white pine without a knot in it which is almost impossible to get.  To get a 16 foot 
boat you had to get 18 foot boards.  They’d buy one inch thick boards but you wouldn’t 
get and inch you’d only get 7/8 after it was finished.  You paid for an inch because 
they’re smooth on both sides. So they took it down to the shop and paid $40 for the 
lumber which they cut it in half.  They made two boats for what they paid for one.  They 
just cut all those boards in half.  It was 25 cents for the plans in “Popular Mechanics” 



and it was called The Roamer.  You could either make a cabin cruiser out of it or a 
runabout.  Pete built one for an inboard and Joe built one for an outboard.  If it was for 
an outboard, you had to cut a piece for the transom out of the back.  Prior to that, while 
he was in school Joe built one with no plans which they called The Shoe.  They built it in 
the basement, but had to cut two feet off it because the steps were not wide enough to 
carry it up the stairwell.  He drew the bow around like a sub chaser, real wide in the 
front and tapered way narrow in the back.  It was only 24 inches in the back but it was 
52 inches across the beam in the front.  You couldn’t upset it.  But to get the design in 
the front the way he wanted he had to use two inch strips to get the bend.  You soak 
them to get the bend, it was just curved in there.  They got it home and asked Charlie 
Baxter next door who was a roofer, a tinner, to sell them the tin.  They bought tin off him 
and 20 pounds of lead.  That boat took 20 pounds of lead!  You think the map of the 
United States has a lot of lines?  You should have seen that boat!  But it never leaked 
one drop, not one drop. He still lost it in the ’36 flood.  That was “The Shoe”. He stored it 
in the yard at Sheriff Street.  Baxter also taught Joe to solder.  They built that boat and 
soldered it and got Lynn Searight to take it down by the penitentiary and put it in the 
Ohio.  Joe had a motor that he bought second-hand for $105. They started it up and got 
up the river toward MAC, Manchester Aquatic Club at the end of Liverpool Street.  
There were two clubs there, Manchester Aquatic and Manchester Boat, with two 100 
foot long two-decker house boats there.  They were originally 100 foot barges and they 
just built them up into double deck houseboats for the clubs.  Joe got up there and 
made a circle and they waved him to come in.  That’s how he met Harry Smucker and 
the others.  Boy was he a big shot with an outboard motor! He had one that worked and 
they had a 16 HP one that didn’t work. 
 
The next year they built two more boats and an 11 foot step-bottom hydroplane. Joe got 
the plans out of Popular Mechanics for 25 cents also.  His Pop got all the yellow pine 
that they used for the ribs.  He got white pine for the outside, split it in half to get what 
he wanted, built the boat, and told them down the river what he was doing.  Then Pete 
Nezpaul put in a 4-cylinder Star automobile engine.  Well Dave Scott put it in for them.  
Joe didn’t have to do anything but upholster the seats and that was it.  With Pete’s boat 
you had to cut a hole through the bottom and get a drive shaft in it, a phlange on the 
bottom, and a skid on the bottom so she didn’t slide.  They also used that on the step-
bottom hydroplane.   
 
Harry Smucker was a boss down at Allis Chalmers.  They said he owned the 
boathouse, but he was only one of the owners.  The original owners all had pulled 
away.  Harry was running the boathouse and he rented out canoes and he had 8 skiffs.  
He built them all.  He rented them out for 25 cents an hour.  Brunot’s Island had a good 
swimming area.  Joe would practice by putting a small chain in his mouth and towing a 
skiff behind him while he swam out to Brunot’s Island. Well, Pete put that 4 cylinder 
motor in, but Pete couldn’t swim.  He was down there with his boat and Joe with his and 
Joe was having all the fun!  So Pete said “Joe, I don’t want that boat, would you buy it 
off me?”  Now understand, Joe had a step-bottom hydroplane and an 18 foot canoe, on 
a dollar a week. He earned $24 a week and got $3 a week spending money from his 
mother Mary.  He demanded the same as his Pop and brother Dan. So Joe got it too.  



That boat place was unbelievable.  They didn’t have to have a license or anything else.  
In 1931 the state wanted you to get a license and they tried fighting it.  The federal law 
was that any water that’s navigable from one state to another is federal waters and 
cannot be taxed by the state.  That’s still the law but the States still tax you to use it. 
 
 While he was still in high school, Joe and his sister Mary joined the 27th Ward Athletic 
Association on California Avenue.  Boxing got the most publicity but their major interests 
were the track events which required very little equipment.  Joe was lucky to be 
coached by Luke Dillon, a city fireman who was an outstanding runner even into his 
60’s.  He trained Joe for the 100 yard dash, his best event, and formed a group of 
contenders from the 27th Ward for the 1928 Olympics.                
 

 
SCHENLEY OVAL – JOE IS SECOND RUNNER,  LUKE DILLON – WHITE SHIRT 
   SEPT 1928 BUREAU OF POLICE TOURNAMENT – 880 YARDS 
     1929 - 27TH WARD ATHLETIC CLUB -  880 YARDS 
 
They competed against other clubs around the city and at the Schenley oval.  All the 
runners ran on clay tracks and were accustomed to running with cleats.  When they 
prepared for the Olympics they had to learn to run in soft shoes which they had never 
used for the indoor track at Hunt Armory.   Joe had to borrow shoes for the event.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
SPALDING’S OFFICIAL ATHLETIC ALMANAC- 1929 
They were getting closer to the trials in New York when Joe injured a foot during a jump 
and had to drop out.  After he recovered he continued in races in Pittsburgh and was 



being considered for an athletic scholarship for the Pitt track team by Jock Sutherland.  
He decided to make a good impression on the Oaklanders and borrowed some 
brillantine to tame his curly hair.  Unfortunately, it made his hair fall out and he didn’t go 
to the track.  When Luke Dillon asked him why he was wearing a bandana to the races, 
he found out why Joe had not gone to the Sutherland interview. Luke sent him to a 
doctor in East Liberty who treated him for a month until his hair started to grow again. 
 
AMBROSE’S FARM BEFORE 1930 
 
Mary Toomey bought fresh vegetables from various hucksters who drove around 
Pittsburgh to sell their produce during the summers.  Unfortunately she didn’t always 
have the cash to pay for what she needed.  So she worked out an arrangement with a 
farmer from Butler County named Joe Ambrose.  She would send one or two of her 
boys to work on the farm in the summer to pay the bill.  In 1930 Joe Ambrose was 45, 
his wife Anna 43, daughter Josephine 18, Marcel and his twin sister Helen 9 and 
Johnny was 7.  They had a farm at 117 Township Road in Cranberry Township, just 
across the county line. In the 1940 census, Joe reported working 98 hours a week. 
 . 
Joe Toomey agreed to go but only if his friend Joe Witkoski came to keep him company 
through the long summer.  The result of this choice was that there would be 4 Joes on 
the farm that year.  There was Joe Ambrose, his daughter Jo, there was Joe Witkoski, 
and Joe Toomey.  The 4 Joes!  Both the boys got out to the farm at Crider’s Corners in 
Cranberry Township via multiple street cars from Pittsburgh. 
 
Ambrose owned a horse named Tony that used to be a race horse.  He let it go to 
pasture and it became kind of wild.  Joe Witkoski wanted to ride the horse in the worst 
way.  Ambrose had ten acres of corn and they’d start hoeing in the morning. From the 
edge of the corn field all the way down to the creek was maybe a quarter of a mile. The 
boys could do only four rows a day.  They’d carry two jugs of water with them.  After an 
hour or two Joe Witkoski would knock the water over and spill it.  Then he’d have to go 
back to the house and get fresh water.  Toomey never caught on to what he was doing, 
he just thought he was gone a long time to get water. 
 
Joe Witkoski would go to the house, take a rope, put it around the horse’s neck and 
jump on it bareback. One time he tied it to an apple tree.  He’d walk the horse around 
the tree until the rope got real tight.  Then he’d get off and untie the rope.  Everytime 
you would get on the horse it would want to throw you.  It threw him the first few times 
that he got on.  
 
There was and old saddle in the shed beside the barn. The boys read all the western 
magazines there.  They knew what was a latigo. a stirrup, cinch, bridle, they knew all 
the names. So Joe Toomey took 4-penny nails, you should have had tacks, but he 
repaired the saddle with what he had.  They had a hard time hammering in the nails. 
 
Every day when Joe Witkoski came up for water, he’d get on the horse and walk it 
around the apple tree.  Before the horse would throw you, he’d turn around and look at 



you.  So every time he turned around to look at Joe, Joe stuck an apple in its mouth.  
The horse would straighten up, eat the apple and keep walking.  After 3 or 4 times 
around the tree, the rope would be tight and Joe would get off.  After 2 or 3 weeks he 
could ride the horse bareback. Witkoski knew that if Toomey could ride he would also 
be allowed to ride also because Toomey would tell Ambrose that he also should be 
allowed to ride. 
 
Jim Toomey rode it a few times when he went out there.  He would take it to an old iron 
half tub with a pipe coming out the side which is where they kept the water for the horse 
over the hill from the farm.  Jim came out in his ’29 Ford.  He would chase the cows 
around the field in the car standing on the running board with a rope.  Joe Ambrose 
came running out of the house with a shotgun.  He was going to shoot Jim!  He said it 
would ruin the cow to make it run like that.  He was driving in a pasture on a hillside. He 
broke the first axle when he hit two little bumps.    So that put an end to that.  Then Jim 
decided to ride the horse.  Joe Witkoski put the rope on the horse and they took it down 
to the water trough.  
Joe said, “You can’t ride the horse.” 
Jim said, “I’ll ride him!” 
“He’ll throw you off.” 
“We’ll see.” 
Jim stepped up on the tub and mounted the horse.  The horse turned around, looked at 
Jim, humped its back and pfft, Jim was over the tub and into the mud.  It happened so 
fast!  Jim got up, looked at the horse.  
“I wasn’t prepared for that.”   
Joe told him again, “You can’t ride him, Jim.”   
Jim said, “I’ll ride him.”   
Jim got on him again and Pfft!  The third time Jim went over the tub, he called it quits. 
 
There was a 20-acre field where the cows hadn’t been milked in 4 or 5 days with a 
creek in the middle of it.  They had to go down and gather the cows, round them up, 
bring them back, get them milked and get them back in shape.  Ambrose told Toomey, 
“You have to have the horse to round up the cows.”  Joe had never ridden the horse 
and was scared to death! But he agreed to ride the horse to help round up the cows.  To 
get to the pasture, he had to ride the whole square: a half mile out to the road, a mile 
down the road, another mile down the other side and there was the pasture.  If you were 
walking you could just cut over a half a mile across a field and you would be there. 
 
Mrs. Ambrose and Joe and the kids walked over and Toomey rode the horse.  He would 
go a mile around the barn but he would only walk.  Joe could not make him do anything 
differently.   Ambrose told him to take off his belt, roll it up real tight and keep it in his 
back pocket.  “After you get out on the highway, just hit him and he’ll go”.  It was all dirt 
road.  Joe rode him out the lane and onto the road.  His knees were moving, no spurs, 
no leverage, just plodding along. Taking out his belt was the sorriest thing he ever did. 
He hit the horse once and it just straightened out and they went flying down the dirt 
road!. Joe got a hold on its mane, strap and all. He was really flying high. 
 



There was a wild dog out there, a police dog.  He was killing sheep, cats, chickens, 
everything he could get and he was to be shot on sight by any farmer.  They had guns 
and Joe carried a 32 brim-fire Civil War pistol.  The edge of the road was 3 feet high on 
each side where it had been gouged out and there were trees all around.  He had gone 
maybe 300 yards down this road when this dog jumped out in the middle of the road. 
Grrrrrrr.  The horse put down all 4 feet but Joe just kept right on going until he was 
sitting on its head holding both ears.  He felt as if he were looking over the 6th Street 
Bridge, it was so far down.  Joe looked at the dog and looked at the horse and finally 
eased back down to the end of its neck. He did not get into the saddle.  He got the gun 
out, he cocked it and then he thought, “You damned fool.  If you shoot the horse is 
going to take off!”  Who is going to stare who down here? He was afraid to get off the 
horse because they didn’t know if the dog was rabid.  He was a big dog.  They stayed in 
that position a while.  Joe kept petting the horse, petting the horse.  The horse just 
stood there rigidly.  Joe was straddling the horse’s neck with the saddle behind him, 
with the gun in his hand, not knowing what to do next.  Finally, the dog turned and went 
back off into the woods. Joe uncocked the gun, put it back in his pocket, slid off the 
horse and walked him all the way down to the pasture. 
 
Witkoski had a bull rope that was probably big enough to pull a barge and he was 
chasing the cows all over the field with the bull rope with one noose.  He played the 
cows out.  It took a long time to straighten those cows out.  You had to milk them until 
you got them back to normal and you had to throw away all that bad milk.  There were 
10-12 cows to gather up.  
 
Another time when the cows got loose, they had to round them up just when Joe was 
ready to come home with Anthony Toomey and he had his good clothes on.  Ambrose 
had a little young bull.  Joe Ambrose would put down a pail and that bull, Swsssssh, 
would empty 3 quarts of milk just like that! Anthony and the twins would try to ride the 
bull.  It had little horns like an inch or inch and a half high and he was a frisky thing.  He 
wanted to buck all the time.  They went out to bring home the animals and they couldn’t 
find the little bull.  He got underneath the barbed wire fence where the rain had washed 
out the creek and over the hill to another farm.  Joe saw the bull about 50 feet away 
from him in the pasture and tried to call Witkoski and Mrs Ambrose.  “The bull’s over 
here, over here!” Bam! The bull hit him over the fence and down into creek. That was a 
big drop from the top of the bank and down into the creek.  Joe was woozy and didn’t 
believe he had been knocked into the creek and had to be pulled out.  Those horns 
were big enough to hurt but not break any bones. The bull just stood on the creek bank 
looking down at him.  “I did it.” 
 
They used to pick apples and heave them into the mud in the hog pen. The hog would 
pick up the apples and slurp, slurp, gone, mud and all. They loved those apples.  The 
deeper you buried them, the better they liked it.  It’s a wonder they didn’t get sick of 
apples. The tree was right at the pen.  You could either pick them off, or they’d just fall 
into the pen and the hogs would just scarf them up. 
 



One big problem Ambrose had was chipmunks that ate all the chicken feed.  So he 
bought Joe and Joe shotgun cartridges and made sure they could shoot as well as they 
claimed.  He gave them 48 cartridges. He never expected they would return a bushel 
basket full of 48 little chipmunk bodies in three days. 
 
 Ambrose broke his arm punching a horse once. They were gathering another farmer’s 
hay. He cut the hay and got 50% of it.  Mrs. Ambrose was up in the hay wagon and Joe 
was cutting with the mower and two horses and the other horse was pulling the hay 
wagon. It was on the down grade.  He had cut half the hay before they even went down.  
They had a break.  Then they had to pick up the piles while Joe Ambrose was cutting 
some more.  They’d throw it up in the wagon while Mrs Ambrose was packing the 
wagon.  Something spooked the horse and it took off down over the hill with Mrs 
Ambrose up in the wagon.  She held on to it. Lucky. When they caught up with her she 
was screaming and hollering. Joe Ambrose ran down and grabbed the horse and 
hauled off and punched him in the snoot.  He broke his arm.  Then he got a boil on his 
backside and he was riding a tractor by the moonlight cutting hay.  People though he 
was money hungry.  He couldn’t sleep.  There he had a broken arm, he had to drive the 
horses with one arm and sit on the side of that iron seat with a boil on his bottom. 12 
o’clock in the morning he was moonlighting cutting hay. 
 
Ambrose, Witkowki and Toomey were down in the field.  Ambrose couldn’t do too much 
when he was using the cultivator with a broken arm.  They came up for lunch and heard 
screaming and hollering.  The pig was squealing.  Anthony Toomey was trying to ride 
the sow in the pigpen.  Two of Ambrose’s kids were sitting on the fence.  They were the 
instigators.  They’d tell Anthony what to do and he’d do it.  He was trying to ride the sow 
which was going to have little ones and could lose them.  It was a big white sow, maybe 
450 pounds or more. It was squealing and hollering and the other pigs in there were 
squealing and running in a circle.  Anthony was all mud from falling off, sliding off, 
getting tossed off and everything else.  When they got there Ambrose told him he had to 
beat him.  Joe hit him on the side of the head but that didn’t do any good because he 
hurt his hand more than he hurt Anthony.  Ambrose would not blame his own kids. They 
could do no wrong.  There were so many things Joe had to correct Anthony for, he was 
getting tired of it.   
 
One day out at the barn they found 4 or 5 dead chickens laying there.  Anthony was 
standing beside the barn with a pick handle, waiting for a chicken to come clucking past 
and then he’d hit it on the head and kill it.  The kids told him what to do.  But the kids 
weren’t dumb either.  They saw their dad do that when he wanted a chicken for Sunday 
dinner.  He’d go to the barn and instead of running after one he would just take the 
handle, clock them and chop heir head off and clean them.  So the kids knew that when 
they‘d knock them off they’d kill them.  When Ambrose saw the dead chickens, he 
yelled “You can’t leave them there like that.”  Ambrose wanted Joe to bring Anthony 
home.  Joe didn’t want to beat him so he just brought him home.  
 
But when Joe came home he didn’t go back.  After he worked off his mother’s bill he 
was supposed to get a dollar a day but he didn’t go back to get his money.  When Joe 



Witkoski went out with him, Ambrose took him under the condition that he wouldn’t pay 
him anything, just give him his food.  When Joe Witkowski left, Ambrose paid him a 
dollar a day for the 2 months he was there and bought him new shoes.   
 
Joe brought Anthony home on the street car. 
 
As he got older and started to work he began to fulfill some of his childhood dreams of 
imitating the Lewis and Clark Expedition. Together with Ed Boll of McDowell Street and 
Gump Murphy from Smithton Street, they began to plan a great hunting expedition to 
Laurel Mountain. 
 
They travel options were limited.  One possibility was a street car. Leave for town with 
their packs, boots, guns and everything.  They chose a taxi cab for three. 
The train was to leave at 8:00 AM from the terminal. The taxi cab arrived at five to eight.   
“We’re supposed to get the train at eight!” 
“Get in, get in. Quit your arguing!” 
Whoosh, he took off. When he got to the corner of East Ohio Street at the Carnegie 
Library and the North Side Market he was going so fast he couldn’t make the bend. 
He slid across the street.  Backed up. Whoosh, over to Sixth Street, up Liberty Avenue 
and into the train station.  They paid him and ran into the station at 8:00.  They bought 
their tickets from the agent.  “Are you sure we’ll make the train?” “Oh sure, get moving.” 
They got on the train at 8:01. They sat down.  They waited.  8:05; 8:10; 8:15.  It was the 
Ligonier Local and it stopped at every stop on the way to Ligonier. You had to transfer in 
Latrobe to the interurban streetcar to Ligonier. 
 
When they finally got to Grant Station in Ligonier, they walked to the back end of the 
terminal and were looking at Laurel Ridge. 
Gump said “It’s a long way!” 
“Let’s get going.” 
They walked out to the highway and got out their compasses.  They walked about two 
miles and came to a ridge.  As they were standing there taking in the enormity of it all, a 
fox ran out along the edge of a pond where a bunch of kids were playing.  Joe said, 
“Look at the fox!”  One of the kids said, “Shoot it! Shoot it!” 
Well the guns were in the packs with the ammunition and supplies.   
The fox escaped untouched.  They watched the kids skating for a while and then picked 
up the march.  They got into Laughlintown.  They started walking up the ridge that they 
knew was three miles away.  There was a small store there. About half way up they 
made some marks with twigs.  It was getting late and it was snowing.  They stopped to 
make camp and find firewood. They would take turns sitting by the fire to keep warm 
and try to sleep for an hour.  They got up at daybreak and ate.  They didn’t know 
anything about being on the ridge. 
 
One of the guys picked up a deer trail in the snow.  He followed it for four hours.  He 
rounded a bend and BOOM!  He had the deer.  Then he had to gut it. 
Joe followed the creek and saw a deer about a quarter of a mile ahead straight up the 
ridge. Following it, he passed three doe.  It was still snowing.  The deer was really big.  



It wiggled its tail.  He laid down against a stump to steady his aim.  All he had to do was 
shoot it in the head.  He kept repeating to himself “See the antlers before you shoot”. 
But the deer was in the trees and he would have to make a body shot.   After about a 
half an hour of waiting for the deer to turn its head, he was starting to shake and leg 
cramps were getting the best of him. He had to move. A twig cracked.  The deer turned 
his head and looked at him. He had been watching Joe all the time.  It just took off. 
 
In the late afternoon he went back to camp.  The body stitching on his boot broke and 
snow was getting in there and melting.  He was cold so he cut down the mountainside.  
It seemed like no time at all before he found the camp.  The fire was out.  He restarted it 
and heated three stones.  He sat on one and put each foot on the others while he dried 
his boots.  By then there was 18 inches of snow.  Finally Ed got back. 
“See anything? 
“No.” 
As they were sitting there getting warm, a guy in a Civil War outfit came by in high 
leggings, a southern cap and a goatee.  He was about 6 feet tall and looked like a Civil 
War soldier.  His nose was running so his mustache was frozen solid.  He was chewing 
tobacco and his goatee was frozen too.  He looked at Joe sitting on the rocks. 
“My God, how can you guys sit there like that? I’m freezing to death!” 
They were sleeping out in the open and he couldn’t believe it. 
“Look, I have a cabin over there by myself. You guys ought to come over there and stay 
with me as long as you want. I’d appreciate yer comp’ny”. 
“Thanks very much, but we’re satisfied here.” He took off. 
 
It started icing up around 4:00.  Three more guys came through. 
“You staying here all night?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Did you kick up a deer by the creek this morning?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Well where is it?” 
“No horns.” 
“What do you mean?  It had to be a buck.  No deer can get that big and not be a buck!   
That’s a 12 point West Virginia red buck.  Why didn’t you shoot?” 
“Cause I couldn’t see horns!” 
“You don’t have to see horns.  Don’t forget that!” 
He was a professional guide and he knew that deer laid out there.  He promised some 
hunters that deer.  He had men posted but when he got there, the deer had already 
moved out.  He was too late. 
 
They went out again the next day.  They thought they could keep the fire banked and it 
would keep burning.  When they got back, Joe didn’t realize how far they were off the 
highway.  He marked the trail with a blaze but coming back he couldn’t find it and didn’t 
have a flashlight.  There were a lot of other trails that people left and you had to pick 
yours out from everybody else’s.  The moon was really bright.  He tried to take a 
compass reading and take a chance on a heading.  Finally, he decided on his last 
resort.  They each carried a pistol.  Ed had a 32 pistol and Joe had a 32 automatic.  



BOOM! He waited. BOOM!  The response was so close he couldn’t believe it.  But he 
could not see the fire, even that close.  
 
The next morning they packed up started back home. 
 
On another expedition in the summer, Joe and Johnny Balickey from Superior Avenue 
paddled a canoe up the Allegheny River to Tionesta Creek. They would camp overnight 
and keep paddling the next day.  They learned quickly that they had to alternate 
positions because the first time they stopped the rest on the river bank they couldn’t 
walk upright because their sense of balance was upset. 
  
CAMPING ABOUT 1928 
 
One summer a bunch of guys from Woods Run decided to arrange a camping trip out to 
Crider’s Corners.  They planned to limit it to Ralph Anderson, Buzz and Ed Dukes, Bill 
Rush, Frank Searight and Dan, Jim and Joe Toomey.  The number depended on how 
much food they could buy.  Dan Toomey was with them because he got vacation. 
 
Annie Benedix wanted to close out the store on McClure Avenue. She had taken it over 
when old Mrs Stefany died.  She had unofficially closed the store, but still had all the 
groceries down in the basement.  Everybody in the neighborhood owed her money, 
including Mary Toomey, and they were all “on the book”.  The kids would take a dollar 
down to her after she closed to try to pay off the bill. 
 
Joe went in and said to Annie, “I want to buy some groceries,” 
“How much money have you got?” 
“What am I going to get?” 
“Show me how much money you’ve got!” He had $5 in one pocket that he was saving to 
buy groceries when they got to the camp site and $20 in the other pocket.  He pulled out 
the 20 and Whooosh! “Take this, take that, a case of corn flakes, a case of rolled oats, a 
case of string beans a case of corn”.  They had enough to live out there for a month! 
Each one of the campers pitched in $5 a piece.They loaded it into Jim Toomey’s Dodge 
touring car and Fred Duke’s Ford. Jim, Joe and Fred went out that afternoon, set up the 
tent, and dug a hole in the hillside for a steel grate for the fireplace.  It had a space for 

two pots on it and they fixed it so the 
smoke would go up the back.  They 
also had a kerosene stove but that 
cost money. They borrowed a 16 by 
24 foot Army Surplus squad tent from 
Muck Stefany that you could drive 4 
cars inside of.  Searight drove out that 
night.  There was enough camping 
stuff for seven people including 
folding cots.    
CRIDER’S CORNERS ABOUT 1940 
MEEDER’S AT THE CROSSROADS 



 
At that time, you could buy a folding cot for a dollar and a half at the Army-Navy store as 
surplus from WW I.  Ralph Anderson was on crutches.  Fred Dukes, Joe Rush and Jim 
Toomey all hauled out the food and gear.  But there was so much stuff they had no 
room for Ralph Anderson to come with them.  Anyhow, he had to go to the doctor for his 
leg.  He was to get compensation where he worked because he got hurt on the job. He 
was going to come out by streetcar.  He would have to take a Brighton Road streetcar 
over to 6th Street at Duquesne Way to get on the Harmony Short Line, or you could walk 
over to East Street and save one car fare.  But the instructions were he was to get on 
the interurban car, come out to Crider’s Corners and they were to meet him there and 
walk back to the camp which was 4 or 5 miles. Crider’s Corner was 6 miles away from 
where you boarded the streetcar.   He would still be on crutches.  He was to come at 2 
o’clock in the afternoon.  
 
At 2 o’clock, Joe Toomey and Buzz Dukes walked to the streetcar stop but Ralph wasn’t 
there. Should they wait an hour for the next car or not?  Better wait rather than walk 
back.  At 3 o’clock there was still no Ralph.  Too bad.  So they walked back to the tents. 
 
The next day, everybody in Woods Run came up.  Joe was the cook.  He started 
making pancakes at 6 o’clock in the morning and at 2 o’clock in the afternoon he was 
still making pancakes.  He cooked from daybreak to night.  In the middle of the 
afternoon they ran out of bread because people had come out with “Hello, I’m so-and-
so, I know your brother John.”  “Hello, I know Jim” and Tommy came out, and two guys 
on motorcycles, and 5 or 6 cars. 
 
The 16 X 24 Army squad tent that belonged to Muck Stephany had a card game going 
in one corner, Duke’s car parked in another corner, a table set up in the third corner and 
there was another table set up outside. 
 
At 2 o’clock in the afternoon there was no bread, and Joe was a little upset and a little 
angry.  So two men from Woods Run who had their own car said, “We’ll go and try to 
get some bread.” They got 15 loaves but they had to go clean to Thorn Hill to get it.  
That was all way in past what is now K-Mart into Thorn Hill.  Crider’s Corner was closed.     
Well they all went home Sunday night.   
 
Joe bought ammunition from the NRA.  You could get 25,000 rounds.  It cost you 7 
cents a box for 50 shells.  Buzz Dukes gave $2, Ed Boll gave $2, Jim Toomey gave $2.  
They’d divide it up and everybody got some.  Some people would buy 4 or 5 boxes.  
Joe would just charge them whatever it cost, 7 cents a box.  So you could target 
practice, play cards, or try fishing.  They’d get quick chubs.  If they were an inch you got 
a big one.  They all took off for home the next day, Monday. 
 
Hip Boll and Jim Toomey were target practicing over at Mary and Henry Richol’s farm.  
Bullets were coming down past Ed Boll and Joe Toomey.  Joe said to Ed, “Gee, the 
bees are bad today!”  “Bees!  Hell no, bullets!”  So Joe rolled over while Ed grabbed his 
gun and shot into the woods.  That stopped the target shooting right there. 



 
They left soap inside the fence to wash with.  The cows came down and ate the soap.  
The farmer who milked the cows was all upset and he said “Don’t you know any better?  
You can’t use soap anywhere near the cows.  They’ll eat it and that’ll ruin the milk.” 
Well, he’s the man that used a washing machine to churn butter.  That was the first time 
Joe ever saw white butter.  He always thought butter was colored.  
 
Buzz Dukes was at the creek fishing seated on a folding maple chair with a can of 
worms.  A farmer invited them up to his barn because he wanted to know how good 
they were with a .22 rifle.  He’d feed his chickens and as soon as he went in the house 
the pigeons sitting on the peak of the roof would fly down and eat the chicken feed.  The 
farmer called them 40 or 50 bums because they slept in the vacant barns and they 
knew where to get free food.  He was so desperate. There was Ed Boll, Joe Toomey, 
Alex Lown, and Nutt Wilhelm.  They had to guarantee the farmer that they could shoot 
the pigeons and not put the bullet hole through the barn roof.  
 
Alex Lown raised pigeons and raced them and his father raced them so he knew their 
behavior.  They went out here to shoot the pigeons.  Alex said, “OK, get ready”  
They hid in the weeds and the pigeons would line up.  “Now you take number 1 and you 
take number 2, you take number 5 and you take number 8 so we’d know who shot what.  
Ready, aim, fire!”  They didn’t miss.  The pigeons rolled down off the roof and the farmer 
was very happy because the pigeons would fly away and not come back for the rest of 
the day while his chickens got fed.  OK, but the second day they only got 2 birds.  
They’d clean the pigeons and eat them right away, they were squabs.  The second day 
one or two of those pigeons were so tough, you’d bite it and it would strip like a piece of 
leather.  Alex said “I ate a pigeon that was 20 years old.”   They were all cooked the 
same way and at the same time.  They ate it but it was tough.  The next day they went 
up again but the pigeons must have had a scout.  They saw the boys before they got 
there.  So they wasted a day in the weeds and didn’t shoot any pigeons. 
 
They needed some bread again. All the bread was gone.  They didn’t know it but there 
was a grocery store only a half a mile farther out the road.  So Joe walked back to 
Crider’s Corners for 6 or 7 more loaves of bread.   
 
Frank Searight had never been away from home before even though he was about 20 
years of age. Whoever was to bring Frank home could not stay overnight so they 
couldn’t ride him into Crider’s Corners. 
 
There was a telephone there in Meeder’s general store that you cranked up to get the 
number.  Frank called home.  You could hear only half the conversation but you could 
fill in half. 
“Hello, mom.  This is your son Frank.” 
“Yeah.” 
“This is your son Frank and I’m out here with Joe Toomey” 
“Yes, I know.” 
“Is this Mrs. Mary Searight?” 



“Yes” 
“If you’re Mary Searight and I’m your son Frank, tell me something that I can recognize 
you by.” 
Now all these farmers were sitting around this pot-bellied stove and they looked at them 
in amazement!  Frank was in total shock that his mother agreed to let him stay at the 
camp. 
 
The next trip was in the dark.  Joe Toomey, Buzz Dukes and two other guys walked to 
the store to get something like a frying pan.  As they got back to Rochester Road there 
was thunder and lightning and pouring rain so they took shelter on the porch of a 
farmhouse in about a 100 yards up on a bank. As soon as they did, the lamp in the 
house was turned out.  They had kerosene lamps but no electric.  They were scared to 
death that the farmer was going to stick a shot gun out the window. 
 
The next day when Joe woke up he cooked everything.  They finished eating. They 
didn’t know where they were going, but they knew one thing.  They were not staying in 
the same spot.  Next Sunday, Woods Run could come or Woods Run could go, but 
there would be no more free meals for that crowd! When they moved, there were only 
Dan and Joe Toomey, Buzz Dukes, Nutt Wilhelm, maybe 6 or 7 people total. 
 
They rolled up the tent and that made a bundle twice as big as a table and put it on Dan 
Toomey’s back. They had to walk out to the road and two guys had to control it on 
Dan’s back as he carried it.  They walked up the road toward Henry’s farm.  They were 
going to find a place where no one was going to find them.  Joe knew some people 
there from his visits to Joe Ambroses’ farm. The farmer remembered him and said, 
“Sure you can camp on my property.”  So they dropped in around the bend in the creek 
where there was nice pasture beyond the railroad bridge. They pitched the tent there for 
about three more summers. They built a dam across the creek so they could go 
swimming. 
 
Jim Toomey found them when he came out the next week.  He was in St. John’s 
Hospital with blood poisoning in his hand.  Joe White took a piece of dried ice in a 
gloved hand. He said if you shook hands with a guy with dried ice in his hand somebody 
would get burned.  Jim burned his hand.  At that time Jim was working in a dry cleaning 
place. It got infected and he had to go to the hospital.  On Wednesday or Thursday he 
came flying out about 6 o’clock in the evening with 4 nurses in the car.  He could make 
it in an hour.  The new camp site was next to a hill that went almost straight up.  So he’d 
drive the car with the girls straight up but then they’d slide back down almost 
immediately.   
 
When Jim got out of the hospital he talked to Mrs Talarico to set up a spaghetti dinner 
for the nurses that took care of him.  Quite a crowd showed up.  When she made sauce, 
she took all day to make it.  She set out a kettle of spaghetti.  That night Anthony 
Toomey and Joey Talarico provided the music with Anthony on guitar and Joey on 
fiddle.  Jim Toomey was on the “squeeze box” and a next-door neighbor had a 
bandanica. That’s an overgrown concertina that’s popular in tango music.  He heard the 



music and couldn’t stand by just listening.  He came over and played along with them.  
But Jim borrowed the “squeeze box” and played it so hard the neighbor started crying.  
He thought Jim was going to pull it apart.  Jim was pumping the life out of it.  One night 
Jim pulled his mother’s good accordion apart in three pieces, he pumped it so hard. 
 
Jim went fishing.  Joe agreed to cook and the others had to do the dishes.  So Jim 
would go fishing and catch chubs about 8 inches long.  He wanted Joe to clean them 
and cook them.  Joe did clean them the first couple of times, but nobody did the dishes.  
As soon as they were done eating, swoosh. Disappeared. 
 
Jim was fishing with his cronie Nutt Wilhelm and another guy. As soon as they were 
done eating he’d run off to fish and leave the dishes dirty. “We’ll do the dishes later.” 
Well the food gets hard on there.  Baked beans was a big dish, every night they had 
some. When he wouldn’t do the dishes they got into an argument and Joe refused to 
cook.   
 
So they switched.  Jim did the cooking and Joe did the dishes. Jim took all the fish he 
had caught and fried up all of them, about 30, 40 fish, a lot of them.  There was one 
great big aluminum pot.  He took the heads, stomachs everything and he threw them all 
in the pot with 4 – 6 cans of peas, dumped them all in the pot, heated them all up, 
stomachs and all.  He put it out on plates.  Well that turned the whole crew against Jim, 
eating the fish with peas.  They made a stink out of it.  So he agreed to do the dishes 
and Joe had to do the cooking. 
 
Joe made pancakes for breakfast again.  You never saw people eat so many pancakes!  
It came to a point that instead of making regular-sized pancakes, he had a great big iron 
skillet and he’d make one great big pancake, bigger than the plate you ate on.  Here eat 
these!  My God, Jim could eat 24 pancakes or he’d eat 2 dozen eggs if you’d cook 
them. 
 
CAMPING WITH FAMILY 
The following year they went camping with just their family in the same place.  Pop 

Toomey had a vacation so Joe took Pop and 
Mom and baby Helen.  There was one cow in 
the adjoining field.  The cow would chase 
their dog.  They had a little Boston bull dog 
that someone had thrown a stone at and he 
was blind in one eye. The bull dog was 
unforgettable.   He would run so fast his back 
end would try to pass his front end. He’d run 
through the field chasing butterflies, trying to 
jump up and bite butterflies.  The creek bank 
was high, about eight feet down to the water 
and since he only had one eye, when he’d try 
to bite butterflies he’ fall off the bank and be  



down in the water.  Then he’d swim around and bite at the bubbles.   
 
To sleep, they only had about 5 cots.   Pop had one, Mom had one.  The rest of them 
ended laying on the ground, at least Joe was.  He would get bags of hay from Ender’s 
farm, put a blanket down and lay on them.  At about 5 o’clock in the morning they heard 
a noise coming through the ground because they were laying right on the ground.  It 
was the thunder of hooves and all of a sudden the cow came tearing right through the 
tent! The bull dog chased the cow, the cow chased the bull dog, the bulldog ran 
underneath the tent flap and the cow just kept coming. The cow hit 4 or 5 guide ropes 
holding down the side of the tent and moved the edge of the fence.  Pop looked up and 
hollered “You’re welcome! Come on in, come on in!”  Mooooo!  Mom and Pop were 
sitting there and Helen was sitting straight up, all staring at the cow.   
 
Then the bull dog went down a groundhog hole.   Oh he was a little fighter!  A 
groundhog could make minced meat of him in a hole because the groundhog would be 
clawing and he could only bite and he was a small dog.  So he got in and Joe had to 
drag him out by the back legs.  But then he’d go right back in again.  He’d smell that 
groundhog in there, and he’d get in there and disappear.  He couldn’t get out because 
there was no other way to get out.  He had to back out.  Finally they had to dig out the 
groundhog den to stop the dog from going into the hole. 
 
Mother and Dad were in the creek swimming and Dad lost his glasses.  He couldn’t see 
a thing without them and he didn’t carry a second pair.  “Oh be still” he told mother 
because she was having a fit.  He dove in the water and was under a long time.  When 
he came up he was adjusting his glasses.  Other times he’d dive in head first and come 
up feet first.  He’d do it as a lark, head first, feet first.  He was a good swimmer.  Mom 
was a good swimmer, but she didn’t care too much for the water.  She’d get in the water 
and she’d swim around, but she was always scared about the kids. 
 
Then the creek come up and surrounded the tent with water because the tent was in a 
low spot. Everything got wet, everything.  They looked around and found a whole field 
with not a drop of water in it and moved there. 
 
Mom made mother’s oats in a porcelain square refrigerator pan and Pop took it down to 
the creek but instead of washing it out he set it in the creek.  He stood there watching it 
and when he picked it up it was full of minnies.  He must have caught a million 
minnows.  Then he went fishing. 
 
UPHOLSTERERS   
The upholsterers Joe worked with were a diverse and talented group from many 
countries.  Roman Niznek was born in Czechoslovakia of Slovenian parents.  He came 
from McKees Rocks and finished high school at Sto-Rox, McKees Rocks. He was 
working at Coffeys in 1926.  He had a magnificent tenor voice and also sang in several 
church choirs.  At the same time that we were working at Coffey’s, the downtown 
theaters, the Penn, Stanley, Grand and Enright, ran live amateur shows through 1929, 



1930, 1931.  Roman went down in 1929 and 30 from Coffeys to sing downtown on the 
stage. 
 
Out of the group of them Socks Consolater could sing; Jigs was in a quartet and they 
would sing; Izzie Landsman could do that Russian squat jig where you’d bend way 
down to the floor and his feet would go out and his rear end just about touchin’ the floor.  
He was good, well he came from Russia. 
 
They all could speak English perfectly.  Herman Coffey had traveled across half of 
Europe.  When Joe worked for him, he was aware that Coffey could speak French, 
German, Polish, Jewish, English, five languages.  Jake Nehring, the guy who sold them 
out in New York, could speak 5 languages.  Izzie Landsman could speak 4 –5 
languages.  They could all speak German. In English, none of the guys had an accent 
except Izzie Landsman who had what they called a Jewish accent.  Well, Yiddish, they 
had a mannerism with their hands and their speech because they were so close 
together and they learned to talk that way.  
 
Joe was working at Coffey’s when he went bankrupt and Joe was able to receive 
unemployment which was $24.  After he had loafed on the corner for about 6 weeks, he 
got word that he had to go out on Butler Street to a lawyer’s office to collect his $24. 
Coffey was a very shrewd man. He had no reason to go bankrupt.  He bought out an 
upholstering shop on 2nd Avenue and moved all that stuff up to his place.  They were to 
be partners.  But his lawyer drew it up in such a way that after he got that stuff up there 
they couldn’t do anything.  Coffey declared bankruptcy.  They laid off all the 
upholsterers, 30 or 40 men and helpers.  So they went out to get their money.   
 
Then Coffey was going to get out of bankruptcy.  He was owed $150,000. Joe knew this 
because he worked beside the office and could hear a lot that went on.  He owed 
$50,000 on that place on 2nd Avenue for all the cover and material that he bought out.  
After 6 or 7 weeks he decided to pay off all the upholsterer’s and start back up under a 
different name. Every time he started up he took a different name.  He had 4 names: the 
last time it was Empire, previously it was National.  He just multiplied the names.  He 
got behind at Rosenbaum’s because he would make the furniture and push it in on 
consignment.  They didn’t have to pay Coffee until it was sold.  He knew what he was 
doing.  He’d sell it to them for $150 and Rosenbaum’s would sell it for $300.  oe made 
his brother Dan one of those living room suites for $150 for which he gave Coffey $150 
cash.  Dan said if he built him the living room suite for $150, he’d give me that 1927 
Lexington sedan.  Joe said all right.  After 2 days of working on the suite, Coffey said 
“You take a living room suite off the floor.  It’s the same thing.”  Joe said “No way!” 
because he knew what went into the suites that went down to Rosenbaum’s.  He was 
making a custom suite and those were production suites.  They argued a little bit but 
Joe wouldn’t back down.  He finished the suite and he delivered it to Dan up on Troy 
Hill.  Dan married Em in 1929.  Dan gave him the Lexington sedan under one condition:   
never let his brother Jim drive it!  Dan got in the car.  He had a new 1929 Essex and a 
Lexington, four brand new tires on it.  So he took off in the car.  Joe gave the title to Jim 
and told him to take it up to the notary on McDowell Street and get the title in his name.  



Joe didn’t have a driver’s license and never 
drove it.  So Jim had the Lexington and any 
place Joe wanted to go Jim drove him.  
 
  
DAN TOOMEY 
 
AND NEW CAR 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
In the mean time John 
Balicky, Joe Wyzkowski, Joe 
Toomey and Hip Boll had 
gone to Tionesta Creek. 
They took a photograph of 
the four of them on the 4th 
of July.  They went up there 
just to look to buy a place 
because Joe saved the 
money he made on 
weekends.  He got a dollar a 
week spending money off 
Mom up to 18 years old. He 
started working at $7 a week 
then $10 a week, then $12, 
then $15, then got $18 a 
week. But he still got $1 a  

 JOE JOHNNY JOE  ED          week spending money. 
     TOOMEY BALICKY    WYZKOSKI     BOLL          By 1929 he was able to 
own 3 boats and an outboard motor.  The outboard motor cost $105 second-hand and 
he built those other boats.   



 
One Sunday the salesman that worked at Coffeys said “Joe I’ve got a friend of mine that 
wants the bottom of a sofa re-webbed, and he wants the springs tied in a chair.” 
So he’d take a street car after 6 o’clock Sunday Mass at St. Francis Xavier out to East 
Liberty.  To give you an idea, the upholsterers told him what to charge: $25 for a sofa, 
$5 - $10 for a chair.  If it had to be tied, $10.  If it was just webbing, $5.  He’d buy the 
supplies off Coffey, that’s the only thing he did.  
 “Coffey, I need this much tacks, how much is it?”   
He wouldn’t even weigh them.  He’d say “That’s about 2 pounds, so much.”  
“I need webbing”   
“So much.”  
All the guys would steal things off him.  They’d take webbing and wrap it around 
themselves and try to walk around with it and look like they were pregnant!  Coffee 
would grab a hold of it!   
 
Joe never told anyone, no one, Mom, Pop, nobody, how much he made on weekends.  
They knew how much he made during the week. He got his dollar a week spending 
money.  He couldn’t keep the money at home. So he gave the money to Pete Nezpaul 
to save at his home. He didn’t put it in the bank.  When Pete started, Coffey put him 
right on upholstering.  In 2 months time he was making $80 a week and Joe was 
making $7 a week filling cushions and doing other things.  Coffey started him on filling 
cushions for $7 a week. 
 
Coffey was very specific about how he wanted a customer’s furniture completed.  One 
lady insisted that her sofa arms were to be very firm.  He came to inspect the work and 
said, “That’s too soft.  Make it harder.”  The upholsterer went up on the roof and brought 
back two bricks, inserted them in the cotton and covered them.  The next time Coffey 
inspected the sofa he said, “Now that’s the way I want it!”  Not only was it harder, it was 
so heavy it took four men to move it instead of two. 
 
When there was a lot of work Coffey would rent out space in adjoining buildings or 
garages.  One of them had a slanted floor, so a workman sawed the legs on the horses 
to make the job level as he worked on it.  Unfortunately, they still had to walk up and 
down hill as he hammered away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1929-1930  THE RIVER 
Federal regulations were often taken lightly, especially after Prohibition passed. A 
neighbor Babe Scott made home brew or beer and moonshine and he would make a 
few dollars.  Joe would come on weekends and there’d all night parties at the 
boathouse. Babe would go down every weekend but his wife Marie wanted to be in on it 
too. He wouldn’t take her down and she figured he was running around with                                                  
someone else. She knew he was selling beer.  Joe knew he sold it on weekends when 
he was there but didn’t know if he did it all week.  For some reason, Rege McCarten 
rode Marie Scott down.  A party was going on pretty good, all men, no women.  There 
must have been 30 guys there.  Anything you could get.  Finally someone said “Here 
come’s Marie” to Babe.  She had to come down a flight of steps, cross the beach and 

then take the gangplank 
to the front part of the 
boat.  So they turned the 
lights out in the 
boathouse.  She came 
running down and ran 
right across the boat and 
into the river!  Bob Law 
was sitting at the edge of 
the boat looking at her in 
the water splashing 
around. “I’ll drag the 
police down on you!” 
She threatened to have 
him raided, call the     

LABOR DAY 1931 –JUNKIE JOHNSON & HARRY SMUCKER & THE GIRLS  
 
police on him for selling booze. While she was in the river, everybody else left by the 
back door, got  in skiffs and went down the river 200 yards with just the barrel of beer to 
Tony’s Boathouse.  They had all pitched in to buy that beer, Babe wouldn’t be selling for 
a party.  
  
They put the barrel of beer in a skiff and rode down to the other boathouse and 
continued the party down there, just left her swimming in the river.  Well, she started to 
go down.  Bob Law grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back up.  He said, “Are you 
really gonna call the cops, Marie?”  After the third or fourth time he left her go, he and 
Rege helped pull her out.  By then there was nobody left in the boathouse.  It was dark 
and the moon was out.  They finished the party down at Tony’s and that’s when Joe 
realized that Babe was selling booze. On account of her threatening, he had to stop 
selling it.  But they still had some gatherings, just not booze parties.   
 
At the MAC on a Saturday night there might be 20 or 30 fellows and everybody would 
bring a pint of moonshine to a party on the island.  Joe didn’t drink when he was running 
the motorboat.  He’d take that motorboat and tow Harry Smucker’s skiff behind.  They 
didn’t have to pay for them at night but in the daytime Harry rented them out.  They 



could tie 4 skiffs behind the motor boat and tow them over to the island.  By Duquesne 
Light there was a good place to pull in.  It was deep enough for a motorboat.  They’d 
take over a 5 gallon milk can full of water that they got at McKinney Hinge Factory.  
That’s where they had to get water from.   
 
 

 
  LABOR DAY – 1931- MANCHESTER BOAT CLUB 

MIDDLE ROW – SECOND FROM RIGHT – JOE TOOMEY 
TOP ROW – THIRD FROM RIGHT – BILL KRESS 

 
Drinking that moonshine makes you thirsty and you need water.  So they were over 
there having a party and everything’s going pretty good when they ran out of water.  A 
couple of guys were drunk and they were demanding water.  So one guy picked up the 
milk can, went down to the river, filled it up and brought it back. “All the water you want!” 
How much it lasted he didn’t know.  About 3 o’clock in the morning the party ended and 
they had to go back to the boathouse.  There’d always be 3 or 4 of those guys that were 
so drunk they couldn’t go home.  
 
There were beaches over there by the swimming beach.  The two big boat houses, 
Manchester Aquatic and Manchester Boat Club, MAC and MBC, had bleachers in the  
center from the river all the way up to the railroad crossing.  You’d have a seat up above 
and put your feet down in front.  So they took the guy’s who couldn’t walk and lay them 
on the bleachers with one arm down this side and the other over there, one leg here 
and the other one there.  Joe took off Bud Ward’s wristwatch and his ring and made 
sure he had nothing in his pockets.  He took his wallet and went home.  Babe Scott rode 
them home on Saturday night.   



Joe went to St Francis to 8 or 9 o’clock Mass on Sunday.  He liked to go pretty early 
because he didn’t want to go down the river till 11 or 11:30. He would walk down.  When 
he got down there Bud was sitting on the bleachers.  “Joe, do you have my watch?”  
“Yeah”.  
 “Purse?”  
 “Yeah, everything”.  
 “OK”.  So everything was all right. There were two or three guys passed out and they 
were still in the same position they were laid out.  It was 50 cents a pint for the 
moonshine.  To get the moonshine you had to go with someone already known to the 
seller.  Joe went up with either Bud Ward or Merle or different guys. In 1930 they took 
him up there in case he had to go up alone to get it, they would recognize him and let 
him in.  You had to know the password to get the moonshine. He bought a few times up 
by Coffey’s too. Eddie Emeril would have him buy it for him.  When he bought it for him, 
Joe sometimes bought it for himself.  This black guy right across the street sold it too.  
They all sold to each other.  You’d buy it because it was real cheap. 
 
1931 - NEW YORK  
Two buddies, Red Vasus and his friend, were bell hops at the William Penn hotel in 
town.  They got laid off around Thanksgiving but were promised a job in a hotel in New 
York.  So they came up to the corner and told the gang they were going to New York. 
Joe had his $24 from unemployment still in his pocket which he didn’t let his mother 
know he had.   
“Can I go with you?”   
“Sure, if you pay one third of the gasoline.”   
Before they left they had to go to Allegheny Wreckers to buy a re-capped tire for $3.50.  
On the way to New York they had 11 flat tires. They left early in the morning and got 
there at 11 o’clock at night. 
 
Joe’s 3 Jewish friends didn’t know he was coming.  But they had written letters to some 
of the upholsterers in Pittsburgh saying, “Why don’t you come up, we can get you a job 
with no trouble.  Come.”  He had the address from the shop where they had union 
meetings even when there was no work.  So they got there at 10 or 11 at night. They 
lived on the second floor: Jake Nehring, Izzy Landsman, and Dave Lindner.  Joe 
knocked on the door and you would think he was their long lost brother. “Come in, come 
in!”  By one o’clock in the morning they were rolling dice.  They were 2 or 2 ½ inches in 
diameter and at one o’clock in the morning they made a hell of a lot of noise.  The 
landlord came up and said to stop it and told them they had to move.  Jake wanted to 
move so he wouldn’t have to pay a week‘s rent.  But the landlord didn’t fall for it.  He 
said he’d call the police if they didn’t stop making noise.  So they stopped. 
 
The group consisted of Jake, Dave, Izzie, Joe.  Joe was Irish.  Izzie Landsman was a 
Russian Jew.  Dave Lindner was an Austrian Jew.  Jake Nehring was Polish. In fact, he 
had medals from the Polish Army from World War I.  He and another Polish boy crawled 
underneath a train and put soap on the tracks so that the German train couldn’t go.  He 
had a bunch of medals but after WW I was over, things were difficult.  He and another 
boy stole horses from the Polish Army and try to sell them to the farmers.  They 



arrested him but they couldn’t do anything to him.  They had to get the same general 
that gave him those medals to come down and stand at attention in the center of the 
town square.  The general had to strip all the medals off of him. They didn’t sentence 
him on account of winning the medals but he came to the United States.  He was trying 
to get his wife to come over, to come in through Mexico.   
 
The next morning Jake took off work and took Joe up to East 17th street to Singer 
Upholstering. There were 60 upholsterers there and 60 cabinet maker in a big room.  
The tag on their furniture was “The Seat of Honor”.  Boy they were proud of their 
furniture!  They made tables and everything.  All of the cabinet makers were Italian and 
50% of the upholsterers were Italian and the rest were Jewish.  Every floor was a 
different department.  One or two floors were cabinet making, another was storage, 
another was wooden furniture. 
 
They went in and Jake saw the foreman.  Jake told him in Yiddish that Joe was an 
upholsterer.  The foreman told him he was too young to be an upholsterer.  Joe told him 
he was 21.  Jake told him Joe could do outsides, springing, cut, anything.   
The foreman said “Don’t pull my leg.  He can’t know everything at 21 years of age.”  
Jake told him “But he does.” 
“I’m sorry, I’m not hiring him, he’s too young.” 
 
A man Joe hadn’t noticed was sitting there beside the elevator. That salesman was 
sitting there waiting to be called up to the office.   He finally said to him, 
“How’s Coffey doing, Joe?” Joe looked at him and still didn’t recognize him.  Joe said 
“He’s fine and he should be starting up again in a week or two.” 
“Fine, I’ll have to stop and see him.”  Then he said to the foremen, 
“That man can do what he says he can do. I saw him work in Pittsburgh.  Give him a 
job.”  The foreman told Joe to go home, get his tools and be back at noon. 
 
Joe was on the upholstering floor.  It was a big place, six stories high.  You had to be 
there in the morning at a quarter to eight.  If you weren’t there you lost a day’s work.  
You started to work at eight o’clock.  You had to be there to go up on the last elevator.  
You were not allowed to use the steps. He got off at Union Square with Jake and they 
went down East 19th Street but what did Joe know?  He didn’t know east from west.  He 
never traveled.  He went home to Brooklyn and got his tools. He went back to Union 
Square but instead of going east he went west.  He asked a few people which way to go 
but they kept sending him in the same direction. Finally, he asked a cab driver where 
was East 19th Street.  “Oh you’re going in the opposite direction!” He ran back to Union 
Square and then the three blocks to the east.  Why he wasn’t arrested he didn’t know, 
he was running so fast.  He got inside just as the elevator door was closed and was 
about to leave.  The foreman looked at him and opened the gate.  “Don’t ever let that 
happen again.”  They went up and Joe went to work.   
 
It was piece work but you averaged a dollar an hour.  In other words, it was the same 
rules as the union.  They said you had to take 4 hours on a chair or two chairs a day in 
8 hours or all day on a sofa.  In Pittsburgh they were doing those chairs in 2 hours.  For 



him to take 4 hours on a chair that used to take 2 hours was difficult.  He spent a lot of 
time in the washroom!  One day Joe was late.  The elevator was just starting up. The 
foreman looked at Joe but he kept going.  He ran up the steps and met him at the top.  
Then the foreman told him, “Maybe you didn’t know, you’re not allowed to use the steps.  
Don’t ever use them again.”  The door was open for safety purposes only but no one 
was allowed to use it.   
 
Joe was making $40 a week when most people were working for $7 a week.  His 
brother Pat was working for $18 a week driving a furniture truck for Boggs and Buhl 
Department Store and Pop was making $18 a week at Joseph Horne’s in Pittsburgh. 
People were selling apples on the street and there were bread lines.  Up in the Bowery, 
people who came to New York wanting to get a job were living in the streets.  For 
certain people there was no work.  For upholsterers, all the work you wanted.  Joe was 
making a dollar something and hour, 8 hours a day.  You averaged a dollar and a 
quarter an hour.  But it was piece work.  You couldn’t go too fast or the guys would get 
mad at you.  If you worked too fast, the boss would cut the price of the job.  You had to 
do what was called ding-dong.  You had to take your time.  In other words, two chairs a 
day was all you were allowed to upholster, or one sofa.  Well, that was awful slow after 
working at Coffey’s.  For a sofa, you’d get $8, a chair you’d get $4.  $40 a week in the 
depression, 1931, was a hell of a lot of money.   
 
$40 a week and it’s not costing you more than 25 cents for breakfast consisting of two 
fried eggs, home fried potatoes, a bowl of corn meal or Mother’s Oats, two pieces of 
toast and coffee.  25 cents!  In a cafeteria, that was breakfast!  25 cents! 
 
You couldn’t eat it all the food they sold for lunch. Supper, you went down to the 
cafeteria and for 50 cents you got steak or wieners, fried liver and onions, potatoes.  
You got a whole meal.  So what did it cost them to live and eat?  The apartment was 
real cheap.  After Tony Metzler moved in, there were 5 paying the rent.   
 
They lived in Brooklyn, right over the Williamsburg Bridge.  For a nickel they would take 
the subway uptown in Manhattan to walk around and see the sights and see what was 
going on.  For 5 cents you could go to Coney Island.  They wouldn’t even pay to change 
clothes, just undress under the boardwalk.  Foot long hot dogs, 12 inch long hot dogs, 5 
cents.  Now that was no joke!  5 cents to go out on the subway, 5 cents to come home, 
5 cents for a foot long hot dog.  That was 1932.  They had a ball.  Then there were the 
movies, like Bing Crosby singing in one theater and Russ Columbo across the street at 
the next theater.  In Manhattan they went from theater to theater, all up on Broadway.  
So they might work only half a day and in the summertime up there, there was no work.  
When it got slow everybody would run to the movies. Columbo was as big a singer as 
Crosby but out in Hollywood he was accidentally shot by his best friend.  He was a big 
star making big money, just as big as Bing Crosby was.  
 
They might go to 2 or 3 theaters before coming home for supper.  A whole crowd of 
maybe a hundred people would go from theater to theater, just up and down Broadway.  
Then on New Year’s Eve, the boys went up to Times Square.  There were no words to 



describe it.  You had to be there.  An automobile tried to cross Broadway up at 42nd 
Street. People upset it.  The police could only stand around to control the crowd.  They 
were lenient, some drunks they didn’t bother arresting, just let them go. Roseland 
Ballroom was on the second floor of Broadway around 51st.  It held thousands of 
people and was just 10 cents a dance.  Dave Lindner loved to dance.  He coaxed them 
all up there. Joe went up once and danced one dance. But he got in the crowd and went 
up to 42nd and Broadway.  It was a show just to walk around.  They were a bunch of 
crazy guys and they had a lot of nerve.  They had a lot of guts.    
 
On Sunday afternoon they weren’t working so they’d go to the shopping district if they 
weren’t going to Coney Island.  Izzy Landsman was a comedian.  He missed his calling.   
Jack Benny never had a thing on him.  Izzy and Jake would walk out to the curb.  
They’d look up.  They’d wait.        Pretty soon there’d be 2 or 3 or 4 o4 5 people looking 
up.  The first thing you’d know there’d be 25 or 30 
people all looking up.  They’d stand back at the 
curb watching the people.  Coming’ home on the 
subway, Joe would meet Izzy at Union Square.  
He’d take the newspaper and fold it into eighths 
and read it up to his face.  You couldn’t fall down on 
the subway, it was so crowded.  As they were 
coming home, Izzy was reading the newspaper, 
Joe was holding on the strap on the step with one 
guy between them.  
“How many shares of AT&T did you buy today, 
Joe?”  
“I didn’t buy anything.”   
“Well what about Columbia Gas?”  He’d read 
through the names of different stocks.  RCA? The 
radio was a big thing then, RCA, and he’s got the 
stock sheet in this newspaper but he’s not reading 
anything, he’s just talking! 
 
One time, a guy at the back of the crowd boarding 
got to the door and wanted to come in, but a guy 
inside said “There’s no room”.  He took 2 steps back   JOE TOOMEY - 1931 
and jumped in on top of that guy and yelled “There’s room for one more!”   
 
Other guys with a piano accordeon would get on especially when it wasn’t too crowded.  
“I’m an unemployed musician”.  They’d get on and pull 3 or 4 keys.  You weren’t allowed 
to play on the subway.  They’d hit a couple more keys but they’d be passing the hat as 
they went up and down.  They had it timed for the next stop and step off the train.  He 
never played a tune, never played four notes and he collected himself maybe a dollar or 
two depending on the people.   
 
Joe would get his pay and send $10 a week home to Mom and lay the rest in the drawer 
in the apartment.  They hardly spent any money.  It was 25 cents to go down to the 



cafeteria.  If they didn’t go to the movies they would get on the subway and go to Times 
Square and just walk around an enjoy themselves.  They were a bunch of crazy guys. 
First thing you know Joe had $300 laying in the drawer. In other words, if you didn’t 
have anything else to do in the evening, you worked. 
 
Tony Metzler came up then from Pittsburgh and joined them.  So Jake said.  “We’re 
going to start an upholstering shop. How much money do you have, Joe?  He counted 
what was in the drawer.  Because he decided to start the business he elected himself 
treasurer and they let him run the finances and the business.  He had more guts than 
anything else.  He used to walk under the elevated train on the chance that a workman 
overhead would drop a pick or other tool on him so he could sue the subway.  
 
They rented the storeroom underneath the place they lived in which was one room with 
two double beds.   You weren’t allowed four in a room, only three, but the landlady put 
up with them.  There was a front room, a middle room which should have been a dining 
room, a bathroom and a kitchen.  She lived on the next floor.  There was a back 
stairway down to the shop from the kitchen. Jake was working and gave Tony money to 
put a deposit down on the telephone.  Izzy didn’t join as a partner, he thought they were 
crazy!   
 
They opened the store.  Since Tony was very artistic, he painted a sign on the window: 
“Driggs Upholstering”.  There were no upholsterers around to do the work.  When 
people’s chairs went bad, webbing fell down, chairs got loose, they just set them out on 
the sidewalk at 5 o’clock in the morning for the rubbish pickup. There were tunnels 
underneath the apartments for people to take their rubbish out.  Then they had to return 
the containers to the back yard by daylight.  Jake and Tony would collect the furniture 
people set out.  They would carry it to the shop one their heads, tear it apart, take out 
the springs, filling and wood frame.  A lot of times you could use the same burlap.  They 
had to buy webbing, rope and burlap.  At times they repaired a chair with the same 
cover.  They put it in the window and it sold.    
 
Jake was a good talker and a wonderful salesman.  When people set the dining room 
chairs out, he’d go up and find out who owned them, and offer to fix the chairs for them 
for a flat fee.  They never knew anybody who could fix furniture.  So he told them to tell 
their friends and neighbors to bring their chairs down or contact him and he would pick 
them up.  Joe would glue the chairs but six chairs takes a lot of room in a small shop.  
Sometimes there would be 15 or 20 chairs.  People would come in in the daytime who 
could speak only Yiddish, not English.  He had to learn to speak Yiddish well enough to 
get their name, address, and telephone number.  Then Jake would go to see them.  For 
50 cents you could rent a push cart.  You could put a chair on the push cart instead of 
carrying it.  They would carry it to the shop but after it was upholstered they’d rent a cart 
for 50 cents to deliver it. 
 
SECOND BUSINESS 
Jake wanted to manufacture furniture.  So he bought 50 brand new chair frames, then 
he went down to Delancey Street and bought cover for a dollar a yard.  Each chair takes 



five yards of cover.  There are either 5, 10 or 15 yards of cover to a roll.  Tony was 
doing upholstering in the daytime.  Joe was repairing furniture at night. He was the only 
one who knew how to glue dining room chairs, so he bought a few clamps and fixed 
chairs.  All you needed to make glue was two pots, one with glue and one with water.  
He’d heat the glue on an electric stove and glue the dining room chairs. 
 
Joe had to learn to talk the way those people talked, because they could not speak 
English in Brooklyn in that neighborhood.  Joe was in the store in the day time while 
Jake, Dave, Tony and Izzie worked in the different shops. He had to get those people’s 
name, telephone number and address and Jake would go to their homes every evening 
after work, and do the estimating. They would pick up the furniture the next day.  You 
had to be able to communicate in their language. They were raised here, but in 
Brooklyn there was no other place in the United States but Brooklyn. You were a 
foreigner if you lived across the Hudson River.  They were standing on the corner 
arguing one night and a Jewish guy said “You ought to go back to the country you come 
from!”  He was from Europe and they were from Pittsburgh!  He was getting old tires, 
shipping them over to Saudi Arabia in the desert and selling them.  The Saudis would 
make sandals out of them to walk in the hot sand.  Well somebody put an embargo on 
him and put him out of business.  He was so upset and angry that they had this 
upholstery shop right there and were doing all right. He was angry because he was out 
of business and he thought they ought to go back to where they came from.  Joe kept 
working on his languages and became sufficiently fluent that one of the neighbor ladies 
with and eligible daughter was checking him out.  When someone told her that he was 
not Jewish, she bet them $10 that he was.  Some bet for the Depression! 
 
Tony got a job working up in Times Square.  He had to deliver some furniture in a push 
cart up there and he was so embarrassed he quit the job.  He had a cousin in New York 
with a jewelry store like Kappel’s in Pittsburgh.  He never contacted him because he 
didn’t feel successful. 
 
After several months in New York Joe decided to come home to Pittsburgh for a visit.  
He went to one of the street markets in Brooklyn and bought shirts for his father and all 
his brothers, and gifts for his mother and sisters too.  He filled a suitcase and headed for 
the train station.  As was his custom, he waited till the train was moving before he 
parted with any cash for a ticket from a scalper.  He was in total shock when he finally 
arrived in Pittsburgh at dawn.  He didn’t realize how accustomed he had become to a 
“city that never sleeps”.  Pittsburgh was deserted and dark.  Nobody was walking the 
streets at dawn.  The street lights at that time were small incandescent light bulbs.  The 
street signs were barely visible in their small frames on posts that resembled the toy 
posts we use to decorate the Christmas tree town. 
 
After checking on Mom, Pop and the little brothers and sisters he went back to 
Brooklyn. 
 
The others would take off for the movies after dinner at the cafeteria at night and Joe 
worked on the chairs.  On night about 9 o’clock he had 6 or 12 chairs piled on the 



sidewalk. They had only a few clamps and you’re supposed to leave a glued chair in the 
clamps for 24 hours.  But he worked fast.   He’d clamp it inside, then take it outside on 
the sidewalk, remove the clamps and go back in to clamp another chair.  As long as you 
didn’t move the chair, there was a good chance that it wouldn’t come apart.   
 
One night he had 6 or 12 chairs out on the sidewalk when this big Irish cop came in. 
“What’s goin’ on out here.  You’re not allowed to put anyt’ing on the sidewalk.” 
“Well sir, it’s very crowded in here and I just put those out there until they’re dried and 
then I’ll bring the rest of the chairs back in.” 
“What’s your name?” 
“Joe Toomey.” 
“How do you spell that?” 
“T-O-O-M-E-Y.” 
“Are you Irish, not Jewish?” 
“I’m Irish.” 
“In Brooklyn!”  An Irishman in that neighborhood in Brooklyn in 1931 was ridiculous. 
“Do you mind if I pile them out on the sidewalk while I work?” 
“Hell no.  You can pile them clean across the street if you want to!” 
 
He stopped in to talk to Joe about Pittsburgh a few times.  The Department would shift 
the beat cops about every two weeks but he told the other cops not to bother Joe. 
 
Then Jake opened up a second store.  When Dave saw how well it was going he 
wanted in on it and they took in Dave.  He could see the potential.  There were two 
stores and over 50 brand new chair frames, no sofas, they didn’t have the room.  They 
specialized in overstuffed chairs.  The second store was far away from the first.  So they 
hired a girl to watch the second store and take appointments.  Jake’s plan was to open 
4 stores and each one: Jake, Dave, Tony and Joe would each run one store.  When 
they got busy they would rent a factory, sublet all the furniture in that one factory and 
hire men to do the work.  He had good ideas.   
 
Dave wanted to come into the partnership.  Jake said, “OK, but you have to put $500 
in.”  Dave wrote out a check for $500 and gave it to Jake and he put the money in his 
pocket. Joe was secretary.  He was supposed to write everything down in a book.  In 
four months he never wrote one thing down!  Dave came in and said, “I want to see the 
book.”  Joe gave him the book.  He opened it.  
 “There’s nothing in here, why?”   
“If I want money, I’ll ask Jake.”  
Jake was sending money back to Poland to his wife.  If any one of them wanted money 
we just asked Jake for $10 or $20 and spend it.  Things were not tight then, they had 
money.  Joe was still working up at Singer’s making $40 a week and still working in the 
shop at night. He never marked down what Jake would take in.  Jake just put it in his 
pocket.  They had no records for 4 months of all the money he took in.  Even Tony 
Metzler didn’t ask him for a record.   
 



When Dave came into the group and wanted to see the book, Joe gave him the book.  
“You be the bookkeeper.”   
He was upset and said “OK, I’ll keep the books.”   Dave was pretty smart.   
Jake didn’t appreciate that too much because he knew the reins would be tightened. 
They were going along pretty good, but after about 3 or 4 weeks, Dave was arguing with 
Jake almost every night.   
“What percentage do I have in the business?”   
Jake said, “Look at it this way.  I started the business.  I want 51%.  Joe put the first 
money in.  He gets 30%.  Tony didn’t put any money in but he does the work.  He gets 
10%.  So the remainder would go to Dave for the $500.”  
 Dave, Tony and Joe said “We’re all equal pardners!  Each one owns an equal share.”  
“No way, I get 51%, I’m the boss!”  
 
They did a lot of arguing for about 3 weeks. Finally, it got to a point where they told 
Jake, you either buy us out or we’ll buy you out.  That’ll be it.  There’s no 51%. 
 
It was summertime 1932. Joe was laid off at Singer Upholstering.  Work was slow in the 
summer in the factories and he still had the shop to work in.  Now he could work in the 
shop in the daytime.  Tony, Dave, Izzy and Joe decided to come home to Pittsburgh for 
two or three weeks vacation.   
 
They came home to Pittsburgh on the excursion train, which they always took.  They 
could ride to Pittsburgh for 50 cents.  People would want to sell a return ticket they 
couldn’t use or they would buy them from “scalpers “.  At first they’d want $2 or $3 but 
you would wait till the last minute and get it for 50 cents or you would miss the train.  So 
they came home to Pittsburgh.  When he got to Grand Central Station Joe reached in 
his pocket and didn’t have his wallet.  The others had their tickets so they had to run 
around to the “Scalpers” to pick up a ticket for 50 cents.  They had to pay full fare for 
one ticket because his excursion ticket was in the billfold in the apartment.  They had a 
very nice apartment.  Tony made a tufted love seat, really beautiful.  Joe would lay on it 
and put his feet up.  But his billfold fell out of his pocket.    Joe had to borrow money 
from Tony and Dave both because he also left cash in the wallet, maybe 40 or 50 
dollars 
 
When they got to Pittsburgh, Pop was on vacation.  Riding over on the train Joe said to 
Dave, “We’ll take a motorboat ride on the river and take a vacation.”  Jim Toomey was 
sleeping on the front porch when Joe got home because it was so hot.  Joe had all the 
camping equipment for 4 people: folding cots, blankets and told Dave what else to 
bring.  He had everything because he wanted to buy a camp up on Tionesta Creek. 
 
When he told Pop “I’ll take you on vacation” Mom got very upset.  She wanted to go 
along or she didn’t want Pop to go.  He’d never been on a vacation in his life.  Joe told  
Pop, “You’re coming with me and I’ll pay your way.” 
Hw couldn’t take Mom because he needed Jim along because he was an outdoorsman 
and liked to fish. 
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“Where to? “  
“Up the river in a motorboat.  We’re going camping for a week or two.”  
They had  tarpaulins to make a tent.  The boat had a V-851 eight cylinder Hupmobile 
motor so Joe filled the big gas tank and put in two 5-gallon cans and all the camping 
stuff in the 18 foot canoe.  Pop and Joe sat in the front seat and Jim and Dave in the 
back seat and it was very comfortable.  They would rotate seats.  They had to go 
through 8 locks to go as far as Rimer where there was a nice place to pull in.   Lock 9 
was not yet built. The propeller was touching bottom in the shallow water.  
 
As they pulled in a guy named Jones came rushing down through the weeds.   
“Watcha gonna do?” 
“We’re gonna camp.” 
He was afraid of strangers.  “Oh there’s better camping across the river.  I’ll take you 
over and show you.”  
He got in the boat and they rowed across the river.  They got out and started walking 
single file: Mr. Jones, then Pop, Dave and Joe. They were going up a slight rise when 
all of a sudden a copperhead came out in front of Joe.  He knew what it was because 
when he was a kid on the way to St. Francis School he saw one on the California 
Avenue Bridge where someone had killed one.  
Joe yelled “Copperhead!”  Jim came running up with a tree limb and beat it to pieces.  
Pop said, “I’m not staying here if there are copperheads.  Let’s go back to the other 
side.   
Jones said, “There are no copperheads on the other side, just a lot of black snakes.  
The black snakes keep the copperheads out of there. 
 
They crossed back over. Jonesy helped pitch the tent and he got a scythe and cut the 
grass down.  They made a little beach at the riverfront.  Jones and Pop got to talking up 



at the house until you’d think they were buddy-buddys, or long lost relatives from Wales.  
They had a wonderful time. They were right beside a one-room school house.  You 
could pick up broken arrowheads from the Cornplanter Indians.  Jim gathered a Mason 
jar full of them. 
 
There were 6 boys from Braddock in a cottage across the river from Jones’s house.  
They were a baseball team from Braddock:  pitcher, catcher, 1st, 2nd, and 3rd, basemen.  
They played on the small baseball diamond beside the one-room schoolhouse.  They 
wanted to play a game with the hillbillies who walked 4 or 5 miles out of the hills to play 
a ball game, barefoot and carrying their shoes.  They set up a game with the boys from 
Braddock.  They put Jim, Dave and Joe in the outfield.  The ball they had was string and  
tape and more string and tape.  
If you hit it and the tape came loose   POP  JOE DAVE 
you had to stop the game and re-tape it. 
 
Jonesy was the umpire.  He continuously made a funny sound when he breathed, 
maybe asthma.  The kid from Braddock was pitching.  In a movie with Joe E. Brown, the 
pitcher winds up and throws but 
the catcher had the ball under 
his arm.  The ump asks him  
“What was it?”   
“Gee, it was so fast I didn’t even 
see it!”   
“Strike!” 
These hillbillies were no 
dummies.  So the Braddock kid 
tried to pull the same thing and 
the catcher said..   
 “What was it, Ump? 
Jonesy said, “I didn’t even see 
it!”         POP JOE DAVE 
The batter took his bat and swung it around and said, “I saw it.  Where do you want it?” 
They would hit the ball out to center field and Dave Lindner would walk around but he’d 
never find it.  We’d all have to go out to find the ball.  Years later when Joe visited him in 
his apartment in Bellevue, Joe finally asked him  
“Why did you have such a hard time finding that ball out there? 
“Joe, I was scared to death of snakes!  I wasn’t’ looking for any ball in that high grass.” 
    
Jim came to watch the ball games all the time.  There were only 15 houses in the town 
with 10 or 12 girls.  The rest came in from the hills.  There may have been between 50 
or 100 people watching.  Jim had his button accordion, Pop had his guitar.  Pop and Jim 
started playing music and everybody started dancing.  The party went on.  At 2 o’clock 
in the morning Jim climbed the school house and rang the bell! 
 
The boys from Braddock invited the whole town to a party at their camp across the river.  
They rented it from somebody in Braddock and had permission to use it for 2 weeks.  It 



was right across the street from the only grocery store in town. Joe offered to ride 
people across the river in the motorboat, not the canoe. He didn’t trust anybody in the 
canoe even though it was 18 feet long and very stable.  He took Pop, Jim and 8 to 15 
people over.  There were 4 or 5 violins, and a couple other guitars.  Those hillbillies 
were all musicians and had a big dance floor over there about 20 feet square. Joe could 
see it from the outside and it was all screened in and right on the river bank. .  But Joe 
never got inside and never danced.  He came over to the river bank and all the people 
were lined up.  “Get in and I’ll take you over.” Not one would come in.  Finally, the girl 
from the grocery store came down.  Joe asked “What’s wrong with those people?  It’s 
almost 8 o’clock and they don’t want to go over.”  She went to talk to them.  She came 
back “Joe, they all think you’re going to charge them a quarter to ride over and a quarter 
to ride back.”  A quarter to them was a fortune.  He said, “That’s sad.  You make some 
of them come down.  Ride over with me and the second time you just stay there.”  
 
He put a couple on the deck and the women in the seats. He could haul 8 and himself 
was 9.  Some of them would just ride over and back for the free rides.  They had never 
been in a motorboat before.  He took the girl over and left her there and didn‘t see her 
again until he took her home.  All night long he rode them over.  That boat was really 
quiet when you idled.  To go across the river was pretty far. At 3 o’clock in the morning 
he picked up Pop and Jim and Dave to go back to their camp about a quarter of a mile 
up the river.  They had to go up in the moonlight.  You couldn’t take the boat to the 
shore, so they had a canoe anchored up there.  You had to step into the canoe or you 
would step into a foot of water. They brought their own home brew because everybody 
made their own.  It was really a ball. 
 
Then they hauled red bricks over to help Jonesy build a fire place.  Across the river 
were old furnaces, ovens, where they made red bricks.  He wanted the red bricks to 
build a fire pit. He’d talk to pilots on the river boats that would come up that far with sand 
and gravel.   Dave and Jim and the boys from Braddock would load the bricks and haul 
them over and carry them up the bank to Jones’ barbecue.  He’d give them home brew.  
One day Jim and Joe were walking up to Jones’ house.  There was an 8 inch pipe from 
a spring coming out of the hillside.  It was ice cold water coming out full blast from the 
hillside and going down to the river.  Jonesy had built a trough with 2 x 12’s, 12 feet long 
and 18-20 inches wide, closed tight at the top and with a drawer at the bottom that 
opened with a lock so you could reach in.  As they were going up to Jones’, Jim said 
“Let’s have a brew. Joe said “You don’t have a key!”  Jim went over to the trough, 
picked the whole thing up and pulled out some bottles of beer.  He was something else.   
 
Pop had the best time, a real vacation.  He and Jonesy got to be best friends and they 
continued to go up to visit.  Everybody got to know him.  That’s why Joe was able to 
rent the house after he got married. Jim bought a place up there too and his son is also 
up there now.  McCulloughs owned right behind the house they rented.    
 
Dave and Joe came back to Pittsburgh and got ready to return to New York. They knew 
the excursions ran every week.  They returned with Tony Metzler.  Izzy Landsman was 
going steady with a girl in Pittsburgh and she didn’t like his being away so he stayed in 



Pittsburgh. Tony used to write letters to Izzy’s girl friend for him.  She’d get real mad at 
what was in the letters because she said that Izzy wasn’t smart enough to write what 
was in the letters.  He stayed in Pittsburgh and he did marry her. 
 
Dan Toomey wanted to go back with them because he got laid off at Rosenbaum’s 
where he was the head packer.  Salesmen would come in from New York and tell him: 
“Anytime you’re in New York look me up and you’re sure of a job”.  Dan wanted to go to 
New York to look for work and leave Emma and the kids in Pittsburgh on relief.   
 
They all got excursion tickets to New York and went back to the fourth floor on South 
8TH Street and Driggs near the East River.  You could look out the window and see a 
four- masted schooner down there and the Williamsburg Bridge.   
 
They opened the door and the apartment was vacant except for a Victrola and a stack 
of records and a radio that didn’t work.  They didn’t even have a bed to sleep in.  Tony, 
Dan, Dave and Joe, the four didn’t have a place to sleep.   
 
A 15 year old kid used to loaf in the apartment all the time and in the shop too.  They 
found him and asked,  
“What the hell happened to our property?” 
 He said, “Jake said you all went back to Pittsburgh and he sold everything out.  He said 
you weren’t coming back.”   
He had sold all the furniture, the apartment and two stores before they left for 
Pittsburgh.  They didn’t know it because they were all working.  They had talked about 
his buying them out or they would buy him out.  Well, he bought them out.   
 
The neighbors all took pity on them.  They had storage bins in the basement so they 
gave them bed springs and mattresses but the mattresses had bedbugs!  They put 
newspapers over the mattresses.  In one corner of the room Joe found his wallet 
completely empty.  He always took a $5 bill, folded it up real tight and shoved it into a 
corner of the inside pocket of the wallet.  He opened it and searched down in the corner 
and there was $5.  It was a blessing because they were all broke.   
 
Jake got rid of the radio before they left because it wasn‘t working and they were behind 
in the payments.  Jake told the salesman to fix it or he’d throw it out the fourth floor 
window.  They had bought the radio.  It was big, 7 tubes.  When you turned up the 
volume it would make the walls shake.  But they wouldn’t come and fix it.   
 
Izzy liked to play tricks. When he left in the morning at 6:30, he’d turn up the volume 
and leave.  Then the neighbors would hammer on the walls to turn the volume down.  
Somebody had to get up and turn the radio off.  Every night they listened to “Molly 
Goldberg”,  and they played it pretty loud but  didn’t think it was so loud that it would 
annoy the neighbors.  One night Joe was by myself and a neighbor woman he knew 
knocked on the door. 
 



“Would you do me a favor, Joe? I’m having company tonight.  Would you turn “Molly 
Goldberg” up loud so we can her it?  He turned it up full volume.  She appreciated it.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           
 
It was a shame.  They would go down to a pushcart to buy food and bring it up to the 
apartment to eat it. They were measuring out the $5.  The summer nights were the 
worst of it.  Some people would try sleeping on the fire escapes that ran up and down 
the inside of the block so you could see four stories of fire escapes of all the buildings 
on the block like a patio.  They couldn’t go out to any movies and couldn’t even listen to 
the radio. There must have been a stack of a hundred records.  No one remembers who 
got the idea but one night one of them picked up a record and sent it out into the stifling 
darkness of the patio.  It hit a wall and shattered.  The first dog started to bark.  Soon 
there was a chorus.  Then there was a shout from one of the neighbors trying to quiet 
the dogs followed by a shout from another neighbor trying to quiet the first one.  A 
couple got into an argument.  Babies joined in. There was no plot like a movie but it was 
a good show.  Finally, the block tried to get back to sleep.  The guys waited a week 
before they tried it again. 
 
They all tried to get a job but it was summer and the factories were not working.  Dave 
Lindner always had a little money in the bank.  They were all loafing until Tony got a job 
in a covering shop on Broadway in Brooklyn.  Then Joe got a job there springing, a 
dollar a sofa with 8 ties, and 8 sofas a day.  Unbelievable!  You tell that to upholsterers 
today and they’ll say you’re a liar, impossible to do with tacks.  Before staple guns were 
available, an upholsterer held a mouthful of tacks at the ready while he worked.  Using 
his tongue to bring one tack at a time head first to his lips, he removed it with a 
magnetized upholstery hammer and hit it onto the fabric and wood right where he 
wanted it. 
 
Tony and Joe worked there for maybe two months. That’s where the foreman tried to 
lay Joe off, tried to find fault with his work.  He got into an argument with him.  There 
were 50 communists in that shop!  Joe said “They ought to put them all on a boat and 
sink them in the harbor.”  They used to take him to black and white movies to show the 
Russian Revolution where they were hanging all these people, trying to get him to be a 
Communist. He went to 4 or 5 movies. 
Things were pretty rough there in that time, very rough!  Bad went to worse.  There 
were 5 partners and finally the guy who did the sewing came to Joe and said,  
“Joe, you can’t talk to him like that.  He’s one of the foremen, a boss.” 
“I’ll talk to anybody who doesn’t have enough guts to come right out and tell you they 
don’t need you, there’s no work.” 
“You know you have to leave?” 
“I know.  Get my pay ready.” 
A bunch of the communists started gathering and left their benches. There was a 
double door that opened onto Broadway and a loading platform.  Tony picked up his 
hammer and shears and left his bench to stand over beside the door. He said, “Come 
over here, Joe.”  Joe was waiting for his pay but walked over to the door with his 
hammer and shears and waited.  They handed him his pay.  The workers all went back 



to their benches.  The boss told him “I’m sorry to see you go, Joe, but he’s a boss too, 
I’m sorry it happened to you.” 
 
So then they were both out of a job.  Tony couldn’t stay there after Joe telling them to 
get on a boat and sink it.  They were the only two that were not Communists.  In a week 
or two a friend of the Mahle Bros, Carl and George, came to visit.  Their whole family 
was living and working up there in New Jersey.  Their friend named Joe was working in 
Plainfield, New Jersey and they needed a springer.  If Toomey wanted to come it was 
up to him.  They had 3 furniture stores in Orange, New Brunswick and Plainfield but 
also made their own furniture.  Toomey rode down with him and he got him a room in a 
motel where he lived.  Joe went to work the next morning doing springing and 
upholstering.  He didn’t do any other work because they were so far behind. One man 
can produce only one sofa a day. A few men could do more. 
 
Joe went to the neck-tie business next door to the shop.  It was 4 floors and the women 
made neck ties for $7 a week for the NRA, the national Relief Administration. One of the 
married women came over after she finished in the tie shop to do whatever sewing was 
needed. Toomey noticed Joe would go back to New York on weekends, probably 
because he was married.   
 
About the third week he was working there, the boss from New Brunswick came in and 
said to Joe from New York “Why can’t you guys do something different?  Why can’t you 
make a heart on the back of that sofa to build some interest in the people that are 
buying the furniture?”  
 “Well I can’t do it but Joe Toomey can do it.”   
“The springer?”  
“Yeah, he’s an upholsterer also.”  
 “If you can do what I asked for, I’ll be back tomorrow night to see it.” 
He made Joe stop the sofa right where he had it, with only the seat and the arms in.  
Toomey had to cut and sew the fabric and put it in and complete it.  The next day it was 
done.  The boss came to look at it and said,  
“That’s what I want!”  He turned to Joe.  “You’re fired!”  
Toomey said, “I’m sorry.  If you fire Joe, you’ve got to fire me too.  He got me this job.  I 
can’t work if you leave him go.”  
“But I don’t need two men.  I need one man who can do everything.” 
Joe spoke up “I can get a job anywhere in New York. You can’t. Stay here and work.”  
So he packed up and went back to New York. Toomey was there a long time.  It was 
wonderful. 
 
Dan Toomey came to New York with them.  He took a job collecting for Catholic  



magazines.  He had to collect on 
commission only.  Every day he’d walk the 
streets of New York.  He knew more about 
New York City in two months than all of 
the others put together.  Two, three, four 
flights up for a nickel or ten cents on a 
magazine. He averaged five to seven 
dollars a week collecting on magazines 
after making big money packing.  The 
packers he saw in New York wouldn’t talk 
to him because he wasn’t union. They 
said, “We’re union here in New York and 
you’re not.”  He couldn’t get that job there. 
 
DAN TOOMEY 
 
Joe was paid $40 a living room suite, sofa 
and chair.  It was up to him how long he 
took. But he was pretty fast.  He thought 
he would get Dan to come over and teach 
him to spring cause as a packer he knew 
how to tie ropes.  Joe went to New York 
and brought Dan back and paid his room 

and board at the hotel.  John and Marie Kroomer ran the hotel. The second floor was all 
rooms and the first floor had an indoor golf course.  Joe would shoot bow and arrow 
down there and that’s where he bought his first bow.   He gave Dan $10 a week and 
room and board. Joe tried to send money home to Mom.  After working two weeks 
teaching Dan knot loops and French knots, Joe told him, “Dan you’ve got to help me out 
and go faster.”  Tying springs on eight points is all fingers and hands. Joe had to help 
him spring to get the sofas ready to upholster.   
 
Dan sent Emma $10 every week and a letter every night.  He’d be up until 2 or 3 in the 
morning writing.  He bought his own cigarettes.  Once in a while they went to the 
movies. Back in Pittsburgh, Emma stopped over to see Mom and told her that Dan sent 
her $10 a week.  
 “What’s Joe sending you? Joe’s his boss.”  
 “Joe didn’t send me anything this week.  He sent me $7 last week.”  
So Mom wrote Joe a letter complaining that he wasn’t sending enough money home.  
But Emma told the wrong person up on Troy Hill and someone reported her to the relief 
board. They were going to cut her relief.  At that time, the way the laws were written,  
 



DAN AND EM 
 
you could not earn one cent 
and stay on relief. She sent 
a telegram to Dan to come 
home real quick.  He caught 
a bus home overnight and 
that was the end of that.   
 
Then Joe was back on his 
own. The seamstress Pam 
who came over to the shop 
taught him to sew because 
he never sewed before 

properly.   
 
He could do maybe two different suites a week, two sofas and two chairs.  Even with a 
good frame that was a hell of a lot of work.  But he made good money.   
 
1933  PITTSBURGH AND MIDLAND 
 
The next time Joe and Tony back to Pittsburgh Joe had $300 in the bank and an 
endowment insurance policy that he could borrow $300 on and $80 cash. 
 
Tony Metzler come home with about $300.  But the crowd Tony loafed with, Mike 
Bollinger, who owned the Pittsburgh Sawdust Company and Bill Hergenroder, whose 
dad owned the butcher shop in the Market Square, were used to living high off the hog.  
When Tony came home, they were glad to see him, so they partied every night.  Those 
were moonshine days. That went on for a week or longer.  After a week Tony was 
almost broke.  Joe and Tony were supposed to come home from New Jersey for three 
weeks and then go back east.   
 
Tony come down to the house.  “What are you doin’?”  Joe said “I’m buildin’ a 
clubhouse over here.”  Searights had a tin garage and a big shed on the corner of 
Sheriff St and McDowell.  It could hold four trucks in the garage and in the back another.  
They rented one part with a dirt floor and tin roof.  The windows weren’t too good.  It 
had big sliding door on the side to let the trucks in and out.  When Joe came home none 
of all the guys on the corner were working.  Joe was a rich man.  He smoked Lucky 
Strikes then.  He had the Lucky Strikes in his shirt pocket. There were 25 or 30 guys on 
the corner, loafing.  So you’d pull a pack of cigarettes out and somebody’d ask if they 
could have one.  One guy would take one out and hand it on and you got an empty pack 
back.  He didn’t mind but he smartened up quick.   
 
Joe said “Look, fellas, before I left for New York I tried to start a club .  We had this Isora 
club, Independent Sense of Rest Assoc, nobody worked!.  So we paid 10 cents a month 
to belong to the club.  Pete Nezpaul and Joe upholstered a living room suite, sofa and 



chair, got the frame off Coffey, cover, everything.  And they made it at Pete’s house.  
Pop belonged to the club and Pat, Jim, and Joe.   
 
They made the living room suite and sold tickets. Pop sold $30 worth of tickets just in 
Joseph Horne’s.  It cost $5 to print the tickets and they had to charge a hundred dollars 
to make the living room suite.  It sold for $300 in Joseph Horne’s, same suite.  Coffey 
charged a hundred dollars for supplies but Pete and Joe made it on their own time.  So 
they didn’t get anything for their time.  Little Helen Toomey drew the raffle ticket.  There 
were only $105 worth of tickets sold.  The living room suite cost a hundred dollars, five 
dollars for the tickets is a hundred and five.  They sold a hundred and five dollars worth 
of tickets.  They made nothing.  They didn’t lose anything except labor and effort but 
they had a club.  When Helen drew that ticket and Pop went into Horne’s and told that 
guy that he won the living room suite, he thought it was a rip off, a joke.  But when he 
won the suite he knew what it was worth because they had the name on it and it sold in 
Hornes’s for $300. He couldn’t believe it. He gave Pop $5 for Helen for drawing the 
lucky number.  They were honest about it and didn’t cheat.  But the club fell through.  
 
Tony Metzler said, “Joe, I can’t take this.  I have to go back to New York or New Jersey 
and get a job.  But your brother John says there’s no upholstering shop in Midland. 
What do you say we start one?  Let’s go look it over.  How much money do you have?” 
After buying lumber from Austin Givens, renting a tin building from Searight’s for the 
club house for the gang on the corner, and getting a pool table out of Joe Wyzkoski’s 
pigeon coop from the 27th Ward Athletic club he had $80 left. 
 
He wasn’t enthusiastic about it because he wanted to go back to New Jersey. 
“OK. Can you get somebody to ride us down?” 
Frank Soosy was there and agreed to take them and their stuff to Midland to start a 
business. Joe went home and told Mom he was going to Midland.  Mary Margaret 
asked, “Can I ride with you?” Mary liked Frank Soosy too. They all went to Midland but 
didn’t go to see John Toomey.  Right across from the police station was a building for 
rent.  Tony got the telephone number from the window.   They went one block further to 
the bank which was also the telephone office and the rental office for the building.  It 
was $25 a month rent.  The clerk said “Give me $50.” So they paid two month’s rent, got 
the receipt and ordered the telephone installation at the same time.  They had to put a 
deposit down for the telephone.  They asked about available apartments.  Green’s 
grocery had a sign for a second floor apartment. Tony looked at it, explained their 
situation, and paid the first month’s rent from the money he brought with him.  They got 
the key and moved in.   
 
Tony said they had to go back to Pittsburgh and buy tacks, webbing, and other 
materials.  Soosy rode them back to Pittsburgh.  They went to Wylie Bros and asked for 
$30 worth of burlap, tacks and other material on credit.  He said he would give the credit 
if they would give him 3 banks as references!  They went next door to Peiger’s Supply, 
who used to be a partner of Wylie, and told him they were starting a business in Midland 
but didn’t have any money.  They also told him what Peiger wanted and asked if he was 



interested in giving supplies on credit.  “Anything you want!”  They must have bought 
$50 worth of supplies.   
 
Back to Midland. They set up across the street from the police station but didn’t have 
any business. A remark a woman made in the telephone exchange when they were 
signing up for a telephone was overheard by a few others who passed the word all 
around town.  “They look like a couple of racketeers from New Jersey.”  They didn’t 
know that for a year later.  That’s why the first year was so bad.  It was bad all around 
because of the depression, so bad it was ridiculous. 
 
The first good job they had was an over-stuffed chair from the chief of police across the 
street.  They thought he took pity on them. He paid full price and he knew what was 
what.  Then Tony made up a leather chair that they put in the window for advertisement.  
They got webbing jobs and seats that had fallen down.  Word finally got around and 
they started to get some work. 
 
Mary, Tony, and Joe were living in the apartment for about 3 or 4 weeks.  John Toomey 
lived out in the country with John Burns on a farm.  He owed Burns back rent.  He was 
going with a girl on the next farm named Schultz.  He would take the whole family to the 
movies with all 6 or 7 kids.  The husband would stay home.  John was only working 3 or 
4 days a week but he was making good money and was still playing music..  The whole 
town was only working three days a week at Crucible Steel.  So they invited John into 
the apartment.  John would pay 1/3, Tony would pay 1/3 and Joe would pay 1/3 of the 
costs. Since they were doing no business, John was going to have to pay all the costs.  
Finally John started working full time in Crucible Steel. 
 
But they couldn’t get any work because of that remark about being racketeers.  So they 
gave the police chief a good price on that chair.  John moved in and everything was 
going fine.  Tony was a good designer so he designed some ultra-modern furniture no 
one had seen before, he just made it up in his head.  They got some lumber for nothing 
and he built a sofa and two chairs with just a hand saw.  Then they decided to get 
another apartment in a big building with 2 families upstairs and 2 downstairs. They were 
on the left downstairs.   The apartment went all the way from the street to the alley.  Joe 
went to a second-hand man he had done some repair work for and bought some beds 
and things they needed.  The apartment had linoleum so they didn’t have to worry about 
floor coverings.  There were two bedrooms, a living room, dining room and kitchen.  
Mary had one bed, John and Joe had another and Tony had a bed.  John worked 
different shifts, so one week Joe would sleep by himself and the next week the two of 
them would be in the bed.  Mary had a habit of rearranging the furniture.  One night, 
John came in drunk and didn’t turn the light on, took a dive for the bed and landed on 
the floor.  It woke everybody but it also sobered him up fast. 
 
When John went out at night to work the 11 to 7 shift, he’d turn every light on from the 
living room to the outside light, and leave.  Then somebody had to get up and turn the 
lights. off.  All they had for entertainment was a radio and they spent most of the time in 
the living room.  After he worked about 4 or 5 months John bought a car.  He was in 



debt when they got there but in 4 or 5 months they owed him for food, rent, everything.  
John was still paying the bills because they weren’t making any money. After Tony 
made that furniture and they got that 2nd apartment Tony decided that he wasn’t making 
enough money and he was going back to New Jersey.  So he packed up and left. 
 
After a year passed, Fred Duschl wrote Mary to ask her to marry him and come to live 
with him and his mother.  Joe said, “Give it a try for a while and if everything works out 
eventually get married.”  So Mary went.  That left just John and Joe in the apartment.   
 
Tom Dublin hauled steel for the mill with a flat-bed truck.  Nearly all of Joe’s work was 
repairing sofas and tying springs.  Everybody’s furniture was on the floor.  They couldn’t 
afford to repair it in the Depression.  The mill took the rent, electric, and grocery bills out 
of the people’s salary and left a little bit for insurance.  When they were only working 3 
days a week, it was hard to survive.   

 
John and Elizabeth bought Tom Dublin’s house 
when they got married. Tom’s mother died at 50 
years of age, he sold the house, and became a 
priest.  He must have had a lot of powerful prayers 
because one time they were delivering a leather 
bed sofa with wooden arms.  They got it to the 2nd 
floor but Joe was too stupid to know how he 
should tie it shut.  They had it on a furniture pad 
and were winding it in the door when the hinge 
lever closed on a finger.  It felt like it was cut off.  
Tom was really scared because he was not 
allowed to haul furniture on the truck. He did that 
on the side.  He would charge only 50 cents to 
haul anywhere in Midland but he took pity on Joe.  
Tom opened up the sofa and the lever was so tight 
you could see where the finger should have come 
off.  As soon as he got it out he started beating his 
hand on the door. Tom grabbed Joe by the 
shoulders and shook him.  “Joe, let me take you to 
the doctor.”  “No, I’ll be all right.”  Nothing        

happened, it just hurt so much.! 
 JOHN AND LIDDIE 
He advertised refinishing.  The first refinishing job was a desk like one Pop had at 
home: the leaves pulled out, two shelves below and a mirror in the center, two little 
shelves with spindles on the side.  The guy asked if Joe could refinish it.  Man, Joe  
would do any job you wanted!   
“I’m a very hard man to please.”   
“I’ll do my best.” 
He took the whole thing apart, the back, the shelves, everything.  Piece by piece. he 
reassembled it. He had to use shellac and varnish because he didn’t have any lacquer.  
It was beautiful.  When the guy saw that he could not believe it!  Word spread. 



 
Finally, at the end of 33’, beginning of ’34, 
things started picking up. Joe had never 
made slipcovers in his life.  He got some 
books on slipcovers from New York.  Women 
would come in and he gave them a good 
price on slipcovers.  He did the first suite just  
like an upholsterer would.  Then the customer 
washed it and it shrank and she couldn’t get it 
on the furniture.  So he had to replace the whole job.  From then on the customer had to 
launder that cover first, either wash or dry clean it, before he would work with it.   
 
1933 was a flop.  They did $1200 worth of business and owed John $1200 for room and 
board, supplies and running the business.   
 
One of the school teachers named Kissinger sold Ford cars part-time and loafed in the 
shop.  So did Dr. Lutz, a dentist.  They loafed in the shop together with 5 or 6 high 
school boys.  Every night was talk, talk, talk. Midland had a wonderful high school at 
that time. One night, a school teacher came in by himself.  He didn’t loaf there but he 
knew every kid that came in. He was a woodworking instructor. 
“Joe, would you do me a favor? I kept bragging up at school that I could upholster this 
chair.  I have it all torn apart and I’ll bring it down in the dark. You do it but don’t let 
anybody know whose chair it is.  I’ll take it back out in the dark. I won’t tell anybody that 
I did it but I won’t deny that I did it.  But as long as I live, I will never try another 
upholstering job!”   
Joe was glad to get the work! He upholstered the chair and the teacher could never 
thank him enough.   
 
Joe bought an electric sign to go in the window.  It would blink on and off and you could 
change the letters.  He put on it “Reupholster Your Chair” and other ads.  It did bring in 
some business even though it cost $30 which was a lot of money.  He had a lot of time 
on his hands.  He got lumber for nothing from the railway and piled it in the back yard.  
He had left over material from other jobs, a half a yard from a chair or a quarter yard 
which was enough to do a footstool.  He tried selling it in the window for 50 cents but 
nobody bought it.  Then he decided to make footstools and cover them with the left 
overs.  Down in the cellar where he had built a partition, he tore out the two by fours to 
use them.  He used crate lumber to make the frame and two by fours to make legs.  
They would be 4 inches high and tapered.  Usually you had a dowel pin and corner 
blocks in the foot stool. He left the piece on the foot stool to act as a corner block and 
the whole was attached.  All you had to do was glue the leg and stick it in, then nail it.  
He didn’t even have an electric drill.  He had no money.  He owed John money.  He 
made 25 foot stools but it took him over a month. Midland had a “Dollar Day” every 
year.  On “Dollar Day”, he put them in the window in a pyramid under the electric sign.  
A lady came in.   
“Are those stools one dollar?” 
“That’s right.” 



She bought a footstool.  It wasn’t an hour later when she returned and bought 5 of them. 
The next thing you know, they were all gone.   
One woman came back to say that the cover didn’t match her décor.   
“I want this reupholstered.  What will it cost?” 
“$7.” 
“You must be out of your mind! You sold me that for a dollar.” 
“Yes.  That was “Dollar Day”.  Today is not “Dollar Day”!” 
She took off. She didn’t have it covered. Seven dollars was a day’s wages for some of 
the men in the mill.  Laborer’s got three and a half a day.  When they started working  
5 days things changed.  And the mill garnished rent and other expenses.   
 
In 1935, he started reupholstering furniture.  It may have been old but it was still good, 
almost custom made furniture.  He would show them sample cover, and instead of 
getting a deposit, used his own money to get the supplies.  Then he’d deliver the 
furniture and leave a bill.  He would wait a week.  If they didn’t come in, he’d call them 
and tell them to come in to pay.  He did a lot of furniture. 
 
The top street in Midland was Virginia Avenue and it had big homes.  The street below it 
had lesser value, and the street below that lesser value.  When they advanced you in 
the mill or when you made it to a foreman, you had to leave the house you were living in 
and move up a street.  You kept on advancing until you got to the top echelon.  Who 
knows how many vice-presidents they had, the big shots.  So nobody ever paid him in 
full.  He would deliver the furniture and leave the bill.  On payday, if he did your furniture 
this week, he stopped to see you first because you would have a little bit of money.  So 
you’d give him a little bit.  Then he’d go to the next place and get a little, maybe four 
places.  It takes time to go from house to house.  You have to sit and talk.  After maybe 
four collections, that was it for another two weeks because they got paid every two 
weeks.  Two weeks later he started where he left off two weeks earlier.  It was a 
continuous circuit every payday to try to get a few dollars.  He kept books of who paid. 
 
In 1934 when the work picked up Joe had to send for Tony Metzler to come and help.  
When it slacked off, Tony took off again for New Jersey.  When he was busy, Tony 
handled the money and they did very well. 
 
Before Prohibition ended, drinking was almost a full-time occupation after work.  Joe 
came home late one night and had to charge up the coal furnace where they were 
living.  He aimed at the light switch, missed the step and fell into the coal bin in the 
basement.  He had minor injuries but a permanent coal “tattoo” over one eye brow.  It 
turned out to be a great conversation opener every time he met a miner in a bar.  They 
were all certain he had survived a cave-in. 
 
Tony was a baseball pitcher for the steel company.  They offered them good jobs but 
neither one of them would go to work in the mill.  They wanted no parts of the mill.  No 
way. No how.  One game was with the Homestead Greys Negro League who started at 
the Homestead Steel Works whom Tony had pitched against in Pittsburgh. Tony was 



only good for 5 innings.  He threw such a hard ball Joe couldn’t catch it.  Even with a 
catcher’s mitt his hand would swell up.  After 15 pitches Joe had to quit.     
 
Against the Homestead Grays in Midland, he held them 0-0 for 5 innings. The Grays 
may have been trying to please the local crowd because those men were top of the 
world players, both the Homestead and Crawford Grays.  Then the 6th inning came up. 

Tony threw the ball.  It went 
over the top of the back stop. 
One guy laughed,  
“We got you now, Tony.” 
Home run.   
They must have beat Crucible 
by 10 or 15 runs against 2 or 3 
for Crucible. That’s how Tony 
pitched for Crucible Steel.  
Then he’d pack up and go 
back to New Jersey.  In ’35 
business was good and Joe 
called him in twice.  He would 
quit his job in Washington, 
New Jersey and come back.  
He worked until they were 
caught up and then go back 

again. 
 
At the end of WW I, Tony lived in West View.  Under the high bridge out there was a big 
pond.  They all swam in it even though people threw cable and other rubbish in there.  
Tony’s brother and a few friends were swimming and a friend called for help.  He got 
caught in a cable.  Tony’s brother went in and freed him but got caught in there himself 
and drowned.  He got a posthumous Carnegie Hero Medal and $500.  So when a minor 
league wanted Tony to come to Virginia to pitch for them and move up the line, his 
mother was so upset she wouldn’t permit him to go.  He was 17 years old. 
 
By the end of ’35 and ’36 everybody in Midland owed Joe money.  He bought a ’36 pick 
up truck.  Kissinger the school teacher told him he really needed a truck. 
 
In 1936 Joe moved from Midland to Fifth Avenue in Pittsburgh with Dave Lindner and 
his brothers.  They gave him the basement, free rent, free telephone, free electric, and 
they paid him for the use of his truck.  What they needed was a delivery service. 
 
Jim Toomey was working for Joe at that time.  Joe paid him $17 a week in 1936.  When  
he’d make a delivery the customer would pay $10.  The Lindners paid between $10-$20 
a week for the use of the truck. Whatever was left over from the cost of the truck paid 
Jim’s salary.  Joe was starting to make money again. The guys coming out at night, 
they’d knock out 10, 15 chairs in a night!  No sweat at all, boom!  They turned them out 
like that.  So Joe told Dave Lindner “I’m sorry, I’m going to go in with Pete.” 



 
Pete Nezpaul wanted Joe to be a partner with him and with Roman Niznik in East 
Liberty.  They had learned the trade together, gone to Allegheny Vo together, and 
remained friends even after Pete got married.  Pete and Roman Niznek worked for this 
decorator in East Liberty who was quitting business. He owed each of them almost 
$700 in wages but he wanted to give them supplies and everything in there for those 
wages.  Give them the business and the business was all the decorators in the city of 
Pittsburgh because he worked only with decorators. For Joe, his friendship with Pete 
was more important than money. So he agreed to work with him.  He had a ’36 pick-up 
truck and a sewing machine and at least a month’s work waiting to be upholstered.  He 
would upholster a chair for $30-35 and the cover only cost $5, plus overhead.  He might 
clear $15 on that chair.   
 
Now they were paying $150 a month rent for a 2nd floor shop.  That place was a block 
long. You could drive a truck on the elevator and take it upstairs to take the furniture off.  
The first floor was “Windsor Craftsmen”, an antique business.  They paid him the rent 
but later on found out he never paid the rent to the owner.  So they foreclosed on the 
whole building.  Since Joe had his name on the truck, every time he delivered a chair to 
somebody, you were almost sure to get one or two of the neighbors and get more work.  
He was only getting $35 for a chair including the cover and the decorators would pay 
$25 a chair for labor and they would furnish the cover.  The chairs he did had no extra 
welt on the bottom, it was just plain upholstery.  You could knock out a chair in four 
hours, no sweat.  A decorator chair with all the welts and everything else would take 8 
hours if you were doing it right.  You had to match all the stripes, all the flowers.  There 
was no easy, plain, straight motif.  When they delivered the decorator’s chairs, they had 
to cover his name and put the decorator’s name on the door if they had it.  Some of 
them had a sign and some of them didn’t.  
 
So Joe moved his business including customers, from Fifth Avenue to East Liberty 
across the street from the Presbyterian church.  He also joined the YMCA and went 
swimming every day.  The first floor had an antique business with big music boxes with 
big metal discs on it.  Joe loved to listen to “Pickaninnies‘ Lullaby” on a 40 inch disc.  
He’d put the disc on a machine and go to work.  They didn’t know it, but all the antiques 
were there on consignment.  The dealer didn’t own any of it.  The dealer and his wife 
slept in the back room of the business.   
 
They did a lot of work for decorators but once again, they weren’t making money.  The 
decorators paid him for his labor only.  The decorators sold the cover and they made a 
profit on the cover. So Joe and Pete quit and went to work for Joseph Horne Company. 
Roman wanted to keep the shop going.  He also sang at Sacred Heart Church in the 
East End as a soloist.  As a tenor he’d get $5 for a wedding, $5 for a funeral. Some 
days he had two weddings and two funerals: $20.  They were making only $18 a week 
salary and they paid Jim $15 for the truck. Pete and Joe worked at Horne’s for eleven 
weeks and got laid off because of the union.  Joe made $1.25 an hour which was good 
pay in the Depression but the union classified them as extras.  If you worked 12 weeks 



you had to be paid holidays and vacation.  If you were an extra they didn’t have to pay 
you. 
 
 
TRIP TO FLORIDA WITH ANTHONY – 1937 
Pete found work out in East Liberty with an interior decorator, but that didn’t work out.  
One of the decorators wanted to move to Florida.  His wife ran the business and she 
decided she didn’t want anything to do with Pittsburgh or Pittsburghers.  They gave their 
business to Roman and Jim. Joe gave Jim the truck, the sewing machine and 
everything he needed as long as they stayed in business.  If they quit, they would give it 
back to him. 
 
Pete said anyone who wanted to, could go down to Florida to work for the husband.  
Pete, Joe and Anthony decided to drive to Florida in November. They took off in 
Anthony’s 1929 Ford with Anthony doing the driving and decided to find a place to 
spend the first night somewhere in the mountains of West Virginia.  They were worn out 
by the time they got there so they chose the first motel they could see in the dark.  They 
knocked at the office and heard a voice say, “Come in.” 
Inside they found a man lying in bed all covered up.  When they commented on how 
cold it was, all he would answer was, “Most unuuuuuuuuuusual weather! Take any room 
you want and pay me in the morning.” 
They called it a motel but it was just sheds with a bed and a wood stove. Joe said to 
him, “I thought I could get a pint of moonshine.”   
“You go right out back until you come to a wire fence and find a fence post.  You lay 50 
cents on the post.  Come back in a half an hour and get your bottle.” 
 So in a half an hour he had a bottle.  Never met a soul. 
  
They took off the next morning.  The car broke down 30 miles outside of St. Petersburg 

when a piston blew.  Pete and Anthony hitchhiked 
into town and Joe stayed with the car.  Pete found 
the decorator and he towed them in.  He wouldn’t 
give Pete a job though because his wife didn’t 
want any parts of them.  She was a millionaire big 
shot. 
 
Joe found a job in a shop making big frames for 
drapery displays.  The frames were hinged so 
they could swing open to show the customers 
different fabrics and styles, $10 each one, but it 
didn’t last long. 
ANTHONY 
Next door to the shop was a garage.  Anthony 
went to work on their car with a pair of pliers, a 
wrench, and a screwdriver.  He needed to borrow 
a couple of wrenches from the garage.  When he 
was almost done, the owner of the garage said, “If 



that car works when you’re done, come in here and you’ve got a job.”  Anthony got it 
running and drove it around the block.  Every time he passed the garage he’d blow the 
horn and wave to the guy. 
 
       
They found a room in a 2-story hotel with about 40 rooms and a lot of old folks just 
sitting around.  They didn’t have any money then and had to wait for the bank to open to 
get money. At night Anthony played the guitar and Joe played the mouth organ and 
sang for the people in the hotel where they stayed.  After Anthony played the guitar and 
sang one guy got up and passed the hat.  They must have liked it. 
 
There was a comic strip in the newspapers called “Wimpie”.  When it was a new cartoon 
somebody invented The Wimpy Chicken in its honor.   Anthony hadn’t even read the 
strip.   But he still wanted to order a Wimpy Chicken.  The next day was his eighteenth 
birthday.  He decided he wanted to celebrate with a Wimpy Chicken.  They went to the 
restaurant next door to the hotel.   

       “Three Wimpy Chickens, please!”  
 Anthony was  shocked when three hamburgers were presented for dinner. 
 
The movie theaters with stages had amateur nights so Anthony played and won a 
couple of $3 prizes in different places.  $3 was a lot of money for just the guitar.  They 
played in the hotel and got a little money there and played on the stage and got money 
there.  Then he fixed the car and went to work.  Joe worked two weeks doing cabinet 
making.   
 
Then he got a job doing piece work. The woman who was the boss wanted them to do 
the work faster.  They covered the furniture in light material.  People would come down  
to Florida for the summer from New York.  They’d upholster so fast, you’d do two sofas 
and two chairs in a day.  You really knocked them out! But they were told they were 
taking too long, not to put the gimp so close on the outside back. She wanted everybody 
to jump when she came around.  Joe spaced them out to an inch and a half instead of a 
quarter inch.  She shoved her finger between the two back fabrics.  She started 
screaming and hollering.  “You call that custom work?” 
“Custom work!  Custom work would be sewn and you’d have a welt on it! You don’t 
know what custom work is.” She got mad and left the room.   
Her husband said, “You can’t talk to her like that.” He told Joe he was firing him.   So he 
quit.  There wasn’t much work in St. Petersburg because the production mills turned out 
so much really cheap furniture.  When Pete found out Joe was unemployed, he still tried 
to get the decorator to hire them but the decorator’s wife wanted nothing to do with them 
because they owed them back wages. . 
 
On the whole, the three of them learned more on the trip to Florida than just business. 
They had never seen benches marked “Black Only, White Only.”  Rest Rooms the same 
thing. It was a bad situation.  It opened their eyes to many inconsistencies they tended 
to ignore.  In Pittsburgh in the 1950’s, the people from the Hill District came into the 
North Side for the low rental.  When the colored people moved in, a lot of people moved 



out, so that left another vacant place for them.  When they tore the Hill down and built 
the Civic Arena, that displaced more and they went to other places like Beechview and 
a heavy area in Manchester.  Now today they can get a job, in the post office, the postal 
carriers.  They’re into everything, politics, they’re really good, but for a long time it was 
worse than people will admit.  
 
In Florida you were allowed to drink on Sunday and one Sunday night, Pete got drunk, 
got into an argument and pushed out a window.  He was arrested and put in jail.  After 
Anthony finished playing music for the old folks he got back to the apartment about 
12:30 in the morning and Pete wasn’t home yet.  By 2:00 A.M. he said to Joe that they 
had better go looking for him.  They ended up at the jail.   
“Yeah, we got him.” 
And they weren’t parting with him until they got five or ten thousand dollars bail.  Joe 
offered everything he had including his union card trying to get him out but no money. 
So they went home and to bed. 
 
At 4 o’clock in the morning, there was hammering on the door.  They opened it and in 
came Pete with his hair standing straight up on his head like a wild man and still drunk. 
“How did you get out?” 
“Some guy in there told me to take a tin cup, keep hammering on the bars, and they’d 
let me out!”  They threw him out and told him to come back at 9 AM for a hearing. 
Joe said to Anthony, “Get dressed and pack up.” 
“What are we gonna do?” 
“Do you know the way to Miami? Let’s go!” 
Down there they throw the book at you and put you on a chain gang. 
 
In Miami they had to take a ferry at one point but they were too late.  They could see the 
ferry leaving.  What to do?  They didn’t like the thought of hanging around waiting on a 
ferry while driving a car with out-of-state plates so they turned around and started 
heading back to Pittsburgh. 
 
MARRIAGE 

 
In 1937, Joe 
reconnected with 
Gene Deer, an old 
friend who had 
attended Allegheny 
Vo with him.  Gene 
was seeing Kay 
Fritsch and wanted 
another friend to 
double-date with 
them.  They knew 
they would have a  
 



 
good time on a camping trip, especially if Anthony came along with his guitar.   
Kay brought her friend Peg Blum.  She was a tall green-eyed girl from Manchester who 
worked in The Bank and was the sole support of her mother and two brothers. 
   
They all had a great time together and decided to keep seeing each other. Gene was 
operating his own mechanic shop and Joe was trying to move his business to Pittsburgh 
from Midland.  Kay and Gene decided to get married. Over the course of the year, Peg 
and Joe decided to get married but it was important that nobody know about it.  The 
Bank where she worked would not accept married clerks.  Since Joe still lived in 
Midland he put their license application in the Beaver County clerk’s office and 
newspaper.  They got married in the parish house at St Cyril of Alexandria Church with 
Fr. Axmacher’s two sisters as witnesses.  Then they went home to their respective 
parents houses.  After about a week, they found an apartment on Beech Avenue. 
 
Joe found a business for rent on Pennsylvania Avenue in Manchester.  He went to the 
supply houses in Pittsburgh to notify them of his changed situation and to assure them 
that from now on all bills would be paid on time.  Peg addressed Joe’s weak spot of the 
books and taught him the difference between Accounts Payable and Accounts 
Receivable.  They found a house to rent at 900 Lemont Street in the Calbride section. 
 
If work was slow the whole crew would take a break by utilizing the most convenient  
local entertainment.  When they could, they would go bowling in town inside the 

Diamond Market House in Pittsburgh. 
 
James Alexander Devine, who was known as 
one of the Three Divine Persons, worked for 
Joe down on Pennsylvania Avenue.  He was 
real short and lived next door above the shop.  
He and Pat and Joe Toomey and Al Hoehle 
wanted to go bowling over town inside the 
Diamond Market House.  There was still the 
archway over Diamond Street and upstairs 
was a bowling alley and a roller skating rink.  
So they went over there to bowl. James 
Alexander Devine had all these tacks in his 
shoes and he never cleaned them out.  As he 
ran down the alley and threw the ball you 
could see the resin and the dust coming up off 
the polished alley. Joe and Pat looked at each 

other. “It’s time to go.” And they left that place fast! 
 
Joe added a furniture sales business with his friend and partner, Sam Fletcher.  Sam 
drove a hard deal with the wholesale companies.  When he toured their displays, he 
always carried a piece of paper in his fist behind his back.  Occasionally, he would look 
at it.  Finally, Joe asked him what it was.  “Oh, that’s my limit for today’s purchases.”  



His wife would mind the store anytime he was out, and entertained herself by reading 
the Pittsburgh Hebrew newspaper.  When Sam got back, she would fill him in on all the 
news. 
The same electrician who wired the Toomey home on Sheriff Street re-wired Joe’s shop 
on Pennsylvania Avenue where he was renting. The electrician couldn’t get any work.  

He blamed the guy that was 
the head of the union.  He got 
work for Mickeys but if you 
weren’t related to a Mickey you 
didn’t get any work! He came 
down and looked at the wiring 
and said, “Joe, this is an 
accident waiting to happen.  
Buy me 3 tons of coal and I’ll 
rewire this place.  So for 3 tons 
of coal and a few dollars he 
wired the shop.  You had to 
have and “in” at the union or 
you didn’t work.  Oh you could 

get some work but they’ d probably send 
you out of town.  If you came from out of 
town into Pittsburgh to work on a permit 
you might make $18 a day but you’d 
have to pay the union 11 ½.  That’s why 
Anthony didn’t have any use for the 
union any more.  Pat and John would 
get into an argument every Sunday.  All 
you had to say was “Oh the CIO’s better than the AF of L and then head for the door.  
You’d come back for dinner in the evening and it was still going on. Just say “The AF of 
L is better that the CIO” and take off again!                          
 
After their first child was born Joe and Peg looked for a house to buy and moved up the 
hill to Brighton Heights to a house with a yard, a garage and a party-line telephone. 
 
When WW II started, Joe got put in 1-A.  He had the shop and he registered with the 
draft board.  Joe told them he was married with two kids.  They were going to pull him 
in. He was doing one bus a month upholstering the buses for Harmony Short Line.  All 
the money he made on the buses he used to pay the house off.  He went up to the draft 
board and some guy up there was gung ho to draft him. “If you could give me three 
months I’ll have my house paid off and my wife won’t have to worry when I’m gone.”  
They talked it over and they deferred him.  He was put in 3-A.  In that three months time 
Congress passed a law that anyone who was married and doing defense work didn’t 
have to go.  Joe went down to Screw and Bolt in Manchester and got a job running a 
lathe making parts for pontoon bridges. They were ratchets for pontoon boats to screw 
the sections together. 
 



 
 FOOD RATION BOOK - WW II 
 
You had to do 1600 a night.  First you joined the union.  You didn’t have to sign up, they 
just took the money out of your pay.  You had to do 1600 phlanges a night and they 
weighed 2 ½ pounds a piece.  An African American guy with a wheel barrow would 
bring you these things to the back of your lathe and fill up your box.  
 
You stood there. There was an overhead switch to reverse the lathe. You had the cross 
arm in the front that brought the bed back and forth.  When you picked the 2 ½ pounds 
up with your left hand, you threw the overhead lever off, the lathe reversed, then you 
spun the other handle and caught the one coming off the lathe, threw it down the chute, 
pushed the lever, reversed the thing, put the other one on the threads so it ran up, 
pulled the lever and took a cut off because you had to face it so it would be smooth and 
they could put a washer on, run the other one up, you put it on, you took it off, you ran 
both levers. You threw it down the chute.  You had to do 1600 a night in order to get the 
wage of $3.00 an hour that they were supposed to pay you.  If you did 1599, you only 
got a dollar and a quarter an hour, the minimum wage.  So after you got used to it you 
would do 1650 every night for 5 nights.  Then you’d have a build up for the end of the 
week.  There was a long wooden bench. You could lay on your back and have your legs 
hanging down and your arms hanging down and these overhead big wheels going and 
all that noise and you’d go to sleep. After about two months they said that if you worked 
overtime they would pay you time and a half.   
 
Since he knew how many times he had to handle that two and a half pound piece he 
took a pencil and paper  and figured it out.  He handled 1600 of them a night with his 
two hands.  He still had the coal furnace at home. So when Lynn Searight brought a 
load of coal up, he paid three dollars and a half to put the 3 ½ tons of coal in. Joe 
figured he paid $3.50 for a ton of coal and he was handling 20 tons with his hands every 
night!  You got into that motion and there was not a lost movement.  That ‘s the way it 



was.  Unbelievable! If you didn’t get it in the 
right place the steel had a real sharp edge.  
He was glad he did it.  It was an experience 
in itself he wouldn’t trade for $10,000 right 
now, 6 months in Screw & Bolt!   
 
Everybody in the country received a FOOD 
RATION BOOK.  Each night all the windows 
in the house had to be covered so no light 
could be observed from an airplane.  
However, there was no way to hide the glow 
from the blast furnaces in every Pittsburgh 
mill.  They illuminated the entire valley to 
such an extent that some small children did 
not know that the night sky is dark. Wherever 
possible, families planted “Victory Gardens” 
to provide fresh vegetables as long as 
possible. 
 

DOING YOUR PART  
WHETHER YOU LIKE IT OR NOT! 

 
Joe told the men working for him in his shop, Al Hoehle and the others, that if they 
worked overtime, he would pay them time and a half. He was running the shop, working 
in Screw & Bolt at night, going out in the day time picking up furniture and running it 
back.  It got to a point that he didn’t sleep one wink for 3 weeks.  He went over to Betty 
Lascher’s next door on Stanford Road and would sleep in her underground garage.  It 
was cement and it was so quiet.  At home, the kids playing ball out in the street, 
anything at all, distracted him and he couldn’t sleep.  After about 3 weeks he thought to 
myself, “Joe, you’re out of you mind.  You’ll kill yourself!  Just go up to the draft board 
and tell them the hell with it. You’re 1-A, go into the service. If you’re gonna get killed, 
you’re gonna get killed.  Why kill yourself working? You’re crazy.”  But they were still 
doing those buses.  The buses came in, and the other work came in, and that money 
went right to paying on the house.  Every month, money went on the house. He turned 
in his resignation and got his last paycheck and a hand shake. 
 
He told the draft board that he quit the Screw & Bolt.  Boom!  1-A!   
They gave him a note that in 3 or 4 weeks he had to report.  He had already been 
examined.  Even though he had a fractured ear drum that didn’t mean anything.   
 
He had one store room next door to the shop that was all furniture that belonged to 
people.  They’d bring it and lay it in front of the shop and leave.  They’d leave a note on 
it telling who it belonged to.  He would store it there but many wouldn’t come back.  
They were getting free storage for 6 months or longer.  The whole storeroom was filled. 
He got in touch with almost everybody to get their furniture out of there but he didn’t say 
a word to Harmony Bus.  He was still going out and repairing buses in their garage.  But 



many of them said they didn’t want the furniture. So he hired a man to haul 5 loads to 
the garbage dump. He was going to quit business and was cleaning out the business.   
 
He emptied the place out and then after about two weeks he went out to Harmony Bus 
Line.  Charlie Marshall was the foreman of the company.  Joe told him  
“You’d better find somebody else to do your buses.”   
“What are you talking about?”  
“I’m going into the service.  I quit the Screw & Bolt, I’m 1-A and I’ll be going into the 
service in about a week.”   
He still had bus seats to get turned out.  Joe told him he’d bring out the seats and that 
would be the end of it.  
“I’m closing my shop” 
“You’re what?   
“Why are you working at Screw & Bolt?  What’s the matter with the work you’re doing 
here?  These buses are defense work!  Give me your card.”   

He called up the draft 
board.  The guy gave 
him a little bit of trouble.  
He hung up the phone 
and called Washington, 
D.C.  They called the 
draft board, the draft 
board called him back 
and Joe was back in 3-
A.  The only thing was 
he had to go out to the 
bus line every day and 
punch a time card, then 
go back to his shop and 
do any work he had 
there. He had to do all 
work for Harmony Bus 

line right in the garage.  “You’ve been doing defense work all along, what the hell’s 
wrong with you?” 
 
The buses were important late in the war.  To Joe it was a means of paying off the 
house at $300 a bus. He signed up for a mortgage that could be paid off at any time.  
When he paid it off like that those people at the bank got mad because they lost all that 
interest from prolonging the loan.  He only had a $4000 mortgage, $3500 down and he 
did the furniture for the salesman that sold them the house rather than pay his 
commission.  So he got him down from $8000 to $7500 for the house, paid $3500, 
owed $4000. Not going into the service was a big deal but he finally decided to go. He 
would have been in if he were single.  He was not anxious to go in, but he was ready to 
close the door on the business, he cleaned out the storeroom and hauled all the 
furniture to the dump.  The buses paid the house.  The other work paid the overhead 
and the wages.  You could only tie up one bus a month. You might get 10 seats down at 



a time.  To do a seat, cutting, sewing, 
might take two hours.  Each seat had a 
cushion and a back using tacks.  They 
didn’t use staples or clips yet.  
 
The exhilaration everyone felt with the 
end of the war was overwhelming, 
soldiers returned home from overseas, 
and the country began to heal. On V-J 
Day, Peg and Joe celebrated by going 
to a photographer on East Ohio Street 
for a formal photograph.  He posed 
them separately and all together.  Each 
photograph required to him to crawl 
under a blanket and arrange the grand 
old bellows camera that viewed 
everything upside down. It was a proper 
end to a four year struggle. 
  
 
PEG & JOE – V-J DAY  
August 14 1945 
 
 
Even during the war, Joe’s unending search for a cabin on the river was initially satisfied 
when he joined Camp NoDo on the Tionesta Creek in Warren County, PA together with 
some old friends.  They spent every opening day of hunting season happily chasing 
deer through the snow belt, playing cards and talking about the one that got away. 
 
They had only two neighbors, Mr Repine, who had converted the one-room 
schoolhouse into a residence, and Norm Newark, a roustabout on the oil rigs in the 
Allegheny forest and his wife Myrtle, a lovely lady who happened to be the queen of the 
Roller Derby.  Norm also worked as a WCO, a Wildlife Control Officer.  He grew up in 
the woods and was an outstanding woodsman.  When they first married, every night 
when he came home they had mashed potatoes and woodchuck and woodchuck gravy.  
Boy they loved it. Myrtle would say “Why don’t you quit killing them or they won’t have 
anything to eat. Chuck and chuck.”  And the damn dog would chase every groundhog.  
Myrtle used every recipe she knew to cook them but after a month of groundhog she 
informed Norm that he had to bring home something different or else!  When their two 
children were little, they got into little kid fights.  Once they were in the back seat of the 
car yelling at each other.  Norm stopped the car, reached over the seat, wrapped their 
arms around each other and pushed their faces together cheek to cheek.  “Now you sit 
there like that until we get where we’re going!”  Silence reigned.  



 
 
After the war they finally organized the FIRST (and last) NODO PICNIC 

 
 
The champion horse shoe throwers 
PAT TOOMEY & ANCE BOLL 
 
The location in Henry’s Mill, PA was ideal for 
year round hunting and fishing.  Of course, 
eating and story telling were major activities 
inside the cabin.  Cooking was rotated 
among all the members and everybody had 
to pitch in in cleaning up.  They were inside 
the Allegheny National Forest and the wildlife 
was abundant both outside and occasionally 
inside the camp house.  Wives and kids 
preferred to winter at home and leave the 
guys to endless card games during deer 
season. 
 
They held their monthly meetings at each 
members home, either in Pittsburgh or New 
Castle, PA, which at that time was almost a 
two hour drive from Pittsburgh. 
 
 
 

 



DAVE SCHMIDT SPARKY SWINT JOE WITKOWSKI ANCE BOLL 
 

 
 
DAVE BILOVESKY JIM TOOMEY JOE TOOMEY GUMP MURPHY 
  (missing PAT TOOMEY) 

They cleaned up “Nice” 
At Jim Toomey’s on Smithton Street 

 
Although they all swore that they were serious sportsmen out in the woods of Warren 
County PA, they could not control all the situations to be found in the wild.  This was 
especially true on the weekends when the mills and shops in Sheffield let out their 
workers after a long shift.  One guy ended up drinking more than usual and as he was 
driving down an isolated road after the 2 AM “last call” he encountered  a vision he 
could not believe.  He stopped the car and turned back to the police station in town. 

 
“Sheriff, take my keys and my license!  I’m finished 
driving forever!” 
“What happened?” 
“I’m seeing elephants!” 
“Are they pink? 
“What? No, kinda grey.” 
“Well, where is it?  It just escaped from the circus 
in Sheffield and they really want it back!” 
 
WARREN COUNTY WILDLIFE 
Most people see only deer and the occasional 
bear. 
 

 
 



After the war, Joe found another business location at 3025 Preble Avenue.  Without  
realizing it, he now completed a full circle of 
living and working in the same area his 
grandparents had lived and worked when they 
first arrived in America.  It was also the same 
block his Uncle Dave Moore had his horseshoe 
business.  Joe kept his shop there until the 
entire area was redeveloped in the 1960’s. 
 
In 1964 Joe found his dream cottage on a 

piece of flat ground at Lake Pymatuning. He could fish all year and hunt during game 
season.  Peg could fish and plant flowers. They always took visitors to the ugly fish at 
the spillway.  
 
They were up near the causeway on Pymatuning fishing two miles up the lake and 
some dark clouds were forming. Peg said they’d better start back.   
“Don’t worry we’re close to shore.”   
“I don’t think we’re going to get any rain.”  Finally they got a couple bursts of thunder, 
Peg said, ”Get the anchor up and let’s get going.” 
‘Oh, it’ll be a while yet.” 
Then the lightning came and then the rain and then it just opened up.  Jack Ries got 
one anchor up but Joe couldn’t get the other white rope up on the 25 pound anchor so 
he untied it from the boat.  By then the wind was blowing and he hadn’t even started the 
motor.  The wind was taking the boat down the lake.  He started the motor but it was 
like a cloudburst.  They all put on raincoats and for the first time in his life, Joe put on a 
life preserver.  The wind was blowing them down the lake and the waves were higher 
than the boat.  The motor would come out of the water and roar and then drop back in 
again. He was so wet he had to take off his glasses because he couldn’t see anything 
with them on.  They all put on life preservers. Joe had to stand to steer the boat.  The 
passengers had to sit on the floor at the rear. Peg was mad at him for not going in 
sooner. He thought he should have beached the boat immediately about 100 feet up 
where the Boy Scouts had tents and equipment but he was glad he didn’t because the 
wind would have torn it to pieces.  It blew them almost ten miles to the dam.  He kept 
the motor running just to try to keep control of the boat. 
 
The next day he and Jack went back to where they had been close to shore and fished 
up the anchor in the same spot they had been fishing the day before. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



MARY MARGARET TOOMEY DUSCHL 
 
Mary was the first girl after 5 boys in a row.  She was very close to her mother Mary 
who told her many stories of her grandparents and how they lived, especially during her 
childhood illnesses.  She was a little kid who used to get a lot a ribbing from her older 
brothers as she was growing up.  Before her teeth were completely formed she had 
trouble pronouncing their names.  So when Mom said, “Mary, call you brothers in for 
supper”, all she could manage was “Hey Dohn, Dan, Dat, Dim, and Doe”. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In her teen years she participated with Joe in track and field events organized by the 
27th Ward Athletic club.  She was very successful in her athletic endeavors. 
 
For some reason the adult neighbors on Stayton Street once started a water fight.   
Mary Margaret Toomey, Meredith Searight, and Mrs Baxter were all chasing each other 
with buckets of water outside of the house.  This went on for minutes on end.  They had 
a hilarious time. Little kids gathered but were only allowed to watch.  Mary came 
charging through a hollow, bucket of water in hand. Everybody doused Meredith 
Searight because you could see the color of his undershirt and the pink polka dots on 
his shorts.  But he was sopping wet.  Everybody doused him and he was laughing up a 
storm and running between the yards.   
 



She married Fred Duschl in 1935.  They moved 
to Lucas County Ohio, and lived with Fred’s 
mother Barbara Duschl until she moved to her 
daughter Eleanora and son-in-law Albert Kim in 
1930.  Fred apprenticed in a machine shop in 
Pittsburgh and then followed his brother-in-law 
to work in the auto industry in Detroit.  He 
worked as a die maker in various auto plants in 
the Toledo, Ohio area.  They eventually bought 
a farm on the Ohio-Michigan border.  Most of it 
was in Ohio but a patch belonged to Michigan.  
It was a peaceful place and very different from 
Pittsburgh.  They had to walk only out the back 
door to find food but had to find a well and use 
propane to cook withto cook with. 
 
As the Depression continued and Fred was 
periodically laid off from the auto plants, Mary 
asked her brothers Joe and Anthony, the two 
closest in age to her, to come to Toledo to help 
on the farm. With more hands they could 
harvest enough food for all of them and have    MARY AND FRED 
some to sell as well. 
 
They raised fruit and vegetables and also pigs for market.  Pigs would eat almost 
anything and never got tired of fruit. They had a Bartlett pear tree growing right beside 
the house.  They would ripen and just fall into the hog pen.  Oh they were delicious and 
they were big. So Joe would take a 5 gallon can, fill it with pears and dump it in the pen.   

 
Ring neck pheasants would come down the rows of 
tomatoes and peck holes in tomatoes.  Every night 
he’d pick 10 gallons of tomatoes in two 5 gallon 
cans. He’d dump them in at the hogs.  There were 
a lot of tomatoes.  Fred planted so many tomatoes 
it wasn’t even funny.  The French sow had 11 
piglets, 1 runt and 10 good ones. 
One night Mary and Joe were down at the hog pen 
and the hog wouldn’t eat.  He’d just grab a pear 
and go squish, squish, squish. Joe dumped in a 
can of tomatoes and he squeezed a few and he 
squished a few.  Joe dumped in another 5 gallons, 
the pig squealed, ran around in a circle, ran right 
into a fence post and knocked himself back on his 
feet.  “Did you see that?” Mary said, “He knows 
you’re trying to fatten him up to kill him with 
kindness and there’s nothing he can do about it!” 



Fred Duschl had a model A Ford and he made a rack on the back of it that would go 
underneath the body of the car so that it would set on the two spring bumpers.  It had a 
platform on it to carry two garbage cans.  He’ go around to the restaurants and get all 
the slop to feed the hogs. 
 
If you took a hog to market though, you got one price for a slop-fed hog and a better 
price for a grain-fed hog.  A slop-fed hog has a lot of fat.  A grain-fed hog is solid. 
 
Joe and Anthony stayed the whole summer. 

 
After saving up enough for a real honeymoon, 
Mary and Fred joined Cecelia and  
Bob Hickey for a joint honeymoon to Niagara 
Falls in 1937.  They had a photo taken at one 
of the backdrops in a studio.  
 
 
Mary and Fred welcomed the whole family to 
the farm in Toledo.  Everybody with wheels 
made it. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Pop had enough sense to drop his head 
for this picture so no one can identify 
him with these crazy people! 
 
 
 
 
 
 

(a friend) TOM,(another friend)    CELIE, BOB, FRAN, TONY 
     MOM, MARY, JIMMY, BEA   HELEN 
          POP 



 
CECELIA JOAN TOOMEY HICKEY 
Celia was the first child born in Pittsburgh after the family left Rankin.   

 
She and Mary decided as teenagers to 
clean out the attic where the boys slept.  
They thought they would modernize things 
and threw out many items including two 
“harps” or zithers or auto harps, as well as 
the remains of the photographs the boys 
had rearranged by cutting off the heads of 
one picture and sticking it on the head of 
another. 
 
After school she worked as a waitress in 
downtown Pittsburgh including Schraft’s on 
Liberty Avenue.  Later she worked in a 
laundry.  She was working there when she 
and Bob Hickey of Braddock decided to get 
married in 1937.  He was the brother of 
John Toomey’s wife Elizabeth Hickey.  Bob 
worked with the street dept. in Braddock on 
several WPA projects. 

 
They moved to 6th street in Braddock where they raised seven daughters.  Celia loved 
to dress her daughters in beautiful dresses and became good friends with several of the 
shop owners on the main street.  One of them would call her when she got a new 
shipment of clothes to invite her to see them before they went on display.  Cel loved to 
do fine ironing and liked the dresses with lots of 
frills.  She also liked to keep them ready for Bob 
Hickey’s pass-time of taking movies of all their 
activities in Braddock, both in school and civic 
activities with parades and ceremonies. 
 
The girls shared the bedrooms with bunk beds 
so they all fit in.  Each night they would be 
rocked to sleep by the passing trains which 
crossed their street a block away. 
 
They stayed in Braddock until 1950’s when they 
moved to Greentree near her brother Francis. 
 
Celia found space for a piano in that house 
which allowed her to practice in between her 
ironing and cooking projects. 

CELIA IN BRADDOCK 



The sisters loved to get together at each others homes as well as their parents home.  
They were up to any project needed to keep the family home organized. 
 

 
  HELEN  CELIA   MARY 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



ANTHONY JOHN TOOMEY 
 
Anthony was born in the house on Sheriff Street and was delivered by a red-haired 
school teacher named Mrs. McCormack.  The earliest memory he had was of his 
mother running her fingers through his tight black curls while he lay on her lap. 
 
One night Mom and Pop had to go out and did not want to bring the smaller children 
with them.  So Joe ended up baby-sitting Anthony.  However, the 8-year old kid did not 
want to take orders from the 16 year-old grown up brother.  When he refused to come 
in, Joe dragged him up to his bed in the attic.  He came back down.  Joe dragged him 
up again, took off all his clothes and went back to the kitchen.  He was drying the dishes 
when he became aware of a lot of laughter coming from the direction of the corner 
street light.  Joe went to check it out and found Anthony entertaining the corner crowd 
wearing one of his sister’s dresses. 
 
Searight’s called Anthony “Elder” for one of the Mack trucks he liked so much to play in.  
 
He was one of the tallest of the boys even when he was young.  Once he was caught by 
the street car police for hanging on the trolley car on the outside.  When his sister Mary 
arrived at the police station, the officer asked her what was his age because they 
refused to believe that a 6 foot tall boy was only 14. 
 
His height was balanced by the size of his feet. He was continually out-growing his 
shoes. Finally, his mother took him to Annie Benedix’s Dry Goods and Mens’ Furnishing 
Store on McClure Avenue for new shoes.  Mary entered and waited for Mrs. Benedix to 
finish with another customer.  She began in her usual way.  
“Mrs Boom-Boom, I need …”    
My name is NOT Boom-Boom!”    
“’Oh, I’m so sorry.” 
“What do you need?” 
“Size 12 boy’s shoes” 
Annie started searching the shelves with no luck.  
Finally she remembered the top shelf, got the 
ladder and climbed up to the top shelf.  Down she 
came with the box.  She opened and screamed 
“Oh my God!  Thank you Mrs. Toomey. Thank 
you!” 
“For what?” 
“I forgot where I hid this money.  Oh, Mrs. 
Toomey, you can call me Mrs. Boom-Boom 
anytime!” 
 

Store in 2018 
 
Even though most of the neighbors were in the 
same financial boat, the perception the kids had of 



poverty was muted because everybody appeared to be the same.  Some families, 
however, managed to acquire “new” things.  One Italian family at the top of Stayton 
Street with two daughters seemed to get new everything, new bicycles, new wagons, 
the best of everything.  Toomeys and Dukes all had hand-me-downs.  Anthony became 
accustomed to “borrowing” different items, especially if they had wheels.  Mama would 
come out of the house yelling at him in Italian.  Her voice fell on deaf ears.  He just 
yelled back in English.   Once he took a wagon.  They used to push it up the hill to 
where he found it and then ride it back down.  The mama came out and yelled at him.  
Art Dundee tried to explain to her that he would bring the wheels back.  But she kept 
yelling so Anthony had to stop riding.  Then her two daughters had to push them back 
up the hill.  The next day he’d take them again and drive down the hill. 
 
Anthony went to St Francis Xavier school but it was not his favorite pass time even 
though he was very good at math.  When he couldn’t take it anymore he would climb 
out the window and slide down the drain pipe to run off to something more interesting.  
When his brother Tom returned to visit after graduation, he was disappointed that none 
of the good sisters remembered him, but they all remembered his brother Anthony! 
 
One of Anthony’s pass times one summer involved an old motorcycle somebody gave 
him which wouldn’t run.  He was a teenager.  He would push that thing to the top of 
Stayton Street, jump aboard and ride to the bottom of Stayton Street, no motor, push it 
back up and ride it down again. When he couldn’t get a cycle he would just ride a tire. 
Young Hank Balicky did it on level ground but Tony did it on Stayton Street.  He got an 
old tire, a truck tire, got inside, hung on tight and went riding down Stayton Street inside 
a tire.  He fell when he first started.  You can get up a pretty good rate of speed.  He 
came rolling down there at maybe 15-20 miles an hour by the time he hit top speed 
inside of that tire. 
 
 RADIO DAYS  
In his teens, Anthony was captivated with the guitar and began to take it seriously.  He 
started hanging out with other musicians, playing with groups of friends and with Mom 

and Pop when he was needed.  This coincided 
with the rise of radio.  The first commercial 
broadcast in the entire country began with the 
1928 election results for   Harding on KDKA Radio 
from the Westinghouse plant.  Then they moved to 
the Grant Building downtown.  The group decided 
to try out for some of the music programs playing 
what is known today as Country and Western.  To 
them it was hillbilly music.  They went to an 
audition and were accepted.  Next they had to 
prepare an introduction for the group.  The 
program manager, Big Red, called them to the 
office. 
 
 



“What’s the name of your group?” 
Nobody had a clue so they thought up something real fast. 
“Can you play tomorrow morning?” 
Another check of everybody’s schedule. 
“What are your names?” 
Everything was fine until they got to Anthony. 
“What did you say?” 
“Anthony.” 
“Impossible! No hillbilly is called Anthony! Your name will be Jim!” 
So on the radio he became Jim.  This caused unending confusion to anyone in the 
family since there was already a Jim in the Toomey clan. 
 

In the morning they were the Carefree 
Cowboys and in the afternoon they were 
Leek and the Dixie Liners and another 
program they were Tex Deed and the Rio 
Grande Rangers.  All the same trio.  
Heck, they had been all over California, 
all over Texas, Tennessee, and never 
been west of Toledo Ohio! 
 
After the group became established on 
the air, Pop and Mom received a surprise 
visit from some long lost relatives from 
New Castle. The family of his cousin 
Liddee Price came to visit and they found 
Mom and Pop. They were the children of 
Pop’s brother Bill who moved to Indiana.  
Pop knew that they were cousins and 
they came into Pittsburgh several times 
for funerals. 
 
They heard Anthony singing on the radio. 
Liddee’s daughter with the red hair came 
with her cousin from Indiana.  She drove 
in from Indiana, picked up Liddee and her 
daughter and came to Pittsburgh because 
they wanted to find the Toomey that was 
on the radio. Anthony stopped at home.  
He was goofy when he was playing 
music. They introduced him to his 

cousins.  He was glad to meet them but he was always in a hurry.  They talked for 10-
15 minutes and zip he was gone again.  But the young girl said “I listen to you every day 
on the air”.    
 
John Anthony Toomey used to listen every day too.  One time after the program was  



over he called Anthony at the studio from Midland, PA.  They talked and Big Red knew 
John. 
“Hey Red, here’s my brother Jack, talk to him.” 
They talked for a while.  Then Anthony said goodbye. The switchboard operator Betty 
asked, “Was that your brother?” 
“Yeah, he called long distance.”  The operator must have thought John was calling from 
Texas since they were then known as “The Rio Grande Boys”. 
 
Anthony was up at East Brady one summer and a guy there had an aircraft.   He asked 
Anthony where he was planning on getting work.  “Where are you going?”  He said “I’m 
going out to Washington State and get a WPA job on Grand Coulee Dam.”  He wanted 
both of them to fly out there.  Anthony  said, “Nooo thanks, I’ll take my car.” When 
you’re up in an airplane you don’t’ see land. He was not getting up in any God damn 
airplane!  Then he and Joe turned around and went to Florida.   
 
Anthony was occasionally involved in auto accidents.  In one in a rag top sedan that 
went off the road, the car was stopped from rolling all the way down to the creek only by 
a little sapling there. Bud Zentner had the edge of the roof over his neck.  On the other 
side a girl’s head was under the other side of the roof.  Anthony was half way out the 
window.  When he came to, he crawled out.  He reached in and grabbed a big mop of 
hair.  It was Mary Couch.  He gave a yank, she screamed and out she came.  She was 
a big girl. He brought her out through the window.  Then he got Bud out.  Mary Couch 
crawled up the hill to the road and stopped Jim Toomey and those with him coming 
down in the new ’28 Chevrolet. 
 
WW II – US ARMY 
 
Anthony went into regular Army before 1941 
and did his basic training in Fort Sam 
Houston, San Antonio, Texas.  While there 
he took advantage of a feature found in 
some record stores at that time which 
enabled you to record a small record of your 
own to be mailed home.  He recorded 
“Mexicali Rose” and “Rose of San Antone” 
on a small record cut in a record store. 
 
Then he was assigned to Fort Myers outside 
Washington D.C. and was chosen to serve in 
the honor guard at the Tomb of the Unknown 
Soldier at Arlington National Cemetery. 
He met a woman from upstate New York 
named Winifred Divers in Baltimore and they 
started their family, 
He served in the 3rd cavalry on horses. 
   FORT MYERS, VA 



His driving ability was put to use by the Army throughout 
his enlistment.  While at Fort Myers he drove school buses 
for the base children. 
 
One winter he was coming down a hill covered in ice.  He 
shifted it down and got right up against the curb in case he 
would slide he would hit the curb and keep straight.  His 
instructor was in front and he failed Anthony.  He told the 
instructor   
“You’re out of your mind.  Once it starts sliding and starts 
getting away from you what are you going to do then?  If 
you ride close to the curb, then it can’t get away from you.  
Two and a half feet and you touch the curb and you bus is 
straightened out.  You don’t go no place.”  He didn’t think 
he wanted the job anyway. They didn’t pay him. But he got 
back in.  Anthony just went back up to the garage.  The 
hell with it.   
 

ANTHONY , WINI & BABY     One old guy had the bus in high gear and he was going      
down this hill on the ice.  Anthony was sitting in the back doing a lot of praying because 
he was scared half to death. The kids would enjoy it but it bothered him. 
 
He was taking the bus into Georgetown one time.  He woke up late, got the bus and 
went around and picked up all the kids.  As he got down the hill into Georgetown and 
was coming down to the light half in a daze he looked up and the light was red.  When 
he hit the brakes the kids came flying out of their seats and books and everything 
elsewere were all over the bus. He stopped at the light.  
“Is anybody hurt?”  
“Noooope”  
“OK, then get your books picked up and get back in you seats.”  He took the little kids to 
the grade school and dumped them off and took the big kids to the high school and 
dumped them off and went back to the post.  That afternoon he picked them up and 
brought them home. He had to go to the officer’s row first and unload all the officer’s 
kids and then go down the non-com’s rows. By the time he parked the bus and got back 
up the barracks the old man wanted to know what the hell happened .  
“What do you mean sir?” 
”You threw two of the kids out of their seats on the bus.   
“I was sliding on the ice and when I hit a dry spot and the wheels caught hold and it 
threw the kids out of their seats.” 
But they turned him in.  They were Patton’s kids.   
 
The troops called him “The Old Man”.  His oldest girl was in a riding show one night, 
riding a horse by the name of Blackjack. She was about the 4th rider and Blackjack was 
a good horse.  She came in the door, made her left turn.  Then she came across the tan 
bark and made a turn into a brush jump and then made the right turn.  Anthony’s friend 
was standing way over on the other side of the riding hall.  He was the bugler and when  



he raised his bugle, her horse saw him do it just 
as he hit the brush jump.  As soon as old “Bull” 
came up with that bugle, the horse shied as she 
made the jump.  When he hit the other side all 
four hooves slid to a direct halt and she went 
over the head.  She was sitting there on the 
ground still holding the reins. Bullwack blew her 
out and he played a big slur at the end of the 
last note.  He helped her up. She got up and she 
was cussing, oh man it was something!  Boy, the 
Old Man was mad because all the big shots from 
Washington had been invited there for this 
Riding Hall Show and his daughter was riding in 
the show. The Old Man was sitting up in the 
bleachers.  He jumped down about five and a 
half feet to the tanbark and chewed her out 
something awful.  He said, “You take that horse 
down and you walk that horse down, groom it 
and put it in its stall.  You get your ass home. 
You will never ride in the hall again“. And by 
God, she never did!   
 
Anthony shipped out to the Pacific Theater in 1943.  He landed in India.  When they 
were in camp, they organized shows for their buddies with all the talent they could 
scrape up among them all.  They assembled all the musical instruments available. 
 
One guy wanted Anthony’s guitar but he wouldn’t give it to him.  It was a brand new 
guitar and he had it in the jungle.  But he lent it to a kid from Texas.  Old Pop Redline, a 
master Sergeant of Anthony’s, offered him thousand rupees. 10 rupees was three 
bucks.  So three hundred.  That was a lot of money.  He wanted it because he played 
fiddle, a violin.  When they were in India, he got his wife to ship him his violin and they 
put on a show for the Red Cross and the British soldiers and the nurses, and all for free.  
They used a flat bed service trailer for hauling aircraft as a stage.  They put on one 
show. They had a P.A. system hooked up.  It went beautifully:  Pop was on the fiddle, 
Anthony was on the guitar, Darbone was on a guitar, and there was another couple kids 
that harmonized out of this world.  One fellow played the guitar and the two of them 
sang and harmonized.  They put on a real nice show.  All of a sudden one nurse 
grabbed that mike and she started messing around.   Anthony said, ”Honey it’s not a 
play toy, you’re gonna bust it!”   
They had to put on a second show without a P.A. system.   
They took a little break in between the shows and in the tents they had flyers put up.  
The tent was loaded with everybody.  Anthony found out when it was over that they paid 
15 anas to get in!  He said to Redline, “That’s it.  That’s the end of the show.  I’m going 
back to the area. “  
“Don’t do that, Jim”.  
“No, they’re charging the kids.  An English nurse told me it cost 15 anas to get in.”   



That was half a rupee and a rupee was 30 cents.  So it was 15 cents to get in to a free 
show run by the Red Cross, furnished by goofballs.   
Bongo, he lived in Toledo, got in with these Red Cross ladies.  He was whippy!  He had 
a cub bear for a pet and Jonesy, he went over the hill in Africa, was in the same tent.  
He had a cross between a baboon and a monkey, a BIG monkey.  Anthony was up in 
the mountains and when he came down one weekend he said to Rico, “Let’s go back to 
the outfit to get somethin’ to eat.” He walked into their tent and he walked right back out.  
He couldn’t stand the smell. The monkey was over in the shower corner and that was 
where he was doing his business.  Oh my God, the smell!  And they slept in there.  
Anthony got some crating lumber and made some furniture, a desk so he could write 
home.  He took some lumber from crates and put it down as a floor, made a shaar pei, a  
bed you put together with 4 pegs and rope.  He got a trash bag made out of silk about 
an inch and a half thick and put it inside a mattress cover.  He used that as a mattress.  

But that monkey ruined the whole 
shebang.   
 
As soon as Anthony finished the wooden 
floor in that tent they shipped him into 
Burma.   
 
1943-44 
As the war continued the United States 
involvement in Burma increased in order to 
present a second front to the Japanese 
war efforts.  The final purpose of the 
construction of the Ledo Road and the 
Burma Road was to supply the Chinese 
armies in China, both Chiang-kai-shek and 
Mao-tse-tung.  . As the road was built, two 
4-inch pipelines were laid side by side to 
supply fuel for cargo vehicles. Chinese 
warlords moved into Burma in the Second 
World War and took over a part of that land 
up there.  A warlord has his own  

BURMA ROAD  Chinese army.  He went down in there and 
took over this land and he still has it up above Myitkina and people don’t’ know 
that 

 
Burma is one of the richest countries in the world and they’re also one of the poorest. 
With all their diamond mines, jades and teakwoods, they don’t know how to exploit it 
and somebody else is making the dough.  In 1950 they had a military takeover by one 
guy who took over the whole country with his army. 
 
There are different groups of people there too, lowlanders and in the mountains, the 
Kachin people. Anthony was going up a trail and he could hear somebody yakking and 
yakking coming towards him.  He slipped his shoulder gun down into his hand. Anthony 



still didn’t trust them.   Boy this guy was big for a Kachin.  He was bigger than Anthony 
so he got his gun in hand.   He was surprised from the look on his face.  They were all 
dressed up coming down the trail, two men and a woman.  He reached up around his 
neck and untied a string up there and he pulled it down. It was a pouch just like Pop’s 
drawstring purse that he carried his change in.  He opened it up and inside he had what 
looked like cotton but it was more like the paper in a candy box. He had all these 
diamonds in there.  He showed them to Huck.  
“Look Sarge!”   
“They’re yours for three rupees”.   
That was ninety cents.  Honest, ninety cents for that handful of diamonds, cut and 
polished!  Anthony said, “I don’t want that garbage.” After he got home and got to 
thinking about those diamonds he finally sat down one day and wrote to Huck and said, 
“Buy all that garbage you can and send it to me and I’ll send you all the money you 
want.” He wrote back, “Too late Sarge, I’m away up past Myitkyina.  
 
Some sharp characters there would take tail light glass out of a truck and cut them into 
rubies and they would sell them.  Oh yeah, TLGs. Tail light glass.  And HLG, head light 
glass.  A lot of the trucks were running on one headlight and no tail lights and stuff like 
that because the lights were stolen.   Somebody must have broken one and when they 
saw it, they cut it up into stones.  They’ start selling them Down in Bonwo, Latche. This 
kid was doing this for Anthony and he didn’t want it.  He could have kicked himself a 
million times since.  
 
Up above Rangoon, the prisoners of war built the railroad in a year’s time in 1942.  
Honest to God.  And there’s an elevated track 10 miles long all the way around this 
mountain, off and on.  But it was terrific. Chenault’s outfit, the Flying Tigers, would climb 
down there in the P-40s and bomb the hell out of it.  They’d get the Japs sitting on white 
horses who were in charge of the POWs.  The Japs wouldn’t lose face.  They wouldn’t 
get off of those white horses so they used to shoot the horse and them too. They were 
only in business 8 months and they merged into the United States Army Air Corps.  The 
way you read about the Flying Tigers, you’d think they were over there a hundred years!  
Chenault lived over there and married a Chinese woman.  
 
Chenault walked out of Burma and then walked back in over the mountains.  Why?  The 
Japs were on them.  Yeah.  The Japs took over all of Burma about seven weeks after 
Pearl Harbor. They were all the way into Imphal in India.  The Ledo Road was built as 
an alternative to the Burma Road so the Allies could supply China after the Japanese 
cut the road in ’42.  It was built by 15,000 US troops, 60% of whom were African –
American in a segregated Army.  They were joined by 35,000 local laborers.  At its 
highest point it was 4600 ft. above sea level.  The gas pipelines were laid above ground 
to supply fuel for the vehicles. 
 
The Japanese had 53,000 men behind his unit in Imphal and another town in India.  
They were surrounded for over 14 months.  Between April and August of 1944, an 
offensive was launched to retake the port of Myitkyina which controlled the upper end of 
the Irrawaddy river.  American and Chinese troops approached the airfield but by the 



wrong road ending up in the northern town of Sitapur where they were ambushed by the 
Japanese.  They spent 2 days in separated conflicts. Sgt Toomey was in a group 
ordered to withdraw.  The group separated during the night.  Anthony got his men with 
their weapons through rice paddies and back to their assigned area. Besides fighting  
Japanese snipers and at times themselves, they faced fatigue, hunger, Naga sores, 
malaria and dysentery. The number of sick equaled the number of wounded. 
 
Anthony was behind enemy lines a long time, when his first sergeant came up one day 
to see him and to know where he was. They wanted to take a ride up the road. They 
stopped at the top of a mountain and watched aircraft way down below flying between 
the hills because they couldn’t fly up where they were.  Finally he stopped and asked 
Sgt. Taylor, the first Sergeant,  
“Do you know where you’re at?” 
“No.” 
“You’re so far behind enemy lines, it ain’t even funny!”  He’d like to have died.   
They didn’t have too many rifles on them.  Anthony had a Tommy gun and a 45 he 
packed all the time which he wasn’t supposed to.  But he carried 21 rounds for the 45 all 
the time.  He took one gunner and he had his rifle.  That was about all the small arms 
they had.  When Anthony told him where they were, boy did they get back down the 
road!  They were trying to pass Anthony’s jeep but he wouldn’t let them. He was blowing 
up the dust and they were trying to pass him. 
 
His officer wouldn’t even come up. They were supposed to get Battle Stars. A guy from 
the 87th came up and gave them Battle Stars.  
“What the hell’s this for?” 
“It’s a Battle Star.  It’s 5 points Toomey.”  You know what he told him!  He was a major, 
a real nice guy, and funny. 
 
Chiang-kai-shek and Vinegar Joe fought all the time.  Chiang-kai-shek wanted to do it 
his way and Vinegar Joe Stilwell knew he’d lose too many men if he’d do it his way and 
he wouldn’t do it. Chiang had Vinegar Joe shanghaied back to the States.  That’s when 
Stilwells troops, the Marauders, were in place and every place they went, Doc 
Seagraves was right behind them.  Gordon Seagraves and his Burmese nurses were 
there all the time, long before the war broke out.  Those ladies, the Burmese nurses, 
never talked or smiled or nothin’.  If you’d come near them, they’d run and hide that’s 
how bashful they were.  But they were good nurses.  Seagraves trained them and when 
war broke out they were ready. When war broke out he just fit right in with the Chinese 
troops. 
 
Anthony was in the jungle long enough to experience the inevitable monsoon season 
which might last 8 months.  It became almost impossible to move vehicles.  He put in a 
call to the motor pool and requested a light truck with the biggest tires they could fit on 
the axle. He succeeded in getting to his next post. 
 
They had a 4 X 4 pick-up, Army service vehicle and Anthony had a jeep.  They 
salvaged parts and made this jeep, with everything except the muffler. When he drove  



down to the outfit and it sounded like a B-17 
coming down the road.  Oh the noise!  They 
came all the way into Lek o pono bridge and 
down through Ledo and across and another 
bridge and on to Chatahoy.  They say the Ledo 
Road starts at Ledo.  They’re crazy.  It started 
down where his outfit was at the rail siding and 
was planned to go 900 miles.  Anthony and his 
partner were going back up the road, and the 6 
plys were down in the ditch working on the road 
and they were down in the water.  Honest to 
God they were 10 feet down in the hole and they were pumping the water out. They 
pulled the jeep through with a big dozer.  They put a cable on the first truck and one on 
the front of each truck behind and they could pull 4 or 5 of you through at one time. 
When they’d pull you through, all this mud and gravel they were putting in, got pushed 
back out.  They had a big pontoon bridge right over the creek as you were going up.  Up 
the road from where his outfit was  between Sikerting and Ninjan they always called it 
the Ledo Road.  But the officers said no, it didn’t start until you left Ledo.  They’re crazy.  
 
The first convoy that was parked over there had a steam apparatus to wash the trucks 
with steam jets to blow the crap off them. Anthony had a tent there and Huck said “Hey 
Sarge, let’s go over and look at that convoy.”  He wanted to cut through the jungle to get 
over on the road.   
Anthony said, “No way! They got guns mounted on turrets. If you come out of the jungle 
they might spray you.” He wouldn’t go over there.   
But the Army started taking all kinds of movie pictures and Huck wanted to cut through 
and come over in front of those trucks. Anthony said “Just don’t move after dark.” 
Bongo over in Toledo told his sister, “If it wasn’t for the Sarge, we wouldn’t be here.” No 
kidding.  
 
He meant what he said.  A Chinese came in their tent one night and Anthony threw his 
knife.  Just by luck the tents weren’t in a row cause when he threw the knife it went 
through the tent cloth and stuck right in the post in the next tent.  It just missed that guy. 
He didn’t know he was a Chinese and was robbing places!  Huck’s head was 6 inches 
away from it.  The guy got up and pulled the knife out. He ran up to Lak o poni bridge.   
Anthony started up the creek and sprayed a few clips.  On this side were American MPs 
and on the other side Chinese.  One American jumped up on the back of his 6 ply.  He 
looked in and saw GI clothing and the Chinese took off. So they blew out a few tires and 
he was running on flats.  The MP just followed him up into an area, called a Chinese 
officer and told him, “I want the guy that brought that truck in here.”  So they hanged 
him.  If he hadn’t been caught he would have been a big Baboo.  But the Chinese 
caught him.  They were wild. They’d hang you as fast as look at you.  If you were 
caught doing something wrong or if you were coming down the mountain and they hit 
you with their 6 X 6, they’d jump up and start shooting.  They’d kill you and push the 
truck over the side because they had damaged their own truck and they would get 
hanged for it or shot.  It was crazy.   



 
Rumor had it that they were flying a bunch of them back to India for basic training and 
this 46 or 47 lost one engine and all the Chinese bailed out with no ‘chutes.  “Ding how, 
ding how”, everything was good.  The officer was pushing them out the door. They were 
flying with no door and the officer pushed them out the door with no ‘chutes.  But if you 
tell people that they won’t believe you.  They were crazy.  They’d get up, light a lantern 
and start through the woods to go to the bathroom and Pfft!  That was the end of the 
lantern.  Sarge had a pair of ears from two men.  They only cut only one ear off. 
 
French speaking Africans went in with them, wonderful colored guys. Darbone was from 
Louisiana and he could speak French.  One day one of these guys asked Darbone if he 
thought Anthony would let him play his guitar.  “Hell, yeah!”  He could speak broken 
English.  He lent him the guitar and he started singing “My Bonny Lies Over the Ocean”.  
Then they heard that damned song for 24 hours!  The whole room would sing it.  That 
was the only song he could play and they all knew the words to it. 
 
They were on a side wheeler steamboat, almost like “The Island Queen” but low slung, 
almost on the water.  Anthony used to ride almost on the wheel in case they rolled you 
could just dive in the water.  The pilot would call down from the wheelhouse screaming 
and hollering to level he boat off.  He couldn’t speak English. He was scared it would 
roll.  They capsize all the time over there. You’d watch the bodies floating down the 
river.  This body was floating down the creek with the boom up in the air and Anthony 
hollered “Look at this coming down!” Everybody came to look at it.  He was face down in 
the water, body up in the air. 
 
 
There was a battle way down below them where 50,000 Japanese started in and only 
15,000 finished.  Most of them starved to death because they out ran their supply line.    
They killed their mules and horses and ate them.  They would snare rats for meat.  
That’s where young Bill Toomey was killed. He was standing up assembling a light 30 
caliber machine gun. They thought they had cleaned a hill off. But there were two Japs 
left and one got Bill standing up.  A sharpshooter got him right between the eyes. 
Anthony took a picture of the cemetery where they put him down for a while.  There’s 
Indian, Chinese and American writing all over the hill.  Now Bill is re-buried over on 
Oahu at the cemetery in the crater called the Punchbowl, number 1001.  It’s from an old 
volcano.  Ernie Pyle’s buried up there too.  He should never have been shot but he was 
like a rooster and stuck his head up, got back down and the next time he looked up, 
they had him. 
 
When the Japanese came to Gimpo, they had the Americans.  The only way the 
Americans could get out was by aircraft.  They were in there with British troops that 
came in by night and slept on the hill they took.  They were all covered with fire ants and 
they had a hell of a time.  The ants were all over them.  They wouldn’t move.  They 
didn’t know what was going on. The whole hillside was full of fire ants chewing them up.  
They never took the rail head and they could have done it real easy if they had just 
broken off and come up toward the Americans on the right and split their forces.  They 



were trying to work the rail line, but it didn’t work.  There were two battles right there real 
close.  But the Allies wiped them out.  It was a real shame.  That general that was 
leading the Japanese was supposed to commit hara-kiri but he went back to Japan.  He 
isn’t living now and he died a natural death.  A big SNAFU like that was supposed to 
commit hara-kiri but he didn’t.   
 
 
One of the kids from the outfit was picked up from Africa.  He was down in Shinbyiyang.  
Anthony volunteered to take a motor in one day with a load of bombs.  When he found 
the field he went in and left the truck sit while he and the gunner went into this fuselage, 
opened up some folding cots and laid down.  He didn’t have end sticks for his cot.  His 
head and feet were hanging down on both ends.  He gave Huck the sticks. Another guy 
was laying in a folding cot.  All at once they heard a noise.  Anthony rolled out on the 
aluminum floor.  The other guy said, “It’s all right, Sarge, I’ll show you.”  He picked up a 
flashlight and took him to the back end of the fuselage where he had a monkey, no tail, 
all black and white at the eyes. The mother fell out of a tree and he was feeding it with a 
wee tiny little bottle like a baby doll bottle.  He wanted Anthony to take it back with him.  
“No thanks.”  
 
Right after that, they came down from the mountains.  Kuczinski, who was a ballet 
dancer in peace time and stuttered, was to come up and tell him that his orders were 
down at the outfit.  Huck Collins came running up.  “Now Sarge, act real surprised but 
Kuczinski is going to come up and tell you that your orders are down at the outfit for you 
to go home.”  The kid in the office, a Jewish boy who was his friend, knew he had 
enough points.   
 
The same clerk, Johnny Simons, got Kuczinski’s orders cleared through Washington for 
him to go home.  He was going to be tried for it, but they couldn’t.  Jesse Taylor 
wouldn’t let them pull that stuff on them.  But it didn’t come to the 73rd, it went down to 
the 74th.  The C.O shanghaied him out.  He was a first lieutenant for a long time, regular 
Army.  Every time they found out his captain’s bars were going to catch up to him, they 
shanghaied him out. Well they didn’t succeed this time.  He went from the service group 
at the 73rd to the 74th.  His orders came in and he outranked them all, even guys who 
had captain’s bars.  It was prorated back to his day of promotion.  His orders didn’t 
catch up with him all the way from Africa to India into Burma.   
 
He came down and knocked on the door.  
“Sarge, I made a few boo-boos, how can I get back in good graces with the men?”  
“You’re talking to the wrong guy.  You’re talking to Pumphreys and Pumphreys is no 
good. When we get back to the States all you have to do is throw a booze party.”   
Boy did they have a party, on a weekend.  He got all the officers and the nurses he 
knew whisky rations and all the beer he could get.  They had a few rhubarbs once the 
booze started hitting, if one guy didn’t like another one. Well, what a week end!  Come 
Monday, those guys would go through hell for him because he was a regular guy.  But 
his lieutenant was “You’ve got to go do this with these guys, they won’t do this, so 
you’ve got to do this.”  He was believing an officer who was full of BS. 



 
Then they flew Anthony down to a courts martial for speeding.  Coming down through 
Ledo, he made Margherita railroad bridge but they said he ran a red light.  He was down 
at Chattahoy in the village.  Huck Collins was trying to find fish hooks so they could go 
fishing.  He was sitting on the road for a good while with two other guys in the jeep.  
Along came two MPs flying down the road.  They arrested him for speeding. Boy was 
he mad and he pointed a gun at them.  He told them if they didn’t get away from him 
he’d blow them in half.”  He meant it. He was goofy.   
 
He put his license on the jeep.  The MP looked at it and he couldn’t believe it.  It said 
A-N-Y.  What could he drive? A-N-Y.  Any vehicle in the Army, even a tank.  He had it 
for years even after he came home.  The MP never saw one before. They flew him 
down to the 74th to be tried for this speeding ticket.  He told them, “I was sitting on the 
edge of the road and my gunner was looking for fishhooks to go fishing”.  This board of 
a couple of colonels pulled a bunch of crap about one lieutenant being shot at up where 
he was.  
“They said you shot at Lt Flores.”   
“Is he still walking?”  
“Yeah” “ 
”He didn’t get hit?”  
“No”   
“Then I didn’t shoot at him!  If I took a bead on him, I wouldn’t miss!”  And he meant 
what he said. 
 
Then Pumphreys tried to get him busted.  He was crossing a field one night with 4 in a 
jeep.  The field was straight.  He saw a reflection in the field in the moonlight.  He was 
going pretty good just as he hit the reflection.  It was a ditch full of water.  When he hit 
the other side the jeep went up in the air and came down with the wheels turned out.  
He ruined one wheel. So he put the spare on and had to take one big guy from 
Shamokin to the hospital for his head.  Anthony had a hole in his mouth where it split.  
The doctor said “I’ll take you first.” 
“No, take him.” 
“I’ll take you first cause I have to sew you up.”  So they sewed up the inside of his 
mouth.   
 
Pumphreys was going to have him busted. Oh he was going to have Anthony pay for 
that jeep!  
Jesse Taylor said “Lieutenant, you are not going to do anything.”  
Lt Diamato was standing there laughing and he said “Jesse, are you going to tell him or 
am I?”  They were both lieutenants.   
Finally Jesse said “Lt, if you try to bust Sgt. Toomey, you have to go through 
Washington.”  Because he was a buck Sergeant in the regular Army.  So that was the 
end of that, there was no more from him.  Diamato knew his book.  A few things he said 
wrong but Anthony would just shake his head.  “What is it Sergeant?”  Anthony would 
quote what it was out of the book without even looking at the book.  His master 
Sergeant at Fort Myers would pull the book out of his pocket and Anthony would tell him 



paragraph and page because when you’re in the cavalry you have to learn that book 
page for page. 
 
Anthony finally got his orders to go home.  He was on board a ship in Burma and she’d 
go in and hit bottom and come back up.  Once you’d go in the fan tail would come up 
out of the water.  Brrrm!  You’d think every rivet in the ship was coming out but it was all 
welded.  It was scary.  They had the life lines out 13 times!  It took 65 days to come 
home.  He got orders June 6 and got home September 29.  A buddy of his that was with 
him in the cavalry went all the way through WW II and he ended up in Japan while 
Anthony was up in Burma.  Anthony had to get out of his outfit to get his orders.  They 
weren’t at his outfit.  He had to go down to see his old C.O.  He was glad to see them.  
But the officer cried like a baby.  He said, 
“You stay here and you’ll get a field commission”.   
“I’m going home”.   
He flew into Calcutta, India, with a Class A priority to fly to the States.  He was 
supposed to fly to New Delhi and get a flight from there back to the States on a C 54, 
four engine job, but some 2nd lieutenant talked him into waiting on a ship. 
  
Anthony put his name in for a watch detail and they found out he was a machine 
gunner.  As soon as he got aboard ship they made him a gun captain in charge of a 20 
mm gun in a 20 mm nest.  He trained the crew because he knew the gun. The one guy 
he had ran a steam engine over at J & L. Anthony told him to put in for a scraper or a 
painter and he’d  get 3 meals a day.  Otherwise you only get 2 meals, one in the 
morning and one in the evening.   
 
One Nissei fellow was a prisoner of war down in Burma.  They had him in a stockade 
there.  He was a Japanese-American but he was a professor in the States.  He couldn’t 
speak Japanese but he could talk everything else and he worked behind enemy lines as 
an interpreter.  The other guy with him could speak Japanese.  He was in the stockade 
and every time he tried to talk to an officer they’d punch him.  One day a young officer 
was walking past and he said “Sir, could you get in touch with General so-and-so and 
tell him where I am?”  Over the damn phone came the order “Get that man out of that 
stockade! I’m flying down there as soon as possible” and the general came and took 
him out.   
 
You should have seen some of the checks some of them had!  One Girene had a check 
that must have been a foot long.  He was a POW too.  He must have had 5 or 6 months 
of back pay in that one check and they were shooting dice. Anthony was cleaning the 
ship out!   
 
That one Nissei wasn’t heavy enough to cock the gun.  He’d try and try. Anthony just 
put his hand on top of his head and pushed him down.  He’d hit the deck and the 
springs of the gun would come flying back up.  So he was made the loader.  He’d get in 
the harness.  Every time Anthony was on watch they’d practice on those guns.   
He was at Leyte, Saipan, Tinian and finally Okinawa.   
 



At Okinawa as far as your eye could see were ships.  They were working up there and 
here comes a goofball in a Grumann, one of those real little airplanes or a half an 
airplane, and he came flying across the ships.  Man, it was all engine.  He was coming 
straight at them. Anthony figured he was going to hit the aerial between the two masts.  
He was almost into their ship when he put that thing into a climb and went straight up in 
the air.  All at once he flipped over and took off.  He was just playing around, scaring 
them half to death.   
 
Once just as Anthony came off a watch and off the gun, he looked over the side and 
there was a PBF.  He looked for his brother FJ flying that torpedo bomber and the tears 
came to his eyes.  They were flying below them.  They were crazy but they were kids.  
The aircraft were way down there and he was on the top side on the main deck.  There 
were a couple of decks above.  Here comes this “steamboat” alongside, chug, chug, 
chug.  It looked slower than slow but maybe he was doing 25 mph. He was flying pretty 
good above them but compared to that bumble bee of a dive bomber, what a difference!  
He was probably doing about 150.   Anthony kept trying to look inside the coupe.  There 
were two men and he kept watching. Finally he said “My brother flies one of those damn 
things” and he kept looking.  That was at Okinawa.   
 
Coming out of the river they hit a sand bar.  They had an Englishman as pilot and he 
was really laying that ship over.  She was rocking and didn’t want to go.  She was 
sucking sand.  All at once they came to the mouth of the river.  The pilot got on and led 
them out into the bay.  They picked up a ship to run with them.  He was running with his 
marker lights on, no kidding.  Anthony got on the gun and called the bridge and told 
them, “Turn those lights out or I’m going to blow them out.  You’d better give them so 
many seconds to get those lights out.”    That goofball wouldn’t turn them out and finally 
the ships just started drifting away and drifting away.  They both went over the horizon 
and that other ship was sunk.  He went down.  The kid on the radio took the SOS and 
the mayday, filed it away and never turned it in to the captain.  They went to Perth, 
Australia, from there up to New Guinea.  They almost had a collision there with an LST.  
He wasn’t going to back off but when they blew that horn from on top of the wheel 
house Anthony jumped a foot off the deck!  Scared the hell out of him. Those horns are 
large.  You could see the GMs in the LST.  Wrrr when he threw it aft from full throttle to 
full reverse.  He was trying to come around them and come in through the gate to get 
inside the bay and inside the net.  Transport had the right of way.  The captain blew the 
horn because they stopped in there to take on stores, potatoes or whatever.   
 
They left New Guinea and went up to Leyte Gulf, picking people up and dropping 
people off.  Anthony thought everybody on board was coming home.  One kid who was 
on watch with him, one of his gunners, went ashore in Saipan. They picked up an outfit 
that fought every battle from California all the way across the Pacific.  This kid and his 
outfit were going in to replace them and clean up that island. 
. 
They got orders from the bridge to keep a sharp watch for suicide craft. They were 
passing a place where the kid on the bridge said “It looks like Sugarloaf Mountain”.  It 
was just another island to him.  So he told everybody on watch to keep a sharp lookout.  



When it got real cold out he’d let half of them go down into the magazine to keep warm 
and the other half on duty.  Then they would come up and switch off.  Before they would 
go down he would tell them “Give me your cigarettes, lighters, everything”. He wouldn’t 
let them in that magazine with anything in their pockets, but most of them didn’t smoke. 
 
They left Leyte and went to Saipan and Tinian and then Okinawa. They were trying to 
hide there just when they dropped those two pineapples on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, 
the two big ones.  He left there and joined a crew running subs. They said, “Anything 
under the surface, take it, it’s the enemy.”  He believed some U.S. subs were sunk by 
their own men because they were under the surface. Those were the orders from Pearl 
Harbor.  They were right off of Pearl when Japan surrendered.  A few days later when 
Butterballs, Macarthur, went aboard the battleship Missouri and signed the surrender 
right in Tokyo Bay.  He hoped the Arthur MacArthur down at Arlington wasn’t as bad as 
he was.  There is a big statue of Arthur MacArthur on a horse in a tomb up at the top of 
the ridge.  He’s facing the opposite direction from the tomb of the Unknown Soldier. 
When he went into Leyte Gulf after they had already invaded the big island, the 
Phillipinos had the beaches and the Japs weren’t on the beach.  When MacArthur got 
off the LST gate into the water, he slipped and fell while they were taking movies.  So 
he went back aboard ship and changed clothes.  Oh you never hear about that.  He 
came back and he walked ashore with the help of a couple of grunts. He was walking 
with that damn pipe.  But the tie salesman knocked the pins out from under him!  
Truman knocked him down to size.  He just lost too many men.  “Give me 15 men and 
I’ll take those two guys down the road.  If you got 30 down there, give me 500.  If you 
got 300 Japs down there, I want two armies.”  He put them in against machine guns and 
everything else.  
 
A whole group of guys from Woods run went in the service together.  Steve Savka who 
lived down Lucky Alley and Jimmy Dooley, Joe Witkowski, and that whole group from 
Woods Run were all in the same outfit.  They all went in together.  They were heading 
up through the islands.  They were told not to keep the strap under their chins because 
when they jumped overboard it would break their neck. The first time the ship was 
torpedoed Steve wasn’t thinking because it happened so fast he jumped with the 
chinstrap closed.  They picked them all up and gave them R & R. After a few weeks 
they put them on another ship and sent them back over through the islands.  That time 
the ship was torpedoed and broke in half.  They all ran to one end of the boat and some 
of them refused to jump overboard.  They figured they would go down with the ship.  
One half of the ship sank and the other half didn’t.  They rescued them and gave them 
R & R again.  Then they put them on another boat going through the islands.  Dooley 
was not on the same boat but they were in the same convoy.  As they were going 
through the islands, one of the captains of the troops ordered the captain of the ship to 
go into one of the islands even though they had orders to by-pass those islands.  This 
captain wanted to make a name for himself.  They pulled in and unloaded.  He said to 
Steve, “You go first because you’re smaller and you’’ll be harder to hit.”  So Steve went 
into the jungle on this island.  He saw this Japanese come up from behind a stump and 
shoot. He shot him right beside the nose and under his right eye.  It came out the back 
of his ear.  He may have been shot in a couple more places but he didn’t talk about it.  



Joe Witkoski was the one who found Steve on the island.  Joe was a sergeant.  He was 
working his way through when he came upon Steve. The first thing you know, Steve’s 
back in California in the hospital.  When they landed on the next island, Jimmy Dooley 
went looking for Steve.  Jimmy was on the island and Steve was back in California in 
the hospital:  two ships shot out from under him and shot in the head.  He used to rave if 
he ever saw that captain again….He had a disability pension but they cut his pension 
down.  Every time they say to take a physical, be sure you take it. 
 
Anthony got home and opened one letter from Grant, a real good friend that he had 
talked into going into the medics.  Anthony got his first letter and opened it. A good 
friend got killed.  When he opened the next letter it was something else. He took them 
all out and threw them all into the furnace and never opened another one.   
 
Anthony never was able to leave this war behind.  He packed a rod all the time.  When 
someone called FJ and said “What the hell’s the matter with that brother of yours, he 
almost killed me?”  Fran said to him, “What did you do, sneak up behind him?”  He 
knew right away.  Once a neighbor came up and she touched him and spoke at the 
same time.  He got her with his elbow.  He could not take a sudden surprise. Sarge was 
always on guard. 
 
After a short stint working with his brother Joe in the upholstery shop, he put all his 
driving experience to good use as a long distance truck driver. 
 
He also fit in work at DRAVO Corporation as a welder.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



TOM TOOMEY  
Tom was over at Uncle Ted’s place on Stayton Street when he was 3 or 4 year’s old  
with the older members of the family.  Every time Uncle Ted saw him, he’d ask him to 
do the Shimmy.  Being a commercial type of person, he recognized a business 
opportunity.  If he did it properly, he got tipped.  So little Thomas started doing the 
Shimmy.  They visited Aunt Em on Eckert Street with one of his uncles: “Tom, do the 
shimmy.”  He quivered all over.  It was good for a nickel but his agent may have wanted 
his 10%! 
 
When Pop would bake, there was almost a fight to get the heel of his bread, maybe it 
was chewier.  Tom helped him knead that dough several times  He had a big aluminum 
bowl about 24 inch wide with a base on it.  They would knead and knead that bread.  
He’d put a cloth on it, put it near the oven to rise. Then they would knead it some more.  
It would rise up and he’d make his loaves.  
That bread disappeared in a hurry.  The only 
thing is, if there was anything left after 3 days it 
was pretty hard. He baked a lot just for the 
family.  Even though bread might have been 
10 or 12 cents a loaf, he saved a few pennies 
because he was the only one working and 
there might be at least 3 or 4 still at home.  
Tony might have been in and out playing 
music but he was still home.  Pop usually 
cooked the Sunday dinner.  Mom wouldn’t 
cook on Sunday.  He enjoyed cooking Sunday 
dinner.  And he usually cooked enough in case 
somebody dropped by which they usually did.   
 
On one childhood trip down to Ohio to visit his 
cousin Earl Moore, one of the older brothers 
drove.  Earl had a cherry tree in his yard.  Tom 
had never picked a fresh cherry in his life and 
gorged on those things.  Nobody stopped 
them.  All of the kids had cherries.  They had 
cherry faces by the time they got home.      TOM ON SHERIFF STREET  
 
When you were a child you like to make noise. The kids would get Wilson’s milk cans 
and stamp down on them so that they clamped around each shoe.  One on each foot, 
they’d go running around the neighborhood and down the street, clank, clank, clank, 
having a ball.  You didn’t have to have expensive sports equipment.  When they had a 
football team, they organized with other teams in the city within a certain weight group.  
They averaged 165 pounds. But many of the teams they contacted, instead of being 
165 pounds, they’d be 185 pound weight.  They’d be looking at monsters until they got 
to know them.  So they’d go out against 145 pound weight and be playing their own size  
 



They didn’t need to have anybody set minor leagues or little leagues.  When they 
decided to have a baseball game, they’d call somebody in another neighborhood and 
ask “Do you want to have a game in Riverview Park?”  They’d pick up teams and go out 
and play baseball.   
 
The teenaged kids played football up until New Years.  One football game was played in 
over a foot of snow.  Tom had a brand new set of rubber cleats on his football shoes. 
They built fires on the sidelines in 50 gallon drums with any kind of fuel.  There were a 
few spectators.  They were nuts too.  In the snow around the 40 yard area they couldn’t 
find the lines and it was packed down into a sheet of ice.  As long as Tom was playing 
he wasn’t cold.  He got cold was when they had a time out at the half.  They got a 15 
minute break and stood around the fire almost freezing to death.  Then they went back 
and played football again on that sheet of ice.  When Tom got home again at the end of 
the day his cleats no longer had any rubber on them, just the metal shaft of the screw 
threads.  He had to throw them away because the ice had just chewed that rubber to 
bits.  It must have been 25 degrees out. People would come out to watch just because it 
was a football game.  Guys from the neighborhood would come out and watch them 
play.  They were stamping their feet on the sidelines standing around the fire and 
watching.   
 
Many times they played football on Thanksgiving.  Very seldom did they have a 
schedule.  Somebody would call during the week and say that somebody was 
advertising for a game.  You would advertise for games by weight and class. Only one 
time did they belong to a league.  They played for the championship against a team 
from Mt Washington in the West End.  It was a narrow field and it wound up in a 6-6 tie.  
It wasn’t a regulation field.  It was only 40 yards wide and they were hitting the fences.  
After that, they went back to the old system.  They didn’t have anybody guiding them.  
One year they had only 13 players on the whole team: 11 men on the field and two 
substitutes, all from the neighborhood.  Today they have 30 or 40 people on a team. 
 
 
Tom and Fran went to their sister Mary Duschl’s home in Toledo, Ohio, a couple of 
years in a row for summer vacation.  Their brother–in-law Fred Duschl bought one of 
the first cars with headlights mounted on the fenders. They joked about riding between 
two headlights all the way to Detroit.  When they started the summer, Fran was was 2 or 
3 inches shorter than Tom.  By the end of the vacation he was suddenly 2 or 3 inches 
taller. He had grown 5 or 6 inches in the span of a month and a half.  He just shot up.   
 
They went on picnics to Camp Horne with friends and caught snakes in the creek. 
Camp Horne was established for the use of Joseph Horne employees first but open to 
the public also.  As a Horne’s employee, Pop had first dibs on a reservation. 
  
Tom and other kids would undo a roller skate to make a scooter, nail one to the front 
and one to the back of a board with an elevated steering rod. He was riding skates 
down Brighton Road, hit a rock and tore open his hand. 
 



They saved glass bottles and returned them for 5 cents 
and saved silver paper from chewing gum wrappers. 
 
Tom caught up to Anthony in 5th grade at St Francis 
Xavier.  They shared a desk. Tom was orderly and 
stacked his books on top of the desk.  Anthony swiped 
the desk clean.   Tom cried. Anthony ran outside.  Sr. 
Constanza politely asked Tom to go out and “please 
ask Anthony to come back into the classroom.”  Tom 
loved school and was a good student.  Once when he 
returned to visit one of his teachers, he was very 
disappointed to discover that the good sisters of Mercy 
at St. Francis Xavier had trouble remembering who he 
was.  But they remembered his brother Anthony very 
clearly for sliding down the drain pipe to escape the 
classroom. 
 
Other summers Tom played baseball but he never got 
interested in track.   
 
One group from the neighborhood went camping up in French Creek in Crawford 
County:  Muchy Veraldi, Frank Dvorsky, Tom Toomey, maybe one or two others.  They 
were sitting around a campfire discussing whether they should raid the postman’s corn 
field or not.  The postman lived up the road and was rather isolated.  .  “No. he’s too 
nice of a guy and we’re liable to get caught”.  So they didn’t take any corn but the 
following day he came down with a bushel of corn and gave it to them.   They had corn 
coming out their ears.  It was great. 
 
They decided to go skinny dipping at night.  There was a little bit of a rapids out there.  
They’d go down the rapids hitting rocks and everything else for about a quarter of a mile 
and then walk back on this country road. Any time they saw a car coming, which was 
seldom, they’d hide in the ditch or woods.  So here were a bunch of young kids, walking 
a country road, nude, and having a great time. 
 
Then there was an ardent bass fisherman who used to fish near the camp in a boat.    
He caught a couple and was in 7th heaven.  They were all about 12 inches and weighed 
maybe a pound.  There weren’t that many fish in the creek, but he was gonna take what 
he could.   
 
NEIGHBORS 
Anthony and Tom ran barefoot all summer.  The water at the foot of Stayton Street right 
beside Brighton Road wasn’t a swamp, it was a pond.  It had to be spring fed just like 
the well in the house. When Tom was little, Duke’s lived there on a houseboat for a 
while.  When he was 4 or 5 Tom used to go down there and catch tadpoles.  Somebody 
made a makeshift raft.  Anthony and Tom were out there poling out from the shore.  
Neither one could swim.  They were fascinated with frogs and would catch the tadpoles 



in a bottle and take them home.  If only he had known that those tadpoles grow into frog 
legs!  If Mom and Pop had known what they were doing, they would have blasted their 
backsides. 
 
Searights had a couple of trucks.  They would haul loads of dirt and fill and they filled in 
the great big hollow where the little pond had been across the street on Stayton. After a 
big fire in a tobacco warehouse over near town, the Searights got the contract to haul 
the damaged goods away.  They were dumping a couple truck loads of supposedly 
damaged cigars in the vacant lot between Toomeys and the Searights.  They figured 
the weather would finally do away with it.  It never happened because every man in the 
neighborhood was out there grabbing cigars.  Tom was only 9 years of age and he was 
grabbed one container of cigars which at that time was probably worth 50 cents a piece.  
They were in a container, silver foil wrapped.  They took handfuls of cigars into Pop.  He 
had them for weeks, happily smoking.  They had all kinds of cigars out there:  expensive 
cigars, cheap cigars.  You name it, they had it.  The pile went down like a snow drift in 
July until the only thing that was left was cigar scraps.  Every man who smoked in that 
neighborhood had cigars that lasted him half a lifetime.  Pop didn’t know about it until 
Tom brought them home.     
 
Pop would make his own beer.  Zoppis bootlegged beer.  He ran trucks from the 
garages behind his house.  Somebody phoned home one night to say the feds were 
watching so no beer went out that night.  Another neighbor made beer in the attic and 
he got raided.  Feds poured beer down the gutter in the street. 
 
1937 - HOUSEBOAT  
Joe and Tony Metzler were partners in the upholstery business in Midland.  In order to 
cut down on expenses, Joe built a houseboat and moored it on the Ohio River in 
Midland.  When Tom was in his 3rd year in high school, Joe asked Tom to stay on it 
while they were working.  He had a wonderful summer swimming, meeting all kinds of 
people and keeping house on a houseboat.  He ruled the roost until the first one got 
home from work in the late afternoon. 
 
It was a good summer.  The whole family came down.  They formed a club and Tom 
was president. A girl named Alice Cogwell was vice-president.  They built a raft 
supported by 50 gallon oil drums with a diving board.  You’d hit the diving board and it 
would touch the water and then spring up to dive off.  They would hit the water on their 
bellies.  The diving board wasn’t that great because you were almost in the water when 
you jumped on it.  They would try to take a clean dive but no way.  Tow boat wakes 
would rock the boat.     
 
You could walk along the riverbank near the houseboat and pick wild grapes.  It was 
located a couple miles east of Midland towards Pittsburgh.  There was a railroad track 
running beside it with a nice little beach there.  When Tom first went down there hardly 
anybody went swimming.  Before the summer was over they’d be out with their picnics 
and everything else.  They suddenly became the unofficial lifeguards.  Everybody used 
the bathhouse that they built.   



 
The boat consisted of a pontoon base and two rooms.  The added a bathroom 
extension on one end made from a refrigerator box made out of cheap plywood.  They 
put some braces on it to extend it over the water so when you went to the bathroom, 
everything went into the river.  With the rains and the water, the cheap plywood warped 
and bats got up in the plywood by the dozens.  The first time Mom Toomey went in 
there she made a remark about the noises.  Joe said, “Well, they’re bats.”  He got a 
shotgun out. He only put one shot into that thing, but the bats fell out into the river. 
Broken wings, decapitations, a whole mess. One shot and he had buckshot all through 
the outhouse.  Word got around the bat colony “Don’t go to Toomey’s, he’s rough!”   
 
Joe had the houseboat a little over a year. Tom went down one summer when he was in 
high school and kept house for them. Unfortunately he didn’t know anything about 
cooking.  His optimism made up for his lack of culinary experience. One night Tom 
cooked a big mess of spaghetti and a big mess of home-fried potatoes.   7 o’clock rolled 
around and neither Tony nor Joe was home so Tom started eating a little bit; 9 o’clock, 
a little bit more.  By 11:30 it was all gone, and it was enough to feed 6 people.  Tom had 
eaten all that spaghetti and all those potatoes by himself and then went to bed.  Joe 
came in after he was asleep.  The reason Joe was late that night was that Tony Metzler 
had been arrested and thrown into jail. He was a big, burly guy, a heck of a fine guy. 
 

 
They never could agree on what 
happened next.    What happened 
was that everybody went to bed 
leaving the boat in its original 
position without sparring out farther 
from shore.  During the night the 
water level dropped leaving them 
stranded on a sand bar. Tom got up 
during the night. As his feet hit the 
floor, he found the houseboat was 
tilted.  He woke Joe right away.  
“We’re on top the sand bar, the river 

has gone out!”  
 
They were stranded on a sand bar, couldn’t do anything about it.  They figured that 
when the water came back up it would get inside, so they carried all the furnishings to 
shore.  The last item was the lampshade for a kerosene lamp.  As Tom was going 
through the tilted doorway, holding the glass lampshade in his left hand, he bumped the 
doorjamb and it broke.  Joe went through the roof!    
 
They closed the dam again and the water started back up.  That meant they had a 
sunken houseboat stuck on a sand bar.  If it had fallen flat it would have come up of its 
own accord.  But it was tilted and one side was down where the hole was and the water 
was entering through that.  If they had sparred out they would have been all right.  That 



was a spectacle!  Joe drove to Pittsburgh, picked up Anthony, Babe Scott, and they 
brought a Scott child with them named Niney.  He was about 6 or 7 years old and there 
were one or two other people.  Everybody was advising Anthony about how to raise the 
houseboat because he was the only one in the water. They brought house jacks and 
had them under the hull.  He’d been there for a while workin’ and it was cold.  He’d 
come out blue around the lips and they’d give him a shot of whiskey and he’d go back in 
the water for a few minutes.  It was like a public works project.  You have 15 chiefs and 
only one Indian.  Tony was the Indian.  Finally he got the hull up to where they could 
start bailing it out.  They organized a bucket brigade.  There were spaces in the hull 
where you could bail out.  It took them all day, Then they moved things back aboard and 
moved into it again.  It wasn’t damaged at all which was a relief.  
 
Little Niney Scott got into the 12 foot Johnny boat with a flat bottom. He was going to go 
for a ride on the river but he couldn’t handle the oars.  “Hey, Babe, Niney’s in that boat.”  
”Oh, he’ll be all right.”  The current was taking him down the river.  He wouldn’t have 
been able to row back against anything.  Tom dove in, got to the boat and brought him 
back.  Babe was standing nice and dry and Tom was half frozen to death from the cold 
water!   
 
People in Midland were always confusing Tom and Joe.  Walking down the street at 
night Tom’s friends would say “Hi Tom” to Joe and Joe’s friends would say “Hi, Joe”  to 
Tom.  If they were side by side there was no way you could mistake them but when 
apart they definitely resembled each other.  Tom always thought he was the good 
looking one, and he was taller.  He just 
spent the whole summer there in order 
to have something to do.  He did a little 
cooking and a lot of swimming.  
 TOM TOOMEY –  

OLIVER GRADUATE 
Mom Toomey went down a couple of 
times and once she went swimming.   
It was the first and only time Tom ever 
saw her swim.  The bed she was 
sleeping in on the boat was 18 inches 
off the floor and much higher than the 
one at home.  One night there was a 
tell- tale thump as she hit the deck.  
That woke her up!   
 
At this point in the Depression there 
were only three children at home, but 
money was still tight.  One night as they 
sat down the supper, Tom looked at the 
beans on his plate and at the beans on 
Fran’s plate and blurted out “You’ve got 
one more bean than I have!” POW, right 



across the head!  Pop said he should be satisfied he got any. 
 
Tom pushed his mother to let him finish Oliver High School and have Fran and Helen 
finish also.  He didn’t want to spend his life laboring. After graduation, he went to work 
as a clerk in a shipping company 
 
He bought a ’36 Ford that would drive on ice by shifting through 1st, 2nd,and 3rd gear 
 
He tried to enlist in Dec ‘42 for WW II but was rejected 3 times because he lacked his 
back molars.  He tried to explain to the doctor that he wasn’t planning to bite the enemy.  
He was finally drafted in December of 1942 because the Army changed the 
requirements.  He quit his job at the freight company and enlisted. 

He entered clerical school camp at 
Camp Barkley, TX.  Then he took 
medical training at Fort Meade, MD, 
for classification. This required medical  
squad training.  He learned first aid in 
ROCS but was never trained as a litter 
bearer. He was in the medical 
administrative corps where he got 
commissioned. He didn’t consider it a 
combat arm, so he asked for a combat 
arm. 
He always thought the craziest thing 
he ever did was become a pilot.  He 
didn’t even tell them about it at home 
until he was accepted.  He was in the 
medics when he asked for the transfer. 
 “Well what would you want?”  
 “How about the infantry or the artillery 
or somewhere where I can do some 
good?” 
They said the only branch you could 
transfer to out of the medical 
administrative corps was the Army Air 

Corps because they’re the only people 
that the medical administrative corps  
considered to be smarter than they are.  

LT. THOMAS TOOMEY    That’s what they told him when he   
US ARMY AIR CORPS    applied.  He didn’t tell them that he  

had applied for them once before and  
had been turned down. Lo and behold 

he was accepted.  His orders transferring him to the Air Corps came through and he 
went to Nashville Tenn for classification, then he transferred to Fort Bragg, NC.   
 



On the paperwork there, they asked “What do you want to be, pilot, navigator, or 
bombardier?”  Since he was already commissioned, he put down “Pilot only”.  If he 
couldn’t be the pilot, he didn’t want to be a navigator or bombardier.  He’d rather to go 
back to the medical administrative corps.  So they took all the tests.  On one test, a 
wheel went around and it had an offset copper piece about the size of a dime.  You had 
to keep a rod on it as much as you could while the wheel went around at a fair rate of 
speed.  It was checking your coordination.  The guy next to him got this electrified 
needle and he ran it back and forth on the disc rather than trying to hold it.   
 
Tom ran it back and forth hitting it the majority of times, or keeping in the vicinity and not 
going off.  There was no way you could keep it on there permanently.  Tom passed 
those tests for pilot training and they accepted him as a pilot.  He went back to the 
barracks and almost had his head punched in.  A husky young guy across the row of 
bunks was crying cause he didn’t make pilot training. They accepted him for navigator 
or bombardier.  
“Here I am.  I could do this and that in college and that little blankety-blank over there, 
they accepted him as a pilot and they turned me down!” 
Tom was the probably the scrawniest pilot trainee accepted, weighing in at a scrappy 
138 pounds.  The other guy weighed 185-190, the athletic type.   
“How did you get it and I didn’t?”     
“I put down ‘Pilot Only’”.  
”Aah”. He took all three choices.  He would accept anything.  
Tom would have refused navigator training if they had let him.  He had no desire to stick 
his neck out with somebody else flying him around.  If he couldn’t fly the aircraft then he 
didn’t want it.   
 
At Camp Grant he learned knot tying and they practiced knife fighting with tent stakes.  
However, they learned more about hand-to-hand combat from a street kid from Jersey 
than from the instructors.  Always aim up.   
 
As a lieutenant he drilled 4 squads (400 men).  Then he was sent to Fort Bragg General 
Hospital and he did flight training at Bennettsville, NC, then to Nashville, Tennessee for 
classification. 
  
He did flight training and then flew B-25s, B-26s, B-52s and finally Constellations. 
 
When Tom went into flight training, he never considered myself a sprinter but he was 
the fastest sprinter out of a couple of hundred cadets and student officers in primary 
flight school.  The training command at Fort Bragg came out and said that everybody 
had to have compulsory physical education.  Everybody had to participate.  They had 
the student officers running a mile on a sandy dirt road. He placed third in the mile. He 
had never run the mile in his life against the clock.  He had nothing left and two guys  
pulled ahead of him.  They came back and said “Hey, lieutenant, where did you run?  
What school did you run for? What track team were you on?”  He wasn’t on a track 
team.  But everybody else was a long distance behind them.  There were these two 
burly young guys running Tom into the ground and he was keeping pretty close to them.  



They only beat him by 20 or 30 yards at the most.  They thought he must have been on 
a college track team.  Then they went on the two mile run, the same thing only a longer 
distance.  Tom was in third place and they were still looking at him with amazement 
because he had never had any training or run.  They had been on college track teams.  
Tom would rather play football or baseball which had an end to it.  Just to run against 
the clock wasn’t sport for him.  
In this barracks, they were all officers.  That was February or March of 44, and Ashville, 
North Carolina, was cold.  They were required to take physical training but you could 
pick your own activity.  Tom chose to go downtown and bowl.  He’d  bowl 10-15 games 
at a crack.  He couldn’t believe the scores he was getting, rolling alley balls, renting 
shoes and so forth and they still gave him credit for physical training.  He preferred that 
to hut-2-3-4.   
 
From there he went to pre-flight at Maxwell Field, Alabama.  On the first day there, a 
group of trainees were in front of the Operations Building. There was a B-24 making a 
go-around and pulling up from the runway.  He didn’t land and right above him was 
another 24 going over him when the first pilot pulled up: mid air collision.  The two 
aircraft blew up which was a great incentive to get out of the Air Corps but none of them 
thought of getting out. It was so tragic. Instead of going straight ahead to the control 
tower and pulling up and the guys above never even knew they were down there.  
There was at least an instructor and two students aboard each aircraft plus an engineer 
so at least four men in each aircraft that were killed.   

 
MAXWELL B – 24 
 
He didn’t know how many accidents he saw 
when he was in training and after as well. They 
had a brand new airplane in Las Vegas, 
Nevada, flying gunners.  After a mix-up in 
orders, that’s were he wound up. He saw a 
brand new B-24J taking off and flew right into 
the ground.  Boom!  38 men were killed while 
he was going through Courtland, Alabama 
when he was in training but none of them was 
from his class.  They were the class ahead or 
the class behind, 38 men wiped out.  And that 
was only in training.  They lost more men in 

training than in combat.  If you figure when you get a man out primary flight training, he 
has about 230 hours maximum flying time.  If you put him in a 4-engine aircraft like a B-
24 he knows very little about instrument flying.  He’s had some training in it but he’s 
never flown in actual weather and situations pop up.  All of a sudden you’re behind the 
8-ball. 
  
Tom was flying at Courtland AFB one night and almost became a statistic myself.  An 
instructor, Tom and another student were aboard the aircraft checking out a B-24.  They 
were all assigned altitudes and range legs on the radio range [a cross formation] and 



they were assigned certain legs to fly while practicing.  It was Tom’s turn to deadhead, 
in other words sit in the back while the other student got his flying time.  For some 
reason the student had his hood up where he couldn’t see outside.  The instructor didn’t 
have one so he could see outside.  He sat in the right seat. At one point Tom stood up, 
went forward and looked dead ahead.  He yelled “Dive, dive, dive” and hit him on the 
shoulder.  He pushed the wheel forward.  Here was this B-24, not on his altitude, not on 
his range leg and coming right at them.  He had two red lights on his wings.   Those red 
lights were coming right at them, separating right at their altitude.  If he hadn’t stood up 
at that time, he’d have been a statistic.       
 
There were accidents due to a lack of experience.  When you get a guy with a little over 
200 hours flying time flying a four engine aircraft, it’s pitiful.  They had a school in 
Tampa flying Martin B-26s.  They called it the Flying Milk Bottle. It was a good airplane 
but it was an unforgiving aircraft.  If you didn’t know what you were doing, you’d kill 
yourself.  They had an Air Force motto: “One a day in Tampa Bay!”  Tom was at the 
Armed Forces Staff College with a colonel who went through the training over there.  He 
said “One a day in Tampa Bay, I went through that.”  If you’re flying a two engine aircraft 
and you lose an engine you apply power to the good engine.  But if you’re too quick with 
it you’re going to peel it over.  You’ve got to get the aircraft under control first, apply the 
power gently, trim it up, adjust it to where it helps you you to fly the airplane.  So many 
of those kids over there would throw the power to it like they had been told and peel off 
and crash. That’s where the expression came in because on the 26, the wing wasn’t 
that wide and wasn’t that long so when you poured the coal to it she wanted to peel 
over.   
 
That’s where experience stepped in.  When Tom checked out on the Constellation, 
before he became an aircraft commander on the Connie he had to have so many hours 
in.  Now in SAC before you became an aircraft commander you had to have at least 
1500 hours. That’s 1,500 hours! Here that B-29 was a 4-engine aircraft, bigger and 
more complicated than a B-24 but still the 24 was a four engine aircraft.  They were 
getting kids out of training with 230 or 240 hours and putting them in a 4-engine aircraft.   
Years later they required you to have a minimum of 1500 hours.  There’s the lack of 
experience in there.   
 
Tom almost took out a tower at Tinker Field in Oklahoma when he first checked out on 
the A-26.  The Air Force later changed the designation on that to B-26 which will 
confuse some people, cause the old Martin B-26 was a bomber.  In the late forties the 
Air Force changed all fighters from P to F standing for fighter and all attack aircraft 
became B for bomber.  So in essence they had two B-26’s in our old Air Force category, 
the old Martin which was no longer in use and the North American A-26, changed that 
to a B.   
 
Tom was checking out at Langley Field and on an instructive pallet from Barnstell Air 
Force base.  They sent a group to check them out in it, because that was their main 
aircraft.  The instructor told him to feather one engine, that is push a button and the prop 



stops turning, turn into the wind so you have no drag, shut it down and he pulled back 
on the throttle.  
“Shut it down all the way.”   
He cut the mixture and throttled back on the rpm and made sure it was the right engine.  
They went booming across Tinker Field for about 500 feet with one engine feathered 
and the tower hit the panic button wanting to know what their emergency was.  The 
instructor pilot was in violation really, he wasn’t supposed to do that.   
“No problem, just racking up some experience!”   
He wanted to show Tom what the 26 could do and Tom was highly impressed!  They 
were barreling across the field at about 220 miles an hour on one engine.  Tom later 
instructed in that type of aircraft at Langley Field for two and a half years and the 26 
was his favorite airplane.  It hauled more bombs and ammunition in the Korean War 
than the B-17 and the B-24 did in WW II.  Of course, they didn’t have the same distance 
to go but it was much faster aircraft with a target area of 210 miles and carrying 6000 
pounds of bombs and ammo.  The 24 and the 17 many times went on a mission with 
only 2500 - 3500 pounds of bombs.  The 26 had 4 engines hauling a lesser weight than 
two engines were hauling. It had bombs strapped under the wings and rockets under 
the wings, you name it.  When he was younger he always wished he had a million so he 
could have had one converted for his own use. 
 
He saw one in Washington when he flew his boss in there.  It was a 26 that had been 
converted into a civilian aircraft.  He walked over and patted it and started talking to the 
pilot.  “How is it?”  “Oh it’s wonderful.  We had a favorable tail wind and we made it in 
from Texas in 4 hours and some odd minutes. We must have been clocking over 350 
miles an hour, maybe 400.”  That thing was really moving.  Well that’s slow speed 
compared to jets today, but for a prop job it was hard to beat.  They flew missions at 
Langley Field where the P-51 would make passes at them and simulate gunnery 
missions.  The gunners on the 26 would track them, track a fighter.  A friend of Tom’s, 
Paul Palmer, was flying a 51 one day, making passes at them, and just for kicks Tom 
jockeyed it up to 240 mph and he couldn’t make his pursuit passes  as planned. He 
almost cried.  “Hey you guys, cut back on the power so I can make a pursuit curve on 
you.”  It’s 240 on the indicator, ground speed’s more by the time you take altitude into 
consideration.   
       Tom met and married his wife Norma 
NORMA, TOM, HELEN , FRIEND   Morse in Oklahoma and they traveled 

ON THE TOWN                                 together as often as possible even when 
it required hauling a trailer behind 
their car. Tom and his dad-in-law 
were going to a basketball game in 
Oklahoma City.  El Reno HS was 
playing the Oklahoma championship.  
This was shortly after they had 
moved to Oklahoma.  He overheard 
this young guy talkin’ to his girl 
friend, “Yeah, I flew B-24’s.  It would 
go 300 mph, no problem at all.” He 



thought to himself, “What a wind bag!”  Cause the 24, even unloaded, would have 
trouble getting it over 200 unless you pushed the power all the way to full. He slipped 
his dad-in-law a wink and later told him, “That guy never even flew an airplane, let alone 
the 24.”   
 
He read another case in the Navy Safety Magazine, This Navy pilot was taxiing out for 
takeoff in a Douglas AD.  His wings were pulled.  At the end of the runway he called for 
take-off clearance and he was rolling down the runway with his wings still folded.  The 
tower said “Hey, your wings are still folded.”  So he aborted the take-off and taxied 
around again.  The same thing happened the second time.  He started his take off and 
his wings are still folded.  He called the tower and said, ”Tower, I don’t think it’s my day, 
I’m going back and park!”   

 
Tom was notorious for telling jokes and 
was a popular emcee at many gatherings, 
even when you had to be prepared to be 
roasted if you were the honoree. 
 
TOM”S GROANER”S  
Guy bought a $3000 bird and sent it to his 
mother for Christmas.   
“Mother, did you get the bird?”   
“Yes honey, it came”     
“How is it?”  
“It tastes terrible!” 
 
These two statues, a man and a woman, 
were in the park for years.  Lo and behold, 
the god Zeus takes pity upon the two 
statues and he brings them to life.  When 
he  brings them to life he’s standing in 
front of them. ”You have been patient 
statues for centuries.  I will let you do 
anything you like”.  So they both run in the 
bushes.  Zeus hears giggling and laughing 

so he peeks in and lo and behold the man is holding a pigeon and the woman is rubbing 
manure on the pigeon.  She says, “Remember, next time I hold the pigeon!” 
 
Ford went to the 8 hour day.  So the assembly line process is in B, and this guy is 
standing in the assembly line all day long.. He picks a part up, puts a part down.  Henry 
Ford walked in, he sees the guy.  
“What are you doing?”   
“I put this part down here and it’s driving me nuts.   
“Well let’s put the other hand to work.”  Then all of a sudden the guy’s using both hands.  
Henry Ford walks by and he’s not busy.   



He says, “You put a pedal down here.  All right, you do this and you tramp on this , and 
you tramp on that.”   
All of a sudden the guy’s got four things going like this.  He’s getting worn out.  “If he 
comes in and ties a broom to my ass, I quit!”  
 
When Tom got out of the service in 1945 he stayed in Pittsburgh for several months and 
Joe invited him to go along up to the NoDo’s hunting camp. Lo and behold Tom was 
designated chief cook and bottle washer which he didn’t realize when he accepted.  
One man would say, “Hey Tom, I need more coffee”. Tom was starving to death and 
everybody else was force feeding themselves for the day’s work.  Tom was getting up to 
get coffee while he worked in the kitchen. He said Hey, what’s going on?  Joe said “Oh 
that was one of the stipulations when you accepted.  I told them you would help to cook 
and clean up and everything else.”  Lo and behold Tom was a slavey for these guys.  
They didn’t get that service at home.  He was getting up refilling coffee cups and going 
into the kitchen and bringing out food.  He stuck it out but never again. He came that 
close to telling one guy to go to blazes. 
 
There was some resentment in that camp about having three brothers and a brother-in-
law because they could out-vote all the rest.  They would constitute half the group along 
with a best friend, Ance Boll.  There was Pat, Jim and Joe Toomey, and Jim’s brother-
in-law Murphy and Ance Boll.  That was 5. Didn’t leave the other guys much room. 
Even though everybody contributed the same amount of money they all didn’t have the 
same appetite. Joe Witkowski had brought a large and a couple of guys just about 
demolished it before Joe and Tom got there.  
 
In 1946 he and Norma moved to Oklahoma and Tom went into the upholstery 
business there.  When he was in business in Oklahoma,he covered a sofa for a woman 
in a very frail fabric.  It wouldn’t take a beating and he told her it wouldn’t.  About a  
month later he got a call.  “Mr. Toomey, the arms of this sofa are not holding up.”  So 
out he went to take a look.  
“Mrs So and so, do you have a cat?”  
“Oh no, no no.”   
Just then in walked this cat looking for prey.  The woman turned beet red.  He covered  
the sofa for her but she never called him back.  
 
In 1950 war broke out in Korea and Tom was called back into the Air Force. 
He was at Langley Field, going through combat troop training prior to going to Korea, 

and a Lt. Col. was giving them a pep talk.  
He got up was really gung-ho.  Be a 
hero.  Do this. Well it turned out on his 
resume’ he had flown two missions  over 
Europe in WW II.  They shot him down 
and he was a POW for 2 ½ years.  He 
flew one mission in Korea, was shot 
down and was a POW again.  But he was 
up there giving a pep talk on how to fly 



combat.  When he said fight, they inserted run and hide. Tom served two hitches in 
Korea and decided to make a career in the Air Force. 
 
 
 
He was assigned to fly the new Constellation which was a plane he really loved.  His 
usual assignments were on the East Coast.  While flying in the North Atlantic, his plane 
was hit it by lightning.  The pilots experienced several episodes of St. Elmo’s fire.  Once 
it gave the plane a purple –orange glow off Canada.  Another time over the Atlantic it 
resulted in a perfect circle of lightning which looked like the mouth of a cannon, a black 
hole ready to swallow the whole cockpit 
 
 
His last station was McCoy AFB in Orlando, Florida, where he and Norma decided to 
use as their retirement location.  They happily settled into growing fruit trees, boat rides 
and visiting historical sites and raising their daughter. 

 
 TOM AND NORMA 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FRANCIS JOSEPH TOOMEY  
     
In the winter Tom and Fran would  
do a few snowball fights.   
 
 Fran had a paper route and he bought 
himself a set of ice skates and go ice 
skating.  Tom and Fran would go sledding if 
a neighbor had a sled.  Tom borrowed a 
Westwick’s Flexible flyer, the big model.  
Mom had bought Fran and Tom an imitation 
leather coat with a sheepskin lining and 
sheepskin collar, very warm,.  Tom was 
wearing that and he borrowed the 
Westwick’s Flexible Flyer.  When you say 
big, it was probably 4 feet long by 18 inches 
high and held 3 or 4 men on a sled. He went 
down Stayton Street like a bat out of Hades 
and the steering mechanism broke. He was 
probably going about 15-25 mph, really 
moving and couldn’t control the sled.  
Instead of rolling off, he thought, “No, I’ll roll 
on my coat.”  It veered into a car that was 
parked on the back of Stayton Street and hit 
a back tire.  Broinnnng!  It knocked the sled 
backwards and knocked the breath out of 
him.  He exhaled so hard that it just broke 
the belt around the coat.  So he took the 
sled back to the Westwick’s and explained 
what had happened and apologized all over.  They said “No sweat, it’s an old sled.”  
The steering bolt that had sheered due to wear and tear. End of sled riding, but the coat 
kept Fran and Tom warm for two winters. 
 
Fran developed a magazine subscription route in the neighborhood.  He would travel 
around selling the Saturday Evening Post and other magazines.  One of his best 
customers was his cousin Marie Winsky.  He liked to stop there because he thought she 
was very pretty and dressed well. 
 
Memories of a Paper Boy – F. J. Toomey 
I remember way back when I was young and very strong, 
And I delivered papers on routes that were very long. 
I carried a stack of papers in a belt along my side,  
And I delivered those papers far and wide. 
A paper cost three cents in those bygone days,  
A penny commission was our pay to deliver those papers along the way, 
Also behind, a wagon I did pull, and of course, with papers it was full. 



You always remembered the customer who did tip, 
And for that customer you never minded that long trip. 
Up those long steps or in the back, that daily paper you would stack 
Behind the screen and in the door where your customer requested you place it once 
more. 
Naturally there was that customer who did not pay,  
And I learned not to leave the paper the next day. 
Of course, the next day when he saw you he would shout, 
And you soon learned what he was all about, 
So instead of leaving the paper lay, you would just travel by on your way. 

 
Fran finished grade school at Saint Francis 
and then attended Oliver High School. His 
favorite class was English.  His teacher, Miss 
Hill, infected him with the poetry bug which 
must have lain dormant in the family for 200 
years from the time of John Toomey of  the 
Maigue poets until it resurfaced in Francis.  
He could compose an ode to any subject that 
interested him, so all his stories seem to 
rhyme. 
 
 
 
FRANCIS J. TOOMEY 
 
OLIVER GRADUATE 
 
 
 

 
 
 
MY DAD JOHN F. TOOMEY by F.J. Toomey 
Back in the days of the Depression it was no fun, 
Because being poor you were not the only one,. 
Twenty-five years as a chain maker in the mill, 
I can see my dad very proud and still 
That Breadwinner out to make that dough, 
To feed his family and make them grow. 
Another job with Joseph Horne’s he took 
And man, I know he could write a book. 
Another twenty-five years as a packer was he, 
Making us get an education, and be better than he. 
Getting a high school diploma was quite a chore, 
But I would like to remember him once more. 



This was my Dad who gave his life for me, 
To help me get educated and be free, 
Free to work and do my thing,  
And make money and to bring 
Happiness and education to my children three, 
So they can be as happy and proud as he. 
 
Since Tom was 2 years older than Fran they were on different teams until some players 
dropped out and they merged the younger team with the older.  Then Tom and Fran 
played on the same team for some years.  They would go around to the neighborhood 
merchants and businessmen with a big placard.  For so much money you could buy so 
many inches of space advertising your business.  One year they were backed by 
Mahan’s Dairy.  He bought jerseys for the team.  Camille Sanguigni was a contributor 
because he’d always buy an ad and quite often came to the game if he wasn’t tied up.  
The whole neighborhood participated. 
 
OH TO MAKE THE BASEBALL TEAM! by F.J. Toomey 
The sun is shining and it’s time for the spring tryout. 
If you do not make the team please do not pout, 
For it is the better player and the man  
That gives his all to the team, and if he can 
He will crack that ball with such a clout 
And run those bases round about. 
He will pitch that ball with all his might 
And in that area called a strike. 
Now comes the time to play that first team 
And pitch the ball with all his steam 
And try to pass the batter by 
With the sliding curve past his eye. 
Now he reaches for the outside of the plate 
And to him I will not telegraph his fate 
For when he reaches for the outside,  
That is when I pitch to him far and wide. 
Now if he crowds the plate and steps up near 
That is when I throw at his ear 
Just to move him back from the plate 
So that he does not seal my fate. 
Now that he has moved away from the plate 
I’ll slip one inside and seal his fate 
For when he swings at the ball  
And I and the catcher see he’s very tall, 
That is when we pitch him low inside. 
We dare not pitch him far and wide 
For he would hit that homerun ball  
And end the game for one and all. 
 



Weekend outings were always appreciated by everyone in the family.  There was no 
guarantee that there would be any special means of transportation however.  Since Pop 
didn’t drive, they had to depend on someone with a vehicle, usually Jim or Tony. 
 
THAT OLD FORD TRUCK by F.J. Toomey 
I remember that ride in that old Ford truck 
And even the trip to Irwin on Westinghouse Hill we nearly got stuck. 
Because the fuel pump, not yet invented you see, 
And the engine had to be fed gasoline by gravity. 
But my brother Jim could always figure out the trouble,  
Because as a driver and mechanic he could double.  
And with gravity feed the gas would not flow,  
So up the hill backwards we would go. 
He could also change the bearings with the best, 
While Dad & Mom and the family by the roadside would rest. 
What a wonderful time we had in the past,  
Enough in this lifetime to ever last. 
 
Everyday transportation was dependent on walking or streetcars which covered the 
whole of Allegheny County.  The major problem for young kids was getting enough 
money for a fare. 
 
THAT TROLLEY RIDE by F.J.Toomey 
In my mind’s eye I wander back, to those rides on those old trolley tracks. 
It was the Depression and we were poor, 
Not able to purchase that trolley pass, that’s for sure. 
But on Sunday evenings we stood in line,  
Bumming those passes from people on the trolley line. 
Then when they gave us their old trolley pass, 
We could enter and at last, ride that trolley to the very end. 
Then it would turn around and come back again. 
We even got transfers from riders that did not use them 
And on to other lines we did travel,  
And man those old trolleys really did rattle. 
On the Harmony Short Line we took a trip,  
Those old trolleys really did sway 
Back and forth on the tracks 
Man you could really hear that clack, clack, clack. 
But to remember these trips is really fun 
To once more in my mind take that trolley run. 
 
Some of his most memorable summers were spent on his sister Mary’s farm in Toledo, 
Ohio.  One summer Mary and Fred had a cat that had a litter of kittens.  Fran and Tom 
walked up to the kitchen door. Fran said “Hey Tom, I want you to see this”.  He picked 
up one of the kittens.  The friendly little thing leaned up against his leg.  They were only 
half  grown.  He put it on the screen door and its claws reached out to grasp the screen.  



Then he grabbed its tail and pinched it together.  Meooooooow!  Up to the roof!  He 
grabbed another one real quick and did the same thing.  Meooooooow!  Up on the roof.  
He stood there with an angelic look on his face as Mary came charging out.  “What’s  
wrong with the kittens?  What’s wrong with the kittens?”  “I don’t knoooow, Mary”.  And 
they’re up on the roof!     
 
Then Fran said, “Hey Tom, let’s go to the barn”.  The pig sty was attached to the barn 
and lo and behold Fran had found an old BB gun.  They went up into the loft and slid 
aside one plank.  They had a spy’s eye view of the pig pen.  He said, “Watch, Tom”.  He 
took aim with the BB gun and plugged it right in the delicate area of the back side.  The 
pig squealed, ran through the mud, threw both back legs up and slid his back side 
through the mud to cool off.  It was almost like he painted targets on the area.  Tom was 
a witness no matter what Fran said. Not just that pig, but a couple of them.  They had a 
wonderful summer and oh did they eat!  Mary grew vegetables and would can them.  
When you walked down into the cellar, shelf upon shelf was filled with freshly canned 
string beans, corn, anything.  Nothing tasted better.   
 
MEMORIES OF SISTER MARY by F.J. Toomey 
I sit here alone and I think of you 
I remember you’re gone, and I feel blue. 
I hope you’re happy with him above 
Because I know you found true love. 
I hope you’re with John, Dan, Pat and Jim. 
God! How I really miss him. 
With Mom and Dad and the rest of the family 
I know you’re all happy with the Holy Three. 
I really loved the times we had, hoeing the corn, 
Behind that old-fashioned barn, 
How happy we were in those poor times 
Those memories now are like those old French wines, 
They become sweeter and better 
As the years pass by 
As I think of you Sister 
With a tear in my eye. 
I hope and pray you remember me 
And make a place for me beside the Holy Three. 
For your little brother who loved you too. 
As I sit and remember the good times, I still miss you. 
 
Fran was thrifty and managed to acquire a bicycle of reasonable quality, even if it was 
used.  This provided him with access to many parts of the city outside of his own 
neighborhood. 
 
A.O.H. BICYCLE RACE AT KENNYWOOD 1940 by F.J.Toomey 
Twas the spring of 1940, that time of year. 
My mind wanders back and I remember it so clear.  



In high school and I was only seventeen, 
I could pitch that baseball with a lot of steam. 
My first true love was riding my bike. 
I didn’t care for running or taking a hike. 
I rode that Silver King with much pride, 
I traveled with it far and wide. 
Fourteen miles I pedaled with all my might, 
From Pittsburgh to Kennywood with great delight. 
The A.O.H. sponsored a one mile race to be won, 
A new bicycle promised to him who won. 
And out of the grandstand I still hear that sound,  
My sister’s voice yelling as I went round and round. 
Across that track I did race,  
Trying to win that first place. 
I won and a new bicycle they did not give me,  
Instead I got a large walnut and gold trophy. 
Now the race is over and I’m all alone 
Fourteen miles to pedal to get back home. 
 
Fran’s wanderings around the city were not limited to dry 
land, especially when his brother Joe was crazy about 
boating and the river was so near, 
  
A RIDE ON THE RIVER by F.J. Toomey    
I remember back when my brother Joe  
built a boat that would really go,  
A step-bottom speedster built with his hands. 
Speeding past the beaches with their glistening white 
sands, 
Up the Ohio and into the Allegheny River we would go 
Past all the stern wheelers pushing their tow. 
Now he was not the fastest speedster on the river 
And when I think of the other boat I shudder and quiver’ 
Because he had a twin Chrysler V8 in his hull 
And those Sundays spent back then were never dull. 
 
The usual custom in large families is that older children care for younger ones.  Due to 
the birth order of brothers and sister, Fran was most often cared for by his sister 
Cecelia.  When Cel and her husband Bob Hickey left Braddock they moved into 
Greentree Borough just down the hill from Fran and Barb Toomey. 
 
 MY TALENTED SISTER CECELIA by F.J. Toomey 
Now I have a sister named Cel, 
And I want you to know she is so real, 
A beautiful sister and gentle as can be,  
And she is very precious to me. 



One of my sisters three, 
I always want to see her happy as can be. 
And when she was very young she could sing those 
country songs, 
Singing them better than those radio performers all day 
long. 
She also could dance the time step to those rhythm and 
blues. 
She really could kick those old tap shoes.  
She would put her students all in line, 
Teaching them the time step all the time. 
And when it came to that old soft shoe 
She and her students really knew what to do. 
I can still hear that happy tapping sound,  
In my brain the memories go round and round. 
Now I must tell you out of my sisters three, 
She is the most talented singer and dancer 
To that music now called Old Country. 
 
Bringing up the end of all the siblings, Fran and Helen were very close as the last boy 
and the last girl of all eleven children of John and Mary.  Thomas, Francis and Helen 
were the only ones who finished high School thereby forming a club of their own. 
  
MY SISTER HELEN by F.J. Toomey 
 
 
Now I would like to write this poem to honor my 
Sister Helen, 
Even though her husband now calls her Ellen. 
Now all I can say this is a mistake on her 
certificate of birth,  
And I don’t think it very funny, or reason for any 
mirth. 
Apparently from the very start, her mother 
began to call her Helen, 
Even though her Christian name on her birth 
certificate was Ellen. 
Now this is my youngest Sister you see, and 
she is very precious to me. 
For when I was young and going on a date,  
she’d press my pants not to be late. 
She would do these little chores to keep me 
neat, 
and for that I think she’s very sweet. 
Now for a sister I think she is fine, and that is 
why I’ll love her all the time. 



 
 
He joined the Navy in 19__ and trained as a pilot at Pensacola Florida in 1944.  The 
Navy trained him on single seater planes and he practiced landing on small fields.  
Finally he had the chance to land on an aircraft carrier and he felt as if he was in the 
middle of a football field. 
 
NAVY GUNNERY RUN by Navy Cadet Francis Toomey, Pensicola, 1944 
It’s early morning and we’re up at five, 
So young and vigorous, happy to be alive. 
We line up in rows getting ready to march everyone knows. 
Off to the Mess to eat that chow, gosh I’m hungry, it’s been awhile. 
It was last evening at six we did eat, had a big steak, what a treat! 
Now we’re finished with our meal, heading to the flight line, what a deal. 
Our SNJ’s are all ready and all in line, you can hear those engines begin to whine. 
Now into the cockpits we do climb, so we can take our turn in line. 
We taxi out and down the runway we do speed, and pull back that stick, what a steed. 
It’s more horses than you’ll ever know, pulling that target behind in tow. 
Out over the Gulf we do fly, to learn to shoot and I’ll tell you why. 
The Japanese have attacked our shore and we are in a war once more. 
So out over that Gulf we do climb so we can take our turn to shoot in line. 
We start with a high side overpass, and try to shoot that target at last. 
As I roll over and it comes into view, man I’d like to hit that target too. 
But alas, as I rolled over I dived too fast, I missed the target and had to take another 
pass. 
So on the second pass we climbed halfway up, to take a shot at that tow sleeve, 
Hoping to hit it and be relieved when you find your colors on that sleeve. 
Around we came for our third pass, trying to hit that target sleeve at last. 
We only go for the low side run, this is the one I like, it’s really fun. 
We flip our wing and over we go on a low side run to hit that tow. 
Now you are over and on your back, trying to make that gunnery attack. 
You can see the tracers hitting the sleeve and now you are relieved once more, 
Because you now that you have made that gunnery score. 
 
BARON FIELD PENSACOLA by Cadet F. Toomey 
I look forward  toward the morrow 
And I pray to the Lord it’s not to my sorrow. 
With all the schooling under my belt, 
Nobody knows the anticipation I felt. 
Now in final squadron at Baron Field, 
I must hold the line and dare not yield. 
Now into the air to fight that duel,  
To defeat the foe we must be cruel. 
To outfly our instructor and shoot him down, 
To be the winner and wear the crown 
The crown of victory won in mock battle, 



To press the fight no nerves to rattle, 
I will win the fight I know in my heart,  
And will defeat the instructor and do my part. 
 
SOLO FLIGHT by Cadet Toomey 1944 
The instructor taxied the Cub J-3 plane up to the gas pump. 
We hit the wheel chocks with a thump, 
The ground crew now filled the tanks with gas 
Enough for a Pilot to solo in the air at last. 
Out of the plane the instructor did get 
And “Now let’s see you solo this plane, Cadet!” 
I turned around and into the wind. 
My solo flight was to begin. 
I checked the Mags, left then right 
To make sure the RPMs did not drop for my flight. 
I pushed the throttle slowly forward watching the RPMs climb 
And I listened to that engine purr that beautiful whine. 
Down the runway my airplane did speed, 
Now after all my instruction I had to do that deed. 
I wanted to solo before I got too old 
Because I wanted to win my Navy Wings of Gold. 
 
 
Part of his officer training required him to attend the University of Pennsylvania in 
Philadelphia.  They were required to perform physical work outs and he chose track and 
field.  That was the first time he had ever raced and was amazed to learn that he was a 
good runner. 

          
RUNNING THAT FOUR MINUTE MILE by 
Cadet F. Toomey V-5 Navy U of Penn 
When I joined the Navy I had never run the mile 
race to be won. 
As we put our feet into the chocks, the gun 
sounds and we’re out of the blocks. 
Down to that first corner fast, for we do not want 
to finish this race last. 
Around the first four forty in sixty-four, if I try 
hard I can do more 
but I’m not as fast as I thought I’d be because I 
cannot make the next 440 in 63. 
I clip this one off in sixty-eight. At this rate I’m 
going to be very late. 
For the next four forty I run very hard, my legs 
are tiring and they feel like lard. 
For the next four forty it takes me sixty-three. 
I ran the first two four forties too fast, you see. 



At this rate I’ll be lucky to last, I’ll by lucky to get to that finish line  
For I like to win all the time. 
But alas I cannot do the four minute mile, but 
I’ll still finish with a smile. 
I’ll do the last four forty in sixty-three, and 
that’ the best time I’ll ever see. 
 
He was running on the track team at one  
of the colleges in the Carolinas going  
through pre-flight training with the Navy  
and Tom went to see him once.  On 
January 6, 1945, he married Barbara  
Yugovich at St. Nicholas in Pittsburgh.   
Then they continued a naval career  
together traveling to Oxnard and Ventura  
California. His flight commander cleared  
him on the model he was flying but he  
had one question. 
“Toomey, you do everything by the book but 
what is that little wiggle with the wings as we 
come in for a landing at the field? 
“Oh, I’m just saying hi to my wife on the ground, sir.” 
 
 A FLIGHT OUT TO SEA by Ensign Francis Toomey 1944 
I look over the nose of my plane 
And listen to the purr of the engine wane, 
And far back into my mind it goes, 
Then my thoughts turn to those  
Who are back home waiting for me 
To return from that flight out to sea. 
 
Off the carrier and down the slot 
They catapult my plane with a shot. 
Then up and into the air,  
You are flying that plane with a flair. 
 
Up with wheels and watch that speed 
For if it fails what a misdeed. 
And down into the sea you will fall 
And torn apart by the sharks one and all. 
 
So fly on boys one and all 
Straight and true do not fall. 
Your country needs you to fight to be free 
To save our country for you and me. 
So try you best and do a good job 



Because if you fail you’ll be a GOB. 
 
 
BARBARA ANN, MY VALENTINE 
Love, Fran, 1990   
Once more Valentine’s Day has 
arrived  
‘God! I’m happy just to be alive  
To be able to tell you with all my 
heart  
That I fell in love with you from the 
start. 
I don’t want to use other people’s 
rhymes, 
I would rather write to you my own 
words and lines, 
So I ask “Would you be my 
Valentine? 
 
I can still see you in that sweater so 
blue. 
I still want to tell you, “I love you”. 
I look into those beautiful eyes so black, 
And I know in my heart, I’m still on the right track. 
And to kiss those lips as sweet as the red wine 
And I ask again my love, “Will you be my Valentine?” 
 
The years are passing and we are getting old,  
I’m no longer young and no longer bold. 
Maybe I can’t do the things I used to do 
But I can still say with all my heart, 
I will always love you. 
And one more I come back with that old line, 
Please Lover, “Would you be my Valentine?” 
When he left the service  he joined several brothers working together with Joe in the 
upholstery business until they all got established again as civilians. 
 
In the course of his job searching, he became aware of a need for a better cargo 
shipping system between Pittsburgh and Bedford and Somerset.  At that time the only 
way to ship goods to the mountains was to use the Pennsylvania Railroad.  Somedays it 
seemed that the boxcar would never get filled before the train left Pittsburgh.  Fran had 
to present his case to the PUC judge and argue that he was able to deliver the goods 
the same day by truck.  So began a new business called “Toomey Trucking and 
Transfer”.  He spent his days picking up packaqes to be shipped out.  He and  
Barb filled the living room and dining room every day with packages to be inventoried, 
labeled, sorted and prepared for the trucks to deliver them.   



Somerset and Bedford had never been so happy. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
  
TRUCK DRIVER by Francis J. Toomey 
Up with the sun at the crack of dawn, out of bed with a yawn. 
Into the morning air so brisk, another day of life to risk. 
Into my diesel I do climb, I fire up my Cummins with a whine. 
I put the gear box into creeper low and start to move the freighter slow. 
In and out of traffic I do weave, missing the crazy drivers I do believe. 
If they only realized the weight we pull, they would not try to be such fools. 
For all we try to do is get the job done, with good intentions to hurt no one. 
To get back to our homes and be with our loved ones you see. 
 



 
  FRAN    JOE   THE KIDS 
 
 
  
PENNS WOODS 
Now that I’m old and time is passing me by, 
I would like to write and tell you what I’ve seen with my eye. 
Many a year I’ve lived in Penn’s Woods, and what a wonderful state that delivers the 
goods. 
Not collectibles to have and to hold, but sights and beauty as precious as gold. 
For the beauty of God’s Garden does abound, if you take time to look around. 
And like I said these thoughts in your mind are precious as gold 
And they are free to you to ever hold in your mind when you are getting old. 
Then up in Somerset the Roof Garden of the State, you can observe this beauty before 
it’s too late. 
For you can see the deer where they do abound on the mountains still running around 
And over the hill in the valley low you can see the beautiful running doe. 
While in the valley you can hear the creek trickling by, 
And if you look you can catch this beauty with your eye. 
I am so very happy to have lived in this state and I would like to make another trip 
before it’s too late. 
 
After years of driving the route he expanded into the oil business with a series of gas 
stations under the Scott Oil name. 



 
He also continued to enjoy hunting and fishing with his brothers in many places around 
the Pittsburgh area. 
 
The day he decided to build his new home was a day of revelation for the entire family.   
He actually decided to leave the North Side of Pittsburgh and move to the borough of 
Greentree, a great break with tradition in the family. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



HELEN TOOMEY  RENTER 
 
Anthony always said that the priest who baptized her made a mistake on Ellen’s name 
and put an “H” on it, but the Toomeys said they wanted the “H”.  Joe said she was 
named Ellen for her grandmother Ellen Duggan but was called for her Aunt Helen 

Duggan whom she visited in Salem, Mass. 
 
Jim would be sleeping and Helen  would wake him up.  “Hey 
Jim, can you give me a few pennies?”  Off she would go to 
the store. 
 
Between 12 and 13 she got a blue plaid coat for Easter. It 
was so pretty.  It was a big flashy plaid.  Mary and Cel were 
still home and Mary used to curl her hair with a curling iron.  
They got Helen all doodied up.  .   
 
They didn’t have much during the Depression but the good 
love that Mom and Pop had got them through.  You never 
went to bed at night without a “God bless you” and a kiss. 
 

      BABY HELEN               One night nobody was home which was unusual for Mom 
and Dad. Helen was trying to go to sleep up in the attic.  The blankets started to slide off 
and she thought somebody was trying to drag them off.  She wanted to scream but 
there was nobody there to hear her so she left them on the floor and froze until 
somebody got home. 
 
In school one of the sisters who taught “Health” told the kids to go down the steps under 
the bridge to see “the place where some guy blew his brains out, just don’t be 
squeamish!  You’ll be able to see what human brains look like.”  Sure enough, they 
were laying there. 
        DADDY’S LITTLE GIRL 
Her 6th grade teacher, Sr. Geraldine, was a lot 
of fun.  She’d be up front teaching and if 
anybody was in the cloak room, she’d yell “OK 
back there so-and-so, cut it out!” 
She wore glasses but they couldn’t figure out 
how she knew who it was.  It was only when 
she got older that she noticed the pictures 
hanging around the room with glass panes in 
them were all angled so the teacher could see 
the whole room at the same time. Once when 
Helen was up front, she looked at the picture 
of the Guardian Angel and she could see five 
entire rows of seats! 
 



After St. Francis Xavier Grade School, Helen 
moved to Oliver High School where she 
followed the Business/Secretarial course.   
  
  
She excelled at typing but could never forget 
that the teacher refused to accept a perfectly 
typed paper she submitted for her final exam.  
She could not believe that Helen had no 
mistakes.  Helen always remembered Miss 
Hill who taught English to Thomas and 
Francis as well.  She instilled a love of poetry 
and writing in all three of them. 
 
 

 
   HELEN TOOMEY 
  OLIVER GRADUATE 
 
 
Helen graduated and started looking for 
office work.  Her first job was on Beaver 
Avenue.  Then she answered an ad 
from a shipping company.  The man 
who interviewed her was very impressed 
and she started soon after.  One thing 
led to another and soon they were 
dating.  When she went to the office 
party, the other secretaries were all 
whispering about her when she came in.  
She married Norman Renter in 194_.  This required the presentation of some official 
document to verify everybody’s names and dates.  For some reason no one had ever 
noticed that Helen’s name was not official!  From that time on her husband Norman 
insisted that she be called by her real name of Ellen.   
 
They moved into an apartment on Stayton Street near her parents where they raised 
their first three children.  Norm continued working in shipping.  They finally moved to 
Penn Hills when the company he was working for moved there.  He moved to avoid the 
commute. 
 
 
 



 
  HELEN  NORM  MOM  POP 
    on Sheriff Street looking toward Stayton 
 
 
When they first arrived they were alone in the country and the kids could play in grassy 
fields.  But the developer continued building houses and they are surrounded by 
neighbors. They could feed the birds and the rabbits and see the deer. 
 
Helen would also occasionally wander into the poetic mode instilled in her by the Oliver 
High English teacher.  She loved to include one with her greeting cards. 
 
THE RIGHT BAIT 
 
I’m a-goin’ fishin’ cause I need some money 
Gonna drag till I catch some, 
Guess you think that’s funny. 
But that’s what Pete did when he needed a half-shekel for tax. 
Jesus said let’s go fishin’  
And that’s a statement of fact. 
So Pete cast out his hook and “Lo and behold”, 
As fish with a shekel worth its weight in gold. 
I have some new lures that do just fine, 
Called trust, hope and faith;  
How’s that for a line? 
 
June 25, 1984 
Mrs Ellen Renter 



Doesn’t everybody have a story? 
 
We’d love to hear yours.  Please write it down and share it. 
 
 
 
 
Margaret Toomey Urzua 
August 15, 2018 
 
 
 



CHAPTER SEVEN  

       Dear Dangling Participles 

Reading through the historic US Census records, leaves us with more questions than answers.  Just what 

is the connection of the families below to Timothy Toomey (T-1).  The older generations who knew the 

connection always said we are related but they never wrote down the connection and now they are all 

gone. 

 In the Welsh Census of 1841, Timothy Toomey (T-1) is listed as living on South Yard, Bedwelty, with his 

3 oldest children and with a John Toomey, age 25, and a John Toomey, age 1.  We will assume for our 

own purposes that these last two are father and son. 

In the Pittsburgh Census of 1880, there is a John Toomey living on Shanghai Row, the same location n as 

Daniel Toomey. 

In 1900 there is a John Toomey living on Lake St in Allegheny City. 

Thomas John Toomey, son of John Toomey born in Ireland in 1848, married Jane Daly on 16 April 1894.  

Thomas and Jane had eight children: 

1.  An infant (born 30 June 1894 

2.  Madeline Toomey (born 16 April, 1896) 

3.  John Francis (born 1898) 

4.  Elizabeth (born 1 Aug 1899, buried St Teresa, Perrysville, transferred to North Side Catholic Cem  

20 April 1939, Sec H -530-5 

5.  Gertrude (born 1902) 

6.  Genevieve (born 1905) 

7.  Thomas William (born 1905 and  

8.  Edward J (born 1911). 

His wife was Jane Daly, born 21 June 1877 in Ireland, died 3 July 1949 at 1235 Liverpool St. Pittsburgh 

PA.  Jane would stop into the upholstery shop of Joseph John at 1139 Pennsylvania Ave to say hello.  The 

only problem was that it had been so long since her husband had died that none of that generation 

knew who she was.  Joe would take her over to Joe Wit’s bar for a beer and they would talk about the 

family.  In those days it was common for bars to have separate “Ladies entrance” which resembled 

dining rooms.  A woman could sit down, even with the children, and drink in a peaceful atmosphere.  

Only men would be found standing in the bar.  Finally Joe asked Pop who she was and was amazed to 

discover everything he said was true.  Her son John rancis would visit the family occasionally because he 

received mail for the uncle with the same name.  He said he wanted to know the man with his name 

who owned property. 

Patrick Toomey knew how we are related to the family of Francis X. Toomey of Lawrenceville, son of 

Stephen Toomey and parents of the actor Regis Toomey, but did not document how. 

 



The Toomeys are also related to Creedons and to Buckleys.  There is a known connection to Buckleys  

through the family of the mother of Mary Thorogood Toomey,  but it is not known if they immigrated to 

America. 



STORIES FROM THE DUGGANS 
 
Family tradition says that the Duggans came from County Cork in Ireland. 
 
The first record found is in the 1871 Wales Census for Patrick Duggan (D 1) born 
in 1829 in Ireland.  He was married in Ireland to Ellen Buckley born in 1838. 
 
They had arrived in Brithdir, Wales in 1861 together with Daniel Duggan. 
They had four children in Wales 
 Mary,(D 1-1) born 29 March 1863 in Merthyr Tydfil (Gelligaer district), 
Glamorganshire, 
 Patrick, (D 1-2) born 1866 in Merthyr Tydfil 
 Ellen, (D 1-3) born 1867 in Merthyr Tydfil 
 John, (D 1-4) born 1870 in Merthyr Tydfil. 
 

 
 
In 1871 they were living in a house on Bute Terrace in Brithdir, Gelligaer district 
with 7 men and a servant girl. It was common for the Irish to live in large groups 
to protect themselves from attacks by the Welsh workers,  
 
On the 1st of October, 1872, Ellen Buckley Duggan died at age 34 years of 
childbed fever (puerperal fever) and we can assume the child died also since 
there is no record of another. 
 
By 1877, their 14-year-old daughter Mary (D 1-1) was sorting coal at the tipple as 
a “tip girl”. 
As explained at the Cyfarfa Museum exhibit on the tip girl in Merthyr Tydfil, “I 
break up the limestone from the quarries before it is fed into the furnace.  
Breaking the limestone is very hard work and I have to work outside in all 
weathers.  This is one of many jobs done by women & girls in the works.  We 
also unload coal and ironstone from the trams and feed them into special kilns 
and we remove the burning cinder from the furnaces.  I am 21 and my helper is 



age 16.  We have to break up enough limestone to feed one furnace, that’s 12 
tons in a 12 hour shift.  I can earn up to 8 shillings a week and my helper gets 5 
shillings.” 
 

 
 
 
On the 31st of March 1879, Patrick (D 1) died at 45 years (or 50 years if using 
Census records) of chronic bronchitis. 
 

 



In part because Mary (D 1-1) was the oldest child and still too young to be alone 
at the head of the house, her 28 year old uncle Jeremiah Buckley, a bricklayer, 
took over caring for the four children.  They moved in with him on Board Street in 
Brithdir. By then 18-year-old Mary and 14-year-old Ellen were working as 
domestic servants.  Sixteen-year-old Patrick was a laborer in the iron works and 
11-year-old John was in school. The Buckleys are remembered in family tradition 
as “tall people”. 
 
According to the Sirhowey Valley history, “the region, predominantly Welsh 
speaking, found itself having to undergo a radical change in order to 
accommodate the influx of newcomers.  Tredegar, in particular, became host to 
an invasion of population from all parts of the British Isles- Ireland, Scotland, rural 
West Wales, Midlands, North East, Cornwall – all flocked there to take advantage 
of the new work opportunities 
This mixture of different cultures often led to conflict. 
Tredegar experienced many unsavoury incidents – some of which today would 
be referred to as race riots. 
 
 
[Phebe Toomey Winsky]:  “The Irish would take in boarders to increase the 
number of men in each house for protection. The Welsh would paint a white 
cross on the door of the house and attack at night.  The first person to awake 
would yell for the men to come running.  They would defend themselves with coal 
shovels and claimed they could behead a man with one swing.” In the 1871 
Census Duggans lived on Bute Terrace with 6 men and one woman boarding in 
the house with them. 
 
1882 – Irish Conflict 
 
Irish presence in Tredegar had been significant for; many years but the 
relationship between the locals and the Irish community had always been fragile. 
 
There was a basic difference in religious practice- Valley people were largely 
Non-Conformist & at odds with the Catholic doctrine. There was also a 
perception, stemming from many years previously, that Irish workers would 
‘undercut’ wage structures-being prepared to work for less wages than their 
Welsh counterparts.  The most serious outbreak of violence occurred in July 
1882. 
 
On a Saturday, which was also a Pay Day & a Market Day , large crowds had 
congregated in the streets, many the worse for drink , a common situation on Pay 
Days. 
 
What began as a minor stone-throwing incident quickly escalated into a major 
riot. Crowds rampaged through the town attacking Irish houses & wrecking 
property.  The Riot act was read but order was not fully restored until the 



following Monday.  By that time some 60 houses belonging to Irish residents had 
been completely destroyed & many more severely damaged.” 
 
 
It was in this area where Mary Duggan (D 1-1)first met a Welshman named 
George St. Leger Thorogood, a railroad engineer. They were married in 1885 in 
Merthyr Tydfil.  Their first baby, Mary Agnes, was born in Rhymney, in 
Monmouthshire, on 30 March 1882. 
Their son, George Henry was also born there on 3 March 1886. 
 
Between the labor riots, scarce work and poor living conditions, they decided to 
immigrate to America in Nov 1889 together with Mary’s brother Patrick Duggan 
(D 1-2). 
 
Patrick Duggan (D 1-2), the son, was born in 1866 in Merthyr Tydfil, Gelligaer 
district, Glamorgan County, Wales.  His mother Ellen died when he was 6 and his 
father Patrick when he was 13.  He and his siblings were then taken in by his 
uncle Jeremiah Buckley in Brithdir.  When his sister Mary married George 
Thorogood, he remained close to her and chose to immigrate with them to 
America in 1889.  He was nineteen years of age when they entered the new 
country and settled in Salem Mass.  He followed them to Pittsburgh  and then to 
Braddock. He continued living with his sister Mary and her children Elizabeth and 
Fred in Braddock until Mary’s death in 1910.  He then moved between his family 
members, finally settling with his niece Elizabeth and her husband Emil George 
and their children in Larimer, Westmoreland County, PA 

 
 
   PITTSBURGH SEWER WORKERS 1918 
 



Joseph Toomey remembered the stories about him.  “He was a big man who 
barely fit through the door with hands like hams.  He was a bachelor, naturally, 
and dug all the sewers in Braddock.  He was a real hard worker and didn’t spend 
his money until he got hit by a streetcar around 1925.  That was during 
Prohibition and nobody could get liquor.  So when he was in the hospital the 
doctor prescribed alcohol (whiskey) for him and while he was laying in the bed at  
night they (the doctors and nurses)  would drink his whiskey.  But they always 
gave him some too.  By the time he got out of there he was really hooked and 
drinking all the time.  Then he didn’t do anything but drink.  Finally he wanted to 
take all his money out of the bank, but the bank manager wouldn’t let him take 
his money out because he knew his condition.  He insisted that Uncle Pat get 
somebody else from the family to co-sign for it and that’s how we found out how 
much money he had.  Our Jim [James Matthew Toomey] was 18 and Uncle Pat 
took him along to the bank and took out $15,000.  That was everything he had 
and that was a lot of money in those days .  He would to into a bar then and just 
throw the money down and 
order whiskey, all he wanted.  
Jim would follow him 
sometimes and pick up the 
money he dropped in the 
gutter.” 
 
Patrick lived with his niece 
Elizabeth Thorogood George 
until his 65th year.  In July  of 
1930 he was crossing the 
railroad tracks in Rankin at 
night and was hit by a train. He 
was found there at 11:50 A.M. 
on the 24th of July and had to 
be identified by Patrick Toomey 
due to being badly “mauled by 
being run over by a railroad train.”  PATRICK DUGGAN JR. 
 He was taken to the George’s home.   
He was buried in Immaculate Conception Cemetery in Irwin in a pauper’s grave 
with a wooden marker.  Emil George paid $25  to bury him.  The money came 
from an insurance policy Patrick had.  Mary Agnes Toomey remarked “Now isn’t 
that just like Lizzie” to cash the insurance policy to bury him. 
 
Patrick and Ellen Duggan’s daughter Ellen (D 1-3) and son John (D 1-4)remained 
in Wales when Mary (D 1-1) and Patrick (D 1-2) left for America.  Ellen had 
worked as a domestic servant when she was 14 years old but moved to a mining 
job as a laborer by 1891 when she was 23 years old.  She lived with her brother 
John Duggan and his wife Catherine and son Johnny in Pontlottyn, East 
Glamorgan 



In August 1891 she gave birth to a boy she named Thomas Duggan and when 
the baby was 3 years old she also immigrated to America moving near her family 
in Salem, Massachusetts.  When her sister and brother moved to Pennsylvania, 
she decided to remain in Massachusetts and married Michael Kenny.  It was 
about this time that she consistently began to spell her name with an “H” and 
became Helen Kenney.  They lived at #43 Daniel Street and Michael Kenny 
worked as a day laborer on the coal wharf. There they added three more children 
to the house: Cecelia born in 1901, Helen born in 1902 and Henry born in 1908.  
Michael Kenny died before 1920. 
 
Thomas Duggan found work in Massachusetts as a lineman for the telephone 
company.  Cecelia Kenney and her sister Helen worked as inspectors in a lamp 
factory.  By 1930 they had moved to #15 Webb Street in Salem.  Thomas worked 
as a truck driver for the phone company, Cecelia worked as a cleaner in the lamp 
factory and Helen was placing the filaments in the lamps. It was during this time 
on Webb Street the Mary Agnes Thorogood Toomey managed a visit from 
Pittsburgh with her husband John Francis and youngest child Ellen.  As far as we 
know it was the last time any of them visited each other.  
 
In 1918 Henry Kenny married Sophie             and they had a son also named 
Henry. 
 
It appears that none of the other Kennys ever married. 
 
 
 
Patrick and Ellen Duggan’s son John Duggan (D 1-4) was the only child to 
remain in Wales.  He was born in 1870 in Gelligaer, Glamorgan County, Wales.  
He was in school in Brithdir at 11 years 
of age but had become a coal mine 
laborer before he was 18.  Around 1888 
he married Catherine Brown of Rhymney 
Monmouthshire,Wales.  In 1889 their son 
John was born in Rhymney and they 
found lodging at 18 Board Street in 
Pontlottyn in the Gelligaer district.  
John’s sister Ellen also lived with them 
with her son Thomas until she 
immigrated to America. 
 
During the first World War, John (D 1-4) 
sent a photograph of his son in his naval 
uniform.  He was serving on HMS Blake.  
It is also believed he had a daughter 
named Katherine.  He once sent a 
photograph of the wedding on one of his 



children which Mary Agnes Toomey cherished for many years.  After her 
mother’s death, Mary Agnes maintained contact with her uncle and occasionally 
managed to send him some money.  He was very grateful and wrote her a letter. 

 
January 4th, 1937 

        Mr. John Duggan 
        33 Harcourt Place 
        Rhymney, Mon 
Dear Mary Jack and all the family Just a 
few line to let you know that I received your 
welcome letter on new year eve and I was  
very glad to hear that you are all in good 
Health as it leves me and Katie and family 
well Mary I have often been thinking of you 
and wondering how you got through the 
period of depression out their I am always 
reading the news paper and I am glad to 
know things are turning for the better well  
mary its better for you to be out their than  
hear south wales is gone to the bad Rhymney  
is a distressed town with over nine hundred  
unemployed Dowlais and Merthyr worse 
I had a fortnight work to months back and 
3 weeks 4 years ago 5 weeks in Eight years 
 
but I was receiving the dole that was 
seventeen shillings a week about 3 dolors and 
a half of you money but when I reached the 
age of 65 I was put on the old age pension a 
Drop of seven shillings a week but God  
is good and I have every comfort nothing 
to grumble about  my sister Ellen have  
been very kind to me she has not forgot 
to send me a few dolors every Xmas 
for a number of years and it was a great 
help to me Ellen told me about my 
Brother Patsy well mary when you told me 
that you were at your sisters silver weding 
she seems to me so strange because I never 
saw her but I am glad that you enjoyed 
yourself alrigh Katies husband is working 
and her three children are all going to 
secondary shools so no more at present from 
your uncle John Duggan write soon 
 XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 
 



John’s daughter Catherine cared for her father as he got older and she married 
one of the Jones boys.  This may finally give us some credibility about being 
Welsh!  
Revision of 2018  Margaret Toomey Urzúa 



STORIES FROM THE KINGSBURYS 
 
George Kingsbury (K 1) was born in Wedmore, Somersetshire, England in 1796. 
His wife Sarah was born in 1791 in Somersetshire England but there is no record 
of which village she was born in.  George worked as an agricultural laborer. 
They were married in Axbridge, Somersetshire, England and took up residence 
on Hazard Road in Wedmore where they had two children:  

William (K 1-1), born in 1821 in Wedmore and  
Ann (K 1-2) born in 1826 

In June 1845, Sarah died in the Axbridge District 

 
 
Around 1846 George then married Jane, also an agricultural laborer, and they 
had two children  

Sarah (K 1-3), born in 1847 and  
James [or Jane](K 1-4) born in 1849. 

Sometime in the next 10 years George’s wife Jane died because he listed 
himself as a widower in the 1861 Census. He was working as an agricultural 
laborer and residing on the land of the Rev John Emory at 108 Sand Street in 
Wedmore. 
It appears that George’s daughter Ann Kingsbury  (K1-2)remained single and 
labored running a boarding house in  Wedmore, England where she also cared 
for her niece or sister or her daughter Sarah born in 1847.  In the March Qtr of 



1859 she married John Bacon.  They had a daughter Mary Bacon in 1852.  We 
do not yet know when Ann Kingsbury Bacon died, but her daughter Mary Bacon 
lived with William and Hannah Court Kingsbury in 1861 in Bedwellty, Wales 
together with her cousins Sarah, Phebe, Elizabeth and Emma. 
 
George’s son William (K 1-1), born 1821 in Wedmore, worked as a day laborer. 
In the last quarter of 1842, he married Hannah Court in Axbridge, Somersetshire, 
England.  Hannah was born in 1822, also in Wedmore. 
 
Within the next 5 years, they had moved to Bedwellty, Monmouthshire, Wales.  
There they had a family consisting of four daughters:   

Sarah (K 1-1-1), born in 1847;  
Phebe Ann (K 1-1-2), born 4th Qtr 1848;  
Elizabeth (K 1-1-3), born 1851 and  
Emma (K 1-1-4), born 1861. 

 

 
    Sarah Kingsbury Toomey     
 
When William’s daughter Sarah was only one year old she was bounced on the 
knee of her future husband, Daniel Toomey in the Kingsbury house on Pond Row 
in Bedwellty.  She attended school locally until around the age of 12.  Sarah and 



Daniel Toomey continued a close relationship and married in 1865 when she was 
18 and Daniel was 28.  They moved to a house at #7 George Street in Bedwellty.  
Their first child, Timothy was born 15 Sept 1865, their son William 10 Dec, 1866, 
their daughter, Johanna 1869 and little Daniel in April of 1870.  Unfortunately he 
died of scarlatina on the 31st of Dec of the same year.  Sarah’s sisters lived close 
by and 13-year-old Emma (K 1-1-4) helped out as a nursemaid and lived with 
them in 1871.  Phebe (K 1-1-2) worked in a laundry and Elizabeth (K 1-1 3) liked 
to socialize.  So the census taker found her out visiting the neighbors on April 3, 
1871. 
 
Since work was difficult to find and their families were growing fast. The three 
Toomey brothers and their sister decided to join the flood of immigrants to 
America.  It was a difficult decision for Sarah who had never been apart from 
Daniel for her entire life.  She had to let him go alone and trust him to fulfill his 
promise to send for her and the children.  She prayed that he would survive the 
treacherous voyage.  By the time he left she was expecting another baby.  She 
set sail that same year and arrived in time for the birth of the next child, 
Cornelius, in Nov 1871 in America. 
 
Daniel and Sarah had 10 children in America while they lived in various 
tenements in the ninth ward of Allegheny City, PA.  Due to the crowding they 
moved frequently and they moved as the economic situation rose and fell with 
the availability of work.  Sarah worked in the house both because she was 
continuously preparing meals for her own family and because women were not 
employed in the steel industry.  They do not appear to have ever taken in 
boarders and she had a large amount of laundry to do herself.   



 
Rear of Woods Run Apartment Building 
 
The only outside work we know she performed was to cook “Liver and Lights” to 
sell to lunch crowds along Preble Avenue.  This dish was very popular among the 
Welsh.  It was also a good choice because the ingredients were very cheap.  
One example of this recipe can be found at <<Family Cookbook Project.com>>. 
 
Liver, heart, and lights (lungs) of a pig 
6 or 7 slices of bacon 
8 medium potatoes (peeled and quartered) 
3 ribs of celery (cut in 1 in chunks) 
4 medium onions and some garlic 
2 teaspoons of ground sage-leaves 
Pepper and salt to taste 
1-2 quarts of water (or enough to cover) 
Prepare the meat overnight and rinse thoroughly. Cut all the meat into 1 ½ inch 
cubes. And wash perfectly clean.  Sprinkle with salt and pepper and set aside.  
Fry bacon in a 5 quart Dutch oven.  Remove bacon and add celery, onions and 
garlic to drippings and sauté for 2-3 minutes .Add everything but the potatoes to 
the pot and bring to a boil.. Reduce to simmer and cook 1 ½ hours until liver and 
lights are fork tender.  Check frequently and add water as needed.  Add the 



potatoes and let cook another 30 minutes.  Broth will thicken as the potatoes 
cook making a nice gravy.   
May be served with side dishes. 
 
Laborer’s family” diets were heavy on meat, fats, potatoes and sweets. 
The daily routine in all  of the locations where they lived involved large amounts 
of time collecting water for cooking and cleaning.  Any children in the home could 
expect to spend free time hauling buckets of water to heat on a coal or wood 
stove.  One doctor who attended a sick child noted that Shanghai Row had only 
6 wells.  The wells were located in close proximity to the outhouses with the 
result that 5 of Sarah’s children and grandchildren died of intestinal diseases.  An 
equal number succumbed to lung infections due in part to the smog and poor 
heat in the winter. 
 
Around 1903  Daniel and Sarah had moved to Eckert  Street where he died.  
Sarah moved closer to her son Timothy on Stayton Street and for a while lived in 
a house boat on a pond at the foot of the hill.  She finally went into a state of 
depression and melancholy and died at the Allegheny County Almshouse in 
O’Hara Township on 27 Sept 1911.  She was buried in St Mary’s Cemetery, 
Lawrenceville, PA, together with her son Daniel (Sec Y, Grave 120) 
 
It appears that George’s daughter Ann Kingsbury (K 1-2) remained single and 
labored running a boarding house in Wedmore, England where she also cared 
for her niece or sister or her daughter Sarah born in 1847.  In the March Qtr of 
1859 she married John Bacon.  They had a daughter Mary Bacon in 1852. We 
do not yet know when Ann Kingsbury Bacon died, but her daughter Mary Bacon 
lived with William and Hannah Kingsbury in 1861 in Bedwellty, Wales together 
with her cousins Sarah, Phebe, Elizabeth and Emma. 
 
William Kingsbury’s daughter Phebe Ann (K 1-1-2) was born in 1848 in 
Bedwellty, Tredegar district, Monmouthshire, Wales. When she was 24 in 
Bedwellty, she married George Parker Turpitt of Devon, England who worked as 
an iron puddler.  He later became a boiler tender in the steel works in the 
Tredegar area.  They had three children Elizabeth Anna born in 1872, William 
born in 1874 and Emma Jane born in 1877.  They also adopted a 2-year-old boy 
named James Henry Morgan born about 1889 in Dukerstown, Breconshire, 
Wales. Even though the Turpitt children began school around 6 years of age, 
William worked as a tender in the steel works by the age of 17.  When he 
reached 27, however, he had become a ministerial student. 
 
William Kingsbury’s daughter Elizabeth (K 1-1-3), the sociable one, was born in 
Bedwellty, Tredegar district, Monmouthshire, Wales, in June 1851.  When she 
was 21 in Bedwellty, she married Charles Gibbon, an iron puddler born in 
Buckon, Wales.  They had their first child, William, in Monmouthshire, Wales in 
1875.  Their daughter Mary Gibbon was born in 1880 in Ince, Lancashire, 
England.  Then they had two more daughters, Phoebe in 1872 and Rosiah in 



1884, in Stockton, Durham County, England.  William Gibbon worked as a 
general laborer at age 16 in Stockton while the girls were in school 
 
William Kingsbury’s fourth daughter Emma (K 1-1-4) was born in Bedwellty, 
Tredegar district, Monmouthshire, Wales in the fourth quarter of 1857.  At 13 
years of age she was working as a nursemaid for her sister Sarah helping her 
care for those rambunctious Toomey kids at #7 George Street in Bedwellty.  So 
far that is the last data we have for her. 
 
 
 
 
Revision of 2018 
Margaret Toomey Urzúa 



STORIES FROM THE THOROGOOD FAMILY      
    
 
This family came out of Essex County in England. The name has various 
spellings but the most consistent is Thurgood.  This is the spelling most used by 
George St. Leger in signing his documents in the United States. 
 
Our first Thorogood (Th 1) is the wife of a Thorogood whose name is not 
recorded.  This wife, Elizabeth, was born in 1796 in Essex County. She had two 
children whom we know of, Mary Ann Thorogood (Th-1-1), born 1821, and 
George H. Thorogood (Th 1-2) born 1826 in Ongar, Essex County, England.  
There was also a William Thorogood, born 1840, but it is not clear whose child 
he was.  They all worked in agriculture. 
 

 



By 1846, George had moved to Wales where he married Martha Cottle of 
Cowbridge, Glamorganshire, and was working as a postman or mailing 
contractor in 1851. In Cardiff they had a daughter, Fanny (Th 1-2-1) in 1847 and 
Eliza (Th 1-2-2) in 1849.  Martha’s younger sister, Elizabeth Cottle also lived with 
them at 1 Dispensary Court. On the 13th of September, 1852, they had a son, 
George St. Leger Thorogood (Th 1-2-3) in Bonvilston.   
 

 
In 1855, they were back in Cardiff where George worked as a traffic manager. 
They lived in the office house. Their son William (Th 1-2-4) was born in Cardiff. In 
1857, their son Frederick (Th 1-2-5) was born in Aberdare near Myrthyr Tydfil 
and in 1860 their son Henry (Th 1-2 6). No document shows a middle name for 
Henry.  There was a certificate in the house at #6 Sheriff St. for a Henry Pike 
Thorogood who died in the Caspian Sea while diving for specimens for the 
Swansea Museum in Wales.  It cannot be determined if it was this Henry or an 
older generation. 
While still in Aberdare, they added a Daughter Mary E. (Th 1-2-7) in 1865, 
another son Edward (Th 1-2-8) in 1867, and a son Arthur (Th 1-2-9) arrived in 
1872.  By 1881, George and Martha had moved to # 7 Rutland Place in Swansea 
with their children William (Th 1-2-4), a blacksmith, Henry (Th 1-2-6), a 
sailmaker, and Mary (Th 1-2-7), Edward (Th 1-2-8) and Arthur (Th 1-2-9), all in 
school. George (Th 1-2) was working as a livery stable manager. 
This completed the family of George H. Thorogood (Th 1-2) and Martha Cottle as 
follows: Fannie Mary (T1-2-1) 
 Eliza (Th 1-2-2) 
 George St. Leger (Th 1-2-3)  

William H. (Th 1-2-4) 
 Frederick E .(Th 1-2-5) 
 Henry (Th 1-2 6) 
 Mary E. (Th 1-2-7) 
 Edward (Th 1-2-8) 
 Arthur (Th 1-2-9) 



By 1890 George and Martha had moved to #2 Edward St in Swansea with their 
sons Edward, then a plumber, and Arthur J., an engineer 
 
In 1894 Martha Cottle died in Swansea and is buried in St. Mary’s (Anglican) 
Church Cemetery, Swansea. 
 
George (Th 1-2) continued working as a senior stable manager, living at #2 
Edward St with his son Henry, the sail maker and Edward, a sanitary engineer 
and his wife, Margaret. He died in 1902.  He is buried with his wife Martha in St. 
Mary’s, Swansea, Wales. 
 
There has been a story for many generations that “grandpa” owned the horse 
“Black Beauty”. 
This might have been plausible if “Black Beauty” were not a work of fiction.  The 
author Anna Sewell loved all animals but especially horses.  Her contemporaries 
who knew her well believed that she based the lead horse in the story on her 
own horse “Bess”.  She admitted that the entire fable was an effort to promote 
decent care of animals and end a practice of reining them to force them to carry 
their heads in an elevated position considered fashionable by the gentry.  She 
based many of the characters in the book on her own experiences with injured 
animals and on her own neighbors.  We can sleep peacefully at night, however, 
knowing that in Chapter 48 she chose to remember a certain “Farmer 
Thoroughgood and his grandson Willie” who saved Black beauty from the glue 
factory. Who knows if there was a connection? 
 
 
George and Martha’s oldest child, Fanny Mary (Th 1-2-1), was born in 1847 in 
Cardiff, Glamorgan County.  She moved around Wales with her parents until she 
married Henry M.A. Eslick, a furniture dealer in 1870.  They lived at #1 Forward 
Terrace, Mountain Ash, Glamorgan County, where four of their children were 
born: Stephan in 1871, Mary E.  in 1873, Fanny, in 1875, and Martha in 1876.  
From there they moved to Swansea where Amy was born in 1878.  By 1880 
Henry was working as a commercial traveler in Liverpool, Lancashire, England 
and their son Henry M. was born there in 1880, and Florence in 1882.   
 
How he died is not clear, but Fanny was a widow by 1891 
 
 
 
No information has been found on George and Martha’s daughter Eliza (Th 1-2-
2) after 1871. 
 
 
 
 



George St Leger Thorogood (Th 1-2 3) was born in Bonvilston, Glamorgan 
County, Wales, on 13th of September, 1852.  He was christened together with his 
two sisters on 17th of October in Bonvilston at the Anglican Church of St Mary’s in 
Bonvilston.   
 
We do not yet know the connection between the Thorogood family and the St. 
Leger family or the reason that this son should carry this middle name.  The St 
Leger family name was introduced into England with the Norman invasion of 
1066 and into Ireland following the Norman invasion of 1169.  It was Sir Anthony 
de St Leger who brought Ireland under the English Crown.  He served as Viceroy 
of Ireland for 5 terms. Several St Legers fought in the Crusades and a classic 
horse race originated at the suggestion of General Anthony St Leger of Kildare.  
 
By 1881 George St Leger Thorogood was working as a locomotive driver on a 
railroad and lodging with the Evans Family at #63 Bute Street in Merthyr Tydfil. It 
was here that he met Mary Duggan, a domestic servant and former tipple worker 
living at #4 Bute Terrace in Merthyr Tydfil.  They married in 1885 in Merthyr 
Tydfil.  “His family was considered very wealthy but he gave it all up to marry 
Mary Duggan.  His family disowned him and he turned Catholic.”-[Phebe Toomey 
Winsky] What was implied by “very wealthy” is not clear since everyone in this 
family seemed to work for their entire lives. 
 
George and Mary began their life together by moving east into the Sirhowy River 
Valley.  Their first child, Mary Agnes (Th 1-2-3-1) was born in Rhymney, 
Monmouthshire on 29 March, 1882, and a son George Henry (Th 1-2-3-2) on 3 
March 1886.  With all the labor unrest and difficulties in work as well as the 
prospect that the children would also have to work in the mines, they decided to 
join a swelling number of immigrants to America.  George, Mary, Mary Agnes 
and George Henry Thorogood together with Mary’s brother Patrick Duggan left 
Liverpool aboard the “City of Berlin” bound for New York City.  It must have 
seemed strange to them that they should pass through the port of Queenstown 
(Cobh) in County Cork Ireland where Mary and Pat’s parents had departed years 
before.   

 



 
 
 



The family consisted of 30 year old George, 26 year old Mary, 4 1/2 year old 
Mary Agnes and 10 month old George Henry.  They succeeded in getting berths 
in top steerage with three pieces of luggage while 19 year old Patrick Duggan 
took two pieces to the lower level of steerage.  One of the objects they were 
reported to be carrying was a washstand with a marble top. It remained in the 
bedroom of Mary Agnes on Sheriff Street after her parents died.  George St. 
Leger was supposed to have traveled with a telescope that he used to watch his 
homeland part from view and then took a deck top view of Queenstown (Cobh), 
Ireland before crossing the Atlantic.  The captain of the ship saw him with it and 
compared it to his own.  The captain thought it was better and wanted to buy it 
from George but he wouldn’t part with it. 
 
They arrived in Castle Garden, New York on the 16 of November, 1889, and 
headed for Boston just in time for a New England winter.  They finally settled into 
Salem north of Boston at 27 Daniel St.   
 
There on the 26 July 1889, Martha Ellen (Th 1-2-3-3) was born, and on 23 March 
1894, another daughter Elizabeth Ann (Th 1-2-3-4).  Mary Agnes always 
remembered that she could throw a fishing line over the fence in the back yard 
and catch fish from the ocean.  About 1890 at the age of eight, Mary Agnes 
began her first job in a shoe factory in Lynn, Mass. Mary tried to make a little 
money by opening a dress shop.  It was her only shop. 
 
Since he thought this was a good place to settle George took his naturalization 
pledge on 20 July 1898 in the District Court of Salem. But the work did not come 
as quickly as he wanted for his growing family.   
 
They decided to move west to Pittsburgh because they heard there were more 
openings.  There, on the 19 of Jan 1899, their second son, Frederick Elias (Th 1-
2-3-5) was born at #4 Shady Ave, Allegheny City.  It was a very tight 
neighborhood and there was constant activity among all the neighbors.  Since 
Mary Agnes was a button accordion player she quickly became known among 
the other neighborhood musicians.  Thus she met John Francis Toomey from 
Preble Avenue.  They were married on 12 April, 1900.  The wedding celebration 
took place in the Thorogoods house in “monkey row” across from Horace Mann 
School and lasted for three days. John and Mary Agnes moved in with the 
Thorogoods bringing the house census up to 9 people.  Maybe this had 
something to do with their next move to 206 First Street in Braddock.  There they 
were close to the Carnegie Steel Works and other mills where work was plentiful. 
John Toomey and Mary Agnes found a house on Hamilton Ave in Rankin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THOROGOOD-DUGGAN FAMILY GATHERING – 1920 
  
MARY TH GEORGE     EMPTY  LIZZIE   EMIL   JOHN F. 
TOOMEY THOROGOOD SPACE   TH.        GEORGE TOOMEY 
  WITH BABY  FOR       GEORGE 
  ANTHONY  MARTHA 
  TOOMEY 

 
     PAT DUGGAN A TOOMEY SON 
 
  JOE TOOMEY MARY       CELIE  FRED     JIM 
  WITH A   TOOMEY TOOMEY THOROGOOD TOOMEY 
  BABY 

 
Mary Thorogood Toomey spent her days cooking 
for the entire family, growing her garden, doing 
laundry and caring for the medical needs of the 
children.  She had acquired her own set of glass 
“cups” and would heat them and apply them to skin 
to heal boils and relieve pain.  She had the standing 
formula for curing diphtheria of one Tablespoon of 
kerosene per patient once a day,  That got out all 
that nasty junk from your throat! She filled in her 
spare time with mending all the clothes and playing 
her button accordion. 
 
 



JOE TOOMEY TONY TOOMEY  GEORGE THOROGOOD  
 

 
George Henry Thorogood, (Th 1-2-3-
2) their son, was born in Wales and 
traveled with them through the entire 
immigration saga.  He moved to 
Missouri before WW I and there he 
married Anna Mae Schimelfenig in 
August 1926. 
He worked as a pusher at the Union 
Station in Kansas City, MO, in 1918 
when he registered for the draft.  
When he would return for a visit to 
Pittsburgh, his nephews were always 
impressed because he drove a big 
car.  When business wasn’t too 

good, he rode the train or didn’t visit at all.  Then he worked for 18 years as a 
bottler for the Prairie Brew Bottling Company.  After retiring he returned to 
Pittsburgh to live with his niece Francis George Maurer on Lowrie St in Troy Hill.  
He died there on 18 April 1964.  He is buried in Highland Park Cemetery in 
Kansas City, MO with his wife Anna Mae. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
In Braddock George and Mary’s 
daughter Martha Ellen (Th 1-2-3-3) 
married John McDonald .Martha was a 
thin 16 year old when she married and 
could not deliver her first baby.  She 
died in childbirth one year later in 
August 1906. 
 
Martha is buried in Calvary Cemetery in 
the McDonald family lot, Section I (eye). 
 
 
JOHN MC DONALD AND 
MARTHA ELLEN THOROGOOD  
MCDONALD 
AT LUNA PARK 
 



Their daughter Elizabeth Ann (Th 1-2-3-4) married Emil George of Spring Hill, 
PA, in 1911. Since Emil spent most of his working life at Westinghouse Air Brake 
Comp., they lived near the plant in Turtle Creek.  Just because this was skilled 
labor did not mean that it was easy or agreeable.  Lizzie remembered that doing 
the laundry required long boiling sessions to get all the copper out of Emil’s work 
clothes.  He sweat copper and everything he wore looked like copper.  They lived 
on North Huntingdon Road in Larimer, Westmoreland County for many years.  
The spot was known affectionately by all the relatives as “Helltown” but was 
technically “Dirling”.   
 
Joseph Toomey used to love to visit his godparents, Elizabeth and Emil, because 
there was lots of room to run outside and a bowl of hard boiled eggs on the table 
for anybody who got hungry.  Elizabeth was happy cooking for a crowd and 
would cook a hot lunch even after they moved to Gulfport, Florida and its 90 o 
summer heat.  Their first daughter Elizabeth (Beebe) was born in 1912.  Their 
second Frances (Fannie) was born in 1914, their first son Emil (Bud) in 1916, 
then Ruth in 1918, followed by Charles (Chuck) in 1919, John D. in 1921, Rita in 
1924, Regina in 1927, Martha Mae in 1930, and lastly Frederick in 1934. 
 

 
 

THE GEORGE FAMILY IN IRWIN 
 
 



Uncle Pat Duggan lived with them in Larimer after the death of his sister Mary 
Duggan Thorogood in 1911.  When James Matthew and Joseph Toomey would 
visit their cousins in the country they always found plenty of mischief that wasn’t 
available in the city.  Jim would collect various kinds of wildlife especially when 
he knew that someone didn’t like it.  So one sunny day when Uncle Pat and 
Uncle Emil were chatting on the front steps he came up behind them with a 
snake in his pocket and pulled it out when they least expected it.  All the kids 
were amazed at how well adults could rise straight up in the air! 
 
With a bunch of kids it was necessary to hold down expenses so both Elizabeth 
and Mary Agnes would swap children’s clothes when possible.  Every month 
Emil would line the kids up, place a kitchen bowl on their heads and cut hair.  
There was only one cut and everybody got it. 
 
By the 1930’s, they had moved to a house on Penn Ave in North Irwin and  the 
crowd in the house started easing up as Beebe married  Oliver, Fannie 
married  Maurer, and Bud, Ruth , Charles and John started working outside 
the house. 
 
In the 1950’s, Liz and Emil joined the migration to Florida and lived in Gulfport on 
the Gulf of Mexico far away from Pennsylvania winters.  They were joined by 
several of their children and loved to have family visits.  Even after 50 years of 
marriage they could still find something to improve in each other.  Sitting outside 
on the screened porch one hot night, Lizzie said something to Emil which he 
couldn’t hear.  He yelled at her, “Speak up, I can’t hear you.”  “Well, if you’d put in 
your hearing aid, I wouldn’t have to repeat it!” “If you’d put in your false teeth, I 
wouldn’t have to ask you to repeat it!” Ah true love. 
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George and Mary’s son Frederick Elias Thorogood (Th 1-2-3-5) was born 19 Jan, 
1899 in Allegheny City.  
 

 
 
FRED THOROGOOD (front left)  LOUIS GEORGE (back right) 
 
When the United States entered WW I in 1917, he was too young for the draft but 
he wanted to join up anyway.  So he went to Ohio to visit relatives.  There where 
no one knew him he shaved a year off his age and joined the Army.  After basic 
training he ended up in the battle of the Argonne Forest.  His proximity to the 
heavy artillery resulted in a permanent hearing loss.  This was not a detriment to 
the Army, however, and he made a career of it.  In 1920, he was stationed at 
Camp Meade, MD.  In 1930, he was in the Jefferson Barracks, St. Louis, MO still 
in the Infantry.  He died 7 Jan 1970 and is buried in the Jefferson Barracks 
National Cemetery, St. Louis, MO. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
The last child of George St. Leger and Mary Duggan was their son John Patrick 
Thorogood (Th 1-2-3-6), born 15 Nov 1905. 
 
Braddock was a busy river town.  There were mill noises day and night, trains ran 
through the middle of town and river boats brought coal to the mills.  The air 
could only be described as dense.  George began seeing a doctor for asthma in 
1906 but his condition steadily worsened and he died on his birthday, 13 Sept 
1907.  His little son John Patrick died 22 days later of broncho pneumonia with 
convulsions but the family knew that he died of a broken heart because his father 
had died.  He is buried together with his parents in Calvary Cemetery, Section 
I(eye). 
 
This completed the family of George St Leger Thorogood and Mary Duggan as 
follows: 
 Mary Agnes (Th 1-2-3-1) 
 George Henry (Th 1-2-3-2) 
 Martha Ellen (Th 1-2 –3- 3)    
 Elizabeth Ann (Th 1-2-3-4) 
 Frederick Elias (Th 1-2-3-5) 
 John Patrick (Th 1-2-3-6) 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sometime in 1908, Mary Duggan Thorogood  was hit by a streetcar and run over.  
It left her with a wound across her stomach that wouldn’t heal.  Her daughter, 
Mary Agnes Toomey would go over to her house almost every day to help her 
change the dressing.  About a year before she died she made herself this dress 
and went to Joseph Horne Dept Store to have her picture taken.  It is the only 
photograph we have of her.  It is as if she knew she wouldn’t live long.  She died 
on 29 June 1910 and was buried in Calvary Cemetery, sec I (eye), at the age of 
44 years. 
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