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Foreword

John Fred Pierson had two daughters: Adeline and Daisy.  Adeline married Edward
Walker Scott, Jr., twin brother of Thomas Branch Scott, and son of Major Frederic
Robert Scott of Petersburg and Richmond, Virginia.  (There were four other Scott
brothers and three sisters as well, plus two Pierson sons).

“Uncle Eddie” and “Aunt Adeline” lived at Donegal (which had been his father's
summer house on the James River at Warren, Va.) with their three children: Pierson,
Edward (Dutch), and Augusta.  Both parents were “characters”.  Aunt Adeline had a
Turkish corner complete with bubble pipe, and filled the house with peacock feathers in
vases.  My husband once counted the layers between himself and the out of doors, and it
was something like seven—made the dining room very dark.  Aunt Adeline never
settled into Virginia domesticity but always retained her ties to New York.

Uncle Eddie ran the little bank at Esmont.  The story is he showed up in Richmond
looking very untidy in a ratty old suit and when rebuked he answered “It’s all
right—everybody knows me here”.  Repeat the scene on Fifth Avenue in New York City
and his answer was “Quite all right—nobody knows me here”.

In fairness, we should note that every single one of the children of Frederic Robert Scott
had strong personalities and some eccentricities.  Stories abound about each one of them
and of course it’s the quirky ones that live on.  I remember telling some tale about their
mother that I had heard and being rebuked by Mrs. Forsyth (Aunt Lena) who had
known and admired her and had counterbalancing “good” stories to tell.  I am sure that
would be true of all of them if we only knew.

Daisy married George Hull and had no children.  They lived at Short Hills, New Jersey
and Newport, Rhode Island in a rambling Victorian frame house on Bellevue Avenue
where it makes a right-angle turn toward the beaches.  When Shelah Kane married Jim
Scott at Wickford in 1952, a group of us stayed there for the wedding festivities.  We
were Tom and Carrie Scott, Pierson, Dutch, Freddy and I and maybe more.  I remember
Aunt Daisy’s gratitude toward me because I had told her when we would leave.  She told
me more than once how much she liked knowing it and how seldom her southern guests
ever told her their departure plans!

She was slim and attractive and a very positive person.  George was an eccentric who
bicycled to tea around Newport carrying his own tea in a sack on the handlebars.  He
didn’t trust any hostess to make it right for him.  The legend about him is that he
disappeared for a year or so—no word came back about him, and one day Aunt Daisy
woke up to find him in the bed beside her.  The story is she said “Good morning,
George” and that was all about it.

Pierson Scott, son of Eddie and Adeline, had a long close association with the General,
his grandfather, who lived in New York in his house on 52nd Street right across from the
21 Club.  Pierson said the music went on all night long.  He loved and admired the
General and enjoyed the introductions to the Union League Club and other old New
York connections.

Toward the last the General had trouble with the stairs so they installed a tiny standup
lift for him, which he hated, but had to use.  He would get in it, stand ramrod straight
and pretend he wasn’t there while someone pushed a button and sent him aloft.



I remember also the story about my father-in-law Frederic William Scott taking General
Pierson around a Civil war battlefield near Richmond and showing him “Your troops
were over there—ours were here?” etc. and “Do you recognise any of it?” The General
replied “Mr. Scott, when the bullets are flying the way they were that day, you pay
damned little attention to the scenery”.

Elizabeth Scott
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or $100,000.

Mr. H. said it was not for sale, but Ives insisted and to get rid of him, H. said, finally “I would not
take less than a million dollars for my stock.”

“Will you sell it at that?” asked Ives.

And H. said, “Yes.”

Then Ives said he would pay that price.  An agreement was drawn up at once by which Ives was
to pay the million dollars and H. was to deliver the stock and full control of the company at noon
of the next day at the office of Mr. H. in the Equitable Building.

Mr. H. lived out of town, and on the train he was going out on a little later, he met one of the
directors of the Equitable Life Insurance Co., and H. told him what he had done that afternoon in
selling out his interest in the company.

This director asked to whom he had sold.  Mr. H. said to the firm of Ives and Stayner, a well-
known house in Wall Street.

The director was greatly shocked and expostulated, saying the purchasers were not well-known
and to turn over the many millions of securities and the interests of so many thousands of women
and stockholders was a very serious matter, and persuaded Mr. H. to give him a day to find out
about Ives and Stayner.  To do this it was agreed that the next day, Mr. H. would be sick and
remain in bed, and a  physician’s certificate sent to the the Equitable Co. to that effect.

The next day, at noon, Mr. Ives was at the Equitable office, presented certified checks for a
million dollars, and demanded the stock and possession of everything.  He was awfully put out to
be given instead the certificate of the doctor, and told to call the next day.

That afternoon, the firm of Ives and Stayner failed, and it was shown that the checks were
certified by the banks with the understanding that securities would be given them before two p.m.
as full collateral security.  Ives expected to obtain these from the vaults of the Equitable Life
Insurance Co. as soon as he took possession.
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Nicaragua Canal Company

In 1869, a Monsieur Bellay came to me with a concession from Nicaragua for the construction of
a canal through Nicaragua via Nicaragua Lake and Costa Rica. We drew up the following
agreement:

Whereas, Felix Bellay of Paris, France, has obtained from the Government of Nicaragua and
Costa Rica, the privilege and right to construct a ship canal across the Isthmus of Nicaragua, for
further particulars as to the details of which, reference is made to said concession dated May first
one thousand eight hundred and fifty eight and ratified April twenty sixth by Cost Rica, and,

Whereas in the year one thousand eight hundred and fifty nine or one thousand eight hundred
and sixty two several commencements of the work and attempts at execution of the project
referred to were duly made by Mr. Bellay and were not successful owing to events beyond his
control; the validity of said concession having been further duly confirmed by a judgment of the
“Tribunal de la Seine” rendered March twenty-fourth one thousand eight hundred and sixty five,
and,

Whereas, the undersigned have become convinced of the feasibility of the plan of Mr. Bellay and
in view of the importance of the project and their earnest wish to see it carried out practically,

Now therefore, the undersigned have severally agreed to and with each other and with the said
Felix Bellay as follows:

The first step shall be taken by Mr. Bellay to secure the adhesion and cooperation of Mr. Michael
Chevallier of Paris to whom the Government of Nicaragua had heretofore given a concession
similar to the one of Mr. Bellay Rica.

Second, the adhesion and cooperation of Mr. Chevallier having been obtained a corporation shall
be organized under the laws of the United States or one of the several States thereof under the
name of the “Nicaragua Interoceanic Canal Company” for the following purposes on the
following basis:

First The Capital of said Corporation shall be Fifty millions of dollars in gold.  This capital
shall be subscribed as follows: Ten million dollars gold within the first year; the balance
shall be paid in two years following divided equally viz Twenty Millions of dollars in
each year.

Second The principal seat and office of the Company shall be at the City of New York.

Third Books for the subscription to the capital shall be opened simultaneously in New York,
Paris, London, Liverpool, Hamburg, Bordeaux and Geneva, and at such other places as
the Finance Committee of the Corporation shall direct.

Fourth The affairs of the company shall be as far as possible under the management of the two
Boards of Directors, one at Paris, France and the other in the City of New York, and the
undersigned shall constitute the first Board of Directors at the City of New York.

Fifth The object of the Corporation shall be the construction of a ship canal across the
Isthmus of Nicaragua and the carrying out of the concession or grant made to Mr. Bellay
and above referred to.
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I got a number of prominent people here to subscribe to the same.  Moses Taylor mentioned in
the list made a subscription of $50,000.00

Monsieur Bellay addressed to me the following letter:

New York, le 23 Juin, 1869

Monsieur le General Fred. Pierson,

24 Broadway

Mon cher General:

Je pars demain, jeudi, pour l’Europe, dans le but de regulariser a Paris ma situation legale comme
concessionaire du Canal de Nicaragua, soit par une entente avec M. Michel Chevalier, soit par
une decision des tribuanaus, et je reviens ensuite traiter avec les interets americains pour la
realisation de ce projet.  Je vous donne, en attendant mon retour, pleins pouvoirs pour negocier la
constitution d’une compagnie, conformement a la loi des Etats-Unis et sur les bases fixees par
l’acte provisoire dont je vous laisse une copie.  Cette constittution doit comprendre deux comites,
l’un americain et l’autre european, formes des noms les plus accredites des deux mondes.   Les
nome que je vous ai cites pour le comite european seront acquis l’operation le jour ou une
organisation americaine lie donnera toute securite.  Je profiterai de mon sejour en Europe pour
preparer les souscriptions a Paris, et je vous ecrirai par les telegraphes et par les posts aussitot que
j’aurai obtenu un resultat decisif.  Mais il importe que, de votre cote, vous me fassiez connaitre les
adhesions obtenues, car ce sont les noms americains qui deciderent les concours european.

Je ne suis pas assez connu en Angleterre pour choisir les members du cpmseo; et per bamquiers.
C’est unsoin que je crois devoir reserver a M. Cyrus Field, dont l’autorite est tres grande dans ce
pays.

Agreez, mon cher General,
L’assurance de mon entier devoument

Felix Bellay

chez M. Ernest Picard, depute au cours legislatif, 217 rue St. Honore, Paris. J’ai laisse a M.
Egerazio Goviez, Gramercy Park Hotel, la commission de chercher et de vous remittre la rapport
de M. Orville W. Child.

Interoceanic Canal of Nicaragua

Company formed at New York, by an act of incorporation conformable to the laws of the United
States.

Capital $50,000,000 in gold, of which $10,000,000 to be subscribed and paid the first year,
$20,000,000 each year after, for the work of three years.

Principal office, and management in New York, subordinate ones in Paris and London.
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Directors and officers of administration to be double—one composed of Americans, the other
Europeans:

American European
Mr. Cyrus Field Mons. Michel Chevalier (accep’d)
General John A. Dix Mons. Elie de Beaumont (accep’d)
Mr. Peter Cooper Mons. Ferdinand de Lesseps (accep’d)
Mr. A. R. Stewart Mons. Paleocopa (accep’d)
Mr. John C. Hamilton Mons. Ernest Picard (accep’d)
Senator Sprague Mons. Burlingamo (accep’d)
Mr. Charles A. Dana
Mr. Horace Greeley

Consul
New York—Coudert Bros. Paris—Petit Bergons

Subscriptions to open 15th November, 1869:

Paris—La Societe Generale, 54 rue de Provence
Geneva—La Banque Commerciale
Londres, New York
Bordeaux—Le Quellee & Co.
Hamburg

Length of Canal, 195 miles, of which
    120 miles is the River San Juan
      60 miles is the Lake Nicaragua
        15    miles is the cutting requisite from the lake to the Pacific Ocean
     195

The river work to cost 10 millions
From lake to ocean 20 millions
The sides of the lake, etc.  5 millions
The material, machines, etc. 10 millions
Sundry expenses    5 millions   

50 millions

The river part to take in completion 1 year
The two parts as above mentioned       2 year  

 3 year

The treaties made by Mons. Belley with the governments of Nicaragua and Costa Rica, concede
to him a square league of ground each side of the line of the canal.  The sale of this land and the
passage to the lake would give a good revenue from the first year.

The Government of Peru is, by a treaty with Nicaragua, engaged to take a large portion of the
capital. The Australian Government would undoubtedly assist largely, as it has in a former case
shown its willingness to assist a similar enterprise.

The route proposed for the canal by Mons. Belley is much the same as the one suveyed by Mr.
Childs in 1851, and that he estimated to cost 31 millions.  The route of Mons. Belley is somewhat
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shorter.

What is Desired

1st.   The names and cooperation of certain persons in the U.S.
2nd.  The Act of Incorporation of any state in the United States.
3rd.  The sympathy if not the assistance of the U. S. Government.
4th    The opening of subscriptions as specified.

Monsieur Belley departed for France.  Arriving home, he went to his native place and got
returned to the Corps Legislatif with the view of there obtaining what he needed to project these
concessions.  His sudden death stopped all further action, and I mention the circumstance as
being one of interest, showing the early efforts for the construction of a canal.
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More Favorite Stories

Portrait of Fred Pierson

A frontiersman with his family moved to a new and wild country and built a log house near a
spring of pure water.

One day, having gone to the nearest settlement, a long distance off, his wife was left alone with
her children, among whom was a baby only a few months old.

The wife had placed the baby in a rudely constructed frame on the ground at the door of the log
house and taking a pail, went to the spring near by for water.  While bending over the spring, she
felt a tug at her dress and looking back, saw a huge rattlesnake had seized the lower part of it and
was still jerking it.

For a moment she stood paralyzed with fright, and then as the snake continued to pull, she
involuntarily yielded and was as though fascinated, being slowly led back to the house, when
happening to look up, she saw a sight that fairly unnerved her.  About the baby’s pen were a
number of other rattlesnakes, one of whom the baby had seized with both hands, and was partially
encircled in its folds.

And then, to her further horror incredible as it may appear—but what do you suppose the snakes
were doing?

Well!  Rattling their rattles to please the baby!
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————————————————————

I was with a friend hunting quail in the neighborhood of Tampa, Florida, when the following
incident happened.

Mr. B. was about to step over a large log when warned by a rattle, he looked down to find he was
about to step on a large rattlesnake that lay coiled up the other side of the tree.  As he jumped
back quickly his dog sprang over the log close to him and was instantly struck by the snake in the
head somewhere. The dog gave a howl and continued on.

Mr. B. shot the snake, and while stretching it out on the log, his attention was called to his dog by
hearing him whine.  He found the dog some hundred feet further on standing on his fore legs, but
with his hindquarters apparently paralyzed as he was evidently trying in vain to come to him.  In a
few minutes, the dog, with a most piteous glance at his master, sunk down on the ground.  In less
than ten minutes he was dead.  The snake had struck his victim in some vein.

————————————————————

Arriving in Havana in 1867, and the subject of the high sense of “honor” supposed to prevail
among the Spaniards coming up, a friend told me an incident that had occurred there the day
before my arrival and which was still the talk of the town.

A Spaniard was thrown from his horse and struck his head, which for years back had left him
subject to attacks of aberration of intellect.  These fits would come on suddenly and were
generally preceded by some nervous strain.  He had had a quarrel with another Spaniard, an
officer of rank in the army, and the latter had challenged him to fight a duel.  When on the field
facing each other the word en guard was given; and at once, instead of taking the position of guard
the challenged party began to kiss his hand to his adversary and bow and smile.  The other, taking
his sword in both hands, ran him through the body.  At the critical moment, the Spaniard had
been seized with one of his crazy fits, which was evident to all, but the other Spanish “honor” took
advantage of it to kill him in cold blood.

On the steamer crossing from Havana to New Orleans in 1867, there was an old gentleman by
name of Zodoc Pratt.  He was from Prattsville, N.Y., a village established by him, and the center
of large manufactures which had made him wealthy.  He had, by the doctor’s orders, been
accustomed to drinking a certain wine of a light nature, and always took about with him a supply
of same.  Arriving at New Orleans, he told the customhouse officer that he had half a dozen cases
of this wine which was not subject to duty, since it came from this country and was for his own
consumption.  The customhouse officer was a very consequential and disagreeable man, and told
Mr. Pratt he must pay the duties.  After an altercation the old gentleman finished by offering to
bet  $50.00 to $10.00 that he would have the wine go ashore under the officer’s nose, and would
not pay one cent duty, and moreover, would do so at a fixed hour that afternoon.  This bet the
officer took.

Mr. Pratt asked the whole party on board to assemble in the dining saloon.

The cases of wine were brought in, and all were opened by the stewards.  In a funny address, Pratt
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stated that every man was expected to drink one bottle more than his neighbor, and that he
would shoot the first man who cried, “Hold!  Enough!” before every bottle was emptied.

We fell to, and after a manly struggle, not a drop was left.

“Fall in!” then cried Pratt, and we were all marched to the gang plank.  Here Pratt hailed the
officer and asked him to “Stand by” while the wine went ashore.

On reaching terra firma, Pratt claimed his bet from the officer, and we all thought he had fairly
won it.

1870 photo of Pierson & Co.  J. G. Pierson & Bro, were at the corner of Front and Broad Streets from
1787 to the early part of 1800 when they went to 24x26 Broadway, built the building of which this is a
picture.  The lot being 60x200 through to New Street.  The sold this place about 1900 and went to 90
West St, a short time, and then to 29 Broadway where they now are.  With one or two exceptions, the
oldest firm without change of name or family in the country.

Sitting in the Union Club one evening, the conversation turned on the changes in New York
City, and Lawrence McKeever related the following incident which happened in the old bar room
on the Mercer St. side of the St. Nicholas Hotel in Broadway.
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He said, “I dropped in there one afternoon to meet a friend, and took a seat at one side of the big
room to wait for him. Three roughs evidently on a spree, came in and drank at the bar.  When
asked to pay, they abused the barkeeper, and during the wrangle, another man came and ordered a
drink.  As the barkeeper moved to execute the order, one of the toughs, a big surly brute, ordered
the barkeeper to drop a tumbler he held in his hand and “not give anyone any drink” unless he,
the tough, said he might; and then turning to the gentleman, he told him he better “git out”, as he
couldn’t have “no drink unless he licked him first.”

The gentleman turned and went away.

Fred Pierson and his father, H. L. Pierson, at the office

The same thing happened to several others who came in.  The barkeeper was cowered and told
the applicant he couldn’t serve him.  Then a tall, lean chap came in, with heavy boots, and a
slouch black felt hat, and lounged up to the bar and called for a “whiskey sour.”

The big rough looked him over and then said “I’m running this shebang, and if you want a drink,
Mister, you must say ‘please’ and then I’ll tell yer if you can git one, or not.”

The tall fellow turned to the barkeeper and said.”Why the H— don’t you give me that drink?”

The barkeeper only pointed to the toughs.  The thin fellow walked up nearer to the bully, and
said “So I must say ‘please’ must I?  Well, here goes”; and quick as a flash, he leaped in the air and
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kicking out, landed the toe of his heavy boot in the neck, under the chin of his adversary.  It made
a terrible gash and the blood poured out.

In another second he had seized the man by his head, pulled him forward and again kicked him in
the head.  The man fell in a lump.  The thin man then started for another of the toughs, but they
did not wait, and made a hasty exit from the door into Mercer Street.  He then seized the
prostrate man who was lying in a pool of blood, and yanked him by the hair and collar to the door
where he threw him out.

Picking up his hat, he quietly turned to the barkeeper, and said, “Now d— you, give me that drink
d— quick, or you and I will have to settle.”  He got his drink in short notice.

McKeever then said he spoke to the man and asked him how he did it.  The man said he was from
Texas and learned that trick among the greasers and cowboys.

“But,” said he, “Young man, I don’t advise you to try it just yet, for it needs years of practice, and
only a few can do it right.”

————————————————————

I left New York on the S. S. Tybee, May 22, 1877, and arrived Cape Haitien May 30th, on
business connected with the construction of a wharf at that place under a concession from the
Republic of Haiti.  I found it was necessary to obtain large palmettoes for “cribbing” as no other
wood would stand the attacks of the “Teredo”.  I was told these palmettoes would be found at a
place called “Folle Liberte” on the Haitien coast some thirty miles along the coast.

The acting British Vice-Consul, Mr. John Dutton, at Cape Haitien, hired for me a small steam
tug, or open boat belonging to a French Line, the “Compagnie Trans Atlantique”, and named
“Jean Rabel”.

Accompanied by a man named Loynaz who was interested with me in the wharf, and a mulatto
named “Breffet”, a large powerful man, we left the Cape in our quest.

The captain was a negro named Alexander Cany; we had two men for crew: Engineer Robert
Braves and Fireman Steven Mortimer.

Expecting to be back at nght, we took no baggage.  Arriving at “Folle Liberte”, we were informed
that the best palmettoes were further along the coast, on Dominican territory adjoining the
Haitian Line and about fifteen miles away.

We concluded to go to the nearest Dominican Port and obtain a permit to negotiate for the
timber on the Dominican soil, and with this object, ran into the port of Monte Cristo.

The harbor was empty, with the exception of a small schooner or open boat laying at anchor, near
which we anchored.  On going ashore in our row boat, we were met at the rude wharf by some
nigger soldiers in charge of a lieutenant.  My associate Loynaz and superintendent Buffet both of
whom understood Spanish, told me that the guard had taken us as prisoners, and had sent to the
village of Monte Cristo, some two miles back, to report that fact to the minister of War of Santo
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Domingo, a man named Villa Nueva, who was there at the head of some troops, to put down a
revolution against the government.

We waited on the shore surrounded by the nigger troops until his highness, the minister of war
arrived, which he finally did, escorted by a company of his colored troops.

These were a motley group, all shades of color and of dress, but mostly the uniform consisted of a
pair of dirty white pants held up by a single suspender over a dirtier checked calico shirt; some
with shoes and some without.  A cartridge box fastened to a belt about the waist, and a gun.  Old
torn and soiled straw hats completed the uniform.

An animated conversation took place between the minister of war and Loynaz.  Finally the latter
announced to me that we were accused of aiding the revolutionists; that Villa Nueva charged us
with landing arms and supplies, and that he took us prisoners of war, and confiscated my yacht or
tug.  We were then ordered to fall in and were marched to Monte Cristo.

Here Loynaz and I were compelled to enter a room that had no opening but the door, and not a
piece of furniture.  The door was closed and fastened and a nigger guard stationed around the
house or room.  The rest of my party were put in the cellar of an abandoned old adobe house.  A
guard of niggers was placed about the egress, with orders to shoot anyone who attempted to leave.

By this time it was about dark.  The heat in the room in which we were confined was intense.
There were mosquitoes and fleas by the millions.  Having nothing to sit in we were forced to
either walk around, or lie on the dirty floor all night.  It was a night that would apparently never
end, a night of intense suffering and misery.

Late the next morning, the door was unfastened and the minister of war appeared. He was the
most villainous looking darkey I ever saw.  His eyes were bloodshot and beady, like those of the
polar bear.  Again Loynaz and he conversed in Spanish.  During the conversation I could not
resist calling the minister of war all kinds of names, of which the mildest was “the damned nigger”.
After I had exhausted my vocabulary, the “damned nigger” turned to me and in very good English
asked me what I had to say in explanation.  He had understood every word I had said.  I
subsequently found out that like most of these colored fellows, he had been educated in France,
and had travelled and lived in the United States.

Nothing we could say would influence him, and he withdrew, ordering the guard to let us have
the door open, but not to permit our stepping out.

We had received nothing to eat or drink, and after the night we had passed, we were parched and
burning up.  Presenting the case to the nigger captain on guard, he said he did not dare to do
anything, but we persuaded him to send a note to the minister of war which I now wrote in
English.  I protested against such brutal treatment and demanded food and drink for all my party.

Word came back that I might go out and do the best I could.  I found a house, or hut, around
which were some chickens, and entering the kitchen, negotiated with its occupant, an old darkey
woman with a bandana about her head and a pipe in her fangs.  She killed some chickens and
made some hoe cake in the ashes.  These, with a pail of water, I had carried to my party.  After
this was done I went to a German firm who I was told controlled the business of the place, and
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made a bargain for the hire of the little schooner we saw laying in the harbor, but I was told that
as martial law was established in the port, it could not leave without permission of Villa Nueva.

I sent the captain, a negro named Wilson, to obtain permission from the minister of war to leave.
He soon brought me word that I could not be permitted to go away.  Another day and another
night was passed in the same way, and still another night.  The next afternoon we were all
marched back to the harbor and placed on board the little open deck schooner I had tried to
charter.  A lieutenant and eleven men were sent along as guard, and we were to be delivered at
Puerto Plata, some sixty miles along the coast, to the governor of that place.  We were scarcely
out of sight of Port, when we encountered strong head winds and soon ran into a storm.  A heavy
sea was, and the weather continued so tempestuous that we were three nights and two days before
arriving at Puerto Plata.

My position on deck was in the stern between the tiller and taffrail, and the movement of the
boat tossed me from one to the other until I became completely exhausted trying to hold on.

Finally, I took a rope which I fastened about my waist, and lashed myself to the taffrail.  Loynaz in
the same way was lashed between my legs, and Breffit next to him.  Nothing was given us to eat,
and indeed we were all so sick that we had little appetite.

The second night, I determined to do something and arranged the following plan:

The night was pitch dark, at times raining hard.  Before darkness settled down I noted well the
positions and conditions of all on board.  The darkey soldiers including the lieutenant were
terribly sea sick, and were lying all over the boat in rather a helpless way.  Most of their rifles were
out of their hands either on the deck by them or on the little cock pit covering.  The lieutenant,
himself, was stretched at the entrance to the cabin not far from our feet.  We resolved at daybreak
to take possession of the boat and force the captain to put about and make for Cape Haitien. I was
to jump on the lieutenant and take his pistol from him.  Breffet was to seize the guns and throw
them overboard, and drive the soldiers forward.  Loynaz was to look after the man at the tiller and
help generally.

I was then to place the pistol to the captain’s head and force him to run in shore and leave the
soldiers, and then put about for the cape.  Everything was arranged to whispers and in English, but
finally it seemed important that we should apprise two or three of the other prisoners that we
might have their help, and that they would understand our movements so as not to interfere.

This Loynaz agreed to do, and as they were on the forward part of the deck, he crept away from us
to execute his errand.  After a time he returned and stated all was in order, and that they would,
on the signal, seize guns, and overpower the soldiers.  Loynaz then said that the boat belonged to
the captain sailing it, who came from Turks Island and claimed to be English.  Hence it might be
better to take him in our confidence since his interest could be made to go on our side.

Unfortunately, we agreed to this, and he was brought.  He stated he owned only half an interest in
the boat and valued this interest at $1,000.  I told  him we would give him $2,000 for his services,
and his boat besides if he would accede to our wishes, and would pay him the moment he touched
the Cape.  All this he agreed to and, believing that we had made our job much easier, we awaited
with impatience the breaking of day.
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When light enough to see, we were astonished.  The lieutenant stood in front of his men with his
pistol in hand, they with their guns at a bayonet charge, and all directed on us.  They had been
apprised of our purpose in some way.  Fright had driven away sea sickness, and they were all
prepared for action.

We had no opportunity after this.  They were glaring at us day and night, and guns ever in hand.

We arrived in the bay at Puerta Plata about sundown, and cast anchor some distance from the
long wooden wharf.  Walking on this I noticed a tall colored man in a white suit and elevated
umbrella, and was told it was Charles Douglas, son of Frederick Douglas, our American Consul.
Our boat, as usual, had been surrounded with small row boats whose colored occupants had fruit,
etc. to sell, or wanted to earn a fee by taking someone ashore.  I selected one, suddenly jumped
into it, and ordered the man in Spanish to row me ashore as soon as possible.  The lieutenant
shouted to me to come back or he would shoot, and called to his men to go after me.  My rower
seemed to hesitate when, jumping on him, I knocked him prostrate in the bow of the boat, and
seizing the oars, pulled for the wharf.  Before he recovered I was nearly there and telling him I
would pay him liberally, he offered no opposition.

Approaching the wharf, I called out to Douglas  to meet me at the landing, and was out of the boat
and with him before my pursuers reached shore.  I hastily told Mr. Douglas I placed myself under
his protection, and the reasons, and went with him to the consulate.  From here Douglas took me
to the house of friends living at Puerto Plata, an American family by name of Crosby.  As I
entered the parlor, Mrs. Crosby arose to meet me, but taking me for a tramp and stranger, said I
had made a mistake, and was hurriedly escaping from the room when I told her who I was.
Exposure and deprivation had made a sorry sight of me.  My face was swollen and discolored and
bore marks yet of the ravages of the vermin in the close quarters at Monte Cristo.

Mrs. Crosby provided a bath, something to eat, and a bed.  Not until noon of the next day did I
awake.

On the entire trip of three nights and two days, we had been furnished with no food of any kind,
so I was well starved.  Mrs. Crosby provided me with some clothing belonging to her husband,
who was away.  In the afternoon our consul, Douglas, called for me and together we visited the
rest of my party, who had all been incarcerated in the common jail.

This jail was made by excavating one large room in the face of a rock on top of a promontory near
the city, facing the harbor.  The front had a strong iron grating and iron doors, and we found our
people with faces close to the iron bars in an effort to escape the horribly offensive air and odor
that filled the cave.  Confined with them were a miscellaneous crowd, mostly negroes.  We passed
them through the grating something to eat that we had taken with us, and they were glad to have
it, being dirty and starved and miserable in the extreme.

I assembled at the American Consulate’s office the representatives of England, France and
Germany, and together a protest was drawn up, and a demand made, agreeably to the provisions of
the international law, upon the Dominican Government, to know why the arrests had been made,
and of what the prisoners were accused.  By this law, a prisoner must be advised of why he is
arrested, within forty-eight hours.  In reply to our note, the Government of Puerta Plata
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appointed the following day at a fixed hour for an audience.

At the hour named, I went to the place and approaching the entrance, saw Mr. Loynaz in great
agitation walking up and down on a balcony overhead.  He was very pale, and exclaimed to me
that they were going to shoot him, and had already condemned him.  I was about to say
something to cheer him up when a bayonet point was placed against my breast, and the sentinel
seemed about to run me through.  I readily understood from his angry mien, even without
understanding his Spanish, that I was not to speak to the prisoner, and followed the sentinel’s
command to pass through the entrance without stopping.

We were conducted by soldiers to a large room with bare walls, having a piece of carpet in the
middle of the floor, and chairs placed around it.

After a time, the Governor-General came in and a conference was held.  The result of it was that
he declared he had proofs from Villa Nueva of our having secretly landed arms on the coast to aid
the revolutionists, and that he had no authority to act in the matter himself, but had referred
everything to the capital St. Domingo City, and must await orders from there.

The representatives told him if any of the prisoners were shot, or condemned without a trial as
provided by treaty, etc., their governments would hold Santo Domingo to account, etc., etc.  We
had all the countries interested as stated because the yacht was French, the captain English, one
of the crew German, Breffet Haitien, and I American, and Loynaz claimed to be an English
citizen.

We had several other interviews but accomplished little, the governor stating he must await
instructions from the capital.  During this time, I had provisions taken to the prisoners on the hill,
and given them through the bars, when I received an anonymous note advising me that the Tybee
would arrive next day, and that I had best go quietly and secretly on board and go back to Haiti,
stating that I could do more there to help my companions than to remain.

This advice seemed good, the steamer arriving, I went on board after dark, and kept dark until she
left the port.  Arriving at Cape Haitien, I found Mrs. Loynaz distressed about the fate of her
husband.  She took the steamer at once for Port-au-Prince and laid the matter before the British
minister there.  The latter went on board a man-of-war, and steamed away to Santo Domingo
City.  Arriving there, he found the prisoners had been sent sixty miles in to the interior from
Puerta Plata and were having a hard time of it.  He demanded the instant release of the English
subjects.  This was done, and he brought them back.

I never afterwards heard what became of my yacht.  The owners at the Cape sued me for its loss,
and subjected me to considerable costs, but we compromised the case finally.

When I returned home, I laid the case before the Secretary of State, William M. Ewarts, at
Washington, stating that I forwarded the original protest as made out before, certified by our
American Consul at Puerto Plata, that I asked no pecuniary damages but that the Dominican
Government should be made to apologize for their outrageous treatment of American citizens,
and to return the yacht stolen by them.  The Honorable Secretary of State wrote me in reply that
“unfortunately, we have no diplomatic officer in that country.”  That’s all I could get out of him.
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On board “Freelance”, F. A. Schermerhorn, J. F. Pierson & “Ernest” Howard

April 8th, 1892 found me at the large house of Senator M. S. Quay, at St. Lucie, Florida.  He had
gone north with his family so I was alone in the house, except for Mr. & Mrs. Sooy, who had
charge of it.

Opposite the house was the Indian River, an inlet which ran out into the ocean.  This river is
about two miles wide.  In the late afternoon of a clear day we rowed across the river through the
inlet, and anchored at its mouth in the ocean.  The tide was still running out but was almost full.
The round moon was well above the horizon in the east but looked cold and colorless, dominated
by the bright rays of the setting sun.

We were in the midst of life and motion. At times the fins of a shark would emerge from the
waters, a school of cavellsa or Spanish mackerel would pass along and occasionally the large dark
head of a sea cow or manatee, would be visible.

Captain Ben, my boatman, soon, in an excited way, exclaimed, “There he is,” and looking as his
finger directed, I saw the glistening white of a tarpon as he passed quickly near the surface.

Seizing my “Heckacher” rod of Noib wood, I cast the small mullet I had on my hook as bait just
ahead of the tarpon, but he paid no attention to it.  Then we saw the tarpon breaking on all sides.
They had come in from the ocean in quest of their food and would, at times, pass close by the
boat.
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The sun was still too high, Captain Ben said, and they would not take the bait until the moon was
strong on the water.  Repeated casts proved he was right, and I desisted for a time.  Almost at
once the sun was succeeded by the moon.  The transition was a magical one, night succeeding day
without a break.  The waters sparkled and danced in the rays of the full moon.  The tide having
turned to flood, the waves were breaking noisily over the reefs and shallow places around us.  The
little boat rocked and pitched uneasily in the current.  Again, I made a cast, and my bait had
hardly fallen, when with a rush and splash, it was seized by a tarpon.  A quick movement  of the
rod to hook him was followed by his making a great leap straight into the air, so that with head
erect, his tail was at least four feet above the water.  Then, with wide distended mouth, he gave
such a shake of his head that hook and mullet were sent flying in different directions, many feet
away.

Chas. Y. Emery and J. Fred Pierson with muscalonge on Lake Ontario, October 1902

The tarpon have no teeth and their mouths are of tough, strong bone so that only in the angle of
the jaw, or the tongue, can the hook easily penetrate.  A ridge around the upper lip sometimes
may arrest the point of the hook, and by good luck it may then be forced through the bone or
strong cartilage.  Small chance has the angler to secure his prey unless well-hooked at first.  If the
hook remains after the few first terrific leaps and shakes, he has about an even chance to win the
game.

Captain Ben renewed the bait, and after a few more casts, another splash and jerk was met by a
quick jerk of the rod.  The reel for a few seconds sings and stops, for the fish now makes his leap
high into the air, and falls with a great splash back into the water.

“He is a beauty,” says Captain Ben.  Again the reel sings merrily and another great leap.  How
fiercely he shakes his head and how lustrous and beautiful he appears in the bright rays of the
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moon.  Again in his native element, he dashes off on a long run, and the reel fairly hums as he
goes.  Was ever music more delightful?   The flood tide is running strong now, and he must labor
and strain against this as well as the constant spring of the rod in your hand.

His progress grows slower and slower.  After a few hundred feet of this terrible effort he stops, but
only for a short time, as the steady relentless pull on him is too much for his tired muscles, and he
gives ground as you slowly reel in your line.  Soon you think he must be so close to the boat that
you peer excitedly into the water to catch a glimpse of  his shining sides, but he has seen you first,
and again with a rush he is off, and again the music of the reel is in your ears.

In this way the fight goes on, until at last about dead with exhaustion, he is brought rather
floating on his side than swimming, alongside the boat, and you see what a strong beautiful
adversary you have had.  The moon’s rays scintillate and glisten from his sides like gems.  The
boat is small and unsteady, pitching and tossing in the rough waters, and the problem of getting
him into the boat is quite a nice one.
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With the aid of two gaffs, it is finally accomplished, and the huge fish falls his length along the
bottom of the boat.

“The largest I ever saw,” says Captain Ben, and so he proves to be, for when next morning he is
stretched on the wharf, he is found to measure seven feet in length, 38–1/2 inches around gills,
42–1/2 inches around stomach, 43–1/2 inches around first dorsal fin, 16–1/2 inches around tail,
and to weigh 195 pounds.

In 1902, I was one of a party on the houseboat “Everglades” as guest of Colonel Robert M.
Thompson.  Another guest was Admiral Charles Beresford of the British Navy.  We were after
tarpon in Florida Bay off the south-west coast of Florida.  Each man had either a row-boat or a
small power boat with a fisherman, and was trolling with a mullet for bait.  A tarpon struck that of
Admiral Beresford and for half an hour or more the contest was fierce and uncertain

It was the Admiral’s first experience with the “Silver King”.  Its beautiful leaps and terrific rushes
both frightened and delighted him.

At one time, the fish came straight for the boat so rapidly that he could not reel in the line, and
thought he was off.  The next second he was by the boat and again the reel sung the song so dear
to the sportsman.

Finally, as the admiral was slowly reeling in the tired monster, a shark seized him, and only the
head was left on the hook for the tired admiral to bring to the boat.

He was disgusted.  He said he had not come so far in search of parts of fish.  He wanted a whole
one or none.  He complained that he could not boast of the capture and say of it, “Thereby hangs
a tale”, for there was no tail.  He at last instructed that all go on board the houseboat and fish for
the shark, so that he might have back the rest of his fish for which he had worked so hard.  This
we did, for the shark was occasionally seen near the boat waiting evidently for more tidbits.  A
large shark hook was baited with another fish, and trolled behind the houseboat at the end of a
strong line.  Soon the shark was hooked and a notable fight was on.  All our crew and all the men
on board were at one end of the line and the shark at the other, but still the line went out slowly
and as surely as though there were nothing to hold it back.  To our line, of which but little was
left on board, the kedge anchor line was added, and this too kept going out until we thought all
would go, but our united pull at last tired the creature and he stopped.  Then we could gradually
take in the line, but when the shark was near enough to see the boat, he started on his travels
again.

In this way the struggle continued until we had him near enough to shoot rifle bullets into him,
and he was conquered.  Pulled alongside and the davit tackle fastened to him, we could raise but a
small part of him up from the water, so we towed him to shallow water.  He measured twenty-two
feet, six inches long, the largest shark of record killed on the coast.

To Admiral Beresford was restored the rest of his fish, and he was enthusiastic and happy.
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Appendix A. National Encyclopedia of American Biography

PIERSON, John Frederick, manufacturer and army officer, was born in New York City, Feb. 19,
1839, son of Henry Lewis and Helen Maria (Pierson) Pierson.  His first paternal American
ancestor was Henry Pierson, who came from Yorkshire, England to Boston, Mass., in 1639, later
settling in Lynn, Mass.  From Henry and his wife, Mary Cooper, the descent was through Henry
and Susannah Howell, Josiah and Martha Halsey, Benjamin and Sarah Gilbert, and Jeremiah
Halsey and Sara Colt, the grandparents of John. F. Pierson.  His father was an iron and steel
merchant.  The son received his education at private schools in New York City.

John Fred Pierson

Enlisting in the New York National Guard in 1857, he served as a private with Co. K, 7th

Regiment, and at the outbreak of the Civil War in 1861 was attached to the 1st New York
Volunteer Infantry Regiment.  At first serving with this unit as a 1st lieutenant, he was later
promoted to captain in May, major in July and lieutenant colonel in September, 1861, and to
colonel in October, 1862.  Three years later, on March 13, 1865, for meritorious service, he was
brevetted a brigadier general.

During the entire Civil War period he was attached to the Army of the Potomac, taking part in
nearly all of the battles in which the army was engaged, and on Oct. 9, 1862, he was placed in
command of the 1st Infantry Regiment.  He was wounded twice, once at Glendale (Frazier’s Farm),
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Va., when his horse was shot from under him, and again at the Battle of Chancellorsville, Va.,
when he was shot through the chest.  Taken prisoner at Bristol Station, Va., he was confined in
Libby Prison, Richmond, Va., and later released in a prisoner exchange.  After the Civil War he
was made an honorary life colonel in the 7th Regiment, New York National Guard.

Upon his return to civilian life, Pierson entered the family business, the Ramapo Iron Works, as a
partner in its New York City offices, Josiah G. Pierson & Brothers.  The firm began in 1794 as a
partnership between Josiah G. Pierson and Isaac Pierson, his great-uncles, and it engaged in iron
merchandising and the manufacture of nails in New York City.  In 1795 his paternal grandfather,
Jeremiah H. Pierson, joined this association, and construction began on factories at Silman’s
Cover (later Ramapo), N.Y., when a loan of 4000 pounds sterling was obtained from the State of
New York.  Three years later machinery from the New York City factory was moved to the new
location and manufacture began.

In 1822 under the ownership of his grandfather and his great-uncle, Isaac Pierson, the firm was
incorporated as the Ramapo Manufacturing Co. with a capitalization of $245,000 including 3600
acres of land.  Operations had expanded to include cotton and saw mills, a granite quarry, and the
production of nails, hoops, and files, and at Ramapo was built what was believed to be the first
cotton mill in the northern United States.

Two years later in 1824 his grandfather, Jeremiah H. Pierson, who served as a U.S. congressman
in the 17th Congress representing Ramapo, N.Y., became sole owner of this company, Isaac
Pierson assuming management of Pierson & Brothers, New York City, which had become a sales
marketing firm for the various products manufactured at Ramapo.  In the course of time the
Pierson interests gained recognition through their valuable British iron and steel contracts.

The firm of Ramapo Iron Works was founded to consolidate the various Pierson enterprises,
which had expanded to include over 10,000 acres of land, and in 1851 John F. Pierson’s father
succeeded his grandfather as president.  Under Henry L. Pierson the company supplied the first
iron rails for the Erie Railroad, of which he was also an officer and director.  The son became vice-
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president and a director of Ramapo Iron Works in 1875, and upon the death of his father in 1893
he became president, a position he held until the close of his life.

While a vice-president he was instrumental in forming a water company to supply the property,
and it became the Pothat Water Company.  The parent firm maintained iron plants, rolling mills,
cotton mills, and other diverse operations, and its subsidiaries include the Ramapo Car Works,
Ramapo Wheel and Foundry Co., Ramapo Manufacturing Co., Pothat Water Co., and the
Ramapo Land Co.  For many years during his presidency the Ramapo Iron Works did a large
business as specialists in chilled iron wheels for street and railroad cars, although this activity
declined with the gradual conversion of railroads to steel wheels.  Finally, in the later 1920’s, the
Ramapo Iron Works and the various subsidiaries were merged into the Ramapo Land Company,
which became the sucessor company.  At the time of his death this company was operating
primarily in real estate, with approximately 9,000 acres of land, having sold or discontinued a
majority of its manufacturing operations.

Children of J. Fred Pierson and Susan Augusta Rhodes
Daisy, Fred Jr., Adeline Chandler, James Rhodes, Harold on stool

In addition to his main business interests, Pierson was president of the New York Stamping Co.;
president and a director of the Herndon Court Co. and the A & N Realty Co.; a director of the
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Atlantic Coast Fisheries, New Amsterdam Casualty Co., and Oriental Silk Printing Co.; and a
trustee of the East River Savings Bank.

Throughout his life he was active in civic capacities, and he was a founder and past president of
the New York Association for the Protection of Game and president of the Ramapo Hunting and
Vila Park Association and the New York City Marble Cemetery Association.  He also served as
vice-president of the Norther Dispensary, New York City, and he was elected vice-president of
the Redwood Library, Newport, R.I., shortly before his death.

Pierson was a member of the Sons of the American Revolution and an original companion and
commander (1921-23) of the Military Order of the Loyal Legion of the United States, and he
belonged to the Seventh Regiment Veterans Association and the Union, Racquet and Tennis,
New York Yacht, and Army and Navy clubs of New York City, the Tuxedo (N.Y.) Club, and the
Clambake, Bailey’s Beach, and Reading Room clubs of Newport, R.I.

In religion he was  Presbyterian, and in politics a Republican.  Horseback riding and fishing were
among his chief recreational interests, and for many years he held a record for tarpon caught with
rod and reel, his catch weighing 213 pounds.

He was married in Providence, R.I., December 16, 1869 to Susan Augusta, daughter of James T.
Rhodes of that city, and a philanthropist, and had four children: James Rhodes; John Fred;
Marguerite Rhodes, who married George H. Hull; and Adeline Chandler, who married Edward
W. Scott.  John F. Pierson died in New York City, December 20, 1932.

The National Encylopedia of American Biography
Vol. XLVII Illustrated

Published by James. T. White & Co. 1965
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Appendix B. Colonial Families of America

This article appeared in Colonial Families of America, issued under the editorial supervision of Ruth Lawrence,
Presidne-Emeritus of the Daughters of the Cincinnati, Member Colonial Dames of the State of New York, Order of
Colonial Governors, Society of the Sponsors of the United States Nave, The Order of Colonial Lords of Manors in
America and the Hugenot Society.  National Americana Society, New Your,  Published 1929, Vol. V

GENERAL JOHN FRED PIERSON, son of Henry Lewis Pierson and Helen Maria (Pierson)
Pierson was born at his father’s home, No. 10 Whitehall Street, New Your, February 25, 1839.  At
the age of sixteen years he was prepared to enter Yale College, from which two of his brothers had
been lately graduated, but, concluding to enter upon a business career, he became a clerk in an
extensive organization.  His predisposition for a military career was manifexted at a very early age,
and on March 26, 1860, he joined the engineer corps of the famous Seventh Regiment of New
York, and the same year was attached to the staff of Brigadier General William Hall, commanding
the militia, as captain and aide-de-camp.

Anticipating the war, he started to raise a company of cavalry at the Seventh Avenue Arsenal,
enlisting as a private himself, but relinquished this plan when commissioned as captain of
Company H, First Regiment New York Infantry, May 27, 1861, and at once left for Fortress
Monroe.  He was successively promoted to major, July 19, 1861, lieutenant colonel, September
10th of the same year, color, October 9, 1862 and brevet brigadier-general March 13, 1865.  He
served with efficiency and credit in many engagements of the war for the Union.  Among these
were the battles of Big Bethel, Fair Oaks, Hampton Roads, Monitor and Merrimac, Peach
Orchard, Savage Station, Charles City, Cross Roads, Glendale, Malvern Hills, Gainsville,
Groveton, the second battle of Bull Run, Chantilly, and the two great battles of Fredericksburg
and Chancellorsville, and in the Seven Days fighting. For a part of the time he commanded the
Third Brigade, First Division, Third Corps.  In the battle of Glendale he was severely wounded
and had his horse killed under him.  He was shot through the chest while leading a charge at
Chancellorsville.  In all these engagements his courage and judgment were conspicuous and won
well merited praise from his superior officers.  When “Stonewall” Jackson made a raid in the rear
of General Pope’s army, Colonel Pierson and a part of his regiment were taken prisoners.  A few
lines hastily written in pencil, on a fragment of paper, conveyed the news to his father:

H. L. Pierson, Esq., 24 Broadway, New York:
I am now with Jackson’ss army at Manassas, and expect to be marched to Richmond at once.  Am
now a prisoner with about twenty officers and one thousand privates.  Was taken honorably.

Fred.

This brief message was sent by a paroled prisoner to Washington, and forwarded by mail on
September 2, 1862, and it was long weeks before his friends had any further knowledge of his fate.
Then commenced the long and wearisome march to Richmond.  Their anxieties were increased
by being told of the number of prisoners taken, tbat General Pope had been totally defeated, that
the Confederate troops were about to march on Washington, and everything seemed to confirm
these claims.  On the march the prisoners were placeed according to rank, and Colonel Pierson
was at the head of the line.  For two days their only food consisted of a little corn and a few apples
along the way.  On approaching Gordonvillee, the Colonel induced the guard to permit him to go
in advance under parole and guard in search of provisions.  On one occasion a deliberate attempt
to kill him was made by one of an armed rabble, and his life was saved only by the prompt order of
the guard to return to tbe house which he had just left.  After some days of painful marching they
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arrived in Richmond at night.  Surrounded by a hostile crowd, and under the most depressing
circumstance, he suddenly felt a hand grasp his own, and heard a voice whisper in his ear, “God
bless you, my boy; you are right.”  He has never forgotten what a magical effect it had upon his
spirits to find a friend at so unexpected a moment, and the thought arose: “If one, why not more?”

All the captives were sent to Libby Prisson.  Each man was searched and everything taken from
him.  It was Colonel Pierson’s fortune to be one of ninety officers placed on the second floor.  The
prison had been originally a storage warehouse, and the floors were covered with the dregs of
molasses, sugar and tobacco.  The windows had iron bars but no sashes.  Water was introduced on
the end next to James River in a trough about six feet long and a foot wide, and divided into two
parts by a wooden partition.  One-half was used not only for drinking, but also for washing both
persons and clothes, while the other half was used as a sink and toilet.  Owing to leakage, the
whole tub was practically one,  and the condition was frightful in the extreme.  Strict orders were
given that no prisoner should approach the windows, and one officer, having inadvertently looked
out, was instantly killed by a bullet, which also wounded another in the floor above.
Expostulation was in vain, the soldier who fired the fatal shot being promoted as sergeant.  Twice
a day the door opened and men appeared under a strong guard.  In the morning they brought pails
of some weak stuff as a substitute for coffee, and a quantity of coarse bread.  In the afternoon,
weak soup, with more bread, was deposited on the floor.  The prisoners appointed from their
numbers a “soup committee” and a “bread committee,” who distributed to each a tin cup of soup
and a portion of the bread.  Prisoners were arranged along the wall, each had a numbered place,
and slept on the floor opposite to it, and once a day each had to take his place when the roll of
prisoners was called.  One painful episode of this wretched existence was as follows:

General Pope had ordered certain Confederates to be hanged as spies.  In retaliation, General Lee
directed that double that number of Union officers should be hanged immediately, if the order of
General Pope was carried out.  One day a Southern officer appeared, who said he had arders to
take four prisoners for immediate hanging.  It was resolved to decide by lot what four would be
taken.  Ninety pieces of paper were placed in a hat, four of which bore the fatal numbers.
Arranged in line, each drew a ticket in silence.  The four who drew their own sentence of death
were ordered to the front, and were bidden a sorrowful farewell.  Afterward it was known that they
were placed in chains in a lower dungeon.  General Pope having receded from his position, they
were subsequently returned to their comrades, and were welcomed as if they had returned from
the grave.  They were in a fearful condition, ragged, half-witted, emaciated.

By means of holes in the floors, some communication was held between the prisoners.  At one
time Richmond was very poorly guarded.  This fact became known, and plans were laid for the
prisoners to overpower the guards and officer the privates from Belle Isle, and perhaps take the
city.  Belle Isle was a small island in James River, and upon it were many thousand private soldiers
as prisoners.  Whether the plan was betrayed, or known by accident, or only suspected, can never
be certain, but by a new arrival of troops from North Carolina the guards were increased and the
plan failed.  Articles of comfort sent by friends either by permission or by flag of truce, never
reached them.  They had no change of clothing, and this with other causes led to great mortality;
and almost every day the dead were carried in rude boxes to their final home.  An agreement was
finally reached for exchange of prisoners.  Commissioners on both sides met on the lower part of
James River and the exchange was made, rank for rank, and Colonel Pierson was rescued from
what might be called a living death.
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He rejoined his regiment.  In May of the following year he was badly wounded at the battle of
Chancellorsville. During all this time he was still a member of the Seventh Regiment, under leave
of absence, and was not discharged until April 2, 1883.  When he entered the United States
service, a sword had been presented to him by a near relative.  It saved his life, when it turned
aside the bayonet of a rebel soldier.  At the time of his capture this sword was taken, and the
Colonel never expected to see it again.  Some years after the war, a notice appeared in the New
York “Tribune” that an ex-soldier in a southern state was in possession of the sword, and gave a
copy of the inscription on the sheath.  A correspondence ensued which resulted in returning it to
its owner.

Colonel Pierson brought back from the war what was left of his regiment.  The city of New York
gave it a fine reception.  The entire Seventh Regiment turned out as an escort.  At a huge war
meeting held at Cooper Institute, Colonel Pierson was appointed a connmittee to visit the Army
of the Potomac to promote the reënlistment of the men whose term of enlistment was about to
expirc, and in this work he met with great success.  He was made chairman of the “Arms and
Trophies” comtnittee at the Great Metropolitan Fair in New York City.

The high opinion in which Colonel Pierson was held by his commanding officers is shown by the
following letters:

Headquarters 3d Brigade, 1st Div., 3d Corps,
Camp near Falmouth, Va., Dec. 29, 1862.

Col. J. Fred Pierson, 1st New York Vols.:

Sir:—In justice to your endeavors to make the regiment under your command on of the best in
this Division, I beg leave to say that you may have positive proof of the value set upon those
exertions,  that, since your promotion to your present position, your regiment has improved
beyond my expectations, although I well knew of your previous worth as an officer.  When the
First New York joined my Brigade at Fiar Oaks, its discipline was very poor.  The habits of many
of its officers were such as to demoralize to a great degree the entire regiment.  I almost despaired
of ever making it a perfectly reliable organization.  I am happy to say that through your exertions
you are red of many worthless officers.  The men are happy, contented, and efficient to a high
degree, and I consider the regiment as one of the best in the service.

You are at liberty to use this letter if necessary in defending your position and acts as a
commander.

With much regard for your future prosperity, I remain, your friend and sv’t.
(Signed) H. G. Berry,

Brig.-Gen’l Vols.

Headquarters, 3d Brigade, 1st Division, 3d Corps
April 18th, 1863.

Colonel:—Allow me in parting with the 1st Regiment, furnished by the great State of New York
to our country, and with which I have long been associated, to express the hope that its
dinguished services will be fully appreciated, and that every effort will be exerted to secure the
continuance of the organization.  Perhaps no colonel has more fully illustrated his capacity to
enforce discipline than yourself, through energy, and moral as well as physical courage, and, even
in the note Divison, it would be difficult to name your equal as a t actician.  Your services in face
of the enemy are a part of your contry’s history.
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Should the “First” be reorganized, remember that this Brigade will expect it to resume its position
here.

Yours very sincerely,
(Signed) L. B. Heyman, Colonel U.S.A.

Command 37th N.Y. Vols.

The war over, General Pierson turned his energies to the further development of the Ramapo
interests which were so dear a part of the family tradition.  He succeeded his father as president of
the Ramapo Foundry and Wheel Works established by his honored grandfather.  There are
manufactured wheels used on the trolley lines in New York and car wheels of larger size used all
over the country.  The life of General Pierson has been one of constant activity in many fields.
His devotion to duty has been unselfish and unfailing, and his life has been in every respect
worthy of his ancient name.

Socially he has been no less active than in business.  For many years he was president of the Army
and Navy Club of New York City, and at one time was commander of the Military Order of the
Loyal Legion, and several times a member of its council.  He belongs also to the Union Club, the
New York Yacht Club, the Tuxedo Club, the Army and Navy Club, the Newport Golf Club, of
Sons of the American Revolution, and other organizations.

Married, December 9, IS69, Susan Augusta Rhodes. (See RHODES.)

Issue:

1. Angusta Rjodes Pierson, born October 15, 1870; married George H. Hul1, Jr.
2. John Fred Pierson, Jr., born January 23, 1872: married Suzanne Miles, daughter of William Porcher Miles;
issue three daughters.
3. James Rhodes Pierson, of whom helow.
4. Harold Pierson, born July 4. 1875; died in 1879.
5. Adeline Chandler Pierson, born December 24, 1876; married Edward Scott; issue, three children.
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Appendix C. American Ancestry

This article appeared in American Ancestry: giving the name and descent in the male line, of Americans whose
ancestors settled in the United States previous to the Declaration of Independence, A.D. 1776.  Vol. VIII.
Embracing lineages from the whole of the United States.  1893.  Albany, N.Y. Joel Munsell’s Sons, Publishers. 1893.

Pierson, John Fred of New York city, soldier and merchant, b. cor. Pearl and Whitehall sts., N. Y.
city, Feb. 25, 1839, joined the engineer corps of the 7th regt. N. Y. S. M., afterward known as co.
K, early in 1860, was soon after placed on detached service as aide-de-camp on the staff of Gen.
William Hall, commanding the brig. to which the 7th regt. was attached.  At the breaking out of
the war commenced as a private to recruit a cavalry co., and on May 26, 1861, commissioned
capt. of co. H, 1st regt., N.Y. infantry vols. was promoted maj. July 10, 1861, lieut.-col. Sep. 10,
1861, col. Oct. 9, 1862, bt. brig.-gen. U. S. vols, Mar. 13, 1865, served in Berry’s brig. of Kearney’s
div in Hooker’s corps, participated in the battles of Big Bethel, Hampton Roads, Fair Oaks, Peach
Orchard, Glendale, Charles City, Cross Roads, Malvern Hill, Second Bull Run, Chantilly,
Fredericksburg 1st and 2d and Chancellorsville, was wounded at Glendale, Va., June 30, 1862, and
was taken prisoner at Chantilly, Va., Sep. 1, 1862, and was confined for several months in Libby
prison, Richmond.

At Chancellorsville May 2, 1863, he was shot through the chest and severely wounded but
continued in command of his regiment.  Soon after this he took his regiment back to N. Y., its
term of service (2 years) having expired, was received with distinguished honors by the citizens
and soldiers of N. Y. city and a grand banquet given in his honor on Dec 3, 1863.  At a war
meeting held at Cooper Institute, N. Y. city, he was appointed a commissioner to visit the Army
of the Potomac for the purpose of promoting enlistments among those regiments whose terms of
service were about to expire, was successful in the undertaking, for which he was highly
commended, in June, 1863, during the invasion of Pennsylvania by the rebels, accompanied the
N. Y. militia to Harrisburg, serving under Gen. William Hall as chief of staff, and quartermaster of
3d brig. N. Y. S. M., and continued on duty for 60 days, for his distinguished services on the
battlefield and during the war he received many letters of commendation from his superior
officers.

Gen. S. B. Hayman, U. S. A., commanding his brig. (3d), writes: “Perhaps no colonel has more
fully illustrated his capacity to enforce discipline than yourself, through energy, and moral as well
as physical courage; and even in this noted division it would be difficult to name your equal as a
tactician.”

Gen. H. G. Berry, under date of Dec. 29, 1862, says: “I am happy to say that through your
exertions the 1st regt. is a model of discipline; the men are happy and contented, and efficient to a
high degree, and I consider the regt. one of the best in the service.”

 Gen. Pierson commanded the first vol. troops sent by the State of N. Y. to the war, and he was
undoubtedly the youngest officer of his rank in our army, at times commanding a brig. at the age
of 23.  In 1866 he became a member of the firm of Pierson & Co., N. Y. city, established by his
grandfather in 1789, a firm which has continued under the original name for over a century, with
credit unimpaired; son of Henry Lewis Pierson, iron merchant and manufacturer, b. at Ramapo,
N. Y., Aug. 15, 1807, assisted in a survey made by the State for a road through the southern tier of
counties from the Hudson to Lake Erie 1826, which project, though afterward abandoned,
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prepared the way for the building of the Erie railroad.  In 1828 his father, having previously
purchased the interest of his uncle, Isaac Pierson, in the joint property of the Ramapo Iron Works,
he entered the firm of J. G. Pierson & Bros., and took charge of the business in N. Y.

In 1830, while on his wedding journey in the South, he chanced to be present at the opening of
the first 6 miles of the Charleston and Augusta railroad, and on his return to N. Y. was the first to
suggest to his father and to his brother-in-law, Eleazar Lord, the feasibility of a railroad from Lake
Erie to the Hudson.

From that time forward he earnestly advocated the building of the road, and was for many years a
prominent director, and for a time its treasurer.  In 1840 he negotiated in Eng. for 6,000 tons of
rails for the first equipment of the road, and in 1865, when money was sorely needed he made
another trip to Eng., where he secured, on advantageous terms, a loan for £800,000 sterling.  After
the death of his father, he purchased the interest of the other heirs, and became sole proprietor of
the Ramapo property, in 1869 he removed from N. Y. to the homestead at Ramapo, where he was
still living in 1891; son of Jeremiah Halsey Pierson, iron merchant and manufacturer, b. in
Newark, N. J., Sep. 13, 1766, he was a gt.-grandson of Rev. Abraham Pierson1, the emigrant, and
a brother of Josiah G. Pierson, who founded the Ramapo works in 1795, he took charge of the
iron works for his brother in May, 1795, the works were then in process of erection, he was
identified with that enterprise for over 60 yrs.  He was pre-eminently a man of affairs, he knew the
name and history of every man on the place, and the position of every peculiar stone or marked
tree.  He watched with zealous care over the instruction of the young, requiring that the school-
teacher be a man of good moral character as well as of good education.  He was a man of genius
and possessed a fondness for mechanics, and was the inventor of many valuable machines.

He was one of the prime movers in the opening of the Erie railroad, he was elected 1821, to the
17th Congress, he d. Dec. 12, 1855, in the 90th yr. of his age; grandson of Abraham, Jr., clergyman
and educator, was b. in Lynn, Mass., 1861, and d. in Killingworth (Kenilworth), Mar. 7, 1707, was
graduated at Harvard 1668, and was ordained to the minstry the following year, he was
successively pastor of the Congregational chs. At South Hampton, L. I., Branford, Ct., Newark,
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N. J., and Killingworth (now Clinton)., Ct., he became pastor of the ch. in the latter place in
1694.  During his pastorate he was chosen by a voluntary assembly of ministers in 1700, one of a
committee to “found, erect and govern a college,” in 1701 the General Court of Ct. granted the
desired charter, and voted the sum of £60 for the institution, which in after yrs. became Yale
Coll., at a meeting of the trustees Nov. 7, of the same year, Mr. Pierson was chosen to take charge
of the coll. “in its instruction and government, with the title of rector.”   By a vote of the trustees
the coll. had been located at Saybrook, an older and more important settlement, in the estimation
of the trustees Mr. Pierson had the qualifications “to govern and teach,” and if he undertook to
teach, the coll. must come to him, accordingly a building was erected near his residence, which
was standing later than 1790, and there is still sufficient evidence to identify the spot on which it
stood, he taught the pupils then until the coll. at Saybrook was completed, he held the office of
“rector of Yale” until his death.

He composed a system of natural philosophy which was used as a manual in that coll. for yrs., and
published an “Election Sermon,” New Haven, 1700; son of Abraham, clergyman, b. in Yorkshire,
Eng., 1608 d. in Newark, N. J., Aug. 9, 1678, grad. At Trinity Coll., Cambridge, 1632, and
ordained to the ministry of the established ch., but becoming a non-conformist, emigrated to
America 1639, and united with the ch. in Boston, Mass., in 1640.

As the leader of a party of emigrants he removed to Long Island, N.Y., purchased land of the
Indians, and founded the twon of South Hampton.  He was pastor of the ch. in that town for 7
yrs., in 1647 he removed with a small part of his congregation to the New Haven colony, and
founded the town of Branford, organized a ch. there and was its pastor for 23 yrs.  His Ministry was
eminently successful, expecially in his efforts to evangelize the Indians to whom he preached in
their own language, also preparing a catechism 1660, he served as chaplain to the forces that were
raised against the Dutch 1664, in the contentions between the colonies of Ct., and New Haven
1662-5, he opposed the union, and when it finally took place removed with his people out of the
colony, then a part of New Haven.  He accordingly left Branford in June, 1667, and settled in
Newark, N. J. (which he named after the place where he was ordained in England), carrying away
the ch. records and leaving the town with scarcely an inhabitant, he exercised a commanding
influence in the colony, and Gov. John Winthrop, his personal friend, pronounced him a “godly
man.”

1. The section “he was a gt.-grandson of Rev. Abraham Pierson” is marked in pencil, “Not so HLP
10/16/1973” in the margin.
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Appendix D. New York Herald Tribune Article

This article appeared in the New York Herald Tribune, February 25, 1932

Gen. Pierson, Of Civil War Fame, 93 Today
——————————

Descendant of First President of Yale to Mark Birthday Quietly in Home
——————————
Goes to His Office Daily
——————————

Veteran of Many Battles Working on His Memoirs

Civil War Leader at 93

Herald Tribune photo—Steffen
Brigadier General J. Fred Pierson

By Denis Tilden Lynch

There will be a birthday party tonight in the home of Brigadier General J. Fred Pierson, at 20
West Fifty-second Street.  It will be a party worth attending; but only members of the family of
the general will gather ’round the old mahogany table in the spacious dining room, where the
elecrics will be dimmed for a time by the light from ninety-three candles on the general’s birthday
cake.  The general is seventh in direct descent from Abraham Pierson, the first president of Yale.
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Despite his years, the General still works every day, although there never was a time in his life
when he had to work for a living.

Goes to Office Daily
“I don’t want to convey the thought that I am still at the head of the enterprise I once directed,”
said General Pierson.  “I retired from active business some time ago, but I still go to my office
daily, unless it is a very stormy day, to look after my affairs.  And when I remain at home, I work
on my memoirs.”

The general was born February 25, 1839, at 10 Whitehall Street, now part of the site of the
Custom House.  The house—known to fashionable New York as the home of Henry L. Pierson,
wealthy iron and steel merchant, who had a foundry at Ramapo, N.Y.—was ideally situated as
measured by a small boy’s standards, as well as those of others.

Just around the corner was Battery Park, then the strolling place of the bon ton of the town, and a
playground and delightful fishing place for the younger generation.  And it was only two short
blocks away from Delmonico’s, at Beaver and William Streets.  The first Del’s was opened in
1835.

After he was six years of age the boy who was destined for a glorious career on many hard-fought
battlefields saw but little of the home where he was born, for his mother died.

“My father was left with seven children when mother died,” said General Pierson.  “Father, a busy
man, had no choice save to send us to boarding schools.  I was sent to one at Islip, L.I.  But I did
not stay there long, for I saw eleven of them in a period of eight years.”

Joined Guard at Eighteen
As soon as he was old enough to join the National Guard—this was in 1857 when he had turned
eighteen years—he enlisted as a private in Company K, 7th Regiment.

Four years later, at the inception of the Civil War, he went to the front with the 1st New York
Volunteer Infantry and played a heroic part in many battles.

On June 30, 1832—the general is silent on most of these things, but the records are eloquent
concerning all—when the Army of the Potomac suffered one of its heaviest losses with 1,721
killed, 8,062 wounded, and 6,053 missing—Pierson received his first wound at the battle of
Glendale.

There was no rest in those days for the forces on either side.  In the following spring, Pierson’s
regiment was part of the forces under Joseph Hooker at Chancellorsville where General Stonewall
Jackson received a mortal wound from one of his own command.  While returning to his own
lines, Pierson was shot through the chest and left for dead where he fell.  In the dispatches to the
New York papers in the early days of May, 1963, his name was listed among the slain.

“My father, on reading the newspapers, immediately left New York with a coffin to bring me back
home,” said General Pierson, when this incident was recalled to him.
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An operation saved his life, and it was not long before he was again in the field.

Freed from Prison
On October 14, 1863 [should be Aug 26, 1862], his soldiering was temporarily ended when he was
captured by the cavalry of the impetuous and dashing “Jeb” Stuart.  This was at the affair at
Bristoe Station.  He was immured in Libby Prison for a time, but his release was effected through
the exchange of an officer of equal rank.

He fought in most of the battles in which the Army of the Potomac engaged, and on March 13,
1865, he was brevetted brigadier general “for gallant and meritorious services.”

Needless to say, he is a great admirer of Lincoln.  He saw him often during his visits to the Army
of the Potomac.

“President Lincoln was twice in my tent,” he said.

Until his retirement from business he was president of the New York Stamping Company,
Ramapo Manufacturing Company and Pierson & Co., Inc, now Pierson Sons, Inc.  These and
other enterprises are now managed by his sons, J. Fred Pierson Jr. and James R. Pierson.

The general is an enthusiastic fisherman.  For years a 213-pound tarpon he landed was the biggest
taken with rod and reel.

When the interview began, General Pierson lighted his customary after-breakfast cigar.

“Oh, yes,” he said, “I smoke quite a bit.  Drink?  Whenever I feel like taking a drink, I take one,”

A cautious inquiry respecting his views on prohibition brought forth a most vigorous and
trenchant denunciation of the dry laws.

“I am very much opposed to prohibition!” he exclaimed.  “It ought to be wiped out altogether.  I
am a strong advocate for the repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment.  It has caused more crime and
misery and has cost the nation more money than any law ever passed.”

The general was at this time seated at an old roll top desk, littered with papers.  A clock that
would captivate any antiquarian looked down on its owner from the top of the desk.  In lieu of a
house coat, he wore a hunting pink that made his white hair and mustache—a typical trooper’s
mustache—seem whiter.  Around a Piccadilly collar was knotted a bright blue tie with large white
polka dots.  His garb, his surroundings, his soft voice and precise speech, as well as the brown-
stone mansion in which he lives, were all reminiscent of an earlier day.  Once more a question
was phrased cautiously.

“The youth of today and the youth of my boyhood?” he answered.  “To begin with, the boys of
today, and the girls as well, are two inches taller and ten pounds heavier than they were when I
was a boy.  We know more about diet today, and we have progressed in many other ways.  The
children of today have advantages that we did not have, and they are better for it.”
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Long ago he abandoned his horses and carriages “because the automobile is emphatically
superior.”  The general laughed when he was asked if he did as much flying since 1927, when he
flew over the city.

“No,” he laughed.  “That was an experimental morning, although I enjoyed the experience.”
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Appendix E. Escutcheon

This escutcheon commemorates J. Fred Pierson’s military service.  It reads:

Entered service as Captain Co. H, 1st New York Vol. Infantry May 27, 1861. Promoted to Major
July 23, 1861. Lieut. Colonel, Sept. 10, 1861 Colonel Oct. 9, 1862. Brevetted Brig-General, U.S.
Vols, Mch. 13, 1865 for gallantry and meritorious services during the war.  Regiment organized at
New York City, attached to Dept. of Virginia 1-Brig, 1-Div Dept of Virginia May 1861 to June
1862 3-Brig. 3-Div, 3-Army Corps, Army of the Potomac to July 1862, 3-Brig, 1-Div, 3-Army
Corps to June 1863.  Service. Action at Big Bethel, Va. June 10, 1861 Duty at Camp Hamilton,
and Newport News, Va. till June 1862.  Action between Monitor and Merrimac in Hampton
Roads, Va. Mch. 2, 1862.  Joined Army of the Potomac on the Peninsula Va. June 4, 1862.
Action near Fair Oaks, June 20-23 and 24, seven days before Richmond June 25-July 1. Action at
Oak Grove June 25, Fair Oaks June 26-29. Peach Orchard and Savage Station June 29, Charles
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Citty Cross Roads and Glendale June 30.  Wounded at Glendale, June 30, and had horse killed
under him.  Malvern Hill July 1-2. Harrison’s Bar July 3.  Movement to Yorktown Aug. 15, to
Alexandria Aug. 22 and to Army of Gen. Pope Aug. 23.  Pope’s Va. Campaign Aug. 23-Sept. 2.
Battles of Gainesville Aug. 28, Groveton Aug. 29. 2d Bull Run Aug. 30, and Chantilly Sept. 1.
Captured at Chantilly, and prisoner-of-war, confined at Libby Prison, Richmond, Va. Exchanged
Oct. 3, 1862, and rejoined regiment in the defences of Washington, D.C. March up the Potomac
to Leesburg, thence movement to Falmouth Va, Oct. Nov. Battle of Fredericksb’g, Va Dec. 11-15.
Burnside’s 2d. Campaign “Mud March” Jany. 20-24, 1863. At Falmouth till Apr. 24.
Chancellorsville Campaign Apr. 27-May 2.  Battle of Chancellorsville May 1-2 severely wounded
May 2. Gunshot through body.  Mustered out May 25, 1863, and honorably discharged from
service. Expiration of term.  Served as a volunteer aide-de-camp on staff of Brig.-General William
Wall Comd’g. 3 Brigade, New York – State Militia, during the Gettysburg, Penna. Campaign June
and July 1863.
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Appendix F. Return of the Sword

Buffalo NY October 28, 1861
To J. Fred Pierson
Lieut Col. 1st Regt. NYSV
Fortress Monroe
Newport News, Va.

My dear nephew
At a moment when your country needed the aid of every loyal citizen, you have nobly stepped
forward and offered your services in her defense.  By that act you have shown yourself to be a man
endowed with those noble characteristics which elevate and distinguish, the patriot, the soldier,
and the citizen, and one who is animated by a sense of duty regardless of consequences.  Your
conduct merits such a recognition as will be evidence to you that it is not unmarked or
unappreciated.  As a relative I feel proud of you, and desire to manifest my pride by the most
appropriate testimonial I can offer you.  Do me the favor then to accept the sword that
accompanies this.  Let it be worn—as I know it will be with honor—so long as your country may
need your services, and may God protect you in the holy cause for which you are perilling your
life.

Your affectionate uncle,
Edw Pierson

Edward Pierson

When Fred Pierson was captured at Bristoe Station, his sword was taken by the cavalry under
J.E.B. Stuart.  He saw General Stuart that night as he was bivouacked with his staff beneath a
tree, and asked for the return of his sword, but it could not be found.

In July 1869, seven years later, a notice appeared in the New York papers and was answered by
Gen. Pierson.  The result being that the sword was returned in exchange for a shotgun.

Note that Mr. Fewell killed the Union officer and then took the sword.  At the time he published
these advertisements, Mr. Fewell was under the impression that he had killed Fred Pierson, and he
was attempting to contact the family of the man he had killed.  You can only imagine his
emotions at the time of composing these.
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New York Tribune, July 9, 1869

Mr. L. N. Fewell of Manassas, Va., has in his possession, having picked it up on the field of battle,
the sword formerly belonging to Lieut.-Col. J. Fred Pierson, 1st New York Volunteers.  Mr.
Fewell, who was a Confederate soldier, is very anxious to restore the weapon to the friends of Col.
Pierson.  On the scabbard is the inscription, “A testimonial of regard to Lieut.-Col. Fred. Pierson,
1st N. Y. State Vols., the patriot and soldier.”

New York Herald, July 9, 1869

TO THE HEIRS OF THE LATE LIEUTENANT COLONEL J. FRED PIERSON.—L. N. Fewell,
of Manasses Post Office, Virginia, has sent a letter to a  gentleman of this city, stating that he is
the custodian of the sword of the late Lieutenant Colonel J. Fred. Pierson, of the First regiment of
New York Volunteers.  Mr. Fewell states that the sword was captured at the battle of Manasses
Junction, and that Colonel Pierson was fatally wounded while gallantly directing his command in
action.

Henry. Lewis Pierson, Jr., brother of General J. Fred Pierson, saw Mr. Fewell’s advertisement and
arranged for recovery of the sword.  After writing to Mr. Fewell, he received the following letter:
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Manassas, Va.
July 12, 1869

Henry L. Pierson, Esq.

Dear Sir:
Your communications of 9th and 10th inst at hand and contents noted.  I am grattified to know
that you are the brother of Lieut. Col. J. Fred Pierson whom I supposed was killed as the person
that I took the sword off was dead and evidently an officer.  The officer that wore it had severed
the head of a Lieut in one of the Companys in my regiment and was in the act of piercing the
heart of another private when sargeant Deavers and myself killed him by shooting at him.  He
would not have lost his life if he had have surrendered but he swore he would die before he would
surrender.  I don’t charge anything for keeping the sword but if you feel disposed you can send me
an ordinary double barrell shot gun as a present which I would prize very higly.  Excuse the paper
being in two pieces but after I have finished my letter the ink stand turned over the letter and
made a portion of it illegible.  I forwarded the sword by Express to H. M. Leman and Bros 116
William Street New York Importers and dealers in H. M. Lemans celebrated steel pens and Lead
Pencils  You can get the sword by calling on him.  Any thing or any information I can furnish you
will be done with pleasure.  Let me hear from you if you receive the sword

Vry Respectfully
L. N. Fewell

Manassas
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Henry Pierson sent a shotgun to Mr. Fewell.

Received of H. M. Leman Esq
One double barrell gun in good order given in his hands by Henry L. Pierson Esq to be forwarded
to me at Manassas.

L. N. Fewell
July 16th 1869

The sword is now in the possession of Henry Lowrey Pierson.
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Appendix G. This Was My Newport

The following short passages mentioning Fred Pierson are from “This Was My Newport” by Maud Howe Elliott, The
Mythology Company, A Marshall Jones, Cambridge, Massachusetts 1944

Maud Howe Elliott

… In rough fishing togs or slickers, these sportsman stand for hours casting their lines and drawing
in their catch.  The blackfish and sea-bass are caught here, jumping, as it were, from the sea to the
frying-pan—and they have a delicious flavor I have found nowhere else.

My own adventure in fishing is quickly told.  I once caught a blackfish from Lloyd Mayer’s catboat
in Newport Harbor.  When I had drawn him in, all wet and flopping, I took him off the hook and
threw him back into the water!  My friend, General Pierson, when ninety-four years of age, still
spent many hours at the Gooseberry Island Fishing Club, of which he was one of the founders.
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Both he and his wife were ardent anglers.  Their luncheons given at Gooseberry were historic.  I
was never invited; I did not belong to the freemasonry that binds all lovers of the sport together.

The Graves Point Club takes its name from the graves of two Revolutionary soldiers buried
nearby.  The land for this club was bought by J. Pierpont Morgan, who for some years came here
to fish for sea-bass….

“Roselawn”, the Pierson cottage at Newport

…My earliest impression of the name Lorillard, I gather from the storehouse of my mother’s
memories.  When, as a little girl, she was starting out for the solumn afternoon drive in the big
blue and yellow family coach, some one would call out:  “Don’t forget to stop at Lorillard’s for
Grandma’s snuff!”

When General J. Fred Pierson, the last of the Civil War generals, first visited Newport, he met
Augusta Rhodes who lives at “Roselawn”—then a simple farmhouse at the end of Bellevue
Avenue.  After their marriage, the house was greatly enlarged.  The Pierson ménage was not quite
like any other.  You met there the fashionables, the sports, the geniuses, the diplomats, the
general and admirals.  If a young musician wanted a hearing, or a reader an audience, “Roselawn”
was open to give them a change—and with it went the kind and powerful influence of the woman
who for so many years reigned like a little queen over her court.

Among the best musicales were those of the Countess Leary, whose house on the corner of
Bellevue Avenue and Pelham Street is now the Elks Club.  The Countess held a title conferred by
the Vatican.  She was a gracious old lady, eccentric in appearance….
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