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PRESIDENT'S REPORT 

As time goes on, the justification of the somewhat ambitious 
rehabilitation program undertaken over two years ago becomes 
increasingly apparent. More people visit the Museum than ever 
before-attendance at our meetings has greatly increased-and 
our membership has practically doubled. Too much credit cannot 
be given to Mr. Foster, who as our Director during the period of 
rehabilitation had charge of the work and with the able assistance 
of his wife who had an unusual keen sense of the artistic, was 
responsible for making our Museum the attractive and colorful 
place it now is. It has become one of the places in Worcester to 
see, not only for its own citizenry, but also for visitors outside our 
own community. 

Due to our limited financial resources, it was impossible to 
retain the valuable services of Mr. Foster, but in Mrs. Elizabeth T. 
Davis, our present Director who worked under Mr. Foster during 
his regime, we are confident the high standard of accomplishment 
established by him will be successfully carried out. 

It is a source of great satisfaction that we are able to issue at 
this time another one of our publications. We wish we could 
publish all the papers read at the meetings of the Society, but our 
limited financial resources preclude that possibility. The problem 
of selection is difficult, but the determining factor has largely been 
that of local interest. 

We are most grateful for the generous donations we have re
ceived, both to help defray the expense of our work of rehabilitation 
and also toward the payment of the operating expenses of the 
Society. We are especially appreciative of the special donations 
which made publication of this issue possible. 

We feel that we are performing a real service to the community 
and welcome additions to our membership which would make 
possible the enlargement of the service rendered. 
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REPORT OF THE DIRECTOR 

From the time of the last publication in December 1947, the 
Society's rooms continued to be closed to the public to permit 
further work on the rehabilitation program until the formal open
ing to the public in June 1948. This was preceded by a gathering 
of members and friends on May 18, 1948, to preview the modernized 
rooms made possible by the intensive work for the past fourteen 
months. 

The first year after its reopening brought over 4,000 visitors 
to the Society to view the historical treasures arranged against 
new color and background. Many groups, unable to come during 
the regular visiting hours, were entertained by special arrange
ment. Generally, such groups hold a brief business meeting in 
Salisbury Hall followed by a tour of the exhibits and a social hour 
in the Worcester Room. 

Visiting groups have been the Early American Industries Asso
ciation, Massachusetts Archaeological Society and their Nipmuck 
Chapter, The Numismatic Society, The Rushlight Club and 
Pewter Collectors' Club, Women's Auxiliary of the Massachusetts 
Medical Association, United Federalist, The Worcester Woman's 
Club, League of Women Voters and many parent and teacher 
associations, church groups, organizations of boys and girls, as 
well as school classes and historical societies. 

The costume room has created a great deal of interest among 
the women. It has one of the outstanding collections in New 
England. . 

The Society's meetings .have been well attended and some very 
interesting and instructive papers have been read in the past year 
and a half. On November 18, 1948, Judge Carl E. Wahlstrom 
read a paper on Abraham Lincoln "A Whig Politician and Con
gressman Comes to Worcester." April 28, 1949, Dr. William 
H. McMenemey of London, England, read a paper on "The Story 
of Worcester (England) Porcelain." This was illustrated. The 
speaker is a friend of former Mayor Edwards of Worcester, Eng
land, and came at the latter's suggestion. On May 27, Dr. Philip 
H. Cook read a paper on "The Nameless Grave and the Headless 
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Skeleton-A Middlesex County Mystery." This was followed 
by a talk on "The Story of the Indians in Worcester County" by 
President George R. Stobbs. At the annual meeting held on June 
24, 1949, Henry 0. Tilton spoke on "Worcester, England-Past and 
Present." There were reports from the Treasurer, Director and 
election of officers. 

In the fall on October 19, Chandler Bullock read a paper on 
"Interesting Occurrences in the Life of Josiah Richardson of 
Shrewsbury, Mass., Commander of a Famous Clipper Ship." On 
November 30, Dr. J. J. Flynn spoke on "Old South Worcester." 
As a lifelong resident of this section, Dr. Flynn told a very inter
esting story. 

On March 18, 1948, a special meeting for the women members 
and their guests was held at which the costumes were displayed. 

Every bit of space the building affords is used for exhibits or 
storage, but the policy is not to crowd in order to show the articles 
to the best possible advantage. Accessions are restored when 
necessary, preparatory to being exhibited. Additions are being 
made to the exhibits and a change of displays is made at intervals. 

Among the new accessions may be mentioned two platters with 
the seal "State Lunatic Hospital Worcester, Mass"; a primitive 
of Nathan Waldo Williams painted in 1847 by William Lydston, Jr. 
of Boston; a page from the second edition of John Eliot's Indian 
bible; a mahogany case of early papier-mache dolls; a doll over 
one hundred years old; an early 17th century dispatch box; mourn
ing jewelry, clothing, needlework and books for the library. 

Two notable gifts were presented to the Society during the past 
year. The Lion Glass Collection, consisting of more than one 
hundred pieces and two large glass and mahogany cases, was pre
sented by Mrs. Marietta Parmelee Graham in memory of her 
mother, Mrs. Arthur W. Parmelee, a resident of Worcester for 
many years. The valuable collection of memorabilia which be
longed to the late Captain Fried, a native of Worcester, famous 
for his two outstanding rescues at sea, was also presented by Cap
tain Fried's widow, Mrs. Laura Parmenter Fried. A special meet
ing was called for a preview and at that time the gift was formally 
presented by George N. Jeppson and accepted by George R. Stobbs 
as President. 

One of our services extended to the public is the loaning of acces-
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sions for displays at the Public Library and for window exhibits 
at various stores and banks for which the Society is given the 
credit. This service gives to thousands more an opportunity to 
view some of our possessions. 

Daily requests for information which is found in our library 
and records are handled and every effort is made by the staff to 
encourage the growing interest in the Society by the people of 
Worcester County. 
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THE NAMELESS GRAVE AND THE HEADLESS SKELETON 

A Middlesex Mystery 

DR. PHILIP H. CooK 

In the summer of 1930 the Cemetery Committee of Stow, a 
small Middlesex town on the border of Worcester County, decided 
to improve the appearance of the premises under their care. A 
group of young men were engaged to restore grave mounds, true 
up the edges of paths, and otherwise "tidy up" the cemetery. 
Presently one of the men, driving his shovel down through an old 
mound, encountered apparently solid rock; he moved a foot or so 
and tried again with the same result. Then he called the foreman, 
and what followed was set out in this affidavit: 

This is to certify that we, Frank Robbins of Stow, Middlesex County, 
Massachusetts, Cemetery Commissioner of the Town of Stow: Robert 
E. Hartin of Maynard, formerly of Stow, and F. Robert Hartin of 
Maynard, formerly of said Stow, did on July 15, 1930, open a grave in 
Stow Lower Village cemetery. 

We found a rough stone placed upon the grave, the same measuring 
nine feet long and four and one-half feet wide, and, owing to the fact 
that the position of the stone was slightly cross-wise, we believe that the 
stone had been removed at some previous time and then replaced . 

The belief that the grave had been previously opened is strengthened 
by the fact that upon opening the grave we found remains of vertebrae 
and other bones, including those of the feet, toes and arms. It is our 
opinion that the head had been removed, as we found no remains of any 
part of the same. Two feet higher in the earth than the rest of the 
remains we found a rib. 

The grave was wider at the head than at the foot, apparently the 
shape of an old-time coffin. Nothing remained of the coffin but a 
formation of pulp, with the exception of a knot which had a nail driven 
through it. We found also several hand forged nails, which were so 
oxidized that they were hollow. 

(Signed) FRANK E. ROBBINS 
ROBERT E. HARTIN 
F. ROBERT HARTIN 

We, Frank Robbins, Robert E. Hartin and F. Robert Hartin, being 
duly sworn, do hereby certify that all of the statements hereto sub
scribed by us are true. 

LESLIE W. SIMs, Notary Public. 

So here was a knotty problem for that quiet New England town. 
Who, in that placid village, could have died with a price on his 
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head and such an acute consciousness of the fact that he endeavored 
even to protect his dead body from desecration? 

But every town has a resident who is interested in its past. In 
Stow it was Mrs. Olivia Crowell, wife of a local clergyman. She 
started delving into Colonial history and wrote to Boston for 
assistance. What she found took her back into the England of the 
Restoration Period, now a household word all over America by 
reason of the dubious masterpiece "Forever Amber." She had 
started on her quest with the memory of the legend, familiar to 
every New England school child, of the attack on Hadley during 
King Philip's War while the people were at church; how a tall man 
with a long white beard had suddenly appeared, warned the people, 
and disappeared immediately; how it had been rumored that he 
was a fugitive from English justice. Mrs. Crowell published her 
story in the Stow Memorial volume of 1933, and upon it most of 
the present paper is based. 

In 1649 King Charles I, after being tried for treason, was con
demned and beheaded. Then followed the so-called Republic of 
Oliver Cromwell. He died in 1658, after refusing the crown, and 
in 1660 Charles II came down from Scotland and was hailed as 
King. Genial and easy going in many respects, he was nevertheless 
firm in insisting on the punishment of all those who had had to 
do with the execution of his father, 84 in all. So in 1660 three 
proclamations were issued by Parliament. Mrs. Crowell found 
them in the Yale University Library. The first embraced the full 
number of 84 men; the second, about twenty; the third specified 
only Whalley and Goffe. It begins as follows: 

A Proclamation 

For apprehension of Edward Whalley and William Goffe. 

Forasmuch as Edward Whalley, commonly known by the title of Colonel 
Whalley, and William Goffe, commonly called Colonel Goffe, are, 
amongst others, by an Act of this present Parliament, Entitled, An Act 
of Free and General Pardon, Indemnity and Oblivion, wholly excepted 
from Pardon, and left to be proceeded against as Traytors, for their 
execrable Treasons in sentencing to Death, signing the instrument for 
the horrid Murder, or being Instrumental in taking away the precious 
life of Our Late Dear Father of Blessed Memory. 

And forasmuch as they, the said Edward Whalley and William Goffe, 
having absented and withdrawn themselves, and fled, as we have been 
informed, to the Parts beyond the Seas, are now, as we certainly under
stand, lately returned into Our Kingdom of England, and do privately 
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lurk and obscure themselves in parts unknown: We therefore have 
thought fit, by and with the Advice of our Privy Council, to publish 
the same to all Our loving subjects, not doubting of their Care and 
Forwardness in their apprehension: &c. 

It is unnecessary to wade through all the stilted language of the 
Proclamation, but the last paragraph was potent: 

And lastly we do hereby declare, that whosoever shall discover the 
said Edward Whalley or William Goffe, either within Our Kingdoms 
of England, Scotland, Ireland, or Dominion of Wales, or in any other 
of Our Dominions and Territories, or el~ewhere, and shall cause them, 
or either of them, to be Apprehended, or brought in alive or dead, if 
they, or either of them, attempting resistance, happen to be slain, shall 
have a reward of One Hundred Pounds in Money for each of them so 
brought in, Dead or Alive, as aforesaid, to be forthwith paid to him in 
recompence of such his service. 

Given at Our Court in Whitehall the two and Twentieth day of 
September in the Twelfth Year of Our Reign. 

But Whalley and Goffe had not returned to England. On the 
accession of Charles II, they, with John Dixwell, another of the 
Judges, had sailed from Gravesend Port on the "Prudent Mary," 
Capt. William Pierce, navigator, in 1660. With them on the ship 
were Daniel Gookin, well known in early Worcester history; John
son, a printer, on his way to produce John Eliot's Indian Bible, and 
William Jones, the most prominent citizen of New Haven. Gookin 
and Johnson were to be of great service to them. They went to 
Cambridge, where they were entertained by Gookin for seven 
months. 

Aside from calling himself "Mr. Cook," Goffe at first made no 
effort to disguise himself. And apparently the alias was trans
parent. Stiles' "History of the Judges" tells how a braggart 
fencing-master erected a stage in Boston and walked it for several 
days, challenging all comers to a bout. At length one of the Judges, 
disguised in a rustic dress, appeared with a cheese wrapped in a 
napkin for a shield, and holding in his right hand a mop smeared 
with muddy puddle water. 

He mounted the stage; the fencing master railed at him for 
impudence and bade him begone. The Judge held his ground; 
whereat the gladiator made a pass at him with his sword. The 
Judge received the sword into the cheese and held it while he drew 
the mµddy mop over his antagonist's mouth; this occurred several 
times, until the braggart's face was well smeared with mud. The 
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latter, in anger, then threw away the small sword and picked up 
the broad sword, on which the Judge, fixing him with his eye, said 
"Sir, I have only played with you, but if you come at me, with 
the broad sword, I shall certainly take your life." And the man, 
desisting, exclaimed "Who are you? You are either Goffe, Whalley, 
or the Devil; for there was no other man in England who could 
beat me." 

Being warned of a requisition for their capture, the refugees fled 
across country to New Haven, being entertained en route by Gov. 
Winthrop at Hartford. At New Haven Rev. John Davenport 
took them in. The chase growing hotter, they went ostensibly to 
Milford, returned secretly to Davenport's cellar for a month, then 
hid in a hole in a rockpile at West Haven; the place is still called 
"The J,udges' Care." In 1674 they went to Hadley, where Pastor 
Russell received them. Dixwell joined them for a while but soon 
disappears from the story. Goffe was now using the name of Walter 
Goldsmith. 

On August 5, 1674, Goffe wrote to Rev. Hooke, Whalley's 
brother-in-law, "He is very weak indeed." Whalley was more 
than ten years older than Goffe, who had married his daughter. He 
died some time between 1674 and 1676. 

In 1767 Dr. Ezra Stiles of Yale, being interested in the history 
of the regicides, wrote to Samuel Hopkins of Hadley. Stiles' His
tory gives the answer: 

Both of them were secreted in this town. One of them died in this 
town (Whalley, those who remember say); the other, Goffe, left the 
town after Whalley's death and it is not known where he went. With 
respect to the one that died in this town, the tradition general is that 
he was buried in Mr. Tilton's cellar. 

Thus Goffe disappeared after Whalley's death. In 1678 someone 
who had seen one of the proclamations complained to Governor 
Andros of New York that Colonel Goffe, under the name of Cook, 
was hiding in the home of Joseph Bull of Hartford, and that official 
ordered Governor Leete of Connecticut to make a search for him; 
but Leete, a friend of Goffe, quashed the matter. 

Now, what kind of man was this sole surviving refugee? Major 
General William Lord Goffe, as he is styled by Cromwell, was 
the son of Rev. Stephen Goffe, a puritan divine, Rector of Stanmer 
in Sussex, England. Joining the Army in 1642 he rose to a Cap-
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tain's rank in 1645. Oxford made him M.A. in 1649. He fought 
at Dunbar and Worcester, aided in expelling the "Barebones 
Parliament" in 1653; was made Major General in 16~5 and included 
in the House of Lords 1654-56. He was one of the judges who 
signed the death warrant of Charles I. Such was his prestige that 
he was mentioned for "Protector" as Cromwell's successor. 

After leaving England, there is evidence that he received finan
cial help and carried on correspondence with his wife. He wrote 
her the last definite record of his life, stating that he had prospered, 
and had carried on a small trade. 

In 1767 the aforesaid Dr. Ezra Stiles wrote to various New 
England clergymen asking for anything of a remarkable nature 
connected with their towns. Rev. John Gardner, of Stow, answered 
thus, in part: 

. . . I Can't call to mind above one thing worthy of publick notice, 
and that is the grave of Mr. John Green; once an inhabitant of Charles
town. He came to New England with his sister and her husband, having 
been in high favor with the Lord Protector (whether he was excluded 
by the Act of Oblivion I cannot tell), after the restoration of Charles II. 
Some time after his arrival he came with them to Stow, and here lived 
and died and lies buried in this place. 

The town records of Stow show that Mr. John Green died Novem
ber 10, 1688. His will, entered on the Probate Records, disposed 
of considerable property, including real estate in Sudbury. Early 
settlers of the town say there came to Stow, toward the end of the 
17th century, an elderly man who avoided publicity, and when 
the end approached, told his friends that he was one of those who 
condemned Charles I. When buried, he wished this tremendous, 
unmarked slab laid over his body, as he feared evil-disposed people 
might dig him up. 

Mrs. Crowell's narrative ends at this point, but additional data 
of interest were obtained from Everett P. Smith, a former resident 
of Stow. He states that on advice of the Massachusetts Historical 
Society she wrote to the Record Office in London, where practically 
every document since the Domesday Book is preserved, asking if 
the reward for the head of William Goffe had ever been claimed, 
and received a negative answer. But the findings at the opening 
of the grave open possibilities for interesting speculation. The 
fact that, as stated in the affidavit, one rib was found at a level 
two feet higher than the rest of the bones indicates that the opening 
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took place after the body had disintegrated. If Goffe had lived 
another year, he would have received amnesty under a proclamation 
of William and Mary in 1689. News traveled slowly in those days. 
Did the grave robber find an unidentifiable skull, or, if the long 
white beard which Goffe is said to have worn had not decayed, was 
he met with the answer that the English Government was no longer 
interested in the head of the Regicide? 

The point may well be raised that we have not definitely identified 
Goffe with the individual buried at Stow. Then where else was he 
buried? Let us see what information can be obtained from three 
authorities, Stiles, already cited, who wrote about the time of the 
American Revolution; Welles, writing in 1927, and Lindsley in 
1931. Each of these writers cited other commentators. 

Stiles states: "James Davids (Col. John Dixwell, another 
Regicide) died in New Haven and was buried in the Congregational 
Church Burying Ground, where his monument may still be seen." 
He also noted a "tradition II that Goffe also was buried in New 
Haven. 

Welles says: "It has been supposed that Goffe died in Hartford 
and was buried there (no word of him exists later than Peter Tilton's 
letter of July 30, 1679. I think we are safe in saying that Goffe 
died in 1679. If he died in Hartford he was of course buried there. 
But he may have been removed to Hadley. Governor Hutchinson 
found a tradition that two persons were buried in the minister's 
cellar, and Hopkins that one was buried in Mr. Tilton's cellar, in 
his garden or behind his barn. 

"Hopkins also found a tradition that Goffe went first to Hart
ford, then to New Haven, and then further South, being heard from 
later in Pennsylvania and Virginia." 

Lindsley states that "Goffe and Whalley died at Hadley, were 
buried in the minister's cellar, and removed to New Haven after 
Dixwell's death, where they were buried in the Congregational 
Burying Ground. The grave of Goffe is marked by a short stone 
with the inscription 'MG,' the underlining of the M indicating 
cryptically that it is intended to be reversed, to make a W for 
William Goffe." It would seem strange that Stiles, writing from 
New Haven 150 years nearer the event, should have overlooked this. 

To quote Lindsley again: 
It was for many years a mystery where these men were while living, 
and it is wonderful how well their secret was kept for twenty or thirty 
years. 
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But (to commit a Hibernicism) they also had to look out for themselves 
after they were dead. Taught by the fate of their mighty leader, 
Cromwell, whose remains were disentombed and maltreated by the 
Royalists after the Restoration, these men and their friends took con
siderable pains to conceal from their enemies their place of sepulture. 
Justification for this is given by Stiles: "As late as the last French 
War, in 1760, British officers, passing through New Haven and hearing 
of Dixwell's grave, visited the spot and declared with rancorous and 
malignant vengeance that if the British Ministry knew of it, though it 
was even then 118 years after the death of Charles and 70 after Dixwell's, 
it would cause their bodies to be dug up and vilified" 

Under these circumstances an impregnable chain of evidence 
can hardly be expected: but the character of the grave at Stow is 
certainly that of a Regicide and there is no definite evidence of 
another burial place for Goffe, whose colleagues have been other
wise accounted for. 
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PRESENTATION OF FRIED MEMORABILIA 
TO WORCESTER HISTORICAL SOCIETY 

BY GEORGE N. JEPPSON 

Tuesday, 8:00 p.m., November 1, 1949 

Mrs. George Fried is here this evening, to present formally to 
the Worcester Historical Society, the memorabilia of her famous 
husband, Captain George Fried. It was his desire that this material 
(a record, and a recognition of his heroic acts on the high seas) 
repose in Worcester, the place of his birth, that the people of this 
City, and especially its youth, could receive inspiration from it. 

We believe the presentation this evening, should be in the form 
of a memorial to Captain Fried, to bring back to our Worcester 
people the story of this sailorman of ours who, during his life, re
ceived the acclaim of the seafaring world for his courageous and 
skillful seamanship, when the crews of the British ship Antinoe 
and the Italian ship Florida were in peril. Men who qualify for 
acts of this kind, always have a background of experience in their 
profession. They have the virtues of thoroughness, persistence, 
determination and courage in their characters. Captain Fried 
proved he had all of these attributes and more. 

Let me give you a short history of the career that led up to these 
famous rescues. Captain Fried was born in Worcester on August 
10, 1877. He was of Swedish descent-his Viking blood evidently 
did him no harm. He attended grammar school in Worcester, and 
was a newsboy. He was always busy with youthful jobs, and was 
a leader in sports. After grammar school he had to go to work to 
help support his family. He left Worcester and went to New York. 
While there, the Spanish War broke out. He came back to Massa
chusetts and enlisted in Battery M of Boston, and served two years 
in the Army. On his discharge, he enlisted in the Navy and served 
there for 16 years, obtaining the rank of Lieutenant. He had a 
fl.air for navigation. At the Naval Academy his course and charts, 
showing the movements of the Roosevelt during the A ntinoe rescue, 
are preserved as a fine example of the solving of a tough navigation 
problem. 
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In the first World War, he was Captain of a U.S. Transport. 
Among his assignments, was the return of the Czech regiments 
from Siberia to Germany. This voyage took him around the 
world. 

In 1920, he left the Navy and joined the Merchant Marine, first 
serving on ships of the U. S. Shipping Board. He served as Captain 
of the Leviathan; the George Washington; the Roosevelt; the New 
York; and the Manhattan. 

President Franklin D. Roosevelt appointed him Supervising 
Inspector of the U. S. Bureau of Navigation and Steamboat In
spection in 1934. 

During World War II, he became Marine Inspection Officer 
of the Coast Guard Third District. For this service, he received 
high commendation for his supervision of the movement of troops 
and materials from Secretary Forrestal. He died at his home in 
Yonkers, New York on July 3, 1949. 

Time will not permit the full story of the rescues of the British 
ship Antinoe and the Italian ship Florida, but among his memo
rabilia we find some 90 radiograms that passed between the Roose
velt and the foundering Antinoe, and land. They are, of course in 
the words of the two Captains, and I shall read a few of them to you. 

First, those from Captain Tose, of the Antinoe: 

SOS-Two boats smashed. Bridge badly damaged. Think it advis
able for you to stand by. Having difficulty in keeping ship hove to. 

Wish to abandon ship but have not the means. 

Very many thanks. Our number three hatch is stove and we are 
temporarily repaired until daylight. Bridge badly damaged and star
board boat washed overboard. Engine, telegraph and steering gear 
damaged. Port lifeboat broken by seas. 

Stoke hold now flooded. All boats smashed. Further damage to 
bulkhead, and bunker hatch stove in. 

We have fifty degree list. 

Request that more oil be pumped overboard. 

We are sinking rapidly. 

And from Captain Fried, the following: 

Our Latitude 45--50 North, Longitude 40-55 West, Course 65, Speed 18. 
Will stand by you. Will be near your position by 11 :30. Keep me 
informed. 
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You are now in sight. Do you intend to abandon ship. How many 
in crew. Have you life jackets. Can you stay afloat until weather 
moderates. 

Will stand by you all night. Have good lights showing. 

Have heaving lines ready. We are going to launch boat soon. 

We must wait until weather moderates some. 

Will float you a boat. Be on lookout in your stern. 

Have lost three boats and now must await daylight and moderating sea. 

Getting boat ready now. When boat comes, get in quick. Be ready 
on stern with heaving lines. 

When rescue was complete, Captain Fried reported to the United 
States Lines, as follows: 

FIVE-FORTY A.M. of Twenty-Fourth received SOS from Steamship 
Antinoe. Proceeded to her position by radio compass bearings which 
proved her given position one hundred miles in error. Alongside her 
noon. Wind West, Force ten, with violent snow squalls, high rough 
sea. We rolling thirty-five degrees. Took position quarter mile wind
ward. Pumped oil overboard with excellent effect. Her Captain 
claims this saved them sinking. Lost sight her nine P.M. Her radio 
and dynamo out of commission. Severe snow squalls. Searched, 
picked her up again three-forty P.M. Twenty-Fifth. Engine and Fire
room flooded. Number three hatch broken. Heavily listed starboard. 
Weather moderated. Attempted send manned lifeboat, Chief Officer 
Miller in charge. When lowered lifeboat, vicious hail squall hit us. Sea 
proved too rough for lifeboat. Men spilled out of boat but managed get 
back in boat. Covered with fuel oil, seemed exhausted. Ordered men 
aboard, assisted by lifelines. All recovered except Wirtenan, Master at 
Arms, Heitman, Boatswain's Mate. Made every effort pick these 
men up. Handicapped by darkness and continuous snow and hail 
squalls. Used powerful searchlight. Weather increasing. 

TWENTY-SIXTH. Continued station, distributing oil weather side 
Antinoe. She showing one oil lamp. Her distress signals indicated 
perilous situation. Attempted float boat to her by aid Lyle Gun. Got 
boat to her, but she lost it. Tried floating cask-failed. 

TWENTY-SEVENTH. Kept station. Attempted float boat to her 
with end of line leading from top of after King Post, in order allow 
line drop on her deck by coming up close her stern and swinging round 
sharply. Failed. Fired Lyle Gun again and rockets got line to her. 
When they hauled in line, cut on their rail-lost boat. Fired Lyle 
Gun sixteen times. Line carried away near projectile frequently. Sug
gestion Colonel Hearn, Artillery Expert, Passenger, use spiral spring 
between projectile and line successful. Chief Engineer Turner made 
thirteen projectiles. Weather now moderating-occasional snow 
squalls. 

SEVEN-TWENTY P.M. Lowered manned lifeboat successfully. Took 
off twelve men. Boat badly damaged. Cut her adrift. 
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MIDNIGHT. Weather greatly improved and aided by moonlight took 
remaining crew aboard. Captain Tose had to be carried aboard and 
despite his physical condition asked be carried to bridge to express 
gratitude. All crew in pitiful condition. No food nor water two days. 
Little clothing. Exposure. Minor injuries. 

ONE-THIRTY-FIVE A.M. Proceeded on our way. Antinoe still floating. 
Both well decks awash. Fifty degrees starboard list. Stood by her 
three and half days. Our own crew almost exhausted from long vigil. 
When my two men were lost, Doctor Cochran and Monsignor Whelan 
held services for them at four P.M. 

TWENTY-EIGHTH. Doctor Cochran held very impressive services. All 
passengers, crew, and rescued attending. Passengers very liberal 
donating clothing to rescued. Some passengers and crew sustained 
minor injuries from heavy rolling. Impossible to cook properly. Menu 
limited. Have lost six Lundin Boats, which may hold up clearance re
turning. Request instructions. Used all our small rope. Hung cargo 
nets and all lifeboat ladders over side for rescued. 

Radiogram, Harry Tose, Master, of the Steamship Antinoe to 
the Daily Mail, London: 

All crew Steamer Antinoe saved by skillful seamanship-wonderful 
manoeuvering Liner President Roosevelt, by Commander Fried. Perfect 
discipline was maintained by my entire crew during five days that 
Antinoe drifted helplessly in the trough of the Atlantic sea, being bat
tered all the while by mountainous seas. All living accommodations 
aboard flooded by seas. My four engineers worked ceaselessly, keeping 
pumps going until driven from engine room by inrushing water. Roose
velt made various attempts by lifeboats and rocket apparatus to get line 
to us, finally succeeding. Six lifeboats lost during attempts. All Officers 
and Crew of Antinoe recovering from exhaustion and exposure. Fried 
has shown us every courtesy and left nothing undone to make us com
fortable. We are deeply grateful. I deeply deplore loss of two men 
from Roosevelt Crew who gave up lives in first attempt to come to our 
rescue. 

The rescue of the A ntinoe Crew took three days and twenty-two 
hours, and ended on January 29, 1926. 

The Florida, an Italian steamer of 3,500 tons, and a Crew of 32, 
sent out an SOS call on January 22, 1929. Captain Fried was in 
command of the America. He received the Florida SOS "-Rudder 
gone, heavy seas, need immediate assistance." Captain Fried 
located this ship with his radio compass. Without it he said he 
could not have found her. The wind again was of hurricane force, 
with snow and hail. The America's lifeboat, manned by a crew 
of 9, with the America to windward, brought back on its one trip 
the 32 men of the Florida. The Florida's Captain, Guiseppe 
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Favaloro said, "It was a great manoeuver on the part of the 
America, as I could do nothing to help. It was dark; I had no 
lights. The America in approaching, came abeam to windward, 
launched its boat, and it came to my ship just in time and took 
us off. Immediately afterwards, the wind and seas increased and 
the rescue, if delayed, might have been impossible." 

Captain Fried became the American sea hero of his time. He 
was internationally known. The exhibit of memorabilia that you 
will see here tonight, indicates what four Nations thought of the 
Captain. 

The Press recognized in him a graphic writer of his experiences. 
The Associated Press made him an honorary member-only two 
men had thus been honored in its history. The Worcester Tele
gram of January 26, 1929 said, "You can understand Captain 
Fried of Worcester writing a saga of the sea. Before ever the 
wallowing Florida called for help, he had established himself as 
such a writer, in deeds, and words." 

The New York Times wrote of him as follows: "Fried's heroic 
efforts at a rescue have elicited the greatest admiration from the 
shipping world. Certainly nothing finer in sea chronicles than 
the fidelity of the Captain of the President Roosevelt to a conception 
of duty that is honorable to the American Merchant Marine." 

The Daily Mirror of London-" Captain Fried and his men have 
shown once again what dogged pluck can do against almost in
superable odds. We salute them as worthy to take their places in 
a great story of heroism of the sea." 

The Daily Mail of London said-"The Atlantic Ocean has been 
the scene of many heroic rescues, but we doubt whether there is 
anything finer in history than the rescue of the Crew of the A ntinoe." 

So, ·here tonight, we do honor to this Worcester man, who through 
his deeds has brought honor to the City of his birth. He willed 
to his wife, Laura Parmenter Fried, all of his medals, scrolls, and 
papers, with the understanding that she, at some time, would 
find a place for them in Worcester. With the same fidelity as her 
famous husband, she is carrying out his wishes. 

I am sure he would be very proud of her were he here. At the 
time ·of the Antinoe rescue, she sent him a telegram. It said, 
"Courage," signed Laura. She is just out of the hospital and it 
has taken courage for her to be with us here tonight . 
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ACCEPTANCE OF FRIED MEMORABILIA 

BY PRESIDENT GEORGE R. STOBBS 

In behalf of the Worcester Historical Society, I accept with deep 
appreciation and gratitude the gift of this most interesting and 
valuable collection of memorabilia belonging to the late Captain 
George Fried. It will be numbered among our choicest treasures. 

Worcester has always been very proud of this native-born son 
of hers. Its citizens have followed his career with keen interest 
and have acclaimed with other Americans and people throughout 
the world the superb seamanship and dauntless courage displayed 
by him at the time of his rescues at sea, which brought not only 
great distinction to himself but to the United States Merchant 
Marine in whose service he was engaged. 

It was my own privilege while a Representative in Congress 
from this District to have the pleasure of presenting Captain Fried 
to the members of the House of Representatives while he was 
visiting Washington with his wife after one of his heroic rescues, 
and later to accompany him to the White House to be received by 
President Coolidge. In the very brief remarks I made when pre
senting him to the House, I said, "Captain Fried has the blood of 
the Vikings in his veins." To me he was always the personification 
and a true descendant of those hardy Norsemen who over a thou
sand years ago sailed the wide seas in their frail barks, combating 
and surmounting the dangers of the elements and imbued with the 
spirit and unconquerable determination of which heroes are made. 

Such was the heritage of Captain Fried, and this Society is most 
grateful to Mrs. Fried and Mr. Jeppson and his committee for 
making it possible for us to preserve in our Museum for posterity 
to see the awards which came to him in living up to that heritage. 
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A SKETCH OF THE CAREER 
OF CAPTAIN JOSIAH RICHARDSON 

A Famous Captain of Some Notable Clipper Ships 

BY CHANDLER BULLOCK 

In the neighboring town of Shrewsbury in its attractive cemetery 
is a six-foot high marble monument with the inscription "To the 
memory of Captain Josiah Richardson who was lost at sea in the 
Staffordshire, December, 1853." Yet his mortal remains lie not 
in Shrewsbury. However, the house that he bought for his family, 
and where they lived until his death, still stands on the main street 
of Shrewsbury on its eastern slope just below the town Library. 
To that homestead the Captain himself hurried as often as his 
lengthy sea-voyages permitted. 

Josiah Richardson was not born in Shrewsbury but in Center
ville, a part of Barnstable on Cape Cod. His father, John Richard
son, graduated from Harvard College in 1800, and after graduation, 
came to Centerville to found and conduct the first private grammar 
school established on the Cape. There he fell in love with the 
Cape-and a Cape girl, and married her. And there on the Cape 
was born in 1808 his son, Josiah Richardson. There young Josiah 
naturally heard the winds and the waves of the nearby sea. 

There is a subtle something in the steady breaking of the ocean 
waves on any shore that has to most both a charm and a call, a 
call apt to bring on a "wanderlust." And the men and the boys 
of Cape Cod of a century ago felt that call to the nth degree. 

Now there may be some persons elsewhere who agree with a 
so-called smart commentator who has said: "I love the sea-I dote 
on it-from the beach." But there was no such "sissy talk" down 
on old Cape Cod. 

There may indeed be some who fear the sea-even have a vague, 
neurotic fear of it; but our coastal towns have bred very few of 
such. There may be some non-New Englanders who describe the 
sea as monotonous; but any old sailor of Cape Cod (if he knew 
Shakespeare), would say of the sea," Age cannot wither nor custom 
stale its infinite variety." 
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So the sea beckoned to young Josiah. At the age of eleven he 
shipped as a cabin boy on a short coastal voyage during the summer 
school vacation. He repeated that every summer. Yet he went 
through the high schools of the Cape, and was a well-educated 
man of those days. Thus he rapidly acquired nautical knowledge
becoming master of a small schooner at the age of twenty--0ne. 

At twenty-two he made his first foreign voyage as Captain in 
the small brig, Orbit, which he took from Boston to Europe with 
a general cargo. Thus, his seamanship "know-:how" took him to 
a command position in his early twenties. Thereafter he was 
always in supreme command on shipboard. For several years he 

• sailed the brigs Owhyhee and Leander carrying cargoes to Marseilles 
and Cape Haytiere-occasionally running down to Rio de Janeiro. 
Once he took a cargo of logwood from Cuba to Cronstadt, Russia. 

By 1839 he was through with smaller vessels. He then took 
command of the ship Chatham and for two years was hard at work 
carrying cotton from our southern ports to Liverpool and Havre. 
Thus, he took an active part in the vast cotton export trade which 
led the South before the Civil War to be so confident with their 
boast that "Cotton Is King." He unwittingly-as it were-helped 
indirectly in aiding on the Rebellion. 

Time limits us in sketching many of the interesting details of 
his career. Many of the logbooks kept by him on his voyages 
are still extant. In 1843 he took a long shore vacation. He married 
Harriet Goodnow of Princeton and moved from Barnstable to 
Shrewsbury where he bought that house we have mentioned. After 
a year, planting fruit trees and becoming a deacon of the Shrewsbury 
Congregational Church, he was induced by ship owners to put to 
sea again. Perhaps that was the entire reason, or perhaps he 
began to be restless at the confined routine of living just in Worcester 
County. In any event, in 1844 he took command of the ship Wal
pole, a very sizable ship . 

For two years he commanded the good ship Wal pole carrying 
wheat from New York to Liverpool. We have his own logbook of 
102 years ago, and I will read an extract from it. It is a typical 
example of the fury of a North Atlantic storm on even the larger 
ships of those days. The staunch ship was tossed about so that 
it makes his writing at the time difficult to read-but I have de
ciphered it, and I will quote: 
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Jan. 20, 1847 ... Latter part much harder squalls; snow, hail 
and rough high cross sea, breaking in upon the deck, taking away 
ports, staving doors . . . and other damage . . . The ship laboring 
hard, we trying the pumps often-a tremendous gale from the WNW 
with high sea. 

Jan. 21, Hard gale coming in squalls ... Hail, snow; wind blowing 
a hurricane during the squalls. At 3 P.M. sea very high and winds 
increasing . . . Sea breaking in upon decks, keeping them full, 
carrying away monkey rails etc. Winds and sea increasing to such a 
degree that the sea would break in upon both sides of the ship, filling 
her waist full of water, the ports being swept away. At times the sea 
seemed to make highway over her, sweeping the decks. Brought the 
ship to the wind under one close reefed main tops'l, but found it blew 
so hard that the ship would at times lay her lee yard arms three feet 
under water . . . At 7 A.M. . . . sea and wind very violent and 
high, breaking over us, staying in part of the deck house forward . . . 
Constantly trying the pumps, but the water did not come to them. 

Jan. 22 . . . Heavy gales from N. W. and rough sea. Squalls, snow 
and hail . . . Trying pumps but could not get any water from them, 
the ship laying down so much upon her broad side the water would not 
come to them at all. Tried the bilge pumps, but they would not work
soon choked with wheat-at 12 midnight ... sounded the pumps; 
found two feet water in the well room; pumped a few strokes and the 
boxes became choked. 

And so on for two more violent, exhausting days of storm. Let 
us requote from the entry of January 21, 1847. 

"The wind blew so hard that the ship would at times lay her 
lee yard arms three feet under water." Imagine that scene on 
deck. When the outer end of these yardarms were three feet in 
the sea then the ship's deck must have had a slant of about 45 
degrees. The wonder is that no men were thrown or washed over
board. They must have been clinging desperately to every solid 
hold possible. 

In spite of everything, Captain Richardson got the Walpole 
across the Atlantic in 28 days with no loss of life or serious injuries 
to men or ship. And he brought her home again. On arriving 
there he was pleased to learn that the owners had decided to send 
her out to Manila. 

And so he sailed the Wal pole to Manila. He had to remain in 
Manila several weeks unloading his cargo and picking up a paying 
cargo to bring back to New York. That was his job. So he had 
time in Manila to write some letters to his wife back in Shrews
bury. These letters of a century ago have been carefully preserved. 
They are still alive with human interest. 

23 



Now the Captain was a strong vigorous man of forty then-but 
he was a man of natural, human qualities. He was always busy 
on his ships, and even busier on shore where he met and had many 
dealings with importing and exporting businessmen of the world 
ports to which he sailed. He met officials of foreign cities who 
invited him about; he frequently-had on shipboard with him com
panionable passengers. Yet his thoughts frequently turned back 
home, to his wife and children, his church, and the fruit trees he 
had planted on the Shrewsbury hillside. Yes, nostalgia sometimes 
gripped him-especially in those many weeks he had to spend in 
Manila with the ship Wal pole. 

Time prevents our quoting much from his many interesting 
letters. But as a sample I will quote parts of one sent from Manila 
on this particular Wal pole voyage. 

Manila, September 4, 1847 
My dear Harriet, 

Since I last saw you I have not had one hour of sickness as to bodily 
health. But I suppose I have known the painful sensation of home
sickness-I cannot dwell upon parted and past joys, dear Harriet.-And 
now while I am writing at 12 o'clock Meridian (midday) it is now 12 
midnight with you-you are now directly under me so that we are now 
separated as far by distance as is possible within this world.-Kiss 
all our dear children-Father will bring them some funny things. I 
think of bringing little George a little monkey. I have one on board 
and when he wants sugar he will make his mouth go like a child. . . . 
(Now the Captain touches other subjects in his letter.) The natives of 
Manila do not look unlike our Indians except smaller in stature and 
darker in complexion occasioned in some respects by the hot climate. 
The dress of the native ladies is simple;-a square piece of calico of 
various colours from the waist over the hips tight reaching down nearly 
to the ankles. Then a light Chemise over the shoulders reaching down 
to the cloth-making the dress. 

We now make our own comments.-Poor man-knowing his 
wife, being a woman, would want to know what the women wore 
in that then very strange part of the world. So the Captain tried 
to tell her, and he did it about as unsuccessfully as any man does 
when he tries to describe a woman's dress. 

And in some instances you see Eve in her primeval state.-Nearly 
all the women wear clogs made of wood on their feet. (As a deacon of the 
Shrewsbury Church the Captain saw things he never saw before. And now 
to resume quoting from the letter.) 

The streets of Manila are not paved or regular. There are some 
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fine buildings but the larger part . . . are one story houses which 
have no floor but Mother Earth although they have tile roofs. 

The city of Manila proper is a walled city,-no foreigner is allowed 
to do business in the city. He may pass through but he cannot do 
business. The city in all has eighty thousand inhabitants. 

That is a brief description of Manila of a hundred years ago 
when the Far East retained some of its exclusiveness and Western 
foreigners were not particularly welcomed or often seen. 

Now just one more excerpt from this Manila letter. 

The Walpole is too large for an India ship. The Malays when they 
come aboard say, "Her much the big ship." Mr. Curtis, my passenger, 
I found a nice young man. We now board together on shore. I visit 
the ship every morning. Thus far my crew and officers have given 
satisfaction. Not more than three have been sick. Could you now 
see the Walpole methinks you would say she looks better and is a fine 
looking ship. I embrace again my dear Harriet in my arms. 

Your affectionate husband, 

JOSIAH RICHARDSON. 

There are many other such letters, sent from various ports of 
the world. Most of these other letters we need not quote because 
this one is so typical of all. They show his natural affections; that 
he had friendly passengers he liked; that he kept his eyes open 
wherever he was; that he watched the welfare of his crew; and 
that he was proud of his ships and kept them in the best condition 
possible. From all the evidence Captain Richardson loved his 
profession and found it full of activity, stimulation and adventure. 

In the eighteen-forties ship captains received for compensation 
$30 to $50 a month, their board and lodging on voyage-and most 
important of all-five per cent of the gross freight receipts. But 
Captain Richardson had in addition, and was given, a one-quarter 
interest in the ship Townsend. This ship he sometimes sailed 
himself, but usually let other friendly shipmasters sail it. This 
interest in the Townsend he retained during his life. It was ap
praised in his estate as worth $10,000, a goodly sum a hundred 
years ago. 

In 1849 and 1850 two historic events occurred, both of which 
increased the demand for more ocean ships and shipping. 

One was the great five-year famine in Ireland which caused 
hundreds of thousands of Irish to come to this land of plenty. So 
the ship Walpole was fixed up with a larger steerage capacity. And 
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still under the command of Richardson, she made continuous 
trips as a packet between Liverpool, Ireland, and New York. Thus 
Captain Richardson carried thousands of Irish immigrants to this 
country during the great Irish immigration to these shores. Some 
of their descendants here owe the Captain a bow of recognition 
for transporting to this country their forebears. 

The other historic event of 1849 was the discovery of gold in 
California. By this time Donald McKay had become the greatest 
ship designer and builder in the country, and his shipyards had 
been moved to East Boston. Now California was a long way from 
the Eastern seaboard; there was no transcontinental railroad, and 
no Panama Canal. Ships to the Pacific had then to circumnavigate 
Cape Horn. 

Moreover, men, excited by the gold fever, wanted the quickest 
passage possible to the gold fields. History records that at least 
80,000 fortune seekers from the East went to San Francisco be
tween 1849 and 1852, and most of them by ship around Cape Horn. 

Donald McKay and his backers foresaw this now famous "gold 
rush" and prepared for it. So they at once designed and built a 
newer style of clipper ship-narrower in beam, sharper in bow, 
longer, more heavily yarded and canvased. All this intended for 
more speed through the sea than any ship had ever attained before. 

They built such a clipper ship and called it the Staghound. She 
was intended to be the Queen of the Sea-and so she proved to be. 

In confirmation of this statement let me quote from maritime 
historians. Richard McKay's book entitled, Some Famous Sailing 
Ships and Their Builder, Donald McKay, says, "The Staghound 
was the largest merchant vessel ever built up to the close of 1850. 
This magnificent ship incited the wonder of all who saw her in the 
stocks." Henry C. Kittredge (now Headmaster of St. Paul's 
School, Concord) states in his book, Shipmasters of Cape Cod, 
"The Staghound was the aristocrat of all ships when she was 
built." Historian Samuel Eliot Morison states much the same 
of the Staghound in his book, History of American Clipper Ships. 

At this point I want to call your attention to a painting of the 
Staghound that stands on the easel on this platform. It was painted 
in one of the leading China ports where the Staghound lay at 
harbor. It was done under Captain Richardson's supervision by 
an accomplished Chinese artist, and it can be assumed to be fairly 
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accurate. This picture descended to the Captain's granddaughter, 
my wife, Mrs. Bullock. It now hangs in the hall of our home on 
Sever Street. Below the picture is affixed a sonnet which reads 
as follows: 

Clipper Ship Staghound 

(Commanded by Captain Josiah Richardson 
Grandfather of Mrs. Chandler Bullock and Mrs. Arthur E. Nye) 

This clipper can breast a midnight gale! 
Under the taut and close-clewed tops'l yards 

Her canvas strains, her block and tackle wail. 
Within the darkness of the hold she guards 

A cargo from the Orient. See how 
The creaking shrouds quicken her will to ride 

Through swirling foam spray at her keen-cut bow, 
And show the glint of copper on her side. 

Triumphantly, at sunrise, she has made 
Her final port of call, whence she will bear 

Romance forever as adventures fade. 
Our clipper ship will tell of joy, and fear, 

Mystery, and moonlight, storm, and Eastern trade 
From this painting that now is hanging here. 

Well!-who was to command such a new and unique ship as 
this magnificent Staghound? The question seems to have been 
answered almost before it was asked. Let me quote again from 
Kittredge's book, Shipmasters of Cape Cod: 

No higher tribute to the character of Josiah Richardson could have 
been paid than the Staghound owner's invitation to Josiah Richardson 
to command her. After twenty years of quiet, steady work in schooners, 
brigs, and ships, by this command, he became overnight one of the 
most eminent of shipmasters in the country. 

The Staghound was launched from the shipyards in East Boston 
and towed to New York where she anchored at the foot of Wall 
Street, there to load her main freight and passengers. New York 
then as now far surpassed Boston as a shipping point. Salem, so 
vividly described by Esther Forbes Hoskins in her Running of 
the Tide, was by 1845 stagnant in her harbor. 

While the Staghound was loading in New York there was much 
wagging of heads by old-time sailors. They thought she was too 
fine-pointed in the bow. No ship so heavily sparred had ever 
been seen in the port of New York. Moreover, she was 227 feet 
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over all, and no merchant sailing ship had ever been built before as 
long as that. Her sail carrying power caused wonder-as she 
spread over 8,000 yards of canvas. 

There was so much criticism that the marine underwriters on 
her first voyage charged extra premiums to insure her. 

However, California freight was then booming and the Staghound 
carried freight at $1.40 per cubic foot. Her first cost was paid for 
before she cleared for San Francisco. A remarkable fact even for 
those days. 

On February 1, 1851 she left her pier with a crew composed of 
the Captain, four Mates, thirty-six able seamen, a steward, two 
cooks, a sail-maker, a carpenter, and four cabin boys. She had a 
large number of passengers also. 

She was a Yankee built clipper-as many ships were then-and 
her officers and crew were mainly Cape Codders and north shore 
New Englanders. There was a song at that time popular among 
New England seamen, which was called a "topsail chantey." It 
was often sung by seamen. It goes like this: 

Down the river hauled a Yankee clipper, 
And it's blow, my bully boys, blow! 

She'd a Yankee mate and a Yankee skipper, 
And it's blow, my bully boys, blow! 

Blow ye winds, heigh-ho, 
For Cal-i-forni-o 

For there's plenty of gold, 
So I've been told 

On the banks of the Sacrament-o. 

Doubtless the officers and crew of the Staghound sang that old 
song lustily as she left the pier. South, Richardson sailed her. His 
logbook shows incidentally that the second officer was seasick 
the first two days out. When an "old salt" is seasick it can give 
some comfort to landlubbers. South he sailed her, across the 
Equator, down by South America. When off the coast of Brazil 
we notice this simple, brief statement in the Captain's logbook: 
"Picked up at sea eleven men in a small boat who said they were 
the crew of the Russian brigantine, called the Sylphide, which 
had sunk off the coast. Took them on board." 

That is all you see in the logbook of that rescue, but Captain 
Richardson was to hear more about it later after he finished his 
voyage. 
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On the Staghound went past Tierra del Fuego; well-reefed through 
the storms around Cape Horn up to the harbor of Valparaiso, Chile, 
her first port of call since leaving New York. 

The biggest ship ever seen in Valparaiso harbor, she was visited 
there by the leading dignitaries of the city, and they were enter
tained by Captain Richardson. On she went north through the 
Golden Gate to San Francisco, anchoring in that best of all harbors 
on either coast of this country. 

In a letter to his wife sent from San Francisco on that voyage in 
May of 1851, the Captain says among other things in his description 
of that city : "In a moral point of view it is a wonder that anyone 
gets away from it uncontaminated. It is a great drinking place." 
There speaks not the Captain of the Seas but the Deacon of the 
Shrewsbury Church. 

We are sure the Captain was not contaminated, but some of 
his crew were, and some of them deserted to the gold fields. How
ever, the crew's full complement was filled by recruiting other 
seamen who had previously deserted from other ships. They had 
found from dire experience that all is not gold that glitters, and 
were now ready to go to sea again. Allan Forbes in one of his 
historical pamphlets states that early in the gold rush some hun
dreds of sailing crafts lay abandoned in San Francisco harbor-the 
entire crew deserting to seek their fortunes in gold nuggets. History 
shows that there were labor troubles then as well as now. 

During the S tag hound's stay in San Francisco, and because the 
international freight situation seemed so promising, it was decided 
to sail the Staghound to Canton, China, without going back to the 
United States. The Staghound made the passage to Canton in 
record time. The best day's run was 358 nautical miles. Some 
steamers of today cannot make that nautical mileage. There in 
Canton Richardson spent some time in collecting an enormous 
cargo of tea. During his stay there he wrote a letter to his wife 
which I will now quote in part: 

Canton, China, Oct. 7, 1851 
My dear Harriet, 

Nearly all of the American, English and French have visited the 
Staghound-the foreign Consuls, English and American, have dined 
or taken tiffin on board. . . . It has been thus far more a public station 
than was expected by me before I entered upon it (i.e. the ship). Thu, 
far as much and more than if she belonged to the United States Gov-
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ernment. The public say her equal never came into these waters. She 
is now all newly painted, gilt, etc. Your painting of her looks well. 
There is no quiet life here at all. . . . Am thin in flesh. 

Affectionately, 
J.R. 

The Captain was not only an excellent good-will representative 
for this country, but he also was a good Yankee trader for the 
ship's owners. · 

The Staghound sailed from Canton on November 9, 1851 with 
her cargo of tea. It was decided that it was shorter to journey 
homeward by sailing west around the Cape of Good Hope. Thus, 
the ship went around both historic world Capes and so around the 
world to New York. The results of the Staghound's first voyage 
were remarkably satisfactory. Her outward cargo to San Francisco 
had been secured at unprecedented high rates, so her freight list 
had exceeded $70,000. Her homeward cargo of tea was sold at 
auction in New York. The ship had been absent 10 months and 
23 days, including much time in ports with cargo both in and out. 
It was a very long time to be away from one's wife and family, but 
Richardson had the satisfaction of distinguished achievement. 
When the earnings of the voyage were computed, it was found 
that the Staghound had paid for itself, and in addition divided 
among her owners over $80,000. 

When Captain Richardson arrived at the ship owner's office in 
Boston he found certain official communications awaiting him. 
There were three letters that meant much to him. The most 
important one was a translation of an official letter from the Russian 
Minister at Washington to the Secretary of State of the United 
States, who was then Daniel Webster. 

The second communication was a letter from Daniel Webster 
sent to the Collector of Customs at Boston asking him, the Col
lector, to turn over the translated communication from the Russian 
Minister to Captain Richardson. This letter was signed by Daniel 
Webster himself, though the body of the letter itself was trans
cribed by a clerk in the Department of State. The third com
munication turned over to the Captain was the letter to him from 
the then Collector of the Port of Boston, a Mr. Greely. 

Copies of these three communications are made a part of this 
paper. The three originals are still carefully preserved and treas-
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ured by Richardson's granddaughters, Mrs. Bullock and Mrs. 
Arthur E. Nye. 

Washington, December 29, 1851 
Mr. Secretary of State: 

A Russian vessel, La Sylphide, Captain Sundstrom, was wrecked 
on the coast of Brazil, in the course of last Spring. The Captain and 
eleven sailors appertaining to the crew, having taken refuge in a frail 
boat, without water and without means of subsistence, remained for 
three days in a most dreadful position, and it was when they had reached 
the culminating point of their sufferings, that they were met by an 
American vessel called Staghound. Captain Richardson, who was in 
command of said vessel, hastened to pick up these shipwrecked persons, 
and supplied them with whatever clothing they wanted. He fed them 
on board his vessel during six weeks, and after landing them at Val
paraiso, Captain Richardson positively refused to receive any pecuniary 
compensation whatever. The particulars of this act of humanity and 
disinterestedness have been communicated to the Emperor, and His 
Imperial Majesty has been pleased to authorize me, Mr. Secretary of 
State, to convey his thanks to Captain Richardson, as well as to express 
his gratitude to that officer, for the promptness with which he hastened 
to save and to take care of these Russian sailors. 

Having no knowledge of the place of residence of Captain Richardson, 
I venture to ask, Mr. Secretary of State, that you will make such 
inquiries as may be within your reach on the subject, and that you will 
cause to be forwarded to that brave sailor this mark of the kind appre
ciation which His Imperial Majesty entertains of an act which reflects 
so much honor on the merchant marine of the Union. 

Be pleased to accept, Mr. Secretary of State, the assurance of my 
high consideration. 

The Honorable 
D ANIEL WEBSTER, 

Secretary of State 

(Signed) A. DE BoDisco 

Department of State 
Washington, 22 J an. 1852 

To the Collector of the 
Customs at Boston, Massachusetts 

Sir: 

I will thank you to cause the enclosed translation of a note, which 
has recently been addressed to this Department by the Russian Minister, 
to be handed to Captain Richardson, of the American ship Staghound, 
belonging to your port. It conveys an expression of the thanks of His 
Majesty the Emperor of Russia for services rendered by Captain 
Richardson on the coast of Brazil last Spring to some shipwrecked 
sailors belonging to a Russian vessel called La Sylphide. 

I am, Sir, respectfully, 
Your obedient servant, 

(Signed) DANIEL WEBSTER 
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Custom House- Boston 
Collector's Office 26th Jan. 1852 

Sir: 

I have the pleasure to enclose to you a letter I have just received from 
Hon. Daniel Webster, Secretary of State, requesting me to hand to you 
an enclosed translation of a note he has recently received from the 
Russian Minister at Washington, conveying an expression of the thanks 
of His Majesty the Emperor of Russia for services rendered by you on 
the Coast of Brazil, last Spring, to some shipwrecked sailors belonging 
to a Russian vessel called La Sylphide. 

With sentiments of regard 
I am, Your Obedient servant 

(Signed) P. GREELY, JR. 
Collector 

CAPT. JOSIAH RICHARDSON, 

of the Ship Staghound 

After this voyage and receiving these communications Captain 
Richardson needed a well-deserved vacation. And he spent the 
next three months at home with his family and his fruit trees and 
garden in the hill-town of Shrewsbury. 

Meanwhile another of McKay's great clippers was being built. 
It was even bigger and larger throughout than the Staghound, 
measuring 240 feet over all, a ship of then record size. It was 
the pride of McKay and the shipyards. In view of Richardson's 
great success with the S taghound he was asked to command this 
new ship to be called the S taffordshire. He accepted it; he could 
not resist it. The owners wanted more of the Far Eastern trade, 
both freight and passenger, and so the Captain was asked to take 
the ship first around Cape Horn to San Francisco. And after 
landing passengers and freight there he was to proceed to the 
Far East. 

On May 3, 1852 the Staffordshire left Boston with 120 passengers 
and a freight list 13 feet long. The ship arrived in San Francisco 
Harbor 101 days later, which smashed all sailing records of those 
days for that particular passage. Richardson's still extant log
books of that ship showed she could make in good sailing weather 
16 knots. Every other ship going in the same direction that was 
seen on the horizon ahead was before long left on the horizon 
astern. 

After the record run of the Staffordshire to San Francisco, Cap
tain Richardson was presented with a handsome silver pitcher 
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as a tribute from the passengers on his ship. This pitcher with its 
engraved tribute is a treasured family heirloom. 

Richardson took on more freight and passengers at San Francisco 
and then proceeded to China, Singapore and Calcutta. 

I will merely read portions of one of his letters from Calcutta, 
India-just as a matter of human interest. 

My dear Harriet, etc. 

Calcutta, India 
December, 1852 

I have cards of many of the noblemen here; they have visited the 
Staffordshire with the American Consul. I expect to dine with them 
at their club tomorrow evening. . . . Have just purchased your 
shawl for $112-would cost $150 in Boston. Also 2 scarfs at $10.50 
each. . . . I hope to make some money this voyage. 

With love, etc. ' 

Doubtless Josiah Richardson was a good Yankee trader for 
himself, personally, as well as for his shipowners in cargo deals. 

Continuing this trip around the world he sailed the Staffordshire 
from the seaport of Calcutta to the United States in 82 days
another record. 

After this successful round-the-world voyage, the owners of the 
Staffordshire envisioned an even greater opportunity in putting 
her on a regular trans-Atlantic run. Richardson was often called 
down from Shrewsbury to the McKay shipyards as a consultant 
while the Staffordshire was being re-rigged and re-fitted for the 
European runs. In Richard McKay's Famous Sailing Ships and 
Their Builder, Donald McKay we note that the latter often invited 
the Captain to spend a day or two as his personal guest. They 
were congenial, and both ardent lovers of the sea. 

The Staffordshire had many prominent first cabin passengers 
on these European runs, and their names often appeared in the 
newspapers of the day. This ship usually made these trans
Atlantic runs in about 14 days. 

We now pass to the final and fateful trip of the Staffordshire. 
She sailed from Liverpool on Tuesday, December 8, 1853 with 
approximately 180 passengers. It was a winter sailing and so the 
passenger list was light. We are beginning now to move towards 
one of the high tragedies of the North Atlantic Passage. 

All went well and smoothly until the Staffordshire approached 
the coast off Nova Scotia. On December 23, a tremendous gale 

33 



began to blow with enormous seas. The barometer fell to the 28 
degree mark, a remarkably low barometric reading for sea level. 
It was a hurricane reading. That particular storm was momentous 
in its ferocity, sweeping the whole North Atlantic. Many of the 
newspapers of the day have accounts of several total wrecks of 
fine ocean ships. 

The Staffordshire was plunging heavily into the waves. Sud
denly the end of the bowsprit and the top of the fore-topmast 
broke and the rigging between them became entangled. 

Captain Richardson was then 44 years old, right in the prime 
of life, full of physical vigor. As Captain he felt it his duty to go 
aloft to better survey the situation and so see what orders to give 
for repairs. While aloft, to steady himself, he placed his hand on 
what was called a "dead-eye," which became suddenly loosened 
from its ordinary firm hold. It turned in his grasp and he was 
precipitated a distance of 30 feet upon the deck. He could not arise; 
his left arm was broken as was his ankle, and he seemed injured 
internally-his back probably broken. It is not unreasonable to 
think the Captain believed he was beyond recovery. He was 
carried down to his cabin, and there attended constantly by the 
ship's doctor. Exactly what the Captain's injuries were we shall 
never know because the ship's doctor was not among the survivors. 
The presumption is that Richardson was mortally injured. 

From the very moment of the Captain's fall and his complete 
disability the command of the ship devolved, as customary, on 
the First Officer, a Mr. Alden. He had been appointed to that 
position by the Staffordshire's owners, and his previous record had 
been good. The ship proceeded through the storm under Alden's 
command. 

This accident to the outer bow-sprit and the fore-topmast which 
the Captain attempted to investigate was not serious. The ship 
could have easily made port. Similar damages to a clipper's rather 
delicate rigging were fairly frequent. 

For thirty hours more the Staffordshire proceeded slowly, pound
ing heavily in the rough seas. The fatal accident to the ship oc
curred the day after Captain Richardson was taken helpless to 
his cabin. 

On the evidence collected from survivors Alden felt too sure of 
his whereabouts-not even ordering soundings with the lead. 

About midnight of the day after Alden took charge the Second 
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Officer, who was on watch, saw a light forward. He called First 
Officer Alden who pronounced it to be a ship's light-even though 
the Second Officer maintained it was a fixed light. So Alden let 
the ship continue on its course. The light was subsequently proved 
to be the light on Seal Island, (a part of the Sable Island area). 

The ship continued on its course and before long struck a rock 
with a shattering shock. Unfortunately, then the Fourth Officer 
lost his head, flung himself on the deck and prayed loudly and 
desperately in the presence of the crew. They then became panicky. 
First Officer Alden lost control over them; he could not get his 
orders obeyed. The ship began to settle rapidly. 

As to what happened to the Captain in his cabin we have to 
depend on the evidence of Mr. Alden. Whatever were Alden's 
deficiencies-at the last moment he did go down into the cabin 
and offer to carry the Captain to a boat. 

Then, according to Alden, Richardson said, "Can't you beach 
her, we must be near shore." Whereupon Alden said "No, she 
has slipped off into deep water and will sink in a few minutes." 
The Captain then said, "Then if I am to be lost, God's will be 
done." These were his last words. 

Finding it impossible to move him, Alden rushed to the deck 
attempting again unsuccessfully to control the panic-stricken 
crew and passengers. Several boats were staved in or swamped 
by the tremendous waves, and only a few got away safely. Of all 
those on board only 40 survived and 180 were lost. 

All the evidence of. the disaster is contained in the newspapers 
of the time, chiefly the Boston Journal and the then existing 
Worcester Transcript. Their reporters had interviewed survivors. 
These newspaper clippings of the time have been kept and were 
carefully reviewed by Mr. Kittredge in preparing his book on 
Shipmasters of Cape Cod. He has an excellent reputation as an 
impartial student of history. I now quote from Kittredge's sum
mary of the Stajf ordshire wreck. 

The final disaster seems to have been caused by Mr. Alden's inability 
to make the crew carry out orders which he had received from Captain 
Richardson. The Staffordshire in a North Atlantic gale was too big a 
command for the mate. Only men of the first magnitude, strong enough 
to control a panic-stricken crew, and brave enough to turn disaster 
into victory, were fit to command the great clippers of the 1850's. Such 
a man was Captain Richardson. When he went down with his ship the 
country lost a great Captain and a great gentleman. 
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Twenty-two of his direct descendants are living today. They 
believe they owe him something-they hope they inherit some of 
his stamina, his courage and character. 

And so the mortal remains of Captain Josiah Richardson do not 
lie by that memorial stone in the Shrewsbury cemetery. They 
lie, as in a sepulchre, in the cabin confines of the famous Stafford
shire down at the bottom of the North Atlantic Ocean-somewhere 
between the Grand Banks and Sable Island. This part of the 
ocean is known in maritime history as "The Grave Yard of the 
Atlantic." The Encyclopedia Britannica states that over 200 
wrecks of major vessels are known to have occurred there. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Somehow, I believe we need not feel too sorry about his fate. 
The disaster to his ship was due to no fault or negligence of his. 
During his career he had accumulated enough to leave his family 
with the comforts of life. His name and career are featured in 
every maritime history of our country's commerce of a hundred 
years ago. Some of his logbooks are now in the maritime museums. 
The pictures of his last two ships are now collectors' items. 

At his Captain's table he often sat with cosmopolitan and inter
esting passengers. In cargo dealings he contacted many exporting 
and importing businessmen. He commanded many men under 
him. He commanded the Staghound and the Staffordshire . These 
two ships were the very newest and most famous ships of his day, 
the equivalent in his time to the Ile de France and the Queen Mary 
of today. 

He had been entertained when on shore by persons of conse
quence in port cities, cities ranging from St. Petersburg (now 
Leningrad), Liverpool, Marseilles, New York, Charleston, New 
Orleans to Rio de Janeiro, San Francisco, Manila, Canton, Hong 
Kong and Calcutta. How many ship or steamship commanders 
of today will ever have such a world-wide range of voyaging? 

Though the sea claimed him at 44 years of age he had ridden 
the Seven Seas in triumph for thirty years. 

In brief, his life was worth while, often exciting, and full of 
adventure and more crowded hours than are given to most men in 
a long lifetime. At the end he died a gallant death. And that 
death was not as a soldier in the waste of war, but as a true seaman 
in the constructive work of international commerce. 
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