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PLEASE VISIT US ON THE WEB AT WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG                

Fostering an awareness and appreciation for the 
history of Dobbs Ferry and all the people, noted and 
humble, who transmitted the good things of the past 

to the present and the future.

Everyone loves a  
happy ending
Have you seen Ronnie 
Bray’s baby around 
town? Read the tale of a 
true love affair. A 1941 
red Chevy catches the 
eye and heart of a 
young boy. Gone 
missing for 25 years, 
would a chance 
conversation reunite 
him with his long lost 
love? 
Pages 1 & 2

Have you seen 
it yet?
 The latest in 
the  Then & 
Now Series: 
DOBBS 
FERRY  by 
Judith Doolin 
Spikes &Anne 

Marie Leone has just been 
released. This beautiful book pays 
homage to DF with photos and 
verse comparing yesteryear and 
today.  Pick up your copy today. 
You will love it! 
Page 8

Would you please be 
our “Friend”?  
Have you seen our 
Facebook page yet? 
Dobbs Ferry’s own 
Denise Wilson has done 
a fabulous job of posting 
interesting and 
entertaining tidbits 
about the history of 
Dobbs Ferry for all to 
enjoy. Check it out!

Come one, Come all!
Won’t you join us for 
our annual Clara Mead 
Eggnog Party ?A free 
community event, open 
to all will be held on 
Sunday, January 6, 
2013 at 2pm at the 
Mead House.  Come 
say hello to friends old 
and new and help us 
welcome in the New 
Year!

A founding  
Dobbs Ferry 
family plays a 
unique role in 
a scandalous 
slave rebellion 
Read the story 
of the Hughson 

family, who became tragically 
embroiled in what historians 
consider one of the most 
astounding events in colonial 
American history: the New York 
Conspiracy Trials of 1741.
Pages 4, 5 & 6

The

The man:  Ronald (“Ronnie”) Bray, born and raised and still 
living in Dobbs Ferry. A U.S. Navy petty officer who saw 
combat duty in and around Cambodia and Laos during the 
Vietnam War. A shop teacher at Hastings High, now retired. 
A third-generation member of the Dobbs Ferry Volunteer 
Fire Department and for as far back as he can remember, a 
guy with a passion for trucks.

The truck:  A Chevy half-ton pickup, red with black fenders 
and classic lines (in today’s vehicles we might call them 
retro). It dates from 1941, the same year Bray was born. The 
large silver gray lettering on each door reads “Elliott Bray 
Roofing.” You may have seen it tooling around the village 
with Bray at the wheel and perhaps a member of its fan 
club riding shotgun.

So far, the truck has had three lives. One clue to its first is 
the front grill, still the original gray, that tells us it was built 
for the U.S. Navy, which used it in our area as a W.W. II 
mobile recruiting office. After the war, the Navy sold such 
surplus trucks back to General Motors, which offered them 
for commercial sale. Bray’s grandfather, Elliott S. Bray, who 
had founded his roofing business in 1926, purchased it in 
1946 for $458 from Blasberg Motors for use by himself and 
his sons Elliott R. (Ronnie’s dad) and Bobby.

 THE CASE OF THE MISSING TRUCK
This is the story of a wonderful old truck 

and the man who has loved it since he was five.  
As with most satisfying stories, it has colorful characters, 

plenty of local history, an element of mystery 
and best of all – a happy ending.

BY ELLEN MILHAN KLEIN

Ferryman  
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According to Bray, the truck had a 
hard life lugging roofing materials 
from Dobbs Ferry up to Katonah and 
Pound Ridge or south to Yonkers. 
From his bedroom window at 450 
Broadway, Bray could watch its 
comings and goings from its home 
base at 17 Rochambeau Avenue. 
During the summers his dad would be 
contracted to repair the slate roof at 
the high school, a roof installed by the 
company in 1935. The biggest job Bray 
remembers, a complete slate roof on 
the Russian Orthodox Church in 
Yonkers, took an entire summer. Bray 
recalls his anxiety as he watched his 
dad carrying tiles up a “rickety 
wooden ladder” and working on 
narrow scaffolding that “would never 
pass inspection today.”

Money was tight after the war and 
into the 1950s, and for most of those 
years Bray’s grandfather couldn’t 
afford to have the truck serviced at a 
Chevrolet dealership. It never got a 
real oil change; rather, Bray’s 
grandfather drained the oil and 
replaced it with used, filtered 
(“reconstituted”) oil he bought at 
Raff’s Garage on Main Street. Raff’s 
would then process the drained oil for 
sale to the next customer. Similar 
corners were cut with the antifreeze; 
each spring the Prestone was drained, 
replaced with water for the summer 
and reserved for reuse the next winter.

Even so, Bray has happy memories 
from those years. What excited him 
most was being allowed to wash the 
truck. Beginning around age 10, every 
Saturday he earned 25 cents from 
washing the truck and his 
grandparents’ 1952 Oldsmobile and 

cutting their grass. (By the end of 
seventh grade, he had $44.16 in his 
school savings account at the local 
bank.) Another weekly ritual was riding 
between his grandparents on Saturday 
shopping trips to Grand Union, then on 
Cedar Street. During summers his mom 
would dispatch him with lunch for his 
dad whom he would locate by finding 
the truck parked in someone’s driveway. 
Every once in a while the truck would 
have a new dent. “I remember every 
single dent that happened on this 
truck… I knew who did it and when it 
was done. Sometimes an accident, 
sometimes stupidity.”

When Bray’s father and grandfather 
retired and Elliott Bray Roofing 
Company closed in 1968, the truck, 
along with a green 1950 GMC truck, 
remained in the garage on Rochambeau. 
Over the years, Bray repeatedly asked 
his dad to “make sure I get the truck.” 
Yet this was not to be, probably because 
Bray had become a teacher rather than a 
roofer. Bray’s first inkling that he had 
lost the truck came in 1981 or 1982 when 
his friend Robert (“Radar”) Casino 
reported seeing both trucks loaded onto 
flatbeds for sale back to Blasberg. With 
that $250 sale, the beloved Chevy 
disappeared from Bray’s life. (“Who 
knew about VIN numbers back then?”)

Fast forward to 2006 when Bray’s 
treatment for cancer of the mouth 
included sessions in the office of his 
Ardsley dentist. A gregarious guy, Bray 
quickly struck up a conversation with 
the office manager, Sandy Armento. It 
didn’t take long for the talk to turn to 
trucks. Her husband had trucks, Sandy 
told him, describing her particular 
favorite, an old red Chevy pickup that 
had belonged to a roofer. It didn’t run 
but she loved going to the garage just to 
look at it and run her hand over “the 
most beautiful lines.” Next visit, Bray 
had more questions about the truck.  

The answers led him to rush home and 
return the same day with a picture of his 
truck. It took four months to convince 
Sandy that the truck belonged with him. 
On Dec. 20, 2006 she sold it – but she had 
some conditions:

“Can I ever see it?” 
“Anytime you want.”

“Can I ride in it?”
“Anytime you want.”

“Will you take me shopping in it?”
“Anytime you want.”

Fittingly, the truck has returned to its 
former home in the garage at 17 
Rochambeau, property now owned by 
Radar. There Bray has spent hours 
working on it, a labor of love that this 
writer has witnessed from her home 
across the street. The truck you might see 
around town still has its original red paint 
and the careful lettering. Bray rebuilt the 
engine, restored the grill and 
reupholstered the seats. He hopes to find 
a replica of the original military ID tag, 
removed when the Navy decom-
missioned the truck, whose mounting 
holes can be seen on the engine firewall. 

Which brings us to the truck’s latest 
career – competing against other 
1910-1950 classic trucks, usually in a class 
called “unrestored originals,” in shows 
across the metro region. According to 
Bray, judges look for something “really 
original.” It helps that he can document 
the truck’s history, incorporating the 
results of Radar’s internet research, and 
has created a collage timeline to show the 
vehicle’s provenance. Of his many awards 
Bray is proudest of the President’s Choice 
trophy for best in show he won in 
Mahopac Falls in 2011. Clearly Bray 
enjoys the social component of these 
outings: the opportunity to meet other 
truck lovers and share his passion with 
friends like Sandy, Radar or Doris-Jane 
Smith who also love his truck.

Postscript: Over the Thanksgiving holiday, 
Bray was visited by his nephew Bill and 
great-nephew Max, who became the fourth 
and fifth generation of Brays to ride in the 
truck!  

The photo on the left shows 
Ronnie Bray sitting with some 
of the many trophies his truck 
has won.
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July 23, 2012:  Historical Society Letter

Like a team of excited forensic scientists, 
the crew from Dobbs Ferry Historical 
Society arrives late on a winter 
afternoon to help us discern the history 
of our house on Forkland Lane. After 
years of unanswered questions, we 
finally decide to end our ignorance by 
turning to the pros. 

They arrive in different vehicles, one 
after the other, converging on the house 
like a middle-aged version of the Mod 
Squad – Ernie, Judith and Madeline 
they are (ok, not exactly the Mod Squad 
but pretty darn close). Each emerges 
from their car clutching folders and bags 
that are chock full of maps and articles 
and who knows what.  

We greet the genial threesome from 
across the yard; their eyes already 
scanning the house for telltale features 
that might help them begin to size 
things up. We watch from a distance so 
as not to intrude on their initial 
deliberations; a head cocked upward, a 
hand pointing to some part of the house, 
now arms akimbo as they begin to 
exchange assessments.

With winter sun setting, we invite our 
guests inside for tea and a look at the 
innards of 19 Forkland Lane. They 
enter exchanging pleasantries and 
greeting our curious golden retriever, 
Duke, in turn.  Immediately we sense 
something unusually gracious and kind 
about them.

Now they begin to unpack, laying bags 
and maps and folders on a makeshift 
war room table in our dining room. I 
swear Madeline has borrowed Mary 
Poppin’s bag as I watch an endless 
amount of historical stuff emerging 
from it. After a couple minutes of 
sharing the little we know about our 
house and a few more friendly sniffs by 
Duke, they begin their tour of our tiny 
house, in all of its oddity.
 
Room by room we go for the next hour, 
saying what we know at each stop, then 
listening in amazement to their forensic 
dialogue.  And they offer far more than 
a history of our home. They describe a 
picture of the past – the culture, the 
society, the economy, the daily way of 
life of people before us…Incredible the 
way they connect the wood and nails 
and plaster of our house to a tapestry of 
Dobbs Ferry’s past.

I became a convert on this Friday night 
last winter – to the richness and the 
value of our Historical Society in Dobbs 
Ferry. And to the curious, erudite 
people who keep it going. Thank you 
Madeline, Judith, Ernie…. and Steve 
and Robin who visit us on a subsequent 
occasion.

So, here’s my pitch. If your house is 
older than you, hire the Mod Squad (at 
a truly nominal cost), to come visit their 
humble genius on your home and family 
– it’s even better than popcorn and 
Friday night at the movies, no…really!

Drew & Julie Coburn

A TESTIMONIAL FROM FORKLAND LANE...

THANK YOU COBURN FAMILY ! 
We were so touched to received Julie & 

Drew’s letter!  It truly represents who we 
are as the Historical Society, what we value, 
and what we have to offer the community. 

We were so pleased that the Coburns 
allowed us to feature their charming home 
on our annual Historic House Tour and we 

encourage all of you to share with us the 
history of your home.  Won’t you please 
consider submitting your home for our 
village historic home plaque program?

To learn more, find us on the web at 
www.dobbsferryhistory.org

http://WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG
http://WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG
http://www.dobbsferryhistory.org
http://www.dobbsferryhistory.org
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In 1741, in New York City, a 
“plot” was uncovered in 
which negro slaves were 
thought to be conspiring to 
burn the houses in the city, 
kill their masters, and open 
the city to French or Spanish 
takeover.

The wave of arrests, public 
hangings, burnings at the 
stake, and banishment, which 
arose out of the public 
hysteria, rivals the Salem 
Witch Trials in terms of 
cruelty and miscarriage of 
justice.

And who was accused of 
being the ringleader of this 
conspiracy? A white alehouse 
keeper named John Hughson, 

from the area which would 
eventually become Dobbs 
Ferry. 

This is the story of the 
Hughson family, who became 
tragically embroiled in what 
historians consider one of the 
most astounding events in 
colonial American history: 
the New York conspiracy 
trials of 1741. 

It also impacted the Dobbs 
family, in that John Hughson, 
the supposed mastermind of 
the plot, was also the nephew 
of John Dobbs, the original 
ferryman.

According to Thomas A. 
Dignacco, researcher of the 

Hughsons, little is known of 
the origins of Thomas 
Hughson, the founder of the 
American branch of the 
family and father of John 
Hughson. It is known that he 
was born about 1670, and 
was likely an English-
speaking immigrant, because 
he gave English names to all 
his children.

Around 1694, Thomas 
Hughson married Maria 
Dobbs, whom he may have 
met on Long Island, the 
original home of the Dobbs 
family. The couple found 
their way to Wysquaqua, part 
of Philipse Manor and later to 
become Dobbs Ferry. Several 
births and baptisms of their 
children are recorded in the 
church record book of 
Philipsburg Manor. Their 
second son, John Hughson, 
was born around 1700. The 
Hughsons’ home is thought 
to have been located at the 
corner of what is now Cedar 
Street and Broadway in 
Dobbs Ferry, possibly in the 
current day parking lot of the 
Stop and Shop.

In 1698, Maria’s brother, John 
Dobbs, arrived in what is 
now Dobbs Ferry and took an 
adjoining leasehold. (from 
which he would launch his 
famous ferry, which 
eventually resulted in the 
village’s name.)

John Hughson in New York 
City
Records are scanty, but it 
seems that John Hughson’s 
early career was that of a 
shoemaker, probably 
working in or near what is 
now Dobbs Ferry. At some 
point, Hughson and his wife 
made a huge mistake and 
moved to New York City. 
This move would ultimately 
prove to be their undoing. 
Hughson reportedly told a 
neighbor that, although he 
was happy in the country, his 
wife Sarah thought they 
could do better in the city. By 
1741 the Hughsons were 
proprietors of an alehouse on 
Stone Street, near the North 
River (later renamed Hudson 
River), in the seaport section 
of New York City known in 
those days as “the Fly”.

Sarah and John had two 
daughters, Sarah and Mary, 
as well as an infant. In 
addition, an indentured 
servant,named Mary Burton, 
age 16, lived with them, and 
served as a maid in their 
public house. Also residing 
with them was an Irish girl 
known as Peggy Kerry (or 
Carey), who was considered 
to be a prostitute. Known as 
“the Beauty from New -
foundland”, she was reputed 
to have negro slaves among 
her clientele. One of these, a 
slave named Gwin, 
reportedly gave her a child 
and slept with her at night by 
climbing through a window 
of the Hughson’s house.

The Hughsons were thought 
to have moved into their 
house in May 1738. It was 
ample, possessing several 
large rooms, an upstairs and 
a cellar. It served ideally as 
both a home and a public 
house. The establishment was 

THE HUGHSONS OF 
DOBBS FERRY

AND THE NEW YORK 
CONSPIRACY TRIALS OF 1741 

BY LARRY BLIZARD
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viewed with some concern by 
neighbors, however. In 
addition to a reputation for 
boisterous customers, 
including soldiers from the 
fort and sailors from the 
seaport, it was a place where 
negro slaves could come and 
drink as they pleased.

The situation regarding 
slaves in New York City

Slavery in New York City in 
the mid-Eightenth Century 
was different from slavery 
in the south. There were as 
yet no wealthy enclaves in 
Manhattan where slaves 
could be isolated ,as at 
southern plantations; 
instead, slave-owning 
families were scattered 
throughout the city. Also, 
slaves in the city interacted 
with whites in a wide 
variety of industries and 
activities. Therefore, they 
were more mobile and 
operated with greater 
independence than 
southern slaves. However, 
the practice of slavery in the 
city was nonetheless 
marked by oppressiveness 
and cruelty. Slaves were 
numerous; according to one 
estimate, the black 
population of New York 
City hovered around 15 per 
cent of the total, making 
New York City the largest 
black community north of 
the Chesapeake. Very few of 
them were free. 1 

Tensions over slavery 

The keeping of slaves was not 
without drawbacks for 
owners. Lack of control over 
the city’s slaves was a 
constant worry. Indeed, in 
1712, around two dozen 
slaves, mostly newly arrived 
Africans, set fire to a building 
and ambushed the whites 
who came to put it out. 
Militia was required to 
suppress the revolt. 

Adding to the tension was the 
practice of selling into slavery 
black Spanish sailors who 
were captured when their 
ships were overtaken by 

British privateers. Protesting 
that they had been freedmen 
in Spain, their anger and 
desire for revenge must have 
been considerable.
Some measure of control was 
attempted by the government 
of New York. A ban on 
gathering in more than 
groups of three, on being out 
at night without permission 
and a lantern, or being served 
alcoholic drinks in taverns – 
all were introduced, and 
enforced to varying degrees. 
A number of taverns besides 
Hughson’s served blacks.

Besides slavery concerns, 
there was fear that France and 
Spain were plotting to 
undermine New York. An 
unpopular war with these 
countries was raging in the 
West Indies. A warning was 
received from the governor of 
Georgia that “itinerant 
teachers and dancing masters 
were in fact Catholic priests 
spying for the Spanish 
government”.

Heightened tensions 

By February 1741, tensions 
reached a high point. A string 
of fires of unknown but 
suspicious origins broke out 
in various parts of the city, 
including the governor’s 
house and the fort. When one 
of Adolphe Philipse’s (son of 
Frederick) slaves was seen 
running from a burning 
building, the cry went up that 
“the negroes were rising.”

The Conspiracy unearthed 

It was at this time that a 
robbery occurred at a 
shop owned by one 
Rebecca Hogg and her 
husband. Some of the 
stolen goods turned up at 
Hughson’s tavern. (this 
was not unusual; taverns 
were commonly used as 
sites for the exchange of 
stolen goods). The 
Hughsons, their children, 
and Mary Burton (their 
servant) were intensively 
questioned; the latter 
individual hinted at a 
wider knowledge. 

Eagerly pressed by 
authorities and with a 
promise of freedom from 
servitude and even a 
monetary reward, she 
launched into an 
extraordinary account, 
which could have been 
fabricated or could have 
been true. We have no 
way of knowing for sure.

In her testimony, Mary Burton 
told of numerous meetings 
between the Hughsons and 
groups of slaves. She said that 
plied with food and drink, 
they plotted to kill their 
masters, take the masters’ 
wives, burn down the 
buildings in the city and 
install John Hughson as 
“king”. Certain slaves would 
become government officials. 
Every slave at the meetings 
were sworn to secrecy upon a 
bible held by Hughson.

John Hughson, his wife and 
oldest daughter, along with 
Peggy Kerry were arrested 
and jailed.

In the wave of hysteria which 
resulted from Mary Burton’s 
account, over 150 slaves and 
20 whites were arrested. 
Those implicated named 
others, and they in turn 
named others. Slaves who 
“confessed” to the conspiracy 
were offered “pardons”. In 
many cases, however, they 
were “transported” out of 
New York City and sent to 
another colony to continue 
enslavement.

Throughout this period, the 
Hughsons vehemently denied 
any involvement in a 
conspiracy, although John 
Hughson admitted to 
trafficking in stolen goods.

To deal with the crisis, a 
grand jury was summoned 
and three presiding judges 
were appointed, one of them 
being Frederick Philipse , lord 
of Philipse Manor.

In the wave of hysteria that 
followed the arrest of the 
Hughsons, several slaves who 
gave similar accounts and 

implicated others, were 
arrested. Eventually, over 150 
slaves and 20 whites were 
arrested. The slaves were 
owned by some of the most 
important families in colonial 
New York: Roosevelt, 
DeLancey, Courtlandt, Jay, 
Livingston, and Philipse. 

The trials themselves, 
occurring over a period of six 
months, seem bizarre in 
retrospect. There was no legal 
representation for the 
defendants, although they 
could question accusers and 
call witnesses on their own 
behalf. There was no one to 
record testimony owing to 
“lack of a person skilled at 
shorthand”, according to 
Daniel Horsmanden, one of 
the judges. 2  His book on the 
trials, written in 1741, and 
apparently in response to 
mounting public criticism, 
was based upon notes he 
jotted down. It is the only 
written document concerning 
the trials, and is generally 
considered to be biased 
toward the prosecution. 
Furthermore, there is 
evidence that inducements, 
such as pardons, were offered 
for confessions which 
supported the prosecution’s 
case.

John Hughson and his wife 
Sarah Luckstead were 
convicted of being ringleaders 
of the conspiracy. Peggy 
Kerry, the boarder and alleged 
prostitute was convicted as an 
accessory. They were hanged 
at a public execution in the 
city on June 12, 1741.

The body of John Hughson 
was gibbeted (hung in chains 
for public viewing for some 
three weeks until 
decomposition caused the 
corpse to fall of its own 
accord.)

The oldest daughter, Sarah, 
was also threatened with 
death unless she provided 
corroborating testimony. She 
refused; however, as the date 
of her execution approached, 
she appeared to relent, giving 
the prosecution what they 

http://WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG
http://WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG


T H E  F E R R Y M A N   

	 	
6                                                                                                                                                                       THE MEAD HOUSE 12 ELM STREET DOBBS FERRY, NEW YORK 10522

OUR DEBT OF 
GRATITUDE TO 

THE DOBBS FERRY 
GARDEN CLUB

! For over the last seven years, the Dobbs Ferry 
Historical Society has been blessed with a remarkable 
relationship with the Garden Club of Dobbs Ferry.  That 
club holds its monthly meetings at the Mead House, 
setting up tables in the living room and dining room and, 
on balmy days, out on the porch where they enjoy 
delicious lunches cooked by local members.  In return, the 
Historical Society provides a place to house the records of the Garden Club, providing an on-going picture of the 
various ways that club has improved the ambiance of the Village of Dobbs Ferry.
!! Garden Club members also use their expertise to improve the garden around the Mead House.  One of this 
year’s co-presidents, Mary Gerber, has redesigned the garden in front of the house, providing perennials that 
bloom throughout the season to enhance the area.  Her contribution has gone far beyond design, however.  You 
might catch a glimpse of her on an early summer morning on her hands and knees, weeding and pruning the 
plants the Garden Club has provided.  Other club members helped us establish and maintain an herb garden 
behind the house that features both culinary and aromatic herbs.  And gifts from the Garden Club—a new 
dishwasher, folding chairs, a retractable movie screen, among others--have helped make the Mead House a 
hospitable venue for Village functions.
! As we prepare to make another major improvement in our garden by replacing the historic tree we lost this 
year, we want to publicly thank the Garden Club of Dobbs Ferry for its important contributions to the maintenance 
of the Mead House garden.  Your dedication to craft, incredible talent and generous resources so graciously shared 
help create a beautiful environment for the entire Dobbs Ferry community to enjoy.   A MILLION THANKS!

wanted. The youngest 
daughter, age 12, was never 
brought into the situation.

Also hanged was John Ury, a 
young Catholic priest who 
denied knowing or even 
having met the Hughsons. 
Public suspicion of Catholic 
“treachery” ran high, and 
several persons implicated 
Ury, without concrete proof.

When the trials finally came 
to an end, thirty slaves and 
four whites had been 
executed by hanging or 
burning at the stake. In 
addition, over 70 slaves were 
banished from New York, 
transported to another slave 
colony. 
                                         
During the course of the 

trials, the Westchester County 
sheriff showed up at the 
Dobbs Ferry home of John 
Hughson’s parents, arrested 
Thomas Hughson, his father, 
and his sons Nathaniel, 
Walter, William and Richard. 
We are unsure of the fate of 
Maria Dobbs at this point. 
They remained in the county 
jail from June 12 or 13, 1741 
until October 21 of that year. 
After a written plea to the 
judges and an offer to leave 
New York colony if released, 
they were pardoned. 
Thereupon, they left their 
home at what is now Dobbs 
Ferry.

Today, 271 years later, the 
New York Conspiracy trials 
of 1741 remains a topic of 
controversy. Some historians 

consider the whole matter of 
a conspiracy a hoax. Others 
feel that there was probably 
some kind of plot afoot; 
however, in the ensuing wave 
of hysteria, judicial fairness 
was set aside and innocent 
people suffered. In any case, 
the entire episode takes its 
place alongside the Salem 
witch trials as one of the most 
astounding events in colonial 
American history.

In addition, as a resident of 
Dobbs Ferry, I find it 
particularly tragic that the 
children of Maria Dobbs, the 
nephews of John Dobbs, were 
banished from the place 
where there would one day 
be a village bearing their 
mother’s family name.

Resources for this article 
Dignacco, Thomas A. Early Husons
     Wickepedia: The Hughsons of 
Dobbs Ferry

Horsmanden, Daniel. The New York 
Conspiracy: or a History of the Negro 
Plot, With the Journal of the 
Proceedings Against the Conspirators 
at New York in the Years 1741-2 
Together with Several Interesting 
Tables. Originally published 1744; 
reprinted 1810 by Southwind and 
Pelsue, New York

Jackson, Kenneth and David Dunbar, 
Editors. Empire City New York 
Through the Centuries New York, 
Columbia University Press, 2002.

Zabin, Serena R. Editor. The New 
York Conspiracy Trials of 1741: 
Boston, St. Martin’s Press 2004.
Footnotes
1. Zabin, p. 16
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ON THE STREET 
WHERE YOU LIVE : 
MOHICAN PARK AVENUE

The Lasak family appears in the Westchester Land Records 
in 1866.  Francis W. Lasak had a home that sits on south 
side of Grove Street called Locust Grove.  Mr. Lasak 
accumulated his fortune as an investor in real estate and as 
a partner with John Jacob Astor in the fur trade. He owned 
properties in New York City and his ‘country seat’ was here 
in Dobbs Ferry.

He died in 1888 at the age of 95 with a net worth of about 
$2,000,000.  He left a voluminous will, with a half dozen 
codicils.  He had separated from his wife years before and 
she was receiving alimony. The four daughters and one 
niece were named in the will.  The first three daughters 
received the bulk of the estate.  The last daughter,  
Antoinette Schmerhorn received only $30,000.  The reason 
for the small amount - she sided with her mother in the 
divorce.

The will was contested by this daughter and remained in 
the courts for 4 years. In June 1892 the fight was over 
(mostly because they did not want the lawyers to end up 
with the estate) and she was defeated.

The New York Times lists the estate as being sold to William 
Strauss for $34,250 on June 1, 1894.

During the first two decades of the 1900’s the house was used 
as a Catholic school called the Academy of St. Francis, run by 
Franciscan Sisters.  In 1918 the Catholic Directory listed 6 
sisters, 38 boys and 35 girls with the school run by Sr. Mary 
Evangelista.

In 1902 the property around the home was divided into 
building lots. The property was advertised as Mohican Park. 
The real estate properties was offered for sale by Charles G. 
Storms and Charles E. Storm.

From an ad in the Irvington Gazette dated June 29, 1917:
 “The park is beautifully situated. It is high and dry, well 
drained, free from mosquitos and malaria. Magnificent view of 
the Hudson for 25 miles.”
! ! ! ! BY MADELINE BYRNE

A postcard from the early 1900’s shows the house on Mohican 
Park Avenue then known as the “ St. Francis School”

http://WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG
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NEWSLETTER DESIGN: ROBIN COSTELLO

Filled with their famous ‘then and now’ pages 
of photos and information on historical Dobbs 
Ferry. Those of you who have picked up the 
Rivertowns Enterprise in recent days will be all 
too familiar with Jay and Ann Marie’s ‘Then & 
Now’ section in the local paper. These ladies 
have worked very hard to uncover 
photographic connections between the past 
and present and their history. Those photos 
and descriptions along with so much more, 
now preserved in their book, Dobbs Ferry: 
Then & Now. This is a long awaited 
opportunity you won’t want to miss.  What a 
wonderful gift for family, friends and fans of 
our beloved hometown !

List price is: $21.99 from Arcadia Publishing. 
Available at local retailers, or online 

Bookstores, through Arcadia Publishing 
(wwwarcadiapublishing.com) 888-313-2665. 
This fabulous opportunity to own a copy of 
Dobbs Ferry: Then & Now is also available 

right here: at the Dobbs Ferry Historical 
Society located at 12 Elm Street 

 Dobbs Ferry NY 10522. (914) 674-1007 

THE DF HISTORICAL SOCIETY IS PROUD TO PRESENT        
JAY DOOLIN-SPIKES & ANNE MARIE LEONE‘S NEW BOOK

YOU ASKED FOR IT, AND HERE IT IS 
HOT OFF THE PRESS!

DOBBS FERRY: 
THEN & NOW

 OUR HEADQUARTERS IS THE MEAD HOUSE 12 ELM STREET DOBBS FERRY, NEW YORK 10522                                BECOME A MEMBER TODAY AT WWW.DOBBSFERRYHISTORY.ORG

GET YOUR COPY TODAY!
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