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DEDICATION  
 

This  2011 pictorial directory is dedicated to the three  

living wives of three of the sons of Edd & Mattie Pearson.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mildred Morgan Pearson, age 100, Sept. 30, 2011,  

 Widow of Fred Augustus Pearson  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Harriet Johnson Pearson, age 85, June 25, 2011,  

Widow of Marvin Edward Pearson  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ruth Clark Pearson, age 82, July 14, 2011,  

 Widow of Edd Monroe Pearson, Jr.  



 

 

 

(Taken from Barnie Corinneõs  Pearson Happenings , written  from 

memory by her in 1979)  

 

 Monroe Pearson and Malinda Matilda Makiline Smith had a 

set of twins.  They were named Ed Monroe and Fred Quincy.   

Ed Monroe was chosen to be my father.  

 

 After growing up, he journeyed to the big 

state of Texas, where he chose to court a petite 

blonde, Mattie Shivers.  They were married.  Mattie 

was to be his help mate for life.  Papa, being a 

handsome brunette; they made a striking couple.  

To this union ten children were bornéhalf being 

lads and half being lasses.  

 

 Papa was a wise sort of man.  You could call him a sage 

known for his far - seeing and predicting in the buying and trad-

ing business.  He managed the St. Louis store #2 on the square in 

Houston, Ms.  He also farmed, was an excellent cotton buyer, 

worked share cropping, was a horse trader, and very well - known.  

 

 Mama, a saint of a person, never took Godõs name in vain.  

She applied the corn cob method to those of us who did.  She would 

take a corn cob, wrap it in rags, and dip it in ashes and soap.  If 

we uttered any foul language that we heard, by the way from our 

Papa, we got the treatment.  Mama believed this to be a cleansing 

ð restricting punishment.  She believed in putting God at the top of 

oneõs list and all other things would be added as the Lord saw fit.  

All tramps feasted at her doorstep whether black or white.  No one 

was turned away.  As Mama put it: òlest she might offend an angel 

unawaresó. 

 

 

 

PEARSON BEGINNINGS  

CHAPTER I   

 

-- SO THE STORY CONTINUES --  


