
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Pierce,

I can not tell you how sorry I am.  Nick was so dear to me as a child.  He befriended me while others were cruel, and there is
nothing more precious than a kind heart.  I have nothing but good memories of your son and the time we spent together.  He
was one of the few true friends I have ever had.  Childhood for me would have been miserable without Nick’s care and
kindness.  I can’t tell you how sad it makes me to know that my first dear friend is gone.  I remember he sent me Valentines and
Christmas cards at school that were always so sweet.  We used to play at your house and you had a pool, and he just
managed to make everything fun.  On school trips we sat together when no one else would sit with me.  He was such a joy in
my life as a child, when it was needed most.  It would have been so hard to get through elementary school without his
friendship.  Kids are so mean to each other, even now, but Nick was never mean.  He was the only person I remember that
wasn’t mean.  I wish I had kept in touch with him after I moved away.  Nick meant so much to me, and he always will.  He was
genuinely a good boy, and good boys are so rare.  I will always treasure my memories of him.

I wish your family the best; you are all in my heart.

Sincerely,
Lindsey Nix
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January 4, 2002

Dear Pastor Kazanjian,

On behalf of my family, I am sending a small donation in memory of Lee Syltie’s grandson Nick.  He was a joy to all who knew
him.  He was the apple of Lee’s eye.

Nicholas was a great boatman.  From the time he was very young he would tell my husband that he was going to drive the
boat on our next fishing trip.  I would say, “Nick, you’re too young!”  I was wrong.  He was a navigator at heart and was at
home on the water.  He could drive the boat as well as anyone — and loved to follow the seagulls to the best fishing spot.  I
doubt if we will ever see a flock of birds diving for shrimp without thinking of Nicholas.

He was also a pleasure to have around the house.  He had a very special relationship with my dog Meg.  When Nick was
about 10 years old, we got Meg.  Nick would swim for hours with Meg right beside him.  She never left his side when he visited
our home.  It was a mutual love affair.  She will miss Nick.

More than anything or anyone, Nicholas loved Lee.  She was his motivator, his inspiration, and his refuge.  She loved him even
more.  I hope this small token will show Lee that we loved him, too.

Sincerely,
Pam Adams

Liz Morgan
Dr. and Mrs. Joe K. Griffin and family
Mr. and Mrs. John D. Adams
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Dear Chip,

I was greatly saddened to learn of Nick’s death and know that this is an insurmountable loss to you and your family.
Something of the future disappears with the loss of our young ones and all of you continue in my prayers.

As I sat in the beautiful service at Canterbury, memories of Mountain Brook baseball flooded my mind, especially that really
good year that Nick and my Thomas had together, and I will always be grateful for those memories.  I know that you took
great pride in him and his accomplishments, then and now, and it was comforting and reassuring to hear his friends speak of
him in such a loving way.  To see the large and supportive contingent was evidence of their love for him and you.  Their
presence was overwhelmingly gratifying.

Please know that I cherish your friendship and that many of your friends stand quietly in the wings in silent support of you and
your loved ones.  Call me any time I can help.

Kindest good wishes to you and your family,

Sincerely,
Tom Rains
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Dear Chip and Ann,

I want to express to you how deeply sorry our family was to hear of the tragic loss of your son Nick.  We all remember him as
such a great kid.  He knew Susan and I only slightly, but he was always friendly and smiling and always spoke to us when he
saw us and she remembers him well from having him in class when she was substituting at the High School.

Jonathan was really devastated by this.  This is the first friend he has ever lost and it was hard for him to come to grips with,
especially since he spent time with Nick as recently as Thanksgiving.  He remembers him as one of the older boys that was
always nice to him and the other younger kids, especially when they were playing on the football team.   He said he was
always joking and laughing, but he would always take time to help you.  He said that Nick went to their senior prom with his
group and they really enjoyed him.  The kids apparently video taped some of the goings on during prom night and they were
watching it over the holidays.  He said that Nick was in the tape a lot and it really was nice to have this memory of him, but it
also made them realize what a loss this was.
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The Bowmans

Jonathan also liked the fact that Nick was such an outdoors man and said that he had looked forward to fishing with him
sometime.  He also mentioned what a great diver he was.  I know that when they were playing football, we all thought that
the offensive line of Nick’s class was superb and how easy it was for the running backs to run behind that bunch.  Jonathan
said that those seven guys (Powers, Nick, Weintraub, Moore, Lyles, O’Rear and Hartsfield) had been together so long and were
such great friends that they all thought alike and it made them all the more strong as a unit.  I recently watched a tape of the
1999 Homewood game when they really had to play against a strong defense, and that line was amazing.  I know that my son
owes his touchdown in that game to # 65 and his blocking.  Nick was a fine football player and I know how proud you still are
of that.  I also know from my son and my wife and what I read in the paper that he was also a great student.  He was a super
young man all the way.

We thought his funeral was a very fine celebration of Nick’s life.  I thought Trey Goldstein and the other boy from Nick’s
fraternity did outstanding jobs on the eulogies under very tough circumstances.  It was an incredible thing to see all those
football players come in together to honor their friend.  Jonathan was honored to be allowed to be part of that.

Our thoughts and prayers are with you and your family during this difficult time for you.  Our family and the entire community
share your loss.  We will remember him well.

Sincerely,
Bill, Susan and Jonathan Bowman
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Dear Chip and Ann,

The Athletic Department would like to extend our heartfelt sorrow for your loss.  Nick meant so much to so many people as can be seen by those
who have sent in donations to The MBHS Memorial Fund established in Nick’s name.  We hope your family may take some comfort by this show of
support.

Sincerely,
Terry Cooper
Athletic Director

In Honor of Nick Pierce the following persons have donated:
Jeffrey and Gail Bayer
Susan H. Boyd
Brasfield & Gorrie
Joseph L. Bynum
Mrs. Barbara K. Capper
Terry and Sheila Cooper
Judith M. Deegan
Murray, Sue, and Thomas Dixon
The Dixon Foundation
Howard and Victoria Dyer-Smith
Linda Lawson Fagan
Judge and Mrs. Robert G. Faircloth
J. Sharp and Louise Gillespy
M. James Gorrie
M. M. Gorrie
Dianne W. Harmon
M.O. and Joan B. Krawcheck
Charles and Carol Hunn
Kiwanis Club of Birmingham
Ms. Annie M. Lee
Nimrod W. E. Long

Jim and Joyce Lott
Milton, Gail, and Mack Magnus
Charles and Lucy Mason
Michael and Kathy Mouron
Michael and Kelli Neely
Nimrod, Long and Associates, Inc.
Mr. and Mrs. John M. Nobinger
George and Susan Nolen
George and Kathleen Petznick
Plumbers & Steamfitters Local 498
Matt and Pat Reeder
The Ritchie Organization
Rives Construction Company, Inc.
Rachel Russell
Mr. Walter Schoel
Robert and Joan Shores
Patricia W. Shoulders
George and Beth Simpson
Mr. and Mrs. Maclin F. Smith III
Star Electrical Contractors
William and Nancy Stetler

Russel and Virginia Syltie
The Thompson Foundation
Alan and Cindi Weeks
The Williams Family (Crawford, Lynn, Barkley,
                     Marna Jane, and Charlie)
The Willis Family (James, Sherrye, and Jonathan)
Mr. & Mrs. Frank Anderson, IV
Robert & Susan Carswell
Sam R. Dewey, Jr.
William & Judy Fitzpatrick
Charles & Martha Grizzle, Jr.
Bill & Gina Murray & David Whatley
Ben & Barbara Nevins
Mark & Maureen Petrofsky
The Segal Company, Clark J. Yaggy, Sr. Vice-
                   President
Allan, Susan & Scott Soloman
Mark & Nancy Syltie
Bill Larson

MBHS

The following people have donated to the Mountain Brook Sports Corporation in memory of Nick Pierce:

Mr. & Mrs. Glenn Estes
Mr. Jeffery Beal, President-American Pipe & Suppy Company, Inc.
Lenore J. Unger
Mr. & Mrs. Thomas R. Lawson, Jr.
Mr. & Mrs. Leonard Bass, Jr.
Mr. James M. Brown, Jr.
Mr. & Mrs. Thomas H. Brigham, Jr.
Mr. & Mrs. Frank Lacey
DeBardeleben Foundation, Inc.
Mr. & Mrs. Stan Bradley
Mr. Andy Campbell, Campbell, Waller & Loper, LLC
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Your outstanding son will be forever remembered as a stellar young man at MBHS.  My prayers are with you.

Note from David Stiles, principal of Mountain Brook High School.

January 3, 2002

Dear Mr. and Mrs. Pierce,

With a heavy heart, I write this note.  I am so grieved over Nick’s death.  I taught Nick with he was in seventh grade advanced
English, and I looked forward daily to his mischievous fun.  What a delightful sense of humor he had, and those eyes!  My, how
they did shine when he talked!

I loved Nick as well as your sweet Leigh Ann.  Both of your children are mine too.  That’s the way I have always felt about my
students.  You see, a lot of sharing goes on in a classroom.  When I read and was reminded about Nick’s honors — National
Merit Finalist and Presidential Scholar — I was as proud as you are.  Nick was a handsome, bright young man and a credit to
you both.

Please know that you are in my prayers daily.  I am so sorry for your great loss.

Sincerely,
Kathy Laurence
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Dear Friends,

I was deeply saddened to hear of Nick’s death.  I can still see him sitting in my 4th period Calculus class, asking a question
ccasionally, but always able to pull out the grade he needed.  He had a wonderful smile and personality, and as I always said,
great hair.  He lived a beautiful life in front of us and we will always cherish the short time together.

Wanda Burns, AP Calculus Teacher at MBHS

I was truly saddened to see that Nick Pierce had passed away last Christmas. He was in my class last spring in Matlab
Programming. He was a very good student, with a great attitude and alot of energy and enthusiasm.  He often helped his
fellow students when they were struggling.  He will be missed by many.
 
Bob Leland
Associate Professor
Electrical and Computer Engineering
University of Alabama
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The Emergence of a World Leader
Written by Nick Pierce
31 September 1999

There has been a sudden shift, an earth shattering change in my day to day routine.  Until now, life has been nothing
but peaches and ice cream, and it has proved quite enjoyable.  I have already experienced several life altering experiences
that should have hardened me against any new surprises, but this development is more than I can handle.  My life up to this
doubtful event has been fraught with adversity, but none too great to overcome.

My first significant calamity came when I realized I was not as perfect as the future ruler of the world should be.  There I
was, the most important being alive, and there was something wrong with me.  Two of my arms seemed poorly placed and
nobody would tell me why.  It seemed evident to me that this revolting development would surely interrupt my plans of world
domination.  This, I was now realizing, was way off the mark.

Next came the enigma of food service.  It seemed I could never get something to eat when I was hungry or something
to drink when I was thirsty.  What’s the world coming to when the future ruler of the world is unable to get what he wants when
he wants it?  Well, I eventually learned that the more agitated I acted, the sooner my needs were met.  This life lesson proved
very useful in day to day activities until these two things called responsibility and maturity were dumped into my lap.  These
two terms and concepts have become known to many children as the great equalizers, as adults cite them whenever they try
to prevent us children from having fun.
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My last hurdle to be overcome was acutely unexpected.  I was just settling down to another peaceful afternoon when
my shelter suddenly was pelted with a barrage of unsettling noises.  It was such a high pitched shriek that my head felt like it
was about to explode.  Then, just as suddenly as the supernatural hullabaloo began, silence returned and, though shaken, a
cursory exam revealed I was okay.  This was the first of several of these ear-splitting assaults, and I soon realize they came at
regular intervals.  Again, I could not understand how anybody could treat the future ruler of the world with such disrespect.

This brings me to my current predicament.  My living space has suddenly diminished in size and it seems I’m being
evicted.  For the first time in my life, I hear demonic voices encouraging my expulsion from the comfort of my home.  Without
warning, a brilliant light is shining in the distance and I am quite chilled, both mentally and physically.  As I regain my senses, I
now see several huge, alien beings surrounding me, probing with long fingers and sharp objects.  Then, to my dismay, they
proceeded to cut one of my misplaced arms off and wrap me in a restrictive device.  Again, such disrespect for such an
important person.  My alien tormenters placed me in one of their sweaty cohort’s arms and it looked at me with adoration.  I
have been born, and I can already tell that I’m going to like this world a lot less than the one from which I was just evicted.
(However, suddenly, but quite gently, one of the monstrosities known as “Dad” hoists me into its arms, smiles at me, gently kisses
my forehead, and says “Hi Nick.”  I fell a little more comfortable, even happy, and thought, “this life might not be that bad
after all”-I was right.)

Nick by Nick
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Nick

Nick wrote, “No poetry book would be complete without a Poe
poem.  Also, this is my favorite poem in the world.”

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered weak and weary
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore-
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping
As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door-
“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door-

Only this and nothing more.”

Ah distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor
Eagerly I wished the morrow-vainly I had sought to borrow
From my books surcease of sorrow-sorrow for the lost Lenore-
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore

Nameless here forevermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me-filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating,
“’Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door-
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door-

This it is and nothing more.”

Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you”-here I opened wide the door

Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before,
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore!”
This I whispered and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”-

Merelythis, and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore-

‘Tis the wind and nothing more.”
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Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
In there stepped a stately raven of the saintly days of yore;
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;
Bit, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door-
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door-

Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no
craven,
Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from the Nightly shore-
Tell me what they lordly name is on the night’s Plutonian shore!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”

Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning-little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
Ever yet was blest with seeing bird above his chamber door-
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his should in that one word he did outpour.
Nothing further then he uttered-not a feather then he fluttered-
Till I scarcely more than muttered, “other friends have flown before.”

Then the bird said, “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly sponken,
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store,
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore-
Till thedirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of ‘Never-nevermore.’”

But the raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door;
Then upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore-
what this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

Mean in croaking, “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing
To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;
This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining
On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o’er,
But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamplight gloating o’er,

She shall press, ah, nevermore!
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Then methought the air grew denser, perfumed from and unseen censer
Swung by seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee-by these angels he hath sent thee
Respite-respite and nepenthe, from thy memories of Lenore!

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil-prophet still, if bird or devil!-
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted-
On this home by horror haunted-tell me-tell me, I implore!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil-prophet still, if bird or devil!
By that Heaven that bends above us-by that God we both adore-
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore-
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whome the angels name Lenore-
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Be that word our sign in parting, bird or friend,” I shrieked, upstarting-
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave my loneliness unbroken!-quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!”

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamplight o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;
And my sould from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

Shall be lifted-nevermore!
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Winter Solstice

Dawn turned on her purple pillow
And late, late came the winter day,

Snow was curved to the boughs of the willow,
The sunless world was white and grey.

At noon we heard a blue-jay scolding,
At five the last thin light was lost

From the snow banked windows faintly holding
The feathery filigree of frost.
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Nick

Nick wrote, “I put this poem in my book because it
tells about a morning on the water, and I love the
water.”

The Harbor Dawn
by Hart Crane

Insistently through sleep-a tide of voices-
They meet you listening midway in your Dream
The long, tired sounds, fog-insulated noises:
Gongs in white surplices, beshrouded wails,
Far strum of fog horns...signals dispersed in veils.

And then a truck will lumber past the wharves
As winch engines begin throbbing on some deck;
Or a drunken stevedore’s howl and thud below
Comes echoing alley-upward through dim snow.

And if they take your sleep away sometimes
They give it back again.  Soft sleeves of sound
Attend the darkling harbor, the pillowed bay;
Somewhere out there in blankness steam
Spills into steam, and wanders, washed away
-Flurried by keen fifings, eddied
Among distant chiming buoys-adrift.  The sky.
Cool feathery fold, suspends, distills
This wavering slumber...Slowly-
Immemorially the window, the half-covered chair,
Ask nothing but this sheath of pallid air.
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Nick wrote, “it tells about a person who is torn be-
tween love and hate.  It tells that one time, the
writer’s lover or boy or girlfriend, or whatever the
case, will come to see the writer and he/she will be
gone.”

Oh, oh, you will be sorry for that word
Anonymous

Oh, oh you will be sorry for that word!
Give back my book and take my kiss instead.
Was it my enemy or my friend I heard,
“What a big book for such a little head!”
Come, I will show you now my newest hat,
And you may watch me purse my mouth and prink!
Oh, I shall love you still, and all of that.
I never again shall tell you what I think.
I shall be sweet and crafty, soft and sly;
You will not catch me reading any more:
I shall be called a wife to pattern by;
And some day when you knock and push the door,
Some sane day, not too bright and not too stormy,
I shall be gone, and you may whistle for me.
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Nick wrote, “I put this poem in
my book because it shows
that even a minor can write a
good poem.  Also, I love my
cats and like to read and hear
good things about them.”

Killer
by Leigh Ann Pierce

5 October 1993

He sits
watching everything

the birds
the passing cars

the scampering chipmunks
and squirrels

he is very observant
and notices everything

he spots it
just right

he slinks towards his prey
he waits

he watches
he springs and

he pounces and
he wonders

why he missed.
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Nick wrote, “I put this poem in my poetry
book because it is about my grandfather,
who deserves recognition for his work.  He is
very nice and ought to be read about.”

The Prince of Rhymes
(Or, Frank’s Tape Cassette)
Ann S. Pierce

Frank Pierce writing poems,
Who would’ve thought so?
(Us, maybe)
And now we want mo’
Of these thoughts and memories
That only you know.

Please accept this little gadget
To help you keep on making magic.
It seems there’s nothing you can’t do,
(And we really like your voice too).
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Nick wrote, “I put this poem in my book because it
tells about a person who is fed up with the world and
needs to get away from it all.  He is on the brink of
suicide and holding on by a thread.”

Good-Bye
Ralph Waldo Emerson

Good-bye, proud world!  I’m going home:
Thou art not my friend, and I am not thine.
Long through thy weary crowds I roam;
A river-ark on the ocean brine,
Long I’ve been tossed like the driven foam;
But now, proud world, I’m going home.

Good-bye to flattery’s fawning face;
To grandeur with his wise grimace;
To upstart wealth’s averted eye;
To supple office, low and high;
To crowded halls, to court and street;
To frozen hearts and hasting feet;
To those who go and those who come;
Good-bye, proud world!  I’m going home.

I am going to my own hearth-stone,
Bosomed in yon green hills alone,-
A secret nook in a pleasant land,
Whose grove the frolic fairies planned;
Where arches green, the livelong day,
Echo the blackbird’s roundelay,
And vulgar feet have never trod
A spot that is sacred to thought and God.

O, when I am safe in my sylvan home,
I tread on the pride of Greece and Rome;
And when I am stretched beneath the pines,
Where the evening star so holy shines,
I laugh at the lore and the pride of man,
At the sophist schools and the learned clan;
For what are they all, in their high conceit,
When man in the bush with God may meet?
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