
 

 
 

A Trolley Ride, 
From Westerly to Groton. 

 
I’ve been (town to the city, and I’ve seen the grandest sights, 

The twenty-story buildings and the miles of ’lectric lights. 
But I’d rather see the big trees that’s standing up this way, 
And watch the grasses growing in the meadows every day, 

And hear these trolley ears go rushing swiftly through our streets 
Making all our country places a fairy land complete. 

 
I wish to say at first that a stranger will need to make the trip over this route several times 

before he can accelerate his mind to the speed of the cars, and he able to locate these historic 
places, so rapidly is he carried from one to another. 

Here on the bridge in Westerly we take the car, and remember when we do that Rhode Island is 
but a step to the eastward, though in 1629 Connecticut extended her limit four miles east to 
Weekepaug; and when the Stonington and Providence railroad was about to he constructed in 
1832 (now the New York, New Haven and Hartford), a portion of Rhode Island soil was wheeled 
into Connecticut, and vice versa, while Hon Nathan F. Dixon offered the sentiment, “Con-
necticut and Rhode Island, may they improve by mixing I” The old ford or wading place called 
Kitchamaug was on this Pawcatuck river, a few rods below here, but was abandoned when all 
travel from Misquamicut (Westerly) to Pequot (Stonington) passed over a bridge, built here in 
1712 by subscription, raised by Capt. Joseph Saxton of Stonington and John Babcock of West-
erly, and for many years the present village of Westerly was called The Bridge. 

 



 

In 1661 we see at the left the first Ordinary or Public House in Stonington, kept by Thomas 
Shaw, while just above Kitchamaug, in 1666l, Elder John Crandall operated a grist mill, the 
second in the town. Near here was also a sawmill owned by Jonathan Richardson and run by 
Elias Brown, who lived in one-half of the long house at the left, while on the other side Dr. 
William Robinson kept a boarding house. Look out of your car window at the right and see the 
Martha Noyes house, called The Inn” a hundred years ago, when kept by Samuel Brand; now it 
is nearly concealed by small stores. See next to this the Thomas Noyes  mansion, which was in 
early days built in grand style. 
 

As you leave the bridge, you think of the Old Post Road laid out in 1669, from Head of Mystic 
to Kitchamaug, and how Capt. George Denison was empowered to make a directory and set it up 
on a tree post near the wading place at Pawcatuck river. so that traveling strangers might find the 
country highway through the town to the London highway at Mystic river. Over this road in 
1657 went the early settlers to the Great Swamp fight, and here also Capt. John Mason led his 
forces of white men and Indians to the Pequot war. At the right, in 1853. stood the brick 
Pawcatuck Hotel, known as the “Red Jug.” As you turn, near the “dry bridge.” you see at the 
right a grand old elm tree, throwing its protecting shade over the old home of Mr. George 
Sheffield. A little west of here, running parallel with Mechanic street, down which you are 
going, was once the noted trotting track, where crowds would assemble to witness the 
horseraces, one of the amusements of the times. 
 

Now we pass the Printing Press works of the Cottrell Brothers, and get a fine view of the river, 
flowing swiftly out to Little Narragansett Bay. Here we come to a sharp turn at the right, where 
stands the extensive plant of the Clark thread mill; now up the hill. on the summit of which 
stands the historic homestead of Paul Babcock. 
 

“Ah, here it is, the dear old place, unchanged through all the years; 
How like some sweet, familiar face my childhood’s home appears. 

The grand old trees beside the door still spread their branches wide, 
The river wander as of yore with swiftly running tide.” 

 
This house was built by Dr. Joshua Babcock, at one time Chief Justice of Rhode island’s 

Superior Court. He gave it to his son (the father of Paul), Col. Harry Babcock, who was a brave 
officer in many battles. Once, being in England, he was allowed an appointment with the Queen, 
whom he saluted with a kiss upon her cheek instead of her hand which she graciously extended 
to him, and we do not hear that he was reprimanded for his audacity. From here we look off 
across the river and see the old Denison farm, and the graves of George and Mercy Gorham 
Denison in the meadow, nearly opposite Pawcatuck rock, where Thomas Stanton, the Indian 
interpreter, built his trading house in 1656, the only commercial place in this whole section and 
here, also, his granddaughter Dorothy lived, who had such a romantic career, marrying four 
times and living to be 105 years old.  

Now moving on rapidly past Clarkville, with its neat houses and gardens, over the high bridge, 
at the right, among tall trees, we catch a glimpse of an old gambrelled roof house, built in 1740, 
and occupied later by Joshua Robinson. Soon we come to the switch, on land of Dr. George D. 
Stanton, who owns the old Nehemiah Palmer house, which you see at the left, built in 1700, 
standing brown and square roofed on the road known as “The Indian Trail,” to Pawcatuck rock, 
which road you now cross and get a view of Wequetequock cove and the old graveyard at the 
left, where stands amid many old stones the new monument erected by the descendants of four of 
the early settlers of the town, viz: William Chesebrough, Walter Palmer, Thomas Stanton and 
Thomas Miner. Off at the right on the hill once stood the first grist mill in town, built in 1662, 



 

and the old mill house near by, which is mentioned in the agreement signed ‘by the early settlers 
in 1661, Near here we see a comparatively new chapel for religious worship, reminding us that 
Rev. James Noyes, first minister in Stonington, lies buried in the old yard opposite. He was one 
of the founders of Yale College, a distinguished preacher, and during his pastorate of fifty-five 
years at the First Church (Road) he baptized 1176 persons. 

 
“Servant of God, well done, 
Thy glorious warfare’s past, 

The bottle fought, the race is run. 
And thou art crowned at last.” 

 
Looking close at your right, you see the old home, in 1698, of the Scotch-Irishman, Fergus 

McDowell, its garden running down to the head of the cove, where 
 

You can see the gap in the old stone wall, 
And the stepping stones in the shallow brook.” 

 
These were used for crossing the stream, which was sometimes a rushing torrent. As you cross 

the water to the highway, on the west bank, overlooking the cove, we pass the spot where the 
first white man, William Chesebrough, gunsmith and blacksmith, built for his home the first 
house in Stonington, in 1649. Nearly opposite, on the west side of the cove, lived Walter Palmer, 
his next neighbor, to whom he could speak from his door. Now we pass at the right the house 
which Gov. Thurston of Rhode Island built in 1787, where a tavern used to stand, a school was 
kept, and trainings were held. See at the left a low house, the west end facing the road and nearly 
covered with trailing rose vines. Here King David Chesebrough once lived. During the 
Revolution he lived at Newport and had all his property confiscated by the English, after which 
he returned and lived here, keeping a store. On this farm now stands the new Casino, with flags 
flying. inviting the public to enjoy its many pastimes and to find refreshment for both mind and 
body. All along the way to Stonington we get charming views of the ocean, Watch Hill, and Fort 
Mansfield, with their large hotels and soldiers’ quarters, from which booms the sunset gun every 
evening. 

From the hill near Elm street, in Stonington Borough, we see at the left the Velvet mill, a new 
industry here, and a nearer approach to Stonington reminds us of the British attack in t8t4, when 
the citizens so nobly and successfully defended their homes. The cannon and bombs are still to 
be seen which played such an important part in that battle. 

Now make an abrupt turn at Elm street, run along a short distance, and when the conductor 
calls “Stonington!” look out and see the Stonington railroad station standing on the site of the old 
salt works, which, sixty years ago, made an industry here. The salt water from the harbor flowed 
through pipes into a tank, which was then pumped by windmill power into shallow vats, to be 
evaporated by the heat of the sun. The vats were provided with movable covers, which were 
placed over them in rainy weather. Just south of here was a cross road, so that teams could come 
from Main or Front street to the road running to the cove (as there was no street into the village 
on the west side), that being then the “Robinson Pasture.” As you make the curve, you will see 
directly west Nat’s Point Shipyard. Now on past the home of the late Captains Palmer of whaling 
days fame, of whom Capt. Nat was the discoverer of the most northerly point of Antarctica, 
called in his honor “Palmer Land.” 

Here, turning abruptly, you catch a breeze from the water, and see before you Lambert’s cove 
and bridge, which latter was a bone of contention for many years. Traveling in the early days 
was by horseback and ox teams. The roads were not graded nor the brooks bridged and this was 
no exception until in 1801 a petition to the General Court asked for a layout of this road to Old 



 

Mystic. Then a lottery scheme was proposed to build a bridge, and later a ferry charter to cross 
Lambert cove from Pine Point to Quanaduct. The people at the north objected so strongly to this 
road that it resulted in dividing the town in 1807 (which event North Stonington will celebrate 
this autumn). This road was finally opened by the sheriff in 1815. The first bridge built was 
barely wide enough to allow a single team to pass, but later it was widened and a middle pier 
constructed. 

As you cross the present bridge you will see at the left “Wamphassett,” or “Wampossett,’ as it 
was called when, in 1653, it was owned by Hugh Calkins, the name signifying a white land or 
land frequented !by white birds. In 1776 Major Israel Hewitt of “Bear’s Den” fame gave in his 
will to his two granddaughters, Amy Stanton and Anne Ledyard (wife of Col. William Ledyard), 
a part of this same land, lying near to Capt. Israel Wordin’s house Quanaduct lies north of this 
bridge, and at the right, almost hidden among tall trees, is the Day Place or Walnut grove, in 
earlier times known as the Gershom Lambert estate. Making the curve, you pass the Grandison 
Chesebrough homestead (now a barn), where the late Rev. Amos Chesebrough of New Hartford 
lived in his youth. Now on past the Catholic cemetery and the little school house – 

 
 

“ Those words contain a secret spring 
That memory’s floodgates swing. 

And recollections to us bring 
Of happy days of yore.” 

 
 
To be a schoolmaster in the olden time was to be an oracle of wisdom for young and old. Read 
the agreement between John Stoyell of Voluntown and John Stanton and Nathaniel Gallup, 
gentlemen undertakers of a school in the southwesterly part of Stonington, which shows how 
instruction in reading, writing, and arithmetic for six months was compensated by finding said 
Stoyell in meat, drink, washing, and lodging, keeping his horse, and sixty pounds in old tenor 
money at the end of the term of six months school. At Harborside station a road from 
Wamphassett crosses right, leading past the old Richardson estate (now occupied summers by 
Judge Gilbert Collins’ family). This place was noted as the hiding place of Capt. Kidd’s “ninety 
pieces of eight” in 1699. 

Now up the hill, past Montauk avenue, which stretches away to the north by beautiful homes, 
with a view of Lantern hill in the dim distance, we make a bend in the road and get a glorious 
view of the Sound, “the Point,” Watch Hill, and many islands, with old ocean showing its best 
as a background, gray and misty. Here at the right is Darling hill, where stood for years “the 
Farmers’ Palace,” but where now are several summer homes. Let your eye rest for a moment in 
the next door yard. 

 
On the sweet old fashioned posies, 
Quaint in form and bright in hue 
Marigolds with coats of yellow, 

Morning glories, pink and blue.” 
 

 
 

As we go swiftly around the curve, Cedar Point is in view at the right, with its summer 
colony, and in the distance the buildings of the Wilcox industry. Crossing the bridge, we come 
to Latham’s “neck,” and the Thomas Miner homestead, facing the water of Quiambaug cove. 
Here in 1635, dwelt one of the pioneers of Stonington, and now the ninth generation, with the 



 

same name, occupies the house. Could you stop and read the epitaphs on the old stones in the 
little graveyard at the left, you would be both amused and instructed. 
Up the hill and through Wilcoxville, past the site of the old Green homestead, which is nearly 

opposite one of modern architecture, you go on over the marshland, which in early days was a 
great incentive to the pioneers to settle here that they might have the salt marsh grass for their 
cattle. Now up the hill we see where, in 1700, stood the old “Williams house, in “Que-an-te-qua-
hood’s field,” just north of the present home of Deacon B. F. Williams, vice-president of this 
road. Opposite the house is the path to the Old Riding Way, which was the fording place 
between Mason’s Island and the mainland; then past Williams cove, where, in 1814, the English 
soldiers, attempting to destroy the village of Mystic, entered by mistake east of Mason’s Island 
and ran their vessels, in the thick darkness, into this cove. The soldiers scrambled overboard to 
get their barge into better water, but only sank their red coats and royal gilt buttons to their 
waists in mud. 

As you cross the bridge, in the field at the right, unprotected by anything except tall weeds and 
grasses, are the graves of the old Masons, whose home was on Chipachaug or Mason Island, 
which you will see across the water at the’ left. This island was granted to Major John Mason in 
1651 by the General Court of Connecticut for his gallant services in the Pequot War, of which he 
was the leader in 1637. The youngest son of Major Mason occupied this domain for many years, 
and even now there are descendants of the same name living there. Bringing your eye back to 
nearer objects, you see close beside you, at the left, the old Denison yard, recently renovated, 
where Lady Ann Borrowdale, wife of Capt. George Denison, was first buried, though later 
carried to Elm Grove cemetery, while her husband lies buried at Hartford, where he was on 
business at the time of his death. 

An abrupt turn to the left takes you into the pleasant village of Mystic, and soon we see the 
borne office of the Southern New England Telephone Company, and then the tall spire of the 
Congregational church comes to view, which has stood there for more than fifty years, opposite 
which is the monument dedicated, in 1883, to the soldiers who fell in the War of the Rebellion. 
 

“Then silent, alone shall this monument stand, 
Recalling the heroes that rescued our land; 

A new genera/ion shall walk round its base, 
And aft little children shall pause in their plays 
To ask for the deeds of their forefathers’ days.” 

 
When the bridge is reached, we cross Sicanemous, the Indian name for Mystic river, which, 

during the reign of Gov. John Winthrop, from 1657 to 1675, was pronounced the western border 
of Connecticut, as it is now the western boundary of Stonington. This town was called 
Southertown at first, and until 1865, when, at the General Court, it was named “Mystick” in 
memory of that victory God was pleased to give this people over the Pequot Indians: but the very 
next year the General Court said, “The town of Mystick is by this Court named Stonington.” This 
river used to be ferried across, and the story is told of an old lady who took her knitting and 
crossed in the boat to find, when she reached the opposite shore, that her ball of blue yarn was on 
one side of the river and she and her stocking on the other. 

Now we are in Groton, in the village of Mystic River, formerly called Portersville, and while 
you are waiting near the bridge for the other car to pass, you will notice the vessels of the Gilbert 
Transportation company, which very probably will soon be launched. This shipyard recalls the 
name of the first ship builder of the Mystic valley, Joseph Wells, who married Hannah Reynolds 
at Stonington in 1680. He lived at Porter’s Rocks, while his father, Thomas Wells of Westerly, 
and George Denison, Jr., in 1669 were the first ship-builders on the Pawcatuck river, while the 
first captain to sail down the Mystic river in 1656 was Thomas Hewitt, whose home then 



 

embraced the land of Elm Grove cemetery. In 1662 Capt. Hewitt started with a load of produce 
for the West India market, but was never heard of again. Probably many who read this will 
remember the shipbuilding of the Messrs. Greenman in Greenmanville, that place in 1838 being 
called Adam’s Point They began their shipbuilding at the Head of Mystic in 1827, and built 125 
vessels of all descriptions, some of them for the trans-Atlantic and California trade. The Mallory 
shipyard will also be remembered as the place where Mr. Charles Mallory began his remarkable 
career as a shipbuilder about 1848, known as the Mystic shipyard, building 50 steamers and 
many sailing vessels. 

Turn now at Bank square and see close at your left the old Anthony Wolf house, standing 
brown and bare, but once the home of at least two of the heroes of the war of 1814, when the 
English blockaded the coast and made many futile attempts to destroy Mystic, and did capture 
several of her vessels. In order to cope with the English, Mystic men purchased the barge Yankee 
for $600, and Capt. George Wolf and Eldredge Wolf were among those who manned her. Their 
first cruise resulted in capturing an English ship, the Nancy, loaded with shell fish, worth $200. 
The second capture was the English sloop George, professedly loaded with salt, but when our 
men thrust their swords and ramrods into the salt they found boxes and trunks full of silks, 
calicoes, and various things, which, for safe keeping, were placed in the warehouse of Jedediah 
Rogers of Old Mystic, and finally sold for $6ooo. 

Now you come to your own Power House. which occupies the very site of the old Randall 
house built by Capt. Ned Packer, and on this wharf, which was the first ferry landing, he built 
several small craft, one of which “The Fox,” with Jesse Crary as captain, was captured by the 
English, and being a fast sailor she was used in making havoc along the coast. Capt. Crary 
escaped, returned to Mystic. and fitted up the sloop Hero. As both were built by the famous 
carpenter, Eldredge Packer, they were equally speedy, and the Hero captured the Fox and 
brought her in triumph into Mystic river. When news of final peace came in February, 1815, the 
citizens of Mystic assembled at the house of Joseph Ashby, near Fort Rachel, on the site 
afterward occupied by the National Hotel, where they gave themselves to the joy of the occasion 
in right old style. The tavern near, kept by Paul Burrows, doubtlessly added to their enjoyment, 
as then West India rums, good old Sazetac and fragrant St. Croix, were pure and unblended. In a 
few years this old Packer house was occupied by the Randall family. and in the odd red store 
which stood near by Mr. Jedediah Randall sold merchandise including ship chandlery, and here 
the whale ships were fitted out, even to their copper bottoms, for their long voyage, while the 
wharf was often covered with casks of whale oil nearly to the site of the present office building 
of this trolley company. 

Now around the corner, by the old store and past the home of the late Ledyard Park, you see on 
the left historic Fort Rachel, a hill almost: a fortress of itself, of good elevation, precipitous on 
three sides, with the north sloping gradually towards the village. The eminence is a natural 
rampart of rock, with an area at the top 75 feet in diameter. On this height, in 1813, the citizens 
of Mystic, and the farmers, mechanics. Men and boy’s from the neighboring country, by working 
less than a month, built this fort. It had a four pounder that could sink barges as far off as 
Mason’s Island, Sixpenny Island. and the Riding Way. Stephen Stark was the watchful sentinel. 
and Eldredge Wolf one of the guard, but nothing eventful happened here except the burning of 
the guard house. Beneath this hill there lived a humble couple. The wife, Aunt Rachel, was 
greatly favored with the gift of speech and translation of dreams, while the future of young men 
and maidens was prophesied from her horoscope. She lived here when the fort was being built, 
and the weary workmen often descended the hill to get a drink at the spring near her house. She 
often gave them lessons in wisdom and patriotism, and at first jokingly, but at last in reality, they 
gave her name to their fort, and thus she won the noble palm of fame. Aunt Rachel was the wife 
of William Douglass, a tall, athletic Scotchman, whose grand and dignified bearing and 
courteous manners led one to surmise him to have been in the Highlands, and on his native heath 



 

a gallant and foremost leader in the famous clan Douglas or Douglass. Looking off from Fort 
Rachel you can see among many islands one which was given to Mr. John Winthrop in 1651, 
upon which to keep his goats, thus obtaining its name, Ram Goat Island, and it is recorded that 
two years later he had 200 killed there by the Indians. 

As you descend the hill, the entrance to the Cedars is in view at the right, and as you near the 
West Mystic station you see Wild Cat Ledges, which was the favorite resort for the Pequot 
Indians after their location at Indiantown. Often they would come to the shore to dig clams, 
which they baked under the ledge. The spot occupied by the Holmes Shipbuilding company was 
formerly the shipyard of Maxson, Fish & Co., who built a number of ironclad gunboats during 
the Civil War, among them the “Galena,” which acquired an enviable reputation. Nearly opposite 
the Old Field school house was situated the old home of John Packer, one of the first settlers of 
Groton. Passing some new houses recently erected we see at the left Devil’s Foot Hill, and then 
Capt. Silas Beebe’s old home at Goat Point. He was one of the most progressive of Mystic’s 
citizens, and the great windmill which used to stand at Pistol Point was erected by him. The 
machinery of the mill was moved by wind. The engineers he selected were William Murphy, an 
able and experienced smacksman, and Ebenezer Beebe, a skillful sailmaker. To the incoming 
mariner the two arms of the old mill protruding athwart the sky presented, after Lantern Hill, the 
most conspicuous object of vision. The depredations committed on shore and coast in the war of 
1812 induced the Mystic men to throw up a battery at Pistol Point, which was supplied with a 
nine pounder and two brass six pounders. The gunner was Capt. Jeremiah Holmes. The old house 
and stone store used to stand here, but the house was destroyed by fire years ago. 

Soon we come to Noank. The old name was spelled “Naw-a-yank.” This land was claimed by 
the Pequot Indians until 1735, when they were deprived of its use and confined to the land at 
Meshantuxet. Groton shipbuilding has been a prominent industry for many years, and the reputa-
tion of the Palmer shipyards here at Noank is known the world over. You cannot pass this way 
without seeing several big vessels hoisted on the ways in process of construction, and the com-
pany has an ideal place for its business. 

Passing the picturesque little Episcopal church, and then the Methodist, we soon run along to 
Uncle Jo’s Point on the right, where we see a picturesque old gambreled roof house, which has 
been recently sold to summer people. This was the home of David Palmer, who was killed at the 
battle of Groton Heights. One of his slaves strapped his dead body to his horse and brought him 
home the next morning. Later this Place belonged to Joseph Latham, from whom it derived its 
name, and it was bought of that family by Mr. Ledyard Park, who married and brought up his 
family there. 

Now on to Groton Long Point, where are now a number of summer cottages, and where was 
the scene of two encounters during the war of 1812. A decoy boat, sent out from Mystic, 
succeeded in attracting the attention, of the English frigate Ramillies and a boat was sent in 
pursuit. She was tolled ashore at this point by Capt. Sim Haley. who, with a company of militia, 
were in ambush behind the bank, which is a natural fortification. This spot used to be known as 
the Salt Works in the time of the Revolution, and is a perfect shelter iii a seaward direction. The 
militia hidden there soon arose from their shelter and captured the whole boat’s crew. Mr. 
Charles Stark told me that his grandmother was at the home of her uncle, Paul Burrows, near 
Fort Rachel, when these prisoners were brought in, and she held the bowl while the surgeon 
dressed the wounds of one of them. 

As. you make the curve, we see at the right the Haley farm, known once as the home of John 
Starr Barber, whose father, Hon. Noyes Barber, was at one time congressman. At the left is 
Mumford’s cove, noted for its fine quahogs. Now comes a very sharp turn in the road. We cross 
the bridge, which is over the railroad tracks, and here at the right are the Haley woods, where this 
company has planned for picnics among the shelter and seclusion of those tall trees. Iif you are in 
the front seat of the car, you will enjoy the prospect and reality of speeding down the long hill 



 

before you, and almost at once speedily climbing the next, and soon reaching the newly named 
Midway, where the railroad’s immense buildings for storing ice, homing engines, and holding 
freight cars are a wonder even to the imagination. Around the corner, at the right, you see 
Poquonock Plains and the old Gardiner farm, while you recall the fact that this land belonged in 
1704 to the first town clerk of Groton, John Davie, brother-in-law to Gov. Saltonstall of New 
London, who held his office until he succeeded to the baronetcy of his uncle, Sir John Davie, of 
England. When he was notified of his good fortune, he, with his neighbor, John Packer, were 
hoeing potatoes in his field, barefoot, with sleeves and trousers rolled tip, As soon as possible he 
settled his affairs here and removed to England. His neighbor Packer afterward visited him at his 
estate in Devonshire and was royally entertained. 

Turning again, we find the present town clerk’s office, where the old deeds and records are 
kept, and where you will go for help if you want to look up your ancestors. The first house, west 
of the store, on the left, is noted as being the birthplace of a Rhode island governor, James V. 
Smith. He and his older brother, Amos Denison Smith, at the ages of 17 and 21 respectively, 
went to Providence and entered the employ of James Aborn, then the greatest lumber dealer in 
the state of Rhode Island. Afterward they both became interested in the manufacture of cotton 
goods. James Y. was mayor of the city for two years, and later was for three years governor of 
the state. This house was also the early home of the late J. George Harris, paymaster in the 
United States Navy and president of the Groton Centennial commission. Gliding through the 
village of Poquonoc you see a large double house, on the right, before you cross the bridge. This 
was built in 1792 (as a stone in the chimney shows) by Denison Smith, and here for more than 
sixty years he and his good wife kept open house. It is said of him “that he never wanted for any 
comfort, nor did any one else if he could help it.” He kept a store near here for forty years and 
did a thriving business in the manufacture of linen cloth, putting out flax to families all over the 
county and taking the cloth to New York, where he exchanged it for goods for his store. In the 
war of 1812 the British soldiers who were captured off Groton Long Point were kept in the cellar 
of this house over night. It is now owned by the Groton Water Company. 

Next to this is the school house lane, where stands the old school house, one of, if not the 
oldest, in Groton. Here, besides leaching the children, dancing schools used to be held. Down the 
hill and over the bridge you come to the Baptist church, reminding one of a country Sabbath day 
where 

 
“The fragrant breezes whisper rest, 

The Sunday faces glow 
With some still brightness from within 

The week days never know. 
The Sunday step is light as air, 
The Sunday joy is everywhere.” 

 
On the right you will glance up a short lane and see the old Morgan homestead. This is the 

third house built on nearly the same spot, when James Morgan tile first built his in 1657 on land 
granted him by the colony. For nine generations in succession each is headed by a James 
Morgan. The first house stood a little to the northwest, under the ledges. The present one was 
built by James the sixth about 1785, but is now owned by the Borough of Groton. A short 
distance front here is the great brook from whence conies the Groton water supply. The 
graveyard, whose low, white, and old slate stones glimmer in the distance, is the original Morgan 
and Avery burying ground, where were laid many of the early generations of these families, 
among them the first James, who was a man of sterling worth, useful as a citizen both in town 
and state. Passing another Morgan homestead at the left, almost hidden behind tail trees, and 
moving swiftly on, we come to the old Hammond house, standing by the wayside. 



 

 
“This house so mossy and brown. 

With its cumbrous, old stone chimney 
And its grey roof sloping down.” 

 
from whose records I ant sure many a humorous and thrilling story could be obtained. Just ahead 
a Scotch granite shaft 23 feet high rises to view, marking the site of the Old Hive of the Averys, 
which was burned July 20, 1894. This place is sacred to thousands of descendants of Capt. James 
Avery, only son of Christopher, who was born in England in 1620 and became one of the most 
prominent men in eastern Connecticut. He built the old red house here in 1656, at the head of 
Poquonoc Plains, and later an addition of a part of the Old Blinman church of New London was 
made to it, which was used by the Separatists for their meetings. The sills were so broad that they 
used them for seats. A large sounding board was in this room, under which Elder Park Avery 
stood when preaching on Sunday mornings. It was a most picturesque and antique farm house, 
and remained in possession of the Averys until it was burned. The foundation of the memorial 
shaft is made of the two old stone chimneys,  the die and shaft of Westerly granite, and the plate 
with picture of the old house is a bronze relief. At the top is a large bronze bust of James Avery 
the first. Within, the enclosure you will see the old well and sweep. 

Now moving slowly under the railroad bridge, running a quarter of a mile south, we come to 
Trail’s Corner, near which is the old gambrel roof house, where Elder Park Avery used to live, 
whose three sons were in the battle of Groton Heights. Jasper Avery, who lived here, near High 
rock, hearing the alarm guns, rushed off through Dark hollow to the fort, and was brought home, 
dead on the shoulders of his neighbors the next morning his brother, Lieut. Ebenezer Avery, was 
serious]y wounded, but recovered with loss of hearing. The other brother, Lieut. Parke Avery, 
Jr., lost an eye. Now to Dark hollow, where a new house stands on the very spot where Dea. 
Ansten Avery once lived. At the time of the battle the British, on their way from their boats to 
the fort, stopped and filled their pockets with cheese. 

Before you go much farther, glance off to the right, and among the trees catch a glimpse of a 
tall white shaft in the Ledyard cemetery, formerly known as Packer’s Rock, from the high ledge 
upon its border. Here, in 1854, the state erected a beautiful granite shaft to the memory of Col. 
William Ledyard. It is enclosed with an iron railing, supported by posts cast in the form of 
cannon. Within this enclosure is the old blue slate slab which originally marked his grave. Now it 
is nearly destroyed by the relic hunter, who should rather preserve than tear down. Here comes 
the view of New London harbor, with Fort Trumbull on the opposite shore, and now the river 
Thames stretches away one glorious blue, north and south. ‘What a sight! Beautiful beyond 
description, and to be seen at its best, come when the college men are here racing their sculls 
over the course. Take a view from here. See the yachts with colors flying; all manner of boats, 
with bright streamers and flags floating in the wind; hear the Yale and Harvard yells, and see the 
thousands of gaily dressed men and maidens who are everywhere present to lend excitement and 
beauty to this gala day. 

During the war of 1812 New London Harbor had its experience of the first attempt at torpedo 
practise by a daring Yankee from Poquetanoc. The Ramillies, which was the largest of the 
English fleet under command of Sir Thomas Hardy, was here, when, one very dark night, a 
terrific explosion occurred very near the ship. The water was thrown as high as the masthead and 
completely deluged the ship from stem to stern. All hands were piped to quarters, and the 
liveliest kind of a time was had; but no cause for the explosion could be found. Every fifteen 
minutes all night they were compelled to be on the lookout by drawing a chain under the ship, 
fore and aft. Our daring Yankee friend, after leaving the shore near the lighthouse, was never 
seen again, and all trace of this event was lost until related by an Englishman who came to New 
London in 1854. Your eye could not well overlook at the left the reminders of Groton’s 



 

shipbuilding industry of a few years ago, when two great leviathians were let down into the deep, 
one of which was to have within a short time am abrupt ending to its usefulness. Here, just as 
you turn, is the house of Capt. William Latham, who was the captain of artillery commanding 
Fort Griswold. This was being built at the time of the massacre, and was set on fire l)y the 
British. The timbers being green, they would not burn. The old home was just north of the 
present one, the old cellar being there now. At the foot of the hill, after pas~ing the house, is the 
fountain to the memory of Capt. Latham Jr was built through the efforts of the Children of the 
American Revolution, materially helped by one whom Groton is glad to have within her boarders 
for at least a part of ‘the year. We would not forget Lambo, who lived with the Lathams, and 
who, after driving the family in safety to Poquonoc Plains the morning of the battle, returned 
with a musket and followed young William Latham into the fort and fought manfully by the side 
of his master, loading and discharging his musket with great rapidity, even after he had been 
severely wounded in one of his hands, until he was stain. He is buried under the common negro 
name of “Sambo.” 

Here we are at Fort street or Government lane, a path downward from the fort, where, on that 
fateful 6th of September, about thirty of the wounded and suffering heroes were taken by the 
English as prisoners of war and were flung into an ammunition wagon, which, after being 
dragged for a short distance, they darted aside and left the load to go crashing down this steep 
hill, either to he dashed against the rocks and stones or to go into the river, which it undoubtedly 
would have clone had not an apple tree proved a friendly obstacle. Here, after remaining in the 
greatest suffering for some time, they were taken into the house of one of their number, which 
was near, and attended by Dr. Joshua Downer and his son Avery, who had come from their home 
in Preston on seeing that morning the smoke of burning New London. This house is still standing 
just here at your right, marked with its placard of historic story by the society of Children of the 
American Revolution of Groton, as the Ensign Ebenezer Avery House, who lived here at the 
time. The bloodstains are still visible on its oaken floor, as he would not allow them to be 
washed out in his day, which ended Jan. 11, 1828. 

Next is the new Post Office, and soon we come to the ferry, where, as early as 1720, grant was 
made by the town of land near this present landing for the building of ships. A man by the rr~me 
of Jeffreys at that time built here a large ship, as large for her day as the large steamers recently 
constructed here in Groton. Now the water brings us to the limit of the town, which was 
incorporated by an act of the General Assembly in 1705 as Groton, named in honor of the home 
of the Winthrops, which was in Groton, England. 

You have already looked up and caught a view of the grand and imposing monument, 135 feet 
high, which stands on the hill, at the right, near the old fort, where, on Sept. 6, 1781, 8oo British 
against 155 Americans spread desolation and havoc throughout this region. The obelisk is of 
native granite, and the top is reached by a circular stairway of 166 steps, and when you are tip 
26ç feet above the water of the Thames a wonderful picture of beauty meets the eye. Especially 
is there a good view of the fort, where, at the left of the entrance, enclosed by an iron fence, is a 
granite slab, marking the spot where Col. William Ledyard fell when he surrendered as the able 
commander of this fort. His last words before going to the fort that morning will flash upon your 
mind: “If I have this day to lose either life or honor, you who know me best know which it will 
be,” If you have time I know you will visit this historic spot, and also the Public Library, which 
stands near. Then you will enter the stone Monument house, where the Daughters of the 
American Revolution, under the name of one of Groton’s brave women, of Revolutionary fame, 
Anna Warner Bailey. have taken possession and recently added much space for the relics which 
have come into their keeping; and when you see how well they are cared for, we expect more 
will deposit their treasures here. 

Walk along the street, view the new church which has an historic Avery window, for there 
were 20 Averys who were wounded and fell at the battle, and then come down the hill and take 



 

the trolley again to Westerly, thinking why are we blessed with so much beauty of scenery and 
historical interest along this route, unless it is that we may love and praise more devoutly the 
Great Architect of all. 
 
 

GRACE D. WHEELER. 
April 29,1907
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Chartered at the January Session of the Connecticut Legislature, 1903. 
 

Organized on August 13th, 1903. 
 
 Opened to the Public December 19, 1904. 
 
 
 
Officers:  
President. -  Capt. Thomas Hamilton 
Vice President, - B. F. Williams 
Secretary, - Charles P. Noyes 
Treasurer, - Costello Lippitt 
Attorney. - Charles W. Comstock 
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B. A. Armstrong, - New London 
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C. R. Hanscom, - New London 
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TELEPHONE 63-2 
 



 

 



 

 
\ 



  



 

 
 
 

 



 

 
 

 
 

 


	From Westerly to Groton.
	GRACE D. WHEELER.
	Groton and Stonington Street Railway Company.
	Chartered at the January Session of the Connecticut Legislature, 1903.
	Organized on August 13th, 1903.
	Opened to the Public December 19, 1904.
	The General Offices of the Company are at the Car Barn and Power House, Mystic, Conn.
	TELEPHONE 63-2
	\

