On September 5th and 6th of the year 1775 the British ships entered New Bedford
harbor and attacked the city on the west side of the Acushnet River, traveled north to the
Head-of-the-River in Acushnet Village and then continued south on the east side of the
Acushnet River, heading to Fort Phoenix and Sconticut Neck.
The John Alden family farm was located at the junction where Head-of-the-River
or Back Road joined with the Mattapoisett Road and Sconticut Road.
The following Alden Farm story about the historic event that occurred during
those days of the Revolutionary War has been carried through the generations of Aldens
and is included in the previously mentioned The Alden Letter by Eudora Alden Philip.
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This Map of 1855 shows S. Alden living in the original Alden farmhouse. Eighty years
prior, in 1775, the owner was John Alden, whose son, John Alden and Lois Southworth,
his recent bride of 1774, were living in the house across the street that is identified in
1855 as the G. Alden's Heirs. The younger John Alden's were the Great-Grandparents of
Eudora Alden Philip, the writer and complier of The Alden Letter.

***************
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LOIS'S FURNITURE ESCAPES WITH BRUISES
and

THE MAN IN THE WHITE HAT
By Eudora Alden Philip

In the Revolutionary War, Lord Gray's raiders were harrying some coastal towns
of Massachusetts. John Alden 5th heard that they were sailing into Buzzards Bay. He
bundled his wife, Lois Southworth, and their belongings and family members, into
whatever vehicles were handy and sent them, along with some neighbors in Naskatucket,
six or eight miles to friends in Long Plain. Lois felt bad over her big clock, her dining
table and her rush-bottomed chairs that John, with what apprentices the war had left him,
loaded them into an ox cart and sent them after her.
The raiders had already anchored off Sconticut Neck and were landing, by small
boats, on Clark's Point, New Bedford, where Fort Rodman now stands. So the heavy
dining table got a hasty loading. Built of Santo Domingo mahogany, its weight had been
too much for the helpers and they had not cared what became of it, so, much of the six
miles to Long Plain a cartwheel rubbed into the inner layers of the wood.
Left alone on his farm, John Alden 5th read his Bible. He set loose his flock of
hens to forage on grasshoppers and whatever, in the northwest meadow. He fed his
remaining oxen and also turned them loose in the thick grass of the south orchard. He
pulled in the latchstring of the kitchen door. He put on two suits, and over them his
wedding coat and breeches. He put on his wedding white beaver hat. He took his musket
and powder horn - the raiders should not get them - but before he could lock the south
door, a lonely neighbor rushed by to buy a pint of John's rum. John measured it out.
Now, Lord Gray's raiders had ravaged up through New Bedford village, and
around the head of the Acushnet. At one farm a retired sea captain futilely withstood
them. Down through Oxford village, burning houses and pillaging as they went, but
sparing Great-Grandfather Bennett's place, through the Long Road, to the home of the
"rebel" Rodolphus West. Captain West was ill but, though his nurse-housekeeper begged
for him, his bed was dragged out into the mist-filled orchard; the house and all its
contents fired.
Turning into Alden Road and gathering all of the cattle they found, they reached
the John Alden place, as John locked his door. They ignored his house, but spying his
oxen, added them to their herd. John had raised those oxen by hand. He turned away
toward the village; he would join the Home Guard, which was assembling there.
He stooped to the cover of his pasture wall, to make for the wooded land of his
brother-in-law, Captain Jabez Delano Sr.
However, the boulder wall failed to hide John's more than six-foot frame, topped
by a beaver. A raider bawled out, "Run away man in a white hat!" The cry was taken up,
"Man in a white hat!" Futile shots whizzed past the dodging hat.

[51]

The raiders went on their way down the Sconticut Neck Road to the beach, where,
helped out by Narragansett Indians and a few ragtag Tories, they held a barbecue. Then
they took their ship and sailed back to Boston.
For three days John read his daily chapter and kept a weather eye out. Sure
enough, up the Sconticut Neck Road, an eighth of a mile away, came a stone gear with
side staves. The gear was heaped with hides, evidently bound to New Bedford.
John let down the bars to his orchard; took up position in the middle of the
narrow, rutted New Bedford road. The stone gear neared, "Thank you, neighbor, for
bringing home my hides." John said. His blue eyes searched the load,
"These two, right here."
"You picked out the best hides in the whole lot," the Tory grumbled.
"Yes, they were fine cattle," John returned. "Be careful of that stone post when you drive
in. Dump them under that seek-no-further tree."
The Tory driver, helper at the raider barbecue, took a good look at John's eyes
and guided his team into the orchard.
E.A.P.

***************
Captain Jabez Delano Sr.'s mother was John Alden 5th's sister Sara. The Captain
in his later days, wrapped to his chin in his knitted muffler, companioned by his tame
sheep, used to walk from his adjacent estate "to have a gam" (whaling-social visit) with
Seth Alden Jr., over old times at the Alden farm.

***************
In 1798, when John Alden was 58 years of age, there were 14 prominent
gentlemen from the villages of Fairhaven and Oxford within the city of New Bedford
who met on April 13th to discuss the construction of a school of higher learning,
preparing the village youths and maidens for higher advancement in education, preparing
them for the opportunity of attending Harvard University. This meeting was the
beginning of the establishment of the New Bedford Academy located on the property of
John Hawes on Main Street on the east side of the Acushnet River.
The New Bedford Academy retained its name as such until 1812 when Fairhaven
Village became the Town of Fairhaven and the academy became the
Fairhaven Academy.
The founding committee consisted of the following gentlemen:
Joseph Bates - John Alden - Isaac Shearman - Levi & Reuben Jenney
Noah Stoddard - Killey Eldredge - Jethro Allen - Robert Bennett
Nicholas Taber - Benjamin Lincoln - Luther Wilson - Thomas Nye
Thomas Delano
Committee member John Alden was requested to "engage a preceptor and preceptress"
as the faculty for the New Bedford Academy.
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SETH ALDEN Jr.
June 17, 1822 -December 7, 1906
"What goes around, comes around"

"One hand washes the other"

Seth Alden Jr. with wife Keziah Loring (Dexter) and family lived at the comer of
Mattapoisett Road and Back Road where they were a farming family. Keziah was born in
Rochester (Mattapoisett) on September 16, 1828. Keziah died in Fairhaven on August 16,
1902.
Seth was a whaler in his younger years. (See p. 73 - East Fairhaven Whaling Captains Crewmen and Owners) Seth, in 1862 served the Town of Fairhaven as an assessor. The
family attended the Methodist Church at the comer of Walnut and Centre streets in
Fairhaven Village. Seth was the caretaker for the "Town Clock" that had been placed in
the cupola of the church in 1841. Seth served as caretaker "for a period exceeding a
decade." Seth was also known for, his generosity and kindness, to all people.
Seth and Keziah gave birth to ten children: Susan Maria - Lucia Russell - Francis
LeBaron - Emma Toby - Clara Bennett - Charles Edward - Adeline Louise - George
Lincoln - Eudora Frances - Seth Frank.
In 1871, Seth along with others served on the committee that was established to aid with
the "Great Chicago Fire!" ·
(From: Old-Time Fairhaven Vol.2 by Charles A. Harris)

Fairhaven Assists Chicago - Fairhaven rushes to the aid of Chicago! The fire that started
at 9 o'clock on Sunday night, October 8, 1871, and raged for one day and two nights,
destroying 17 ,000 buildings and rendering homeless 100,000 persons, at last burned itself
out. Two hundred fifty lives were lost, and $200,000,000 worth of property was
destroyed. The caption in the journals throughout the country was, "Chicago is wiped
out." The disaster was terrific. Forty years of effort to make a modem city had been in
vain. The worst fire in history had occurred, and was a thing of the past. Help, immediate
help, was urgent. Assistance came from all quarters. churches, clubs, sewing-circles,
organizations of all kinds did their part to alleviate the suffering. Concerts were given,
fairs were opened and contributions were made, in behalf of the sufferers of the Windy
City.
The entire town of Fairhaven was sympathetically awake to the needs of the
suffering community, and it acted. Here are a few instances: - The men connected with
the Boston and Fairhaven Iron Works, nearly 70 in number, agreed to give one day's
wages to aid the needy in Chicago.
The citizens of Fairhaven met in Phoenix Hall, on Saturday evening, October 14,
1871, for the purpose of effecting means to secure funds and supplies for the poor, needy,
and suffering of the distressed city. John A. Hawes, who called the meeting to order, was
chosen chairman. A committee of twelve, to canvass the town for the purpose of
soliciting subscriptions, was appointed.
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This committee was composed of the following: John A. Hawes, John M.
Howland, Ellery T. Taber, William H. Davis, George F. Tripp, William H. Whitfield,
Job C. Tripp, James T. Church, Thomas B. Fuller, Seth Alden, Jonathan Cowen, Joseph
Millett.
The canvass was successful and the contributions were forwarded. Carloads of
foodstuff and clothing poured into the city of Chicago from every comer of the Union.
Fairhaven had done its part!

***************
(additional historic information about Fairhaven)

Little did anyone know, that a certain Fairhavenite, would also be contributing to
the Chicago disaster. William LeBaron Jenney, an architect, who was raised in Fairhaven
in a house that was taken down to build Henry H. Rogers' Unitarian Memorial Church,
also aided in the re-building of the city of Chicago

~~;:: ~··· ·

(Jenney house that was replaced by the Unitarian Memorial Church is an example ofa very ornate
Gothic Revival Architectural design)

Mr. Jenney is credited with a suggestion that in order to have more space in the
re-development of the city of Chicago, that ten iron structures could be placed on top of
each other, for a 10 floor building, thus creating America's first skyscraper. This building
was erected and became the property of the Home Insurance Co.

***************
(Old-Time Fairhaven - Vol. II by Charles A. Harris)

Fairhaven Assists Fairhaven - In the year of 1879, the spirit of Fairhaven was shown.
There was illness in the family of Seth Alden --- six members were ill with typhoid fever.
It was harvest time. Welcome Lawton asked for volunteers to garner the crops for Mr.
Alden. Forty men responded and his vegetables were put into safe storage, including
1,000 bushels of turnips.

***************
Because of the diligent work of many Millicent Library volunteers of the past, we have
today, the ability to read articles from The Fairhaven Star weekly newspaper that tells
about events of the past.
Following is the report of The Fairhaven Star about the Seth Alden family
typhoid fever illness.
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Oct. 11, 1879

We regret to learn of the illness of six members of Seth Alden's
family, who are afflicted with typhoid fever.

Oct. 19, 1879

Charles F. Folson, Esq., secretary of the Massachusetts Board of
Health, visited the farm of Mr. Seth Alden Tuesday and procuring
about two gallons of water from the well, carried it to Boston to be
analyzed by the state assayer. The family is now more comfortable
and probably all will recover. It is one of the most remarkable
cases on record. They were attended by Dr. George Atwood.

Oct. 25, 1879

In a communication received from Dr. Folsom, secretary of the
State Board of Health, to the physician in attendance on Mr. Seth
Alden and family, said that the analysis of the water taken from the
well near the house of Mr. Alden, satisfies him that poison found
in the water affords sufficient cause of the fever prevailing in the
family, all of whom, nine in number, are now sick. The oldest son
and the third daughter remain quite ill while one of the others is
convalescing.
It was an interesting sight to look upon last Saturday, when over 20
citizen farmers volunteered to assist in harvesting the crops at the
Seth Alden family farm, as well showing a public testimonial of
their regard for their townsman.

Nov.1, 1879

We hear that Mr. Welcome Lawton proposes to have a husking bee
on Seth Alden's farm and wants lots of boys to volunteer. Mr.
Alden and family are recovering their health.

Nov. 8, 1879

Forty persons, under the direction of Welcome J. Lawton, were at
the farm of Seth Alden last Saturday, engaged in harvesting his
crops, 1000 bushels of turnips being one class of vegetables
housed.

Nov. 15, 1879

Mr. Seth Alden and family with the exception of the third
daughter, have recovered sufficiently to appear out of doors.

***************
To bring a conclusion to the history of the Seth Alden Jr. family, a story from
The Alden Letter takes us to the Golden Wedding of Seth Jr. and Keziah.

r
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GOLDEN WEDDING
By Eudora Alden Philip

"Every one of us left, must try to get to the farm this Thanksgiving," my sister Clara said.
We did it!
It was fifty years since that Thanksgiving, 1847, when Eben Akin Jr., escorting
the widowed Lucia Allen Winsor, and Mr. and Mrs. Obed F. Hitch stood up with twentyfive-year-old Seth Alden Jr. and nineteen-year-old Keziah Loring Dexter, while the Rev.
Joseph Gould pronounced the young couple husband and wife.

Our cousin Mattie (Martha Gould Jenney Coggeshall) always had helped to
nourish the idea that mother was the prettiest bride in Fairhaven. Mattie knew her mother,
Seth's sister, Clarissa, was there in the little Green Street cottage parlor, and helped Lucia
Winsor dress the bride.
Some months before, Captain Alexander Winsor, had brought the bride's silk in
his clipper ship. This silk was of satiny luster, soft blue and gray stripes overlaid with
pink-violet sprays. It must have been the work of some Chinese artist who had lived in a
pansy garden.
Lucia Winsor had made the gown with short puffs to sleeve Keziah Dexter's
rounded Holmes arms and Keziah had softened the low neckline with a Holmes-Dexter
lace collar. This was clasped by her mother's pink cameo. Beneath her dress waist,
Keziah was braced by the greenish whalebone busk which Seth had smoothed and
scrimshawed in his last sea voyage. I now have that and a second busk, wide and
wooden, which must have been easier to look upon than to wear.
No ring bound the marriage. Possibly because, rings were Popish, but probably
because, the groom's pocket was empty. Next October when Susan Maria was born, Seth
slipped an inherited gold link on his wife's little finger. When she outgrew it, she placed
the ring on my sister Emma's middle finger, and now I have it.
After the wedding supper, Seth Jr. put on the overcoat for which some years
before he had paid thirty dollars. Except for the important item, the price of the coat was
one year's wage as a cooper's apprentice to Josiah Jenney, Seth' s brother-in-law.
The groom drove his bride to the new cottage, which Thomas Bennett had built
for his nephew on the John Alden 5th farm. The cottage was built from the timbers of the
John Alden 5th farm. The paths and cellar posts were obtained largely from the John
Alden 5th stone shop.
Now, Thanksgiving morning, 1897, mother and father were up ahead of anybody
else and she had her piecrusts ready before breakfast. Father, as usual, called our
attention to the smooth rolling pin with the whale teeth handles, which he had carved for
his girl when he was a cooper on the bark Elizabeth.
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The day before there had been a consultation of labor and management. Father
had been sorry that this year he had not planted any Canada pumpkins, but his blue eyes
did shine over the great golden pile of Hubbard squashes backed up against the barn,
where they sunned themselves by day and cuddled under old carpet blanketing before
sunset. My mouth rather watered for some baked Hubbard squares with a lot of butter in
the middle, but Emma asked, "Will there be room in the oven?" and mother said, "Your
father likes squash pie better." That settled it!
Emma questioned, "Do we have eggs enough for squash pies? They're terribly
high this year, they're forty cents a dozen." Mother laughed right out. She showed us the
old Ephraim Enos Pope basket in the cold comer of the but'ry. It was full of eggs she'd
been saving, at two or three a day, for the last three weeks.
Then we tackled the subject of mince pies. "Should we have them?" I asked.
"Why," mother exclaimed, "Doddie, wouldn't know it was Thanksgiving without mince
pie. Don't you remember that time at Aunt Margaret's when we had jogged the ten miles
to Marion with our hot soap-stones and blankets and Aunt Margaret said that she would
serve pudding to the children, because mince pies were indigestible? Doddie had said,
"Let's go home," even though we all could smell the dinner in the kitchen oven."
After breakfast, Seth and Keziah Loring fell into the hands of three dictators,
chief of them, Arthur F. Kenyon, husband of Clara; he proclaimed, 'I'm going to cook
the turkey. I tell you that if I have no interference from any of you, that bird will be
browned, just right, and on the table at 2 P.M. But if one of you, and that especially goes
for mother, she's already done enough cooking for one day. If one of you dares to touch
that oven door or my basting spoon, the cook will quit'
Mother never would wear colors after Charles died, four years back. So, Emma
helped her dress in her soft black and white with a Great-Aunt Alice collar at the neck.
Clara said, "Now, Mother Alden, for one day out of fifty years, you are not going to even
comb father's hair. Frank will see to him. You're the bride!"
By this time, Seth Frank (six foot plus nearly three inches) had the groom as
docile as a sheep: when Seth Alden, starting a sea yarn, said, "Miss Pritchard and I were
walking in the waist of the ship and ----" Seth Frank took his father by the shoulder and
said, "Where did you say your arm was?" Father actually blushed while he grinned.
"Well, as I was saying ....." ''No you weren't," interrupted Seth Frank, "This is your
wedding day, don't be telling about any Miss Pritchard right here before mother and all
of us." Father expostulated: "Emily Pritchard was only twelve or thereabouts, she was an
English missionary's daughter and the bark Elizabeth was taking her and her mother from
Pitcairn's Island to the first ship bound for England, from the first port we could make, so
Emily could go to school." Seth Frank laughed. "We'll excuse this time, father, but don't
spend your wedding anniversary thinking up any more best girls."
By the way, Mrs. Pritchard, in thankfulness for many kindnesses which the young
cooper had shown her and her daughter, gave him at parting, the red and gold bound
Pilgrim's Progress, illustrated with Turner engravings, autographed and dated by herself
which I now own.
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Mother took some sewing to "rest her hands" while she sat in the tall wide rocker
where her children had been lullabyed - and father beside her in the oaken arm chair in
which his uncle, Captain Bartlett and Seth's father, Seth Alden, had eased out their later
days. Father read from Scripture Manual, his comforter and guardian throughout two
whaling trips around the globe. In the 1900 fire, that blessed Manual had its sheepskin so
charred, that Hutchinson & Co. gave it a new cover.
Seth Frank dictated the making of the cranberry sauce: it shouldn't be jelled, it
should not be sifted; it was going to be just like the sauce he himself made years ago,
after he and mother had gone over to the cranberry lot (The lot now next to the water
company's stand pipe) and had picked four or five quarts of the reddest, juiciest berries
you ever saw, from the same patch whose berries had sauced John Alden 5th's homeraised turkeys. Seth Frank was always my sister Emma's pet, and not a skin was left out
of the cranberry sauce, though Arthur Kenyon detested 'such a mess.'
Then it was Clara's turn: she was going to make just such a hasty Indian meal
pudding as she and Charles used to stir up for mother, in Grandfather Alden's big iron
pot. They had used the wooden paddle, which father had carved out.
When Great-Grandfather Holmes' wedding present, the solemn kitchen clock,
chimed out 2 strokes, Seth Frank escorted mother to the chair, where the gold band china
teapot had been placed. Captain Seth Alden had brought the teapot from Liverpool, to his
intended bride. Daughter Emma steered father to his chair. As the tears ran down his
cheeks, he explained that it was 'a Bennett weakness' to have your 'eyes water.'
We stood around the John Alden 5th mahogany table, which held the Arthur
Kenyon cooked turkey; everyone slipped their arms around the waist of those standing
nearest to him, we were silent a moment: The 'Bennett's Weakness' had us. Then Clara's
high soprano, with Adeline's lovely alto and Seth Frank's baritone, guided the rest of us
through, Praise God from whom all blessings flow.''
Fairhaven Map_ of 1895
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In 1895 Seth & Kaziah Alden Jr. were still at their homestead where they probably were
very startled in 1901 when the "Iron Standpipe" blew apart.
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FINDIN'S KEEPIN"S
by
Eudora Alden Philip
One evening in 1830, or thereabouts, the Captain Seth Alden farm was falling
asleep under the light of a young harvest moon. But adolescent Clarissa Alden still
rocked in grandmother Lois Southworth Alden's rush-seated chair, by a south window
of the second story front bedroom, which Clarissa shared with her youngest sister Susan.
Already, Susan had snuggled into the homegrown feather pillows of the great
corded bedstead across the room. "Oh, please, please, Clarasy, come on to bed," Susan
wailed, "Anyone would think you were moonstruck, sitting there in your night-gown!"
Perhaps Clara was moonstruck. At any rate, she continued to watch the moonlight
pick out the friendly objects in the John Alden 5th orchard, across the gray ribbon of the
rutted Mattapoisett Road.
Before her was the wasted mass of the barn, which had bedded Grandfather
John's hand-raised oxen, prior to their being driven off by British invaders, to a barbecue
on Sconticut Neck; over near the pasture wall, which had covered too barely Grandfather's run from the British, the moonlight now found the rheumatic sweep above the
spring-well, which must have served the Stone Blockhouse, whose remnants John Alden
5th noted, when he bought the farm. It's owners were Popes, second generation from that
Pope, who had bartered for it, with the Narragansetts.
That so called "never-failing" spring-well not only had served the generations of
Popes, and three generations of Aldens, but meantime, and for years to follow in times of
drought, had cheered the neighbors within a half-mile, or more area of Naskatucket.
Moreover, it was young Seth Junior's nightly chore to draw up two homemade
pailsfull from the spring, to place in the great kitchen for overnight. This, not only to
quench a possible stray coal from the fireplace, but also as a hospitable gesture toward
any guest-Indian, traveling down Alden Road, and caught by nightfall before reaching his
Bog home on Sconticut Neck; or toward any other wayfarer, who might pull the latch
string in the east door, and be found clewed down in the kitchen by the earliest up, of the
Alden family, about dawn the next day.
But to Clarissa, sitting in the moonlight, the beams appeared to specially pick out
the seek-no-further apple tree, whose branches shadowed the ground beneath, like a tent.
Moreover, a sudden touch of apple-hunger, seized Clarissa. This apple-hunger at bedtime
was epidemic, throughout their lives, in the Seth Alden family.
"Sue, I want an apple: those seek-no-furthers can't last much longer. They're all
over the ground: I want a seek-no-further: let's go get some."
Susan, by now could speak: "In our night clothes!!"
"Sue, there isn't a soul about anywhere. Come on!" Already Clarissa was half out
to the upper corridor.
[59]

Susan always seconded "Clarasy," out went bare feet to the rag carpet, to catch up
with sister in the front entry: Together, the girls slipped out of the street door, creaking on
its hand-wrought hinges. Their bare feet took the single pink syenite doorstone, flat
between generations - old purple lilacs; the narrow strip of yard, crowded with bouncing
Bet and orange day lilies, which lilacs with the doorstone were to outlast the old house
down to my high school days; across the meager, rutted public roadway; over the wide,
flat topped stone wall - ribs from the orchard and windmill lots. Dancing across the
moonlighted orchard grass like young rabbits, the sisters, chittering over anticipated juicy
fruit, crawled under the ground-sweeping branches of the favored tree; squealed, nearly
tumbled as a long-legged young man, muttering pardons, leaped from the tree's shadow;
dashed to the wall; over and up the road as if "The Evil One" pursued.
Clarissa's quick eye had noted a rather slim, elegant figure of a good looking
person who, like themselves, perhaps was abashed at their evening clothes and feet.
The two girls were confronted by a heap of lovely red apples piled into a
mammoth neckerchief. "He was hungry, on his moonlight walk to some Cape town - or
to Boston," Clarissa giggled.
"Perhaps he was going to sleep in the barn, and was getting his breakfast," Susan
guessed.
"Perhaps he just wanted to be in the moonlight - and was lonesome - for an
apple," Clarissa mused as she emptied out the fruit and wrapped the kerchief about her
shoulders.
At Clarissa's death, the kerchief was treasured by her two remaining daughters:
Elizabeth Jenney Swan and Martha (Mattie) Jenney Coggeshall. I don't know: it may be
in the Coggeshall Memorial, Oxford Village, Fairhaven, Mass.

***************
JOHN ALDEN
LINEAGE IN FAIRHAVEN
Generation: John Alden (1599-1687)
Priscilla Mullins (1601 -1688)
Duxbury, Plymouth MA
2°d Generation: Joseph Alden (1627-1697)
Mary Simmons (1638-1697)
Bridgewater, Duxbury MA
3rd Generation: John Alden (1674-1730)
Hannah White (1681 -1732)
Middleboro, Bridgewater MA
4th Generation: John Alden, Jr. (1718-1821)*103 yrs. Lydia Lazell (1718-1750)
Middleboro MA
5th Generation: John Alden (17 41-1817)
Lois Southworth (1741-1821)
Fairhaven, Middleboro MA
6th Generation: Seth Alden (1783-1855)
Thankful Bennett (1785-1845)
Fairhaven MA
Silas Pope Alden (1812-1869) Mercy Pease Taber (1828-1892)
7th Generation: Seth Alden, Jr. (1822-1907)
Kaziah Loring Dexter (1828-1902)
Fairhaven MA
1st
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Captain Silas Pope Alden
October 3, 1812 - July 12, 1869

Silas Pope Alden was born October 3,1812, in Fairhaven. On January 31, 1850,
Silas married Mercy Pease Tabor. The Map of 1871 shows that the home of Silas and
Mercy, was located to the south of the railroad bed, on the west side of Sconticut
Neck Road. One of The Alden Letter stories noted that the Alden family owned
property on both the north and south sides of the " rutted Mattapoisett Road."A Picture
History of Fairhaven published by Spinner Publications, p. 108, contains an article
written by Mary Jean Blasdale that has reference to Capt. Silas Pope Alden and his wife,
Mercy Taber Alden. During the whaling days, wives of the Captains sometimes did
accompany their husband on their voyage. It seems that Mercy, at sometime, did sail with
Silas as the following quotation suggests:

"When visiting foreign ports it became fashionable to have one's portrait painted by the
local professional artist. In Hong Kong, the famous Chinese artist, Hinqua, is said to
have painted local Captain Silas Pope Alden and his wife Mercy. "
Mercy Taber Alden

Courtesy ofSpinner Publications

Silas' whaling voyages are listed in the section of this book titled:
East Fairhaven Whaling Captains & Crewmen.

***************
[61]

The history of the Alden Road of today, has shown some of the oldest houses on
this by-way, along with the families who resided there. The 1895 map of East Fairhaven
shows that in 1895 there was an "Old Soap Works" west of the Head-of-the-River Road
just south of Long Road. The author had previously stated that the history of East
Fairhaven would be focused eastward from the east side of Back Road. However, when
the following article was discovered in the November ih 1908 issue of The Fairhaven
STAR, the author felt that in keeping "History Alive" and preserved, the following item
should be included.
The article concerns the trans-formation of the Mill Pond, located between Green
and Middle Streets in Fairhaven, at the place where a small "herring"stream emptied into
the Acushnet River.
Mr. Henry H. Rogers, not only had structures built in the Town of Fairhaven, he
also looked ahead in time, and accomplished many projects that were for the good of the
people, in different ways. For instance, he planted trees throughout the town, not only for
their beauty, but also for the shade that they spread for the comfort of the people. The
Fairhaven Water Company was also a H. H. Rogers donation to the town folks, so a Park
certainly would be a fitting project.
Cushman Park was constructed with earth from a hill located along the "Back
Road" of East Fairhaven.
·

***************
(The Fairhaven STAR- November 7, 1908)

HOW CUSHMAN PARK ROSE FROM A MILL POND
Where dainty little misses proudly wheel decorated doll carriages on gala
playground days; where sounds the lusty crack of ash-bat against horse-hide on nights
of twilight-baseball games, once croaked bullfrogs in the mud of summer and showoffs
cut figure-eights over glassy surface in winter; while good-sized ships were ice-bound at
their wharf.
That was in the good days when Cushman Park was the Town Mill Pond or
Herring River, to use its ancient name. It was a lovely lake in Spring; a stinking and
mosquito-infested mud hole in Summer; and a mecca of New Bedford and Fairhaven
youth in Winter, when it was covered with ice and they came to form merry skating
parties.
Way back in the early days of the town, Herring River rights were the subject of
bitter and lengthy litigation. That was when a tide mill was operated alongside what is
now Main Street and near the turnout just north of Spring Street.
The mill, which was originally owned and operated by Dr. Miller and James
Wing, was wrecked in the great gale of 1815. History tells us that it was subsequently
rebuilt. But prior to the date of its destruction by the terrible storm, it is recorded that
vessels were frequently moved to a log wharf in the Mill Pond, during the winter of
1791, and even before that.
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One of the vessels that used the pond for as a harbor, was the Union, and it
was known that the schooner The Young Hero also docked there. They gained entrance
through removal of the tide gates, at the mill. It is told that trouble arose on occasions
when the operators of the mill refused to open their gates for passage of the vessels.
A bridge was built over the outlet about 1800, and a highway (Main Street) was
opened. There were two sluiceways or outlets constructed at that time. These were closed
in 1841, by James Wing, who made an ice pond of the river, and stored the cuttings that
he had harvested, in houses along the shore. It is said that some of the ice was carted to a
storage building at the southwest comer of William and Union streets. This arrangement
remained in force until 1850, when the town ordered the river opened. Wing obtained an
injunction to prevent enforcement of this edict, but, it was subsequently dissolved and the
sluiceways were opened until 1857. Then the town consented not to interfere with Wing's
head of water, and he released his claim, and agreed not to overflow the streets and to
indemnify the town against all suits which might be brought by riparian proprietors.
Through the generosity of the late H. H. Rogers, that found outlet in the
construction of so many wonderful civic improvements here, a project to fill in the old
pond and convert it into a beautiful park was started in the spring of 1903. Joseph K. Nye
turned the first shovelful of earth on Monday, April 27th of that year, and the following
day a gang of 35 Italian laborers, that had been brought here by W. B. Monroe, a Boston
contractor, started operations in earnest.
The first step in the construction was the installation of a drain to divert the waters
of Herring River from their entrance into the Mill Pond to the Acushnet River. Mr. Nye's
shovelful of dirt was the beginning of a trench 10 feet wide and seven feet six inches, in
which was placed a huge cement pipe, which extended from the north end of the pond,
near an old ice house that was located there, parallel to Huttleston A venue and thence to
tide water. This work was completed late in June.
In the meantime, construction of a more spectacular nature, was underway and of
a kind to attract popular interest, particularly that of the small boys of the town. This was
the building of a narrow gauge railway that extended from the point of fill to a gravel lot
on the north side of Bridge Street just west of Alden Road. The rails were laid along
Bridge Street and the rolling stock consisted of three small locomotives and about 50
dump cars, each capable of holding 3 tons of rocks and sand. The loading of the trains,
which were usually composed of eight cars, was so staggered that there was always a
loaded gravel train waiting to be hauled down the street to the embryo park.
The great steam shovel that was used at the gravel pit, to load the trains, was an
object of wonder and interest to the citizens of Fairhaven, as it was the very first machine
of its kind that had ever been seen in operation hereabouts. Its ability to scoop up yards
and yards of gravel and rock, like a child filling a pail with beach sand, was a magnet that
attracted a daily gallery. By the use of this shovel, earth was taken from 27 acres ofland,
which was dug to a depth of ten feet. When the job was ended, the small hill that had
been a landmark in the Back Road section, for centuries, had become a valley.
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During the time that had elapsed while waiting for rails to arrive for the tracks, the
gravel was transported by use of horse-drawn dump carts and the shores of the pond
filled into a level of two and a half feet above the former surface.
It was said that approximately 200,000 cubic yards of filling were required to
bottom out the 5Yz acres of pond. This was more than twice as much as originally
estimated, but the pond seemed almost bottomless as work progressed.
During the time that the Italian laborers were employed on the job, most of them
were quartered in an old icehouse that was located on the shore of Hawes Pond. It is
recorded that they paid 10 cents a day for their food and 10 cents a week for use of a
bunk. This fine bed was described as a wide spruce board and was one of a series of
shelves on which the men slept.
The work of grading, which followed removal of several houses that had stood on
the shores of the pond, was completed late in the fall of 1905. Not the least of the labor
involved in creating Cushman Park, was the settlement of claims of adjacent land owners.
More than a hundred claims were satisfactorily adjusted by J. K. Nye, who attended to
that detail. Fairhaven "Star" - Nov. 7, 1908
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POPE'S

GARRISON

One very noted Fairhaven Historian and Indian Researcher is Mr. Donald S.
Smith of Freetown, MA. Mr. Smith has granted Natalie S. Hemingway permission to use
his writing of Pope's Garrison which is included in Mr. Smith's book titled: Sconticutt
Neck and its Indian Past which he wrote in 1992. (Please note the spelling of Sconticut with
the double "t". Mr. Smith desired to have the word spelled as it had been written many years ago.)

The garrison was close enough to Route 6 in East Fairhaven to warrant
this information to be included in the book, A History of East Fairhaven,
(Naskatucket) Massachusetts by Natalie S. Hemingway. With thanks to Mr.
Smith we now present (excerpts from)

Pope's Garrison

"Soon after the arrival and settlement of the first English families on Sconticutt
Neck - say late 1660's or early 1670's - it nigh became obvious that some measures had
to be taken to protect themselves and their "good" Indian neighbors. There was also a
need for controlling the movement of certain undesirable Indians, to prevent their entry
onto Sconticutt. Indian trouble-makers, rogues, vagabonds, beggars, rebels and those
suspected of being among hostile camps were not welcome, their presence had to be
disallowed.
To help assure this policy would be enforced and the settlers protected, the early
families, a small colonial militia and Indian "guardians" (selected among the whites)
quite successfully employed trusted Indian constables to see to it these intentions were
carried out. To further prevent the entry of disorderly Indians, a large gate was built at the
head of the neck, brush was piled high and a garrison (a palisaded house) was built.
It was named after the oldest captain, Seth Pope (of the early Pope family). This
garrison was reported to have been situated some 300 yards south of where highway
Route 6 (Washington Street - now Huttleston Ave.) now winds its way crossing the main
Neck road. Located on the west side of the main Neck road, in colonial times, it was
often staffed and guarded by local Indians (especially at night) who acted as sentinels. In
the year immediately preceding the Philip's War (1675-76), Indian rogues and rebels
were plentiful."
"Strangely enough, there is no historical reference which would indicate Pope's
Garrison ever came under siege (that is, mass attack). There are perhaps three good
reasons for this:
1. Because Sconticutt was partially protected and guarded by Indians
(who were before-hand familiar with Indian tactics). This insight
made Colonel Benjamin Church famous.
2. The remoteness of the locality and the geography of the neck,
which greatly increased the possibility of capture. (Once upon
the neck, there was no exit, except by water).
3. The measures taken before-hand in the building of the garrison,
which afforded constant defense and observation.
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In the last 100 years, this site has undergone many drastic changes. In the last 80
years or so, a railroad track ran along the spot, and just recently, workmen with their
machinery, have permanently, totally and greatly altered the neighborhood. The writer
believes the former foundation stones of the garrison were removed a short time ago,
making way for the present shopping plaza and chowder house."
(Note: 2010 "a shopping plaza and Italian restaurant")

***************
Fairhaven, MA being a very historic town, many residents have researched the history of
different subjects. Mr. Frank Mathieu did a great deal ofresearch into the structure of a
"Garrison" of the 1600s. The author thanks Mr. Mathieu for sharing his knowledge of
"garrisons" with all of our readers.

***************
* The Garrison, on the inside, was judged as being 20' x 20' square.
* A very deep cellar was built with large rocks, as a foundation.
* When ground level was reached the stone walls continued upward
to a height of 6 feet and the walls were to be 2 Yz feet thick.
*Two entrances were made in the stonewalls, and also a walk-in fireplace.
* At the top of the stones, squared logs of between 12 - 18 inches thick were erected.
If there were a large number of people that would be using the structure for protection,
the structure would probably be 2 stories high with a 2-3 foot overhang of the 1st floor.

*Windows were made of heavy wood that could be opened to fire shots out of.
Doors were also constructed in the overhang in order to fire down. These doors were
called "murder holes."
* In order to keep the enemy from climbing the roof, it was constructed to be very steep
and also to have 3-4" sharp pointed rocks in the roof to discourage climbing and also as
fire protection.
* The garrison would have 2 fireplaces - one for cooking and the other for heat.
* About 50 feet away from the garrison there was a storage building made of stone for
storing the gunpowder and other items not suitable for storing in the garrison.
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