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Whaleboats
• Generally about 25 feet long
• Both bow and stern were Sharp Shaped
• 4 to 10 oars, some had rigging for a sail
• Captain, Tillerman and Bowman
• Often equipped with a swivel gun mounted on 

the bow (1/2 pounder)
• They were very maneuverable and quiet  
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1775/1776 - Everything changes
• December 1775 – Connecticut’s General Assembly passes 

Anti-Tory legislation.  Punishment for helping the enemy 
was losing estate and maybe imprisonment.

• August 1776 - British take New York City and Long Island 
and trading is prohibited between CT and NY.

• A few months later, on October 10, 1776 the Assembly 
upped the charge for helping the enemy to Treason and 
punishable by death.

• Loyalists were forced to abandon CT for Long Island and 
Patriots do the reverse and come to CT.
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War Consumes Long Island Sound

Fairfield County’s economy depended on trade with 
Long Island & New York City.  This was called the 
London or Corduroy Trade.

Goods from CT Goods from NY

Fresh Fish and Vegetables Velvets
Quarters of Beef Silks
Fish Cashmeres
Chickens Corduroys
Eggs Woolens
Ducks Laces
Geese Linens
Bales of Hay Buttons & Buckles
Bags of Grain Leathers
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War Consumes Long Island Sound

• British ships and their Loyalists stopped the 
smugglers and started raiding farms in CT.

• This trading was an open secret but still very 
dangerous
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Privateers 

• Privateers are legalized pirates.  To become a 
privateer you must have:

• A boat or ship
• Financial backers willing to post a bond to ensure you:

• Act properly like only attaching the enemy
• Bringing everything captured to court which is called Libeling

• With respect to the bounty, generally speaking the 
state would keep half and the privateers the other 
half.

• The captain would get the lion’s share and so forth down 
the line.
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Comparison of Navy vs. Privateers in 
Revolutionary War

Continental
Navy Privateers

Total Ships 64 1,697
Total Guns 1,242 14,872
Captured Ships 196 2,283
Number Captured ? 1,327
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Loyalist Raid on CT, March 7, 1777
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Norwalk

March 7, 1777
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Prisoners – A Terrible Fate

• Samuel Richard’s was 60 and after four months of prison died 
shortly after his exchange.    

• 14 CT militia were taken prisoners, one of them was Levi 
Hanford.  

• During the course of `the war 4,500 Patriots were killed in 
action, but over 11,000 died as prisoners.  Levi was one of the 
very lucky ones who survived. 

• Most starved and died of disease at the hands of corrupt and 
incompetent British military officers.
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Sugar House Prison in New York City

15



1777 Danbury Raid
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Huntington Bay Raid, November 1778
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Route of Loyalists to Capture Brid. Gen. Silliman
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Route of Patriots to Capture Judge Jones
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Loyalist Activity in 1779

• February 1779 1 Sloop, 19 Oxen & Cows, 166 Sheep
• February 1779 102 Horses
• April 6th 1779 2 Brigantines, 2 Schooners, 8 Boats
• April 26th 1779 2 Oxen & Cows, 580 Sheep, 200 Lambs.
• May 8th 1779 2 Boats, 53 Oxen & Cows, 1000 Sheep, 400 Lambs, 15 Calves
• May 19th 1779 32 Horses
• May 21st 1779 29 Oxen & Cows, 17 Sheep, 11 Hogs, 6 Lambs, 8 Calves
• June 6th 1779 35 Oxen & Cows, 80 Sheep, 36 Lambs, 15 Calves

• Total:  2 Brigantines, 2 Schooners, 1 Sloop, 10 Boats, 134 Horses, 138 Oxen & Cows, 1843 Sheep, 
11 Hogs, 642 Lambs, 38 Calves.

• Sundries:  1 Cargoe Tobacco & Lumber and 1 Cargoe Lumber on board Brigs, 16 vessels sails, 180 
Casks oyl, 12 Cass. Whale Bone, 3 tons Barr iron, 3 tons Cordage, 15 Hhds molasses, 2 bbls sugar, 
1 Cask refind. Spermalaste [?], 15 Bbls Beef, 1 Cask Pearl Ash, & variety of small articles.

• 42 stands of Small-Arms with Bayonets & Cartouch Boxes.  
• Prisoners at different times 35 among whom are some persons of considerable Note. 
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Tryon’s 1779 Raid
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Spies

• Nathan Hale
• Culper Spy Ring
• Benjamin Tallmadge
• Witch Hunt in Norwalk
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Tallmadge's Raid on Associators at Lloyd’s Neck
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Cap. Benjamin Tallmadge
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Tallmadge’s Version of Raid
Before the campaign closed, viz., on the 5th of September, 1779, I undertook an 
expedition against the enemy on Lloyd’s Neck, on Long Island. At this place, and on a 
promontory or elevated piece of ground next to the Sound, between Huntington Harbor 
and Oyster Bay, the enemy had established a strong fortified post, where they kept a 
body of about 500 troops. In the rear of this garrison a large band of marauders 
encamped, who, having boats at command, continually infested the Sound and our 
shores. Having a great desire to break up this band of freebooters, on the evening of 
said 5th of September, I embarked my detachment, amounting in the whole to about 
130 men, at Shippan Point, near Stamford, at 8 o’clock in the evening, and by 10 we 
landed on Lloyd’s Neck. Having made my arrangements, we proceeded in different 
divisions to beat up their quarters. Our attack was so sudden and unexpected, that we 
succeeded in capturing almost the whole party a few only escaping into the bushes, 
from whence they commenced firing on my detachment, which gave alarm to the 
garrison. This prevented our attempting any attack upon the out-posts and guards of 
the fort, and after destroying all the boats we could find, as well as the huts of those 
refugees, we returned with our prisoners to our boats, and embarked for Connecticut, 
where we landed in safety before sunrise the next morning, and without the loss of a 
single man. 25



Associators’ Raid on Middlesex Meetinghouse
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Raid on Middlesex Meetinghouse
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Raid on Middlesex Meetinghouse
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Battle between Hoyt & Brewster December 5, 1782
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Final Story – June 7, 1779

John Mills meets William Fancher
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Abstract:

This is an account of a former American Revolutionary 
soldier, Levi Hanford - a patriot who was captured and a 
prisoner of war (POW) in a British prison in New York, the 
Old Sugar House Prison. After which he was then 
transferred to a British prison ship, the Good Intent.
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He was seventeen when captured.  This account was first 
published in the New York Times with the column 
heading, "INCIDENTS OF THE REVOLUTION", with the 
article title, "Recollections of the Old Sugar House Prison -
Interesting Letter" and with the byline, "Walton, Jan. 16, 
1852".  

Levi Hanford was 93-years-old when his New York Times 
testimony was first printed in 1852. The name at the end 
of this account reads, "Respectfully yours, WM. H. 
HANFORD."  Thus the author is likely a relative of Levi's 
as they share the same surname, Hanford, and perhaps 
also lived in the same area as Levi, Walton, NY, per the 
byline with "Walton" along with the date Jan. 16, 1852.

This republished Levi Hanford account is courtesy of 
LivingLibrary.com - Enjoy!

INCIDENTS OF THE REVOLUTION
---------

Recollections of the Old Sugar House Prison –
Interesting Letter.

Walton, Jan. 16, 1852
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Through the kindness of a friend, I have just been shown an 
article in your paper of Jan. 1st, over the signature of B., stating 
that the writer has a cane made from one of the large oak 
beams of the old Sugar House Prison, lately torn down on 
Liberty-st, and wishes to find some one of our Revolutionary 
heroes who was imprisoned therein, that he may present it to 
him for a support for his declining years. He justly supposes 
that the associations connected with it would make it of value 
to the recipient.  I have to state that Levi Hanford, now of 
Walton. Delaware County, New York, is of that honored number 
one of the very few who still survive the wasting hand of time. 
He is now in the 93d year, feeble in body of course, but still 
able to walk, and still retaining his faculties in a remarkable 
degree, and the memory of Revolutionary events and the 
transactions of bygone days in great perfection - the result not 
doubt of habits of steady industry, temperance and piety, 
joined to a good constitution. I will give you a short history of 
his Revolutionary life and his imprisonment, as I took it down in 
his own words, some four years since, and which may not be 
wholly uninteresting.  
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It is, said he, with feelings of sadness that I view the time fast 
approaching, when those that were active in that war will have 
passed away, and those that shall then live will know nothing of 
the events of that day, only as they read of them as they read 
the history of other nations. But there are that yet live that do 
know, that were active in that day, what our independence cost 
us. History records the most important of its events and 
transactions; yet there are thousands of scenes of noble daring, 
of personal sacrifice, suffering and distress, that never have and 
never will find their way into the pages of history; but will fade 
out as the old soldiers pass away, till the last page of teeming 
tradition shall be placed side by side, and buried in the grave, 
with the last of the old soldiers. I was born, continued he, in 
the town of Norwalk, in Connecticut, in the great year fifty-
nine, as it used to be termed, [the year in which the British 
took Canada.]  They began to fight at Concord and Lexington in 
the spring of 1775; and in the September following, I was old 
enough to do duty – that is, I was sixteen, the age then 
required. During that and the following year, I went 
occasionally on duty, for short periods, to New-York and other
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places. I was one of a company sent in the spring of 1776 to 
Governor's Island, in the night, to break the first ground that 
was ever broken to fortify that now strong place. In March 
1777, I was called out as a guard on Long Island Sound. On the 
13th of March, a very dark and stormy night, I, with twelve 
others, was stationed as an out guard.  Our officers were 
negligent, and in the night we were surrounded by Tories from 
Long Island, and the guard made prisoners, myself among the 
rest, - an ignorant boy of seventeen. We were then taken in an 
open boat across the sound, to Huntington; from there to 
Flushing, and thence to New-York, and incarcerated in the 
Sugar House Prison, in Liberty-street, near the new Dutch 
Church, which was at that time converted into a riding school 
for the British light horse, and is now used for the City Post-
Office.

The old Prison, which is now torn down, was a stone building, 
six stories high; but the stories were very low, which made it 
dark and confined. It was built for a sugar refinery, and its 
appearance was dark and gloomy, while its small and deep 
windows gave it the appearance of a prison, which it really was, 
with a high board fence inclosing a small yard. We found at this 
time about forty or fifty prisoners, in an emaciated, starving, 
wretched condition. Their numbers were constantly being 
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diminished by sickness and death, and as constantly increased 
by the accession of new prisoners to the number of 400 or 500. 
Our allowance of provisions was pork and sea biscuit; it would 
not keep a well man in strength. The biscuit was such as had 
been wet with sea water and damaged, was full of worms and 
mouldy. It was our common practice to put water in our camp 
kettle, then break up the biscuit into it, skim off the worms, put 
in the pork, and boil it, if we had fuel; but this was allowed us 
only part of the time; and when we could get no fuel, we ate 
our meat raw and our biscuit dry. Starved as we were, there 
was nothing in the shape of food that was rejected or was 
unpalatable. Crowded together, in bad air and with such diet, it 
was not strange that disease and pestilence should prevail. I 
had not been long there before I was taken with small pox, and 
taken to the Small Pox Hospital. I had it light, and soon 
returned to the prison, but not till I had seen it in its most 
malignant forms. Some of my companions died in that hospital. 
When I returned to the prison, others of our company had 
been taken to the different hospitals, from which few returned. 
I remained in prison for a time, when, from bad air, 
confinement, and bad diet, I was taken sick, and conveyed to 
the Quaker Meeting Hospital, so called from its being a Quaker 
Meeting.  
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I soon became insensible, and the time passed unconsciously 
till I began slowly to recover health and strength, and was again 
permitted to exchange these scenes of disease and death, for 
the prison. On my return, I found the number of our 
companions still further reduced by sickness and death. During 
all this time, an influence was exerted to induce the prisoners 
to enlist in the Tory regiments. Although our sufferings were 
intolerable, and the men were urged by those that had been 
their own townsmen and neighbors, who had joined the 
British, yet the instances were rare that they could be 
influenced to enlist. So weeded were they to their principles, 
that they chose honorable death rather than sacrifice them. I 
remained in the prison till the 24th of October, when the 
names of a company of prisoners were taken down, and mine 
among the rest. It was told us that were going home. We drew 
our week's provision, which by solicitation we cheerfully 
divided among our starving associates, whom we were to leave 
in prison. But whether it was to torment and aggravate our 
feelings, I know not; but this I do know, that instead of going
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home, we were taken from the prison and put on board one of 
the prison ships (the Good Intent) lying in the North River, and 
reported there with one week's provision. The scene of 
starvation and suffering that followed cannot be described; 
everything was eaten that could appease hunger. From this and 
other causes, and crowded as we were, with over two hundred 
in the hold of one ship, enfeebled as we had become, and now 
reduced by famine, pestilence began to sweep us down, till in 
less than two months we were reduced by death to scarcely 
one hundred. In addition to all this, we were treated with the 
utmost severity and cruelty. In December, when the river began 
to freeze, our ship was taken round into the Wallabout, where 
lay the Jersey, another prison ship of horrific memory, whose 
rotted hulk recently remained to mark the spot where 
thousands yielded up their lives a sacrifice to British cruelty.  

The dead from these ships were thrown into the trenches of 
our fortifications; and their   bones after the war, were 
collected and decently buried. It was here that Ethan Allen 
exhausted his fund of curses and bitter invectives against the 
British, as he passed among the prisoners and viewed the 
loathsome dens of suffering after his return from his shameful 
imprisonment in England.  Here, again, I was taken sick, and my
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name taken down to the Hospital. The day before New Year's, 
the sick were placed in a boat for the city; she had lost a piece 
of plank from her bottom; but it was filled up with ice, and we 
were taken in tow. From the motion, the ice soon loosened, 
and the boat began to leak; and before we had gone far, the 
sailors inquired if we leaked. Our men, from pride, and not to 
show fear, replied, but a mere trifle; but they soon perceived 
our increase heft, pulled hard for a time, and then lay to, until 
we came up. Our boat was half filled with water. When they 
saw it, they cursed us, and pulled for the nearest dock, 
shouting for help. When the boat touched the dock, she struck 
level with the water, and we held on with our hands to the 
dock and a small boat by our side to keep from sinking. It was 
low water, and the sailors reached down from the dock, 
clenched hold of our hands, and drew us up. I remember that I 
was drawn up with much violence, that the skin was taken from 
my chest and stomach. One poor fellow that could not sit up, 
we had to haul on the gunnel of the boat, to keep his head out 
of the water; but he got wet, and died in a few minutes after 
he was got on shore. We were taken to the Hospital, in Dr. 
Roger's Brick Meeting House, (now Dr. Spring's, near the foot of 
the Park). From the yard, I carried one end of a bunk, from
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which some person had just died, into the Church, and got into 
it exhausted and overcome. The head nurse saw my condition. 
She made me some tea, and pulled the blankets from the sick 
Irish, regardless of their complaints or curses, and piled them 
on me, till I sweat profusely and fell asleep. When I awoke in 
the morning, they gave me some mulled wine and water. Wine 
and some other things were sent in by our Government for the 
sick; the British furnished nothing. I then lay perfectly easy and 
free from pain, and it appeared to me that I was never so 
happy in my life, and yet so weak that I could not get out of my 
bunk, had it been to save the Union. The Doctor (who was an 
American Surgeon and a prisoner, had been taken out of the 
prison, and served in the hospital,) told me that my blood was 
breaking down and turning to water, from the effect of the 
small-pox. He said I must have some bitters. I gave him what 
money I had, and he prepared some for me; and when that 
was gone, he had the kindness to prepare some for me once or 
twice at his own expense. I began slowly to gain, and finally to 
walk about. While standing one day, in March, by the side of 
the church, in the warm sun, my toes began to sting and pain 
me excessively. I showed them to the Surgeon when he came 
in; he laid them open; they had been frozen, and the flesh 
wasted till only the bone and the tough skin remained. I had 
now to remain here for a long time on account of my feet. And 
of all places, that was the last to be coveted; disease and death
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reigned there in all its terror. I have had men die by the side of 
me in the night, and have seen fifteen dead bodies sewed up in 
their blankets, and laid in the corner of the yard, at one time, 
the product of one twenty-four hours. Every morning at 8 
o'clock the dead-cart came, the bodies were put in, the men 
drew their rum, and the cart as driven off to the trenches of 
the fortifications that our people had made. Once I was 
permitted to go with the guard to the place of interment, and 
never shall I forget the scene that I there beheld; they tumbled 
them into the ditch, just as it happened, threw on a little dirt, 
and then away. I could see a hand, a foot, or a part of a head, 
washed bare by the rains, swollen, blubbering, and falling to 
decay.  

I was now returned to the prison, and from this time forward I 
enjoyed comfortable health to the close of my imprisonment, 
which took place in the May following. One day, as I was 
standing in the yard near the high board fence, a man passed in 
the street close to the fence, and without stopping or turning 
his head, said in a low voice: "Gen. Burgoyne is taken, with all 
his army; it is a truth, you may depend upon it." Shut out from 
all information, as we had been, the news was grateful indeed, 
and cheered us in our wretched prison. Knowing nothing of
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what was taking place beyond the confines of our miserable 
abode, we had been left to dark forebodings and fears as to the 
result of our cause, and the probabilities of our Government 
being able to exchange or release us.  We knew not whether 
our cause was progressing, or whether resistance was still 
continued. Our information was obtained only through the 
exaggerations of British soldiery. But this gave us the sweet 
consolation that our cause was yet triumphant, and the hope 
of final liberation. Had our informant been discovered, he 
might have had to run the gauntlet, or lose his life for his 
kindness. One day, about the first of May, two officers came 
into the prison. One of them was a serjeant with the name of 
Wally, who had from some cause, and what I never knew, taken 
a dislike to me; the other was an officer by the name of 
Blackgrove. They told us there was to be an exchange of the 
oldest prisoners. They began to call the roll. A great many 
names were called, but no answer given; they had been 
exchanged by that Being who has power to set the captive free. 
Here and there was one to step forward. At length my name 
was called. I attempted to step forward to answer, when 
Sergeant Wally turned and frowned upon me with a look of 
demoniac fury and motioned me back. I dared not answer. All 
was still. Then other names were called. I felt that live or die, 
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that was the time to speak. I told officer Blackgrove that there 
were but eleven men in prison older than myself. He looked at 
me, and asked why I did not answer. I told him that I attempted 
to answer, but Sergeant Wally stopped me. He turned and 
looked at him with contempt and then put down my name. But 
of the twelve taken with me, only two now remained; myself 
and the other were the only ones to be exchanged. On the 8th 
of May, we were released from our wretched abode. They, as if 
to trouble and torment us, took the southern prisoners off 
toward Boston to be discharged, while the Eastern prisoners 
were taken to Elizabethtown in the Jersey. From there we went 
to Newark. Here everything was clad in the beauty of Spring, 
and appeared so delightful that we could not forbear going out 
and rolling on the green grass, the luxury appeared so great 
after a confinement of 14 months in a loathsome prison, 
clothed in rags and filth, and with associates too numerous and 
offensive to admit of description.  From here we traveled on as 
fast as our enfeebled powers would permit. We crossed the 
Hudson at Dobb's Ferry.  Here we began to separate, each for 
his own home. The officers pressed horses and went on. My 
companion and myself were soon wending our way slowly and 
alone. As we passed on we saw in the distance two men riding 
towards us, each with a led horse. 
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It did not take me long to discover the man on a well know 
horse to be my father, and the other the father of my comrade. 
The meeting I will not attempt to describe here; but from the 
nature of the case you may imagine it was an affecting one. 
And peculiarly so, as my friends had been informed some time 
before that I had died in prison. They had had prayers offered 
up, according to the custom of the times, and the family had 
gone into mourning. They, therefore, felt as if they had 
received me from the dead. The officers had carried the news 
of our return, and our friends had ridden all night to meet us. 
We proceed on our way, and ere the shades of evening closed 
around us, we were once more in the bosom of friends, and 
enjoying the society of those we loved, and the sweets of 
home. And my heart ever rise in gratitude to that Being whose 
preserving care has been over me, and has never forsaken me.  

Levi Hanford continued in frequent and active service to the 
close of the war.

Respectfully yours, WM. H. HANFORD.
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