Samuel Whittemore

Samuel Whittemore, of Menotomy, was 78 years old in 1775, and no sort of man to be scared by “only” 1,500 men of King George’s army. 

He had commanded a troop of Dragoons for the Crown back during the early Indian war days, & had been a fierce fighter during the French-Indian wars.

Hearing that the British had marched through his town on their way to Lexington and Concord, he spent the time before their return preparing his personal arsenal, which consisted of a musket, a pair of French dueling pistols, and an officer’s saber. Then he loaded up all his gear and told his wife he “was going up town to meet the Regulars”.

(A note about his “arsenal”…..his musket was the type found in almost any farm home, although he was considered a far better than “average” shot with it. His dueling pistols had come home with him from one of his military adventures, where such a fine set of pistols were very expensive. When asked how he had come to own them, he simply replied that: “Their previous owner no longer had any need of them.” As with his officer’s saber, when asked where he had obtained it, he replied again: “The previous owner no longer had any need for it.”)
Sam joined in near some men who were in position near Coopers Tavern, and positioned himself about 150 yards away from the road, behind a stone wall. While this gave him a good view of the road, it also put him in direct line with the flanking soldiers.

He waited until the main column was in direct line with him, and began shooting so quickly and accurately the soldiers thought there was a squad in his position. The flankers sent a unit to take out this “squad”, and waiting for them to come up, Samuel shot again with his musket, dropping a soldier. Then, drawing his pistols, shot another two soldiers. He was drawing his saber when a musket ball hit him in the cheek, and ripping off half of his face, knocked him down.

The British soldiers rushed the wall, and leaping it, proceeded to bayonet him 13 times. Then they moved on, satisfied they had killed at least one of their hidden tormentors.

Later that evening, when the fighting had passed, and the townspeople were picking up the wounded, someone remembered that Sam had been behind that stretch of wall.

Upon finding him, he was still amazingly alive, but in very bad shape. The men found a door, & laying him on it, took him into the tavern where the doctor was working on the wounded. 

The doctor looked at Sam and told the men there was nothing he could do for him. 

Sam’s friends and family insisted, so the doctor bound up his wounds as best he could, and had the men take him home where his wife could tend to him.

And yes, Sam did in fact die………but it was 18 years later, when he was 96. And he populated a large portion of Middlesex  County with a progeny that are as tough and independent today as the sturdy old rebel who stood against a British Brigade.
Fred likes to say that he believes that in the remaining 18 years of Sam’s life, that he never had to buy a pint in his tavern again. We have to agree. What do you think?
