Dangerous Old Men and Brave Women (Start music!)
· Samuel Whittemore
· Hezekiah Wyman
· John Weighton
· Deacon Josiah Haynes
· Mother Batherick & the Ammo Wagon
· Prudence Cummings Wright
· Elizabeth Zane
Samuel Whittemore

In the town of Menotomy, lived a crippled old man named Samuel Whittemore. Samuel was 78 years old – a veteran of the French and Indian wars and a staunch Whig. When Samuel Whittemore got the alarm on April 19, 1775, he knew what must be done. 

With grim determination, he gathered his musket, two pistols, and his old cavalry saber and hobbled his way to a stone wall about 150 yards from where he knew the British would be coming. Samuel Whittemore waited with the patients that only old age and experience can bring.

When the Redcoats came within range, he fired five shots with such speed and accuracy as to cause the British to assume that several men were assaulting them. And so the British commander sent a large detachment to root old Samuel out. 

As the Regulars charged toward him, Samuel Whittemore killed one with his musket and two more with his flintlock pistols. He was just reaching for that trusty old saber when one of the Regulars blasted part of his face away. 

The Regulars then fell upon the old man with their bayonets, stabbing him repeatedly until he stopped moving. They left the old man for dead and resumed their march back to Boston.

Friends found poor Samuel barely alive, bleeding from at least 14 wounds. They picked him up and carried him with great care to Doctor Cotton Tufts in Medford. Dr. Tufts looked at old Sam Whittemore and shook his head with sorrow - “Your friend will not survive”. 

But, old Sam Whittemore was not a man so easily vanquished by the Recoats. He lived on another 18 years and sired a good portion of Middlesex County. His progeny lives on to this day with the spirit of that one old rebel who took on an entire British Brigade – all - by – himself, and gave better’n he got!

Now does anyone here suppose that old Samuel figured on surviving his encounter with the British? Of course not - it was a fluke that he lived. What in the world would cause a crippled old man to take on an entire brigade of soldiers and face certain death?

A decade ago, I could not have answered that question, but today I have a granddaughter – her name is Anabelle, Anabelle Lee. Anabelle is 9 years old. She has long pretty brown hair – about this big – cute as a button she is. Now I know what made that crippled old man fight. He couldn’t bare the thought of his children growing up as slaves. He knew well that preserving Liberty is every free man’s duty!
These are the kind of men from whence we descend – men of courage and conviction, which placed a value upon Liberty in excess of their own lives. They didn’t do it for themselves – they did it for us. They fought so that we wouldn’t have to. We owe them a debt that can only be repaid by maintaining the ideals they held dear.

Hezekiah Wyman

There was a middle-aged Militiaman that stood out on the battlefield on April 19th, 1775. His name was Hezekiah Wyman from the town of Woburn, now called Winchester, MA.

This day was Hezekiah’s birthday – he turned 55 on April 19th and his wife assured him that he was too old to fight. 

Undaunted, Hezekiah gathered up his musket, powder and ball and saddled his strong white mare to gallop toward his destiny.

When he encountered the British column on the road east of Lexington, he stood alone against hundreds of the King’s finest troops. Rather than retreat to a safer position, he fired upon an advancing Redcoat, dropping him with a single shot.

Hezekiah became well known to both sides this day – a “tall gaunt man with long gray hair mounted on a beautiful white horse”. He must have been a sight behold.

The British infantry grew to rue the sight of this solitary soldier. You see, Hezekiah Wyman was a crack shot – a marksman with few peers.

Repeatedly, he would ride out within range of the British vanguard, dismount, and lay the long barrel of his deadly musket across the saddle of his mare. 

With careful skill he would squeeze off a shot. Every time he did so – another Regular was sent to his maker to explain his sins.

Upon completion of his mortal task, he would remount and ride ahead to a new position only to repeat his deadly dead with the cold precision of a man well acquainted with combat.

He was later recalled as a “grim, gray-headed messenger of mortality mounted upon death’s pale horse”.

Hezekiah could certainly have just accepted his wife’s counsel and stayed at home this day, but he did not. A man of conviction and courage, he preferred not only to fight, but to repeatedly take on an entire British brigade all by himself, and in doing so, struck fear into the heart of his enemy. 

Heroes are not born, they are revealed by their actions in times of crisis. This is the one thing they hold in common with cowards. We would think of this man as a hero today, but likely such notions would have embarrassed him. He was merely doing what any decent man would have done when his home was attacked, without provocation, by men with no concern for justice.

John Weighton

With the Minutemen of Sudbury fought two men shoulder to shoulder at Brook’s Hill. One, a very apprehensive young man who had never before seen battle. The other, a tough old Scot by the name of John Weighton – a survivor of Braddock’s defeat. He said: “I’ve been in seven battles, and this eight”. 

The young, green Minuteman said later “after we had discharged our guns, I observed to the Scot, who appeared very composed, I wished I felt as calm as he appeared to be”.

The older veteran turned and answered simply “It’s a trade to be larnt”.

The young man later wrote: “Before I served through one campaign, I found the Scot’s remark to be a just one”.

There is no substitute for practice. These men had drilled for months on their muster field, and knew well how to handle their muskets. 

Add a lust for Liberty that burns to marksmanship and what do you get? A clear and present threat against invasion, tyranny and oppression! This was one of the traditions of the Founding generation – our tradition!

In many countries the “common people” live like slaves, oppressed by a government that does as it pleases with no regard for justice. Our ancestors fought and died to afford us a better way. 

We have been coasting on their brave and selfless actions for more than two centuries!

Deacon Josiah Haynes

In the town of Sudbury, live old Deacon Josiah Haynes, who set out on the road with the Militia at a pace that left the even the young Minutemen panting behind him. He was 80 years old! 

Deacon Haynes had surely seen many things in his 80 years. He likely knew all too well the evil that some men are capable of. When 80 year old Deacon Haynes received the alarm, he did not falter, he did not hesitate. 

Mother Batherick & the Ammo Wagon 

As you heard earlier, Lord Percy didn’t think very highly of the Colonists in military terms, and ordered his men to bring with them only the minimum amount of ammunition for their muskets and cannon.

General Gage however was a careful man and so he sent two re-supply wagons full of powder and ball with an escort of one officer, and thirteen Grenadiers – the King’s most fearsome soldiers.

This small convoy was met on the road by a handful of elderly men from the “alarm lists”. They were too old to serve in the Militia, but were all grizzled veterans of the French and Indian wars. 

These men were led by a man described in the records as a “Negro Militiaman” named David Lamson.

As you will see, whatever they lacked in youth, they made up in experience.

With the patients of age and the skill that is purchased only through practice, these gray-headed “old men” set up an ambush. When the convoy approached, they all rose together and demanded the Regular’s surrender.

The arrogant young men in the ammo wagons were not impressed with their gray-headed adversaries, and simply whipped their horses forward. 

And so the old men “let loose the dogs of war” and with great skill, shot the lead horses right in their traces. They killed two sergeants and wounded the officer in charge.

The surviving Redcoats, now freshly educated in what some old men are capable of, fled for their lives. They threw their muskets into a pond and ran like scared children until they came across an old woman picking weeds in a vacant lot for something green to eat.

The now panicked Redcoats surrendered to her and begged her protection. Mother Batherick as she was called led her prisoners to the home of Captain Ephraim Frost.

Before she departed, Mother Batherick quipped, “If you ever live to get back – you tell King George that an old woman took six of his Grenadiers prisoner”.

Mother Batherick may have been old, but like so many of her fellow Americans, she had grit!

Later in England, this incident was used by Lord North’s critics to pose a problem in simple math. “If one old woman can take six Grenadiers – how many soldiers will it take to concur America?”

Prudence Cummings Wright

In the town of Pepperell, lived a woman named Prudence Cummings Wright, or “Prue” as she were called. 

Prue was strong, smart, and resourceful – a trait common to American women even to this day.  

On the morning of April 19th, 1775, when the men of Pepperell left their homes to defend Liberty, the women formed up into a military company and elected Prue to lead them. She chose Mrs. Job Shattuck as her lieutenant and they all dressed in their husbands clothing. 

They gathered up what weapons that were left to them – muskets and pitchforks mostly. These brave women patrolled the streets of their little town until long after dark. They were guarding the bridge into town when suddenly a rider approached.

The women leveled their weapons and demanded the rider dismount immediately. He proved to be a Tory named Captain Leonard Whiting and was found to be carrying incriminating papers.

Whiting was promptly marched under guard to Solomon Roger’s tavern in the center of town and held there until morning when his papers were dispatched to the town of Groton for study by the Committee of Safety.

Later on, the town council decided that some compensation was in order and in a most condescending manner, said that “Mrs. David Wright’s Guard – so called, be paid seven pounds, sixteen shillings, and six pence by order of the Treasurer”.

Funny, there was no such lack of respect in Capt. Whiting’s eyes when Prue Wright pointed her musket at his head and ordered him to dismount!

They were “just women” – mothers, sisters, and wives. What made them different was what they were willing to do to defend Liberty. When push came to shove, these “ordinary” women displayed the courage of their convictions with steely resolve!

Elizabeth Zane – my personal favorite
In 1782, at Ft. Henry Virginia, 60 settlers were surrounded by 350 of the King’s men – a combination of British Regulars, Hessian Mercenaries and Indians who has sided with the British on the promise of keeping their ancestral lands.

Of the 60 settlers, only 18 were growed men, the rest being women and children. Through spirited and accurate musket fire, these 18 men held off several assaults on the forts walls. 

Alas, after these several assaults, the supply of powder was running perilously low. All inside the fort knew their fate. You see, the British were not known for offering quarter to women and children – I will spare you the grisly details.

There was one last hope – a small cottage about 60 yards from the walls of the fort that held a supply of powder the British forces did not yet know of. The men were discussing who would go on this “suicide mission” to make an attempt to retrieve the powder when 18 year old Elizabeth Zane speaks up and says: “I will go”.

Now, initially the men shout her down. They will not allow such a terrible fate to befall sweet little Elizabeth. But, Elizabeth was smart. She argues that with only 18 men to defend the fort, they can’t afford to loose a single man. Further, they all knew darn well there isn’t a man among them that can outrun her.

The men are forced to accept Elizabeth’s logic and so they open the gates of the Fort and let her walk out. She strolls along as if on a Sunday picnic – not a care in the world. The enemy is so stunned they do not even fire on the girl.

She makes it to the cottage unharmed and removes one of her petticoats. She turns up the corners to make a satchel for carrying the powder. 

Now like I said, little Elizabeth was a smart girl. She knew she wouldn’t git away with here ruse twice. She lit out of that cottage at a full run – fast as she could go. The woods erupt in musketfire – the balls whistle all around Elizabeth as she runs for her life and the lives of her fellow settlers.

She makes it almost all the way back when she trips and falls flat. The settlers in the fort look on in horror at poor Elizabeth, but she picks herself up and makes it through the gates of the fort unscathed. 

The powder she brought back enabled the men to hold off the enemy for another day and a half, at which point, they simply gave up and left like the cowards that they were.

Little Elizabeth Zane. 18 years old, brown hair, about this big, with the heart of a lion and a love of Liberty that knew no bounds!

The stories you have just heard are all true. They are the tales of the people that secured and maintained the Freedom that allows us to be here today as free men and women. 

They weren’t “super-heroes”. They weren’t magicians. That is a myth that most of us were taught in school.

They were simple farmers and fathers, shopkeepers and mothers. Not at all different from the people you see here today.

They came here from Europe seeking a better life – unfettered by oppression and the hereditary rule of kings. Many of them signed on as indentured servants and apprentices to buy their passage. They worked for years to purchase their Freedom – anything to get here and have a chance at a better way of life. 

America has always stood as a beacon of hope to the world. Will we let this be the last generation that maintains the ideals of these great men and women? Not on my watch! How ‘bout you?

Now, let’s git back to maintaining one of the traditions that the Founders held dear – Marksmanship!

