
Medford 

Chapter Five  

     EIGHTEEN MEN FROM Salisbury make ready for 
the march to war.  Six of us leave Salisbury at first 
light; Abraham Fifield, John Bean, Joseph Lovering, 
Moses Welch, myself and E. Rano.1  What the E stands 
for in Rano’s name is unknown to us.  We just call him 
E, sometime Rano; whatever his first name is, we’d 
have to ask his mother to find it out.  It’s clear he 
doesn’t care for the name they give him at birth; the E 
most likely stands for Ebenezer or Elisha.   

     Abraham has the most military experience in our 
party; having spent time in Salisbury’s militia.  He 
naturally takes charge of us, this morning as we travel 
south the sixteen miles to Concord, New Hampshire.  
Abraham can act in charge of us, but Joseph and I, we 
are our own men.   

     As we march to Concord I try to clear my head; the 
trees are beginning to leaf, the smell of spring hangs 
in the air, my heart is ready to explode with love and 
I’m going to war.  I keep reliving Mehita’s eyes as we 
said our goodbyes; holding back tears she kisses me 

                                                 
1 Dearborn, The History of Salisbury, New Hampshire, published 1890, page 202  
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on my lips in front of her Father.  War changes the 
rules and our lives.  Why a war now?  

     Five days ago, April 19th, British marine Major 
John Pitcairn led the advance party of light infantry, 
four hundred strong, to capture the colonial arms 
and ammunition in Concord, Massachusetts.  Paul 
Revere rode to warn the colonial militia of the 
approaching British troops.  Captain John Parker, of 
the Lexington militia, with a little over seventy men, 
waited along the edge of the Green when the British 
entered Lexington at sun rise.  Major Pitcairn 
ordered his men into battle formation, a line with 
three ranks, then he shouted, “Lay down your arms, 
you damned rebels, and disperse.”  Captain Parker, 
out numbered, gave the order for his men to fall out, 
disperse, and they began leaving the Green with their 
muskets.  Pitcairn yelled out, “Damn you!  Why don’t 
you lay down your arms?”  Other British officer’s and 
men began to holler, “Damn them!  We will have 
them!”  “Fire, by God! Fire,” and a British platoon 
delivered a volley.  A war had started.2     

     We easily reach Concord, New Hampshire before 
mid-morning; we all have good legs on us.  The town 
of Concord is wild with the fever of war.  Like many in 
New Hampshire, we six from Salisbury want to serve 

                                                 
2 Middlekauff, The Glorious Cause, published 2005, page 273-276 
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under John Stark, so when we meet Captain Joshua 
Abbot of Concord, who is forming a company for 
Stark, we join his outfit and make the march to 
Medford.   

     JOHN STARK PASSED the word to the men of 
New Hampshire and the call became, “Turn out, and 
meet him at Medford.”  Hundreds answering the call 
met Stark at Medford, Massachusetts, a short distance 
from Boston.  Several thousand men arrive in 
Cambridge, a few miles away, as it becomes our 
rebellion’s headquarters.  The British occupy the city 
of Boston; we hold the country side around it.  With 
their navy the British control the ships and sea needed 
to resupply Boston.  The talk is British Redcoats 
remain in the city because they don’t understand 
frontier fighting. Captain Abbott says the British fight 
best on flat open fields where they can form their 
lines, marching directly toward their enemy.  On April 
19th, when the British fire upon our colonial militia at 
Lexington, the militia scatter, but later that day 
regroup on the bridge at Concord to return fire.  What 
struck fear into the British army, happens during the 
Redcoats return march from Concord, Massachusetts; 
an enemy they could not see, fires upon them from 
behind every tree, stone wall and thicket.  Minute men 
stay out of sight, fire, move, and fire again, eventually 
causing the British troop to break ranks and run for 
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Boston.  It’s the fear of what they don’t know, that 
now keeps them in Boston.   

     JOSEPH AND I settle into camp life near Winter 
Hill, just outside Medford; it’s a little like hunting 
camp only we’re right by large towns, so many people 
around; we find  

 

it all quite uncomfortable.  John Stark makes his 
headquarters in the confiscated Isaac Royall House in 
Medford.  Abraham Fifield, our sergeant, is teaching 
us the basics of being a soldier; stand in line, march in 
step and battle field firing formations, with each 
section learning to fire in volleys.  These drills take 
place every day, but with the serious shortage of 
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gunpowder, we don’t fire our weapons.  We, Stark’s 
men from New Hampshire, already know how to load 
and fire our weapons.  Volunteers arrive daily, many 
without a musket; they are sent away.  By late May 
word reaches us that Fort Ticonderoga has been 
captured from the British.  Ethan Allen, Seth Warner 
and the Green Mountain Boys, with the help of 
Benedict Arnold, launch a surprise, lightening attack, 
overtaking the fort without a single casualty.  

     EACH EVENING IS much the same as another at 
Winter Hill, after a simple meal, men gather, talk and 
share news.  Our six from Salisbury share the same 
cooking fire.  E. Rano talks all the time, but he’s clever 
and tells great stories.  After only a few days in camp, 
Rano seems to know everyone and their business. 

     “Boys I’ve got some big news,” E calls us in close to 
the fire.  “I hear tell, Stark wants a few volunteers for a 
hazardous mission.  Tomorrow he’ll need a few skilled 
men, trained in moving dangerous cows.  Sam, you’d 
be right for this expedition, after spending so much 
time helping John Rowe move his milk cow; or was it 
Mehita that needed your help?” 

     I let the comment pass as everyone from Salisbury 
laughs.  “If any one of you had half a chance to wed 
Mehita, you’d be chasing John Rowe’s cow too.” 
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     “You might be right there, Sam,” E says, looking 
over at me as he pokes the fire with a stick, “but I have 
to tell you, the man with the interesting wife is Stark.  
I’m told when John Stark wanted to marry Betsy Page, 
daughter of the very rich Caleb Page, he tells her, “If 
you are ever to become my wife, Molly, you will have 
to come with me now.”  Stark, up and calls her “Molly” 
and Betsy thinks it’s funny and marries him.  Can you 
believe that?  Wait I’ve got more.  Stark is fond of 
choosing nicknames for Betsy; when she becomes too 
stern, he’ll tease her by calling her “Deborah” or 
“Huldah” after her grandmother or any other crabby 
lady they’ve met.  John’s a man who does not like 
small talk, trying to avoid attending a social affair he 
stuffs his wife’s best brocade dress in the butter churn.  
Betsy simply churns the butter making sure her 
husband’s breakfast butter includes pieces of the 
dress.  John, the less social of the couple, leaves his 
wife at a party one evening, returning home early.  
Betsy finds herself locked out of the house; being the 
woman she is, climbs in through the window, there to 
greet him for breakfast, no worse for wear.  Another 
story told, is when John becomes annoyed by the 
amount of time Betsy spends on her housework, he 
protests, “Spin away, Molly, spin away.  You’ll have a 
spinning wheel in your coffin.”  To which Betsy 
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replies, “And you’ll have a jug of rum in yours.”3  John 
and Betsy Stark are about the most interesting couple 
I’ve ever heard of.” 

     “E, where do you hear these stories?” 

     “The men over in Captain Dearborn’s company 
were all telling Stark tales the other night.  There’s a 
good one about when he was captured by the 
Abenaki.” 

     “I’ve heard that story, my Pa used to tell it.  I’m 
going to turn in now.” 

     THE MORNING SUN woke me early on this 
twenty-sixth day of May.  Major McClary, working his 
way through camp, hand picks men; sending them 
down to the officers quarters.  Many of the men he 
picks were rangers, our best.  I wake Joe and he stares 
at me like I’m a stranger.  Joe’s never any good when 
he first wakes. 

     “What is it you want Sam?” 

     “Joe, something is going on; McClary’s sending the 
best men in camp down to a meeting.” 

     “Well he didn’t pick us.” 

                                                 
3 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 41-45 
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     “Joe I want to go along; let’s follow them down.”  
Joe’s slow to respond, rubs his eyes thinking until 
without a word he grabs his musket and day pack.  I 
sling on mine and shoulder my rifle as we stride 
toward the center of camp.  Colonel Stark is there 
greeting many of the men by first names as they 
arrive. John Stark, standing before us, appears 
perhaps five feet ten inches, with a thin, hawkish 
face, high cheekbones and deep-set, light-blue eyes 
and spoke with a slight Scotch-Irish brogue.4  Joe and 
I watch as Stark works the men, he truly is a great 
leader.  Stark’s gaze meets mine, after he eyes my rifle.  
He makes his way through the crowd until he shakes 
my hand. 

     “Son, are you coming on this turkey hunt?” 

     “Yes sir.” 

     “Your rifle’s a Moravian, if I’m not mistaken.  May I 
examine your weapon?” 

     “Yes sir.”  Stark checks the rifle for balance, throws 
it up to his shoulder, sights down the barrow then 
hands it back to me as he studies my face. 

      “Would your father be Samuel Lovering of 
Kingston?” 

                                                 
4 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 5 
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     “Yes.” 

     “And this must be your brother.” 

     “Yes sir, Joseph Lovering, and the kid with the 
fancy rifle, is my little brother Samuel.”  

     Other men in the crowd move in to greet Stark, 
taking his attention from us, but he looks back our 
way, “Your Father is a good man.” 

     Major McClary quiets the men so Stark can speak 
and motions us sit on the ground in front of his 
quarters.  From the door step Stark addresses the near 
two-hundred men on the ground in front of him.  
“Men, if you have not heard there’s a war going on 
and it’s high time we get our feet wet. Tomorrow, just 
before low tide we will wade over to Hog Island, move 
the sheep and other livestock located there, back to 
the mainland while the tide remains low.   
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We’re taking food from the mouths of the Brits.  We’ll 
need to move fast for two reasons.  First, it will take 
time to round up the sheep; they must be moved 
across the water before the tide is too high.  Second, 
we will be very close to Boston, so when the Redcoats 
catch wind of our activity, they will come down upon 
us.  Is this clear?  Let me clarify, we’re going to Hog 
Island, but we’re looking for sheep, fuzzy, white, four 
legs.”  The men all laugh.  “Alright, be ready to leave 
by dark, get some sleep, we’ll march all night.” 

     WE SET OUT from Winter Hill just before mid-
night, and cross the bridge over the Mystic River a 
short time later.  Traversing the Massachusetts 
country-side on its back roads past farms, fields, and 
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woods might have been quite pleasing for the eye if it 
wasn’t to dark to see.  We march at night to keep our 
intentions unknown to the British guard boats 
patrolling the waters off Hog and Noodle’s Island.  
Stark leads us on a wide circle, around the waters of 
the harbor, northeast, southeast, than south to the far 
shore.  

 

     The two islands we seek lay a short way out in 
Boston Harbor with Hog Island the closest to the 
mainland separated by Belle Isle Creek.  Its mid-
morning when we approach Belle Isle Creek from the 
east, arriving in time to take advantage of a low tide 
for our crossing to Hog Island.  Several hundred sheep 
are in plain sight grazing on the Island’s green grass.  
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As we wade knee-deep, the order is passed, “Step 
carefully and keep your powder dry.”  Once to Hog 
Island, Stark and thirty of his best men head to the 
island’s outer shore, crossing Crooked Creek to 
Noodle’s Island.  We are left to encircle the sheep, 
herd them to the water’s edge and drive them across 
Belle Isle Creek to the mainland.  The sheep are 
reluctant to enter the water, as the flock turns back 
with each attempt to cross.  We must get one to start 
across for the rest to follow.  As we tighten our circle 
to drive them into the water, shots ring out from 
Noodle’s Island, men turn and we lose control of the 
sheep; they scatter.  Stark’s party has encountered a 
small group of British marines on the other island.  
Black smoke rises as Stark’s men set fire to the 
buildings and hay located on Noodle’s Island. The 
sheep smell the smoke and our fear, as muskets fire.  
Our next drive starts the first group of sheep across 
the ford to the mainland.  The alarm has been sent; we 
will soon have Brits raining lead upon us.  Joseph, 
with a few other men, locates some horses and cows, 
and drives them to the crossing.  Well into the 
afternoon we move livestock off Hog Island as Stark’s 
party continues to send us more stock from Noodle 
and skirmish with marines.  Before the last of the 
sheep cross Belle Isle Creek, an armed British sloop 
sails round the lower end of the island trying to block 
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our escape. The tail end of the flock is still bogged 
down in the swampy marshes along the mainland, 
making our movement slow, as the ship fires upon us.  
My heart pounds hard as we yell and scream to keep 
the sheep moving.  Hundreds of British marines begin 
landing on Noodle’s Island, forming ranks to drive 
Stark off the island.  With the livestock on the 
mainland, half of our party returns to Hog, running to 
give Stark support. Joseph and I make that run, with 
hearts pounding we cross Crooked Creek to Noodle.  
Stark and his men flee the British without a fight.  
When our retreating force reaches us at the edge of 
the creek, Stark yells, “Everyone down in the ditches 
and make ready.”  When the British are at hand, Stark 
orders us to fire from our strong defensive position, 
squatting low in our ditches.  British Marines start 
dropping in front of us as we fire and reload until they 
retreat to the interior of the island.  Stark orders us to 
fall back and once again on Hog Island we note that 
the sloop has run aground in the shallow water of low 
tide along the Chelsea coast of the mainland.  Stark 
sends sharpshooter to fire upon the ship to cover our 
retreat. 

     Stark looks my way and yells, “Go try out that rifle 
and show me how she shoots.” 
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     Joseph and I follow the sharpshooter down the 
shoreline until we find high ground across from the 
armed sloop Diana.  From our position in the trees of 
the mainland we lay down a deadly fire, killing 
everyone topside.  Blood runs from its scuppers.  As 
more men appear on deck we again open up with 
deadly fire.  We keep the crew pinned down below 
deck until the reinforcements, Stark requested, begin 
to arrive.  General Israel Putnam and his men take 
over the action.  We retreat to rejoin our sheep. 

     BY THE NEXT night stories are told of the action, 
telling how Putnam “hailed the schooner, offering the 
men good quarters if they would submit.”  The 
schooner answered with several rounds from their 
cannons.  The British warship Lively arrived to 
provide support while the crew set fire to the Diana, 
denying us an enemy ship.  As the ship burned, 
Putnam’s men stripped her of four cannons, twelve 
swivels and all her munitions.  

     Local newspaper accounts began to make there way 
to camp in the days following our skirmish, calling it 
the Battle of Chelsea Creek, with General Putnam the 
hero of each story; with no mention of Stark and his 
sharpshooter. 

     IN APRIL, SHORTY before we first arrived in 
Medford, General Ward of Massachusetts 
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commissioned John Stark a lieutenant colonel and 
within a week Stark raised a regiment of over eight 
hundred men from New Hampshire.  Becoming the 
largest and first regiment to form from New 
Hampshire, Stark referred to us as The First Regiment 
of New Hampshire.   

     General Israel Putnam, who took over our action at 
Hog Island, had once served under Stark in Roger’s 
Rangers and both fought with the British during the 
French & Indian War.  During that war, in the 
summer of 1758, Putnam and Stark were both 
captains in the Rangers when the French defeated the 
British at Fort Carillon.  British General Abercrombie 
and Lord Howe were called upon to capture the fort 
located at the edge of Lake Champlain.  Lord Howe 
often dined with Stark to discuss the terrain and 
tactics needed to defeat the French; the revered 
British general valued his input.  Howe understood 
the rangers fighting style and worked to obtain their 
skills.  Captain John Stark was called upon to lead a 
scouting party around the fort to determine the 
French weaknesses and make suggestions regarding 
tactics for the ensuing battle.5  Stark and British 
Colonel Clerk scouted the enemy’s works and reported 
back to General Abercrombie.  When they returned 

                                                 
5 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 36-37  
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that evening, Colonel Clerk reported to Abercrombie 
that the enemy’s works were of little importance.  
Stark had a different opinion and told the general that 
the French had formidable preparations for defense 
and artillery was needed to defeat them.  “Stark was 
but a provincial woodsman, and Clerk a British 
engineer.  The opinion of the former was unheeded, 
while, most unfortunately, the advice of the latter was 
followed.”6  General Abercrombie, relying upon the 
report of his engineer, did not bring up artillery for 
the attack, and the British were defeated.  The gallant 
Lord Howe led a charge of more than two hundred 
ranger, with Captain Israel Putnam being one of them.  
Stark’s friend, Lord Howe was killed in this attack.  
Stark considered Howe the ablest commander under 
whom he ever served.  If Howe had lived, his talents 
might have been employed against us in this rebellion.  

     Stark soon became frustrated by the British system 
and refused to take part in a “secret” reprisal raid 
against the Abenaki Indians, to massacre their women 
and children.  Before the end of that war Stark 
returned to civilian life, Putnam continued as a 
soldier, and was promoted to major in 1758.  
Putnam’s reckless courage and fighting spirit became 
known through out New England as many folk tales of 
his exploits were told.  At the start of this war, 
                                                 
6 Stark, General John Stark, published 1877, page 26 
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Connecticut made Putnam a general.  But it takes 
more than reckless courage to lead men.   

     THREE DAYS AFTER the Battle of Chelsea Creek, 
Stark was called away to Exeter to meet with the New 
Hampshire legislators.  Because he refused to serve 
under the politically well-connected Nathaniel 
Folsom, chosen by the legislator, Stark was kept 
waiting outside their chambers for almost an entire 
day.  Stark had angered the legislators by what they 
perceived as a disregard for their authority.  When 
finally called before the legislative body, Stark was 
informed Folsom would command the first regiment 
as a general and he the second as a colonel. 

     Stark responded by asking them whether they had 
“any way of making a child that was born today older 
than one that was born six weeks ago?”7  The 
legislators could give him no answer, so Stark left 
angry.  

      On June 3, 1775, by the great wisdom of the 
legislators, they officially appointed John Stark, 
colonel of the First New Hampshire Regiment.  John 
Stark should have been made a general that day; he is 
the best soldier America has to offer.   

  

                                                 
7 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 56 
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Breed’s Hill 

Chapter Six  

     JUNE 13th 1775, today I wrote Mehita a letter to let 
her know my health is good.  Today we are still 
camped at Winter Hill out side of Medford, 
Massachusetts.  Each day after marching and firing 
drills, Captain Abbot sends out teams of marksmen to 
scout and take a few long shots across the water at 
Redcoats when they show us a clear target in Boston.  
Its fun to try and shoot that far, we don’t hit much, 
but the British know we’re trying. 

     The stand off with the British continues; they hold 
Boston, we control the country side outlying the 
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harbor.  The town of Boston is situated on spit of land 
jetting north, locked by water on more than three 
sides, leaving British troop movements to the 
surrounding country side in any direction but south, 
accomplished by using boats.   With the Charles River 
to the west, Boston Harbor to the East, Charles and 
Mystic River to the North, marching south across the 
narrow Boston Neck is the only route to move troops 
out of Boston by land.                                                           

     Dorchester Heights and Bunker Hill are two areas 
of high ground outside of Boston, located across the 
water in different directions from the city.  Artillery 
on either of these two hills would control the city of 
Boston.  For the most part, we have no artillery, so we 
have no need of these hills.  Intelligence has been 
acquired that British General Gage plans to ship 
troops north out of Boston across the Charles River to 
Charlestown Peninsula and seize Bunker Hill.  
Charlestown Peninsula is formed by the meeting of 
two rivers; Charles River on the West and the Mystic 
on the East, as it face’s southerly just a half mile 
across the water from the City of Boston.  There is talk 
in camp that we may occupy Bunker Hill first and play 
spoiler to the British plan. 

     ON THE EVENING of the 16th of June we learn that 
our General Ward placed Colonel William Prescott 
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and his men from Massachusetts in charge of 
fortifying Bunker Hill during this night.  Stark says 
when the British wake tomorrow to find us holding 
Bunker Hill; they will attack to take it back. 

     After evening sup, Captain Abbot calls me away 
from the fire and tells me in a hushed voice only I can 
hear, “I’m riding with Colonel Stark to Bunker Hill 
before first light, he wants you with us.” 

     “Yes sir, I’ll be ready to ride.” 

     “All right, I’ll wake you.  Bring your rifle.” 

     I TRY TO sleep but slumber escapes me as thoughts 
of war hang in my head.  This night is warm; 
tomorrow will be clear and hot, there could be worse 
days to die.  Stark is right, the British will attack us 
when they learn we hold the hill.  Stark wants to see 
for himself where we might fight and die tomorrow.  
When Abbot shakes me awake, I’m not aware I’ve 
slept.  This day will be long. 

     NOT ONE OF us talks on the short ride south to 
Charlestown Peninsula and Bunker Hill.  We arrive at 
the neck about 4 a.m. the time between night and day, 
shapes and shadows.  In the early light we make out 
movement on the hill above us as the first cannon 
blasts thunders out from a British ship in the harbor.  
It has begun. 

"I Walk My Hill" by Clark P. Lovrien



     With horses secured to a tree, we climb the back 
side of Bunker Hill to its high ground.  From this 
height, looking south east, the peninsula before us 
resembles an odd shaped triangle, with its base facing 
southerly out into the water towards Boston. The peak 
of this rough triangle points northwest, behind us, 
where it connects to the mainland by a narrow strip of 
land called Charlestown Neck.  From the height of 
Bunker Hill, a hundred-ten feet above the harbor, 
Stark studies the sight before us.  The distance 
between the neck behind us, to the end of this 
peninsula is about a mile. With the Mystic River on 
the northeast and the Charles River on the southwest, 
this jut of land is only a half mile wide; hardly worth 
fighting over. 

     With the glow of first light we are surprised to find 
most of the men and their activity on the next hill, six 
hundred yards to the southeast, by Breed’s pasture.  
This next hill, to the southeast, stands only sixty feet 
high, and is where several hundred men are digging 
an earthen fortification.  At the front of Bunker Hill, 
we are standing upon; General Putnam is preparing 
men to dig more trenches.  The British ship in the 
river below rains cannon fire towards the men 
working on the lower, Breed’s Hill. 
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     Stark, rubs his face, slowly shakes his head as the 
words form in his throat, “Damnation, what is going 
on here?  Colonel Prescott was ordered to fortify 
Bunker Hill!  What’s Prescott doing fortifying Breed’s 
Hill?  Alright…..if the hill has changed what is Putnam 
doing starting to dig trenches on Bunker Hill when 
the fortification on Breed’s is not yet completed?  Is 
Putnam planning on defending two hills?  What is he 
thinking?” 

     Stark begins a quick pace towards General 
Putnam’s position on the hill.  As we approach 
Putnam directing his men, he looks up and greets us, 
“Fine morning, Colonel Stark,” shaking his hand, “I 
have these men working on a secondary fortification 
here on Bunker.  As you can see our primary defense 
is over on Breed’s Hill that Colonel Prescott has nearly 
completed.  I believe we may need this secondary 
fortification, if necessary to cover our retreat.” 

     “Thank you General Putnam, I hope to have my 
men here soon to help.  I’m still waiting orders.” 

     “Colonel Stark, I’m riding to Cambridge this 
morning to ask General Ward for more men and 
supplies.” 

     “Good luck with that sir, Ward is afraid the British 
will bypass Bunker Hill and march on Cambridge; 
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until the British intentions are clear, my New 
Hampshire men are ordered to wait in Medford.  I 
would like to inspect the redoubt on Breed’s Hill 
before I return to Medford.” 

     “Very good, and when you receive those marching 
orders bring your men quickly; we will have a fight 
here today!” 

     THE REDOUBT ON Breed’s Hill is only half 
completed. This hill is not as tall or steep as Bunker; 
more difficult to defend.  The front of the hill, covered 
in tall grass, has a long gentle southerly slope in the 
direction of Boston; not difficult to climb. The sides of 
the hill, left and right, are steeper, more treacherous 
to climb.  Down the right side of the hill is the small 
village of Charlestown, which lies along the banks of 
the Charles River.  On the left of the hill is a pasture 
and hay field reaching to the beach at the banks of the 
Mystic River.  

     Colonel Prescott boldly walks on top the outer edge 
of the earthen fortification as his men are digging, 
showing no fear of the loud cannon fire that unnerves 
his men.  He stands fully exposed to enemy fire, and 
calmly shouts words of encouragement to his soldiers, 
“Boys keep digging, throw your backs into it; the 
British are just waking, but we have their attention 
now!” 
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     Stark circles to the left around the uncompleted 
earthen fort and calmly walks along the top front edge 
of the trench towards Prescott.  We follow.  “Good 
morning Colonel Prescott, your men have done a fine 
night’s work.” 

     “Thank you Colonel Stark, but I was hoping you’d 
have brought a few more men with you.” 

     “I’m still waiting on Ward.  I have eight-hundred 
good men, waiting for a fight; we will march here 
when I get the word.  Prescott, what is your plan?  The 
British will attack!” 

     “I have a few small cannons for the redoubt on the 
right, and when the trench to the left is complete I 
have soldiers to men it.” 

     Stark studies the sloping sides of the hill before he 
asks “and your right and left flank?” 

     Prescott points to the town below his hill, “Captain 
Nutting’s Company is already in Charlestown.8 When 
more troops arrive, I’ll send what men I can spare into 
the town to protect my right flank, but to my left in 
Breed’s pasture I’m wide open; the main British forces 
may land on the beach by Moulton’s Hill and attack 
my left flank.” 

                                                 
8 Moran, The Battle of Bunker Hill, published March 1985, article: Valley Compatriot Newsletter 
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     “Prescott you’re quite right; the British main attack 
will be on your left, to sweep behind, encircle your 
position and cut off any retreat.  Your weakness is the 
left flank.”  

     “John, have you any thoughts on how to best 
defend my left flank?  I don’t have enough men to 
cover that open field.” 

     “William, when you complete your trenching, sent 
men down to those split rail fences,” Stark points to 
the north east, “those on both sides of that farm lane 
running down to the Mystic River, have them pull the 
rails from the back fence to wedge between the rails of 
the front; stuff, hay, rocks, grass, anything to make it 
look fortified.  I will inform Colonel Reed of your 
needs, his men of the Third are camped just beyond 
the neck.  I’ll have Reed send a company of men into 
Charlestown with the remainder of his regiment 
taking a position along the rail fence; as soon as we 
receives orders from Ward to move.  Upon my return, 
I’ll position the First on Reed’s left, and we will defend 
all the way from your hill to the water. 

     While the men talk, the British ship at anchor off 
shore, set a second anchor so they now can swing the 
ship and train its line of the cannons more accurately 
on this hill.  But the height of the hill is above the 
elevation of their guns as they pound the sides of 
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Breed’s Hill below us.  Prescott’s men look uneasy as 
the ground shakes and the guns roar, but the two 
Colonels calmly talk as if the ship and its guns were 
not there.  These are two wise soldiers and set the 
men at ease. 

     THE MASSACHUSETTS COMMITTEE of Safety, 
on the 26th of April commissioned Colonel John Stark 
command of the New Hampshire First Regiment, 
Enoch Poor of the Second, and James Reed of the 
Third, “till New Hampshire should act.”9 

On June 3, 1775, the New Hampshire legislators, 
appointed John Stark, colonel of the First Regiment.  
Colonel Reed of the Third is camped just beyond the 
Charlestown neck.  Colonel Poor of the Second has yet 
to join us and remains in New Hampshire.  There is 
no fight in New Hampshire, the war is here. 

 

                                                 
9 Lyford, History of Concord, New Hampshire, (Vol. I), published 1896. page 257 
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Beside The Mystic 

Chapter Seven 

     WITH THE MORNING sun casting long shadows, 
we arrive back at Medford a little more than an hour 
after sunrise.  Molly Stark is having breakfast with the 
men, and greets us upon our return to camp.  Molly 
enjoys spending time with the men, laughing and 
talking to “her boys” in camp; she knows today, some 
of us will die.  Molly makes us think, “this morning is 
a good time to write a letter home,” and she is willing 
to help any of us write one.  So as we melt lead to form 
musket balls and pack cartridges; Molly helps “her 
boys” write letters home. She cares for us and our 
sick.  The men of New Hampshire’s First Regiment 
love Molly Stark; I enjoy her laughter and soft touch, 
because they remind me of Mehita.  I’ve tried not to 
think of Mehita during these past few weeks, but I 
miss her this morning.  I want to write her but have 
no words of comfort.  After waiting so long for our 
love to begin, I may die today.  The thought of dying 
fills me with pain and sorrow; but not for myself.  I 
have little fear of my own loss, just the pain it will 
bring Mehita.  Being in love during war provides a 
man another reason to fear.  Fear for the ones we love.  
Molly helps others write letters home to sweetheart, 
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wives and mothers.  I put Mehita out of my mind and 
ready my rifle.   

     Each man receives a gill cup full of powder, fifteen 
balls and one flint; as there are scarcely two muskets 
in a company of equal caliber, leaving many men to 
melt or resize the balls to match their muskets.  Only a 
small portion of the men have cartridge boxes, so the 
remainder makes use of powder horns and ball 
pouches.1  The fifteen balls given me are for a musket, 
so I melt and pour the lead to fit my rifle.  With my 
work complete, I sit with my back to a tree listening to 
the sounds of cannon fire in the distance.  The officers 
of our regiment are called to meet with Colonel Stark; 
he informs them of his early morning ride to Bunker 
Hill, Colonel Prescott position on Breed’s Hill, the rail 
fence and the need for a strong defense on the hill’s 
left flank.  The morning sun is clear, hot and 
comforting.  As I bake in its power, it calms me to 
sleep. 

     I WAKE TO sounds of gathering men talking loud.  
General Ward has ordered Stark to send a detachment 
of two-hundred men, with proper officers to assist in 
the defense of Charlestown Hill; Colonel Prescott’s hill 
we visited this morning by Breed’s pasture.  Colonel 
Stark appoints Lieutenant Colonel Wyman to lead the 

                                                 
1 Dearborn, An account of the Battle of Bunker’s Hill, published 1818, paper 
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detachment to Breed’s Hill.2  Captain Abbot’s 
company is one of ten that remain behind, so when 
Joseph finds me, we sit together under the shade of 
my tree now that the sun has moved closer to mid-
day. 

                                                 
2 Stark, Memoir and Official Correspondence of General John Stark, published 1877, page 112 
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      AT ABOUT TWO p.m. an express rider arrives 
with orders for the whole of the regiment to proceed 
to Charlestown.3  We are ready to march to war.  Not 
one of us, officer or soldier, is dressed in uniform, just 
plain ordinary clothes of a citizen.  Nor is any officer 
on horseback; we all leave together on foot with Stark 
out in front. 

     WHEN WE REACH Charlestown Neck we find our 
path blocked by two regiments of men held from 
crossing the narrow strip of land by the cannon balls 
raining on it from the British frigate Symmetry; as 
well as, two floating batteries anchored in the Charles 
and Mystic River.  As our regiment stops, the men jam 
together.  Captain Dearborn’s company is in the lead 
with its Captain walking beside Colonel Stark.  Our 
company follows behind Dearborn’s and we press into 
them as the troops stop.  

      I am but a few yards behind Stark when Major 
McClary, the fearless giant from Epsom, with 
not a word from the Colonel, moves forward to the 
stalled regiments and in a commanding voice 
addresses them, “If you do not intend to move, open 
and let our regiment pass!”  Immediately the men 
ahead of us move aside like the parting waters of the 
Red Sea. 

                                                 
3 Stark, Memoir and Official Correspondence of General John Stark, published 1877, page 112 
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     With Dearborn at his side, Colonel Stark leads the 
regiment forward at a steady deliberate pace into the 
enemy’s cannon cross-fire.  Because of Stark’s slow 
pace, and with his men under fire, Dearborn turns to 
Stark and says, “I suggest it proper to quicken the 
march of the regiment that we might sooner be 
relieved from the galling cross fire of our enemy.” 

     Stark, with a peculiar look, fixes his eyes on 
Dearborn and states with great composure, 
“Dearborn, one fresh man in action, is worth ten 
fatigued ones.”4  In the same cool collected manner we 
continue to march across the neck until our regiment 
is safe on the other side; not a man hurt.  From the 
neck, our march continues up the back side of Bunker 
Hill until we reach its top and General Putnam’s 
station.  The regiment halts as it takes a few moments 
for the rear to come up.  Major McClary with a wave of 
his hands and one word, “sit” the whole regiment goes 
to the ground.  With another wave of his hand as he 
calls out “captains,” the company commanders come 
forward and huddle around Stark.  Stark points to the 
rail fence where a few hundred of our men are already 
stationed and gives the officers, orders; but we’re too 
far back to hear them.  Stark then leads Captain John 
Moore and our Captain Abbot aside and points to the 

                                                 
4 Dearborn, An account of the Battle of Bunker’s Hill, published 1818, paper 
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shore of the Mystic River; they shake their heads with 
understanding. 

     With the officers beside him, Colonel Stark turns 
and addresses the regiment, “For us, the men of New 
Hampshire these hostilities are about to commence.  
We endeavor to prevent our country from being 
ravaged and enslaved by a cruel and unnatural enemy.  
I am honored to be here today with the men of New 
Hampshire, there is none finer.  Facing such an 
enemy as we will today, there is no other I would 
rather stand with or be more proud to fight and die 
with then you.  New Hampshire men know how to 
fight; show me your very best today.  In this important 
crisis, our country calls for the utmost exertions of 
every American.  We must give everything we have to 
the cause of freedom; even our lives.  We must live 
free!  Death is not the worst of evils.  Live Free or 
Die!”   

     Stark directs us to give three cheers, turns and 
starts walking alone towards the field of battle.  We 
cheer, and follow him, not knowing if we will return.  
Where Stark goes, we will follow.  

     A field of red is visible along the shore on 
Moulton’s Point; the British are beginning to ready 
their men for battle.  We are told the Redcoats had 
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their lunch on the beach when first a shore around 
one o’clock.  They think we can’t fight.  

     Stark leads us down Bunker Hill to the left side of 
Breed’s Hill.  Colonel Reed and his New Hampshire 
men are already working to fortify the rail and post 
fence along southerly facing side of the farm lane.  
This farm lane, with rail and post fences along both its 
sides, runs from the left of Breed’s Hill to the beach of 
the Mystic River.  The fence line starts partway up the 
side of Breed’s Hill, about forty yards to the rear of the 
redoubt Prescott’s men dug during the night.5 

     Colonel Reed’s small regiment, along with Captain 
Knowlton’s two hundred men, removed sections of 
the rear fence, running its rails through the front.  The 
grass having recently been cut lies in windrows and 
cocks on the field.  The men gather the tall cut grass 
and stuff it between the rails of the fence making it 
appear like a wall; a deception to the enemy.  

     As Stark’s men begin converting the remainder of 
the rail fence, Captain Moore and Abbot call their 
company’s down to the waters edge of the Mystic 
River.6  Just beyond the end of the rail fence an 
embankment drops eight feet to the beach.  Concealed 
by the high embankment is a thin strip of beach, upon 
                                                 
5 Stark, Memoir and Official Correspondence of General John Stark, published 1877, page 30 
6 Lyford, History of Concord, New Hampshire (Vol. I), published, 1896, page 258 
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which the British could use to slip a column of troops 
behind us, as it is obscured from the view above.  
Stark leads us as we climb down the embankment 
onto the small beach below.  The Colonel draws a line 
in the sand with a stick and instructs us to gather 
large stones from the shoreline and erect a stone wall 
upon it.  The stone wall we construct will run across 
the beach from the high embankment to the waters 
edge to provide a strong defense, if the British charge 
up the beach.  With two companies of men working, 
we complete the crude stone wall in short order and 
Stark calls for every man to observe him closely.  With 
a large stick in hand, Stark counts out fifty paces from 
the front of the wall.  He turns and presses the large 
stick deep into the sand about one hundred thirty feet 
from our wall. 

     Stark walks back to the wall, making sure all eyes 
are on him, before he says, “There,” and points to the 
stake, “don’t a man fire till the Redcoats come upon 
that stake.  If he does, I’ll knock him down!  Is this 
clear?” 

     The men all agree, “Yes sir,” as Stark eyes us up and 
down. 

     “Men, you’re on this beach because you are my 
best!  I’ve heard you call yourselves, Stark’s dread 
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marksmen of the Merrimack.7  You must be all of that 
today; on this strip of sand, the British will send their 
best to take this wall.  You men will hold this ground 
or all is lost today.  Captain Abbot and Moore, retain 
enough of your best marksmen to form three ranks 
behind this stone wall and send the remainder of the 
men above to the rail fence.  When the British charge, 
keep your back two ranks hidden behind the first to 
conceal our true strength.” 

     Joseph is chosen to stay, with a position in the 
third rank right next to the water.  With my rifle I am 
sent to the ground above, along with my friend Rano.  
We take our place beside William Mitchell, at the edge 
of the embankment on the open ground situated 
before the start of the fence. 

     As we study our lack of cover, Stark climbs up the 
embankment, “Rano, Lovering, each of you take hold 
of two fence posts, pull them up and follow me.   

     The men of New Hampshire have filled in all along 
the fence line among Captain Thomas Knowlton’s 
tired Connecticut men.  Knowlton’s men, a work detail 
of two hundred sent by Putnam to help Prescott dig 
the redoubt on Breed’s Hill, have been awake all night 
and into the day laboring to dig the redoubt, before 

                                                 
7 Lyford, History of Concord, New Hampshire (Vol. I), published, 1896, page 258 
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Prescott sent them down to defend his left flank.  They 
are mixed in among New Hampshire’s men, by 
Dearborn’s Company, up on the side of Breed’s Hill.   

     Stark, marches out in front of the rail fence our 
men fortified, and we follow him carrying the posts.  
He walks a short distance in the open field towards 
Breed’s Hill before he stops, grabs a post from me, 
and places it into the ground fifty yard in front of the 
rail fence our men will defend. 

     “Officers, make sure every man understand they 
are not to fire until the British reach this stake.  Direct 
them to reserve their fire until they can see the 
enemy’s half gaiters.8  Make this clear or I’ll have a 
piece of you!” 

As Stark continues towards Breed’s Hill, walking a 
line fifty yards in front of the fence line, he places a 
series of rail posts into the ground to serve as marker 
to guide the actions of his men.9  With each post 
placed, Stark repeated his same instructions of 
holding their fire until the British reach this marker. 

     Stark climbs the side of Breed’s Hill with Rano and 
I following close behind, locates Colonel Prescott and 
reports, “Colonel Prescott, we are ready on the left.” 

                                                 
8 Wilkinson, A rapid sketch of the Battle of Breed’s Hill, published 1816, article 
9 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 60 
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     “Colonel Stark, I wish I could say the same.  My 
men have been up all night digging; they are hot, 
tired, with no food or water.  I’ve sent Putnam 
messages asking for reinforcements, but he hasn’t 
sent down any fresh men.  With this heat, no sleep or 
water, a number of my men have begun to slip away.  
Since noon there leaving has been noticeable, I’m 
down to less than five hundred men.  Putnam agreed 
last evening he would send down reinforcements, my 
men are tired, but he just sits up on that hill.  I lost 
even more men when Putnam rode over demanding 
his entrenching tools be sent back to him fearing 
they’d be lost.  I told him if any of the men are sent off 
with the tools, not one of them would return.  He 
assured me the men are brave and they shall every 
man return.  A large party was sent off with the tools 
and not one of them returned.10  These men are gone.  
It’s Putnam’s plan to defend two hills.  We don’t have 
enough men for that plan.  He thinks we’ll make our 
final stand on Bunker Hill to win the day.  He is 
directing his troops to dig in upon Bunker, instead of 
sending them down here to fight. You know if the 
British break through our line, the men will retreat, 
and they won’t stop on Bunker Hill to have supper.  If 
our men retreat, Putnam won’t be able to hold his 
men from doing the same.” 
                                                 
10 Little & Brown, History Of The Siege Of Boston, published 1849, page 129- 130 
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     All the while Prescott and Stark talk, the British 
cannons continue to pound our hill.  The ships off 
shore have heated their shot, fired it upon 
Charlestown starting the town burning in an attempt 
to drive our marksmen out of the buildings they use 
for cover. The red hot shot starts the wooden building 
of the village a blaze, making it more difficult for our 
troops to remain. 

     “Colonel, what troops do you have in 
Charlestown?” Stark asks as we watch the town burn. 

     “I’ve sent four companies to fortify Charlestown: 
Wheeler’s, Crosby’s, one from Colonel Woodbridge’s 
Regiment, and Captain Nutting from mine.  Nutting is 
stationed in that old barn and behind the rock wall.”  
Prescott points down the hill towards the rock wall 
and barn.11 

     “Colonel Prescott, this is Rano and Lovering, they 
will be my personal messengers during the battle.” 

     “Very good, thank you Colonel, and your men, I 
value your leadership and support.” 

     As we prepare to depart, the four of us stand 
together on the front edge of the redoubt, on top of 
this hill, fully exposed to our enemy; time slows as we 
take in the scene before us. British troops cover the 

                                                 
11 Moran, The Battle of Bunker Hill, published March 1985, article: Valley Compatriot Newsletter 
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fields in the distance. Their ships and the batteries on 
Cobbs Hill produce a heavy cannonade; the sound is 
like thunder.  Smoke drifts across the open fields 
below us, as Charlestown burns.  The church steeples, 
being of timber, were great pyramids of fire above 
the rest.12  The roof tops of Boston and the hills round 
the country are covered with spectators hoping to 
witness perhaps a defeat a final loss to the British 
Empire in America.13 

     ALONG THE FENCE line Major McClary steadies 
the men; repeating the same instructions as he moves 
to each company, “Fire low, aim at their waist bands! 
Steady your musket on the fence rail.  Stark wants you 
to shoot down every officer, make them taste your 
lead.  Remember; don’t fire until you can see the 
enemy’s half gaiters.” 

     I return to my position at the edge of the 
embankment, beside William Mitchell.  The men 
around me have the look of fear etched upon their 
faces.  It will all start soon.  I check Joseph; he is still 
in position on the waters edge below me.  We wait. 

 

                                                 
12 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 65-66 
13 Rose, John Stark Maverick General, published 2007, page 66 
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