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FROM COLONIES TO COUNTRY

‘War of
the Hills

The W

England’s Major John Pitcairn to the Earl of
Sandwich (Boston, March 4, 1775}

I aim satisfied that one active campaign, a start
action, and burning two or three of their fowns,
will sel everything to rights. Nothing now, 1
am afraid, but this will ever convince those
foolish bad people that England is in earnest.

And so there was war. It seemed to begin al-
most by itself. Some people—on both sides—
wanted to fight, and that was enough.

Two days after the Second Continental
Congress appointed George Washington com-
mander in chief of the Continental army—
before anyone in Boston even knew there was
a general—redcoats and Patriots were killing
: each other. They were fighting the first
5 pennsylvania in- major battle of the Revolutionary War.
Tanitryman in a spifiy Two hills, Breed’s and Bunker, lie just
uniform (losking across the Charles River from Boston.
handsome for the [ ike Boston itself, they are on a peninsula

neck: the Charlestown peninsula. i
The British were asleep on that June night in 1775 when the :“}N;itlzaslgl:ng??aongafiz:;ig
Massachusetts soldiers began to dig fortifications on Breed's Hill. | oside Boston) made a dou-
The Americans worked all night. They must have worked with great | ple joke about women's fash-
speed and ability, because by morning it was done. Those hills that | ions and the mistakes of
looked out on Boston were filled with troops and trenches. Bunker Hill. {(Noddle is an
The British couldn’t believe it. For months they had tried to get | old English word for head.)
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Highi: British naval forces
in Boston harbor fire on
Charlaestown to haclk up the
troops attacking ihe
Pairiots on fooi.

Dr. Joseph Wairen died on
Breed's Hill. A Loyalist on-

him: “Since Adams went to
Philadelphia, one Warren, a
rascally patriot and apothe-
cary of this town, has had
the lead in the Provincial
Congress....This fellow was
happily killed, in coming out
of the trenches the other
day...You may judge what
ithe herd must be like when

“best soldiers; and they had very little gunpowder. They knew they had

such a one is their leader.”

20

the colonists to work for them. ;
They needed barracks, and
there were other construction
jobs to be done. But nothing got
finished. Americans are lazy,
the British thought. And then
they saw this amazing feat, ac-
complished overnight. Breed's
Hill was swarming with men
and covered with impressive
earthworks. Bunker Hill was
dark with men. The British—es-
pecially the four British generals
in Boston—were dumbfounded.
If they had thought a minute,
they might have sent troops to
capture the neck of the Charles- 3
town peninsula-—and perhaps
trap the colonial soldiers. But
they didn’t think. They reacted.
Before long, barges filled with
English soldiers were splashing
their way from Boston, across
the Charles River to Charles-
town. Fifers played, drums
pounded, and cannon blasted.
The British troops made ready
to attack—head on. The Massa-
chusetts men, dug in at the top of
the hill, must have been scared— e
really scared. They had no training for this; they. were fighting Europe’s.

to use that gunpowder carefully. They had few bayonets; the British
soldiers all had bayonets. The American officers told the volunteer
soldiers to wait until the British soldiers were almost on top of them
before they fired. “Wait until you see the whites of their eyes,” they said.

And that is what the Massachusetts men did. Can you imagine
the strain? It is said that those who saw the Battie of Bunker Hill
never forgot the sounds, the smells, the ferocity, and the fear of
that day. Pretend you are up there with them on the top of Breed’s
Hill. Watch the redcoats advance toward you, bayonets pointed.

Don’t panic, and don’t fire untii you hear the order to do so.
The story continues on page 2%
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The Litlle Drummer Boy

Robert Steel, a drummer boy
in Ephraim Doolittle’s regi-
ment from Cambridge, told of
his part in the baiile:

j beat to “Vankee Doodle”
dwhen we mustered for
Bunker Hill that morning...the
British... marched with rather
a slow step nearly up to our
entrenchment, and the battle
began. The conflict was sharp,
but the British soon retreated
with a quicker step than they
came up, leaving some of their

killed and wounded in sight of
us.... | was standing by the
side of Benjamin Ballard, a
Boston boy about my
age...when one of our ser-
geants came up to us and
said, “You are young and
spry, run in a moment o some
of the stores and bring some
rum. Major Moore is badly
wounded.”... We went into a
store, but see no one....a man
answered us from the cellar
below.... | asked him why he

stayed down in the cellar. He
answered, “To keep oui of the
way of the shot,” and then
said, “...take what vyou
please.”...| seized a brown,
two quart earthen pitcher and
filled {it] with rum...Ben ook a
pail and filled with water, and
we hastened back to the en-
trenchment on the hill.... Our
rum and water went very
quiclk. it was very hof, but |
saved my pitcher and kept i
for some time afterwards.
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It was eerie, they say. All those soldiers climbing and no one firing. | Opposiie, below: 2 artist’s

*hen, all at once, the hills seemed to explode. Bullets tore through impression of gunler |-I|2;
the redcoats and left the ground covered with bodies and blood. The gy paitle that should r:e‘rlnill
British would not consider defeat or retreat. They landed more troops, | have beer f“”gi]t 2:’ ;:aw
and again the American fighters held their fire until it could hurt the that shou(liddf:’ﬁ‘f
most. The English soldiers kept coming, and falling, until “some had beon defsnoac,
only eight or nine men a company left; some only three, four or five.” | A company 1S3 group of
Suddenly.it. was.quiet..This.time the.British. made.it-to.the top.ok. - soldiersu suallyledby.d ..
the hill. The Americans were gone. They had run out of gunpowder. | captain and made up ofat
' The British captured Breed’s Hill and Bunker Hill, too. But what a | least two platoons.
price for two unimportant hills! More than 1,000 British soldiers | A platoonis a subdivi-
were killed or wounded that day. The Americans lost 441 men. sion of a company, oI
Dr. Joseph Warren was one of those who died. He was a leader of | manded by a lieutenant.
the Boston Patriots. They say he was cool and brave under fire and
that he inspired those around him. The same kinds of things are
said of the handsome Major John Pitcairn, who fought for the Royal
British Marines at Bunker Hill and didn't live to tell of it.
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 “Firel” The.gunner uses the fuse to I”?:;
the powder -on top of the barrel. The faow-
skips through the vent and sets off the P

a ‘vent:hole,.and-puts: a:pinch-of powder. on-top der Inside the cannoh. The ball e_xplqde-:' ou
of the cannon: barrel. “Give!” shouts the of the gun’s mouth-at a speed of about 1,

officer, and the gunner. lights a slow fuse. feet a second. Waich out!
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