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CHAPTER 7 

ESCAPING BOSTON 

Boston, Monday, April 17, 1775, 6:00 p.m. 

“Why haven’t they moved yet? It’s been two days,” a frustrated Paul Revere wondered. “I just 

don’t understand why Gage would order the boats lowered—which surely he knows will tip off 

his hand—and then allow them to sit in the water.” He and Dr. Warren were standing at the 

wharf of Boston Harbor, gazing out at the small boats bobbing astern of the ships in the Charles 

River. “What if Gage is using the boats as a decoy to make us think he intends to march to 

Concord?” 

Dr. Warren frowned, rubbed his chin and threw up a hand. “One never knows exactly until the 

moment the enemy makes a move, but the chatter in the city is that the regulars will march soon. 

I’ve had several patriots send word of loose talk from soldiers billeted in their homes.”  

“As have I. I could throw a rock and hit Major John Pitcairn’s house from my door. I’m keeping 

an eye and an ear out for his movements.” Revere put his hands on his hips. “Well, when the 

moment comes, we’ll be ready to alert the countryside.” 

“And you’ve told no one but the church sexton about the signal?” Warren asked, inquiring about 

the man who was the custodian of Old North Church. “Until we know the identity of the 

wretched mole, it’s best to keep this plan between us until the last minute. Gage will no doubt 

lock down the city to prevent any messengers from getting out, so we don’t want him shutting 
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down our signal as well.” 

“Yes, Robert Newman is standing by,” Revere answered. “He’s got British regulars living at his 

mother’s house where he stays, but has figured out how to leave unnoticed. And I’ve got a boat 

hidden and waiting.” 

“Good. I think our plan will work,” Warren said. “Let’s pray to God it does.” 

 

Headquarters of Lt. General Thomas Gage, Boston, Tuesday, April 18,10:00 a.m. 

Gage read over his orders once more. He understood the gravity of what could result from the 

stroke of his pen but his orders from Lord Dartmouth demanded that he take action. There could 

be no further delay. 
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Gage folded the orders, sealed them with wax and called for his aide to deliver them 

immediately. He frowned and thought to himself. Boston is a powder keg and these orders will 

light the fuse, but the time has come. One way or another, this rebellion must end. 

 

Black Horse Tavern, Menotomy, Six miles northwest of Boston, April 18, 6:00 p.m. 
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Richard Devens instinctively tightened his grip on the reins of his brown mare that drew the two-

wheeled chaise down the road to Charlestown. Nine British officers descended the steps of the 

Black Horse Tavern after finishing dinner, putting on their black hats before mounting their 

waiting horses. As Devens approached, the leader of the patrol held out his hand to stop the 

chaise.  

“You there, where can we find Clarke’s Tavern?” Major Mitchell asked. His elegant uniform 

indicated he was with the 5
th

 Regiment of Foot. He wore a vibrant red coat with green gosling 

facings laced with silver and intricate buttons bearing the regimental ‘5’. He wore smart-looking 

jockey boots of black leather trimmed in brown at the top, with spurs. 

Devens looked at his friend sitting next to him in the chaise before answering the major. “Sir, 

I’m not familiar with that tavern. In what town do you mean?” 

“Lexington,” the major replied with an impatient tone, pulling on his tawny leather gloves. 

“You’re saying you don’t know of it?” 

“No, sir,” Devens replied. He didn’t add anything further as he saw another officer lean over to 

whisper in the major’s ear, evidently correcting the man.  

“Be on your way then,” the major ordered, waving Devens ahead as he went to mount his horse. 

Devens snapped the reins to continue on. Once they were out of earshot, he quietly muttered, 

“There is no ‘Clarke’s Tavern’, but John Hancock and Samuel Adams are staying at Rev. 

Clarke’s house. This isn’t good.” The patriot drove on a short distance so as not to arouse 

suspicion and then turned back around. As the mounted British officers kicked up the dust 
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behind them on the road to Lexington, Devens quickly sought out Elbridge Gerry, a leading 

patriot who was staying at The Black Horse Tavern. 

 

Clarke House, Lexington, April 18, 7:00 p.m. 

John Hancock handed the note from the messenger to Sam Adams. “It’s from Elbridge Gerry. He 

says that eight or nine British officers are out, suspected of some evil design.”  

“We need to be ready, John,” Adams answered with a frown. 

Just then there was a knock on the door and Adams got to his feet, reaching for his pistol. 

“Steady, Sam,” Hancock said, opening the door to see Sgt. William Munroe of the Lexington 

Minutemen outside.  

Sergeant Munroe was the owner of the Munroe Tavern down the road where he and his wife 

Anna lived and also operated a general store. But tonight he traded his tavern apron for a musket 

and a powder horn. He wore his everyday town clothes, not an impressive uniform like the 

redcoats. He wasn’t even wearing the rugged militia-type uniform of a hunting shirt and long 

pants. “Minute-men” came as they were to answer the call of alarm, literally on a minute’s 

notice. 

“Sir, we heard about the British patrol and I’ve posted an eight-man guard outside the house,” 

Munroe explained. “My men are gathering at Buckman’s Tavern so we’ll be on hand to keep an 
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eye out across the green. Some of my men plan to follow the patrol to see what they’re up to. 

We’ll keep you informed.” 

“Very well, thank you Sgt.,” Hancock replied. He closed the door and turned to Adams who was 

busy with his pistol.  

“You better clean your gun,” Sam Adams said with one eye open as he looked down the barrel of 

his own gun. “I have a feeling this is going to be a long night.” 

Liz and Nigel looked at one another before slipping out the back door. “If Gage’s scouts are out 

in such force, something is imminent,” Nigel whispered. “Let’s keep our eyes and ears on the 

lookout.” 

“Tonight could be the night that our ‘Boston Lighthouse’ sends the signal,” Liz agreed. 

 

Boston Common, April 18, 9:15 p.m. 

“Light infantry and grenadiers are starting to assemble, it appears from most every regiment in 

Boston,” Dr. Warren said in a hushed tone. He and William Dawes, Jr. hid behind a stone wall 

above Boston Common. “I estimate there to be about 700-800 men.”  

“How long do you think it will take them to load the boats and cross the Charles River?” Dawes 

asked.  

Warren thought for a moment and calculated the massive ferrying task ahead of them. “They 
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might make it to Cambridge by midnight.” He turned to Dawes. “I need you to head to 

Lexington through Boston Neck to alert John Hancock and Samuel Adams that these soldiers are 

heading their way. The regulars are likely going to Concord to destroy the military stores, but 

could also try to arrest them in Lexington on the way. Hancock and Adams must leave 

Lexington. There’s no time to lose!” 

Dawes quickly got to his feet. “Understood. On my way.” 

“I pray you get past the sentry at the Neck.” Warren gripped Dawes by the arm. “Godspeed.” 

Dawes silently nodded and ran off into the night. Warren gazed up at the almost full moon that 

lit up the water of Boston Harbor. “Now to alert Revere.” 

 

Outside of Lexington, April 18,10:00 p.m. 

Three minutemen of the Lexington militia rode along the road to Concord, following the trail of 

the nine British officers they’d seen passing through Lexington at 8:00 p.m. Surprisingly, the 

patrol did not attempt to go by Rev. Clarke’s house, but continued on the road to Lincoln which 

was between Lexington and Concord.  

“They must have turned off the main road,” one of the scouts offered.   

“We should have left sooner to follow them,” another replied. 

Just then they heard a series of clicks and to their surprise found they were suddenly surrounded 
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by the British patrol, all bearing pistols cocked and aimed at them. Three of the officers brought 

their horses right up to the scouts, grabbed the reins of their horses and pressed their pistols into 

the chests of the surprised men. 

“Stir another step and you are all dead men,” an officer threatened. 

Major Mitchell sauntered up to the trio of scouts. His large horse snorted and stomped its foot in 

the dirt. “Now then, tell us the latest whereabouts of the military stores in Concord.” 

“No place that the regulars will find them,” a scout defiantly spat.  

“Ah yes, no doubt there are more brave ‘minutemen’ like you on duty to hide and guard the 

stores,” Mitchell sneered. “But mark my word. Just as we easily captured you, four or five 

regiments of regulars will be in possession of those stores soon.” 

The scouts looked at one another in alarm. The thought of two thousand red coats marching 

through Concord was unthinkable. And there was nothing they could do to alert the others. For 

now they were prisoners of the British army. 

 

Boston, April 18,10:00 p.m. 

“A royal flush! Pay up, gentlemen!” the British officer exclaimed as he spread his cards on the 

table. The other men groaned and tossed their coins and losing hands onto the table while the 

officer gathered up his winnings. 
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Robert Newman was reading a gazette in a chair across the room, while his mother sat there 

working on her needlepoint. Earlier in the evening a vestryman of the Old North Church had 

stopped by to borrow the church door keys from Newman, the church sexton. The British 

officers were too busy with their card game to pay the church man any mind. Newman suddenly 

heard a high-pitched yelp of a dog beneath his window and quickly glanced outside. He feigned 

a yawn and got up from the chair, giving a sideways glance at the empty key hook. “I’m calling 

it a day. Goodnight, mother.” He gave his mother a kiss on the head, bid the officers goodnight 

and made his way upstairs. Newman closed the door behind him and listened for the muffled 

sounds of the British officers laughing and refilling their pewter mugs for another round of cards 

below.  

Newman crept over to the window and slowly opened it, gingerly stepping outside and onto the 

roof. He quietly made his way across the roof, shimmied down a wall and jumped into the 

darkened street. His heart leapt when he felt a hand on his back and a voice in his ear, “I take it 

the lobsterbacks didn’t deal you in?” 

He turned to see Paul Revere grinning from the shadows and breathed a sigh of relief. “No, and I 

didn’t reveal my hand.” 

“Good. Let’s go,” Revere said, walking briskly ahead to the church across the street.  

Waiting at the doors of the Old North Church was vestryman John Pulling, jingling the keys in 

hand. “You made it!” 

“The regulars think I’m upstairs asleep,” Newman answered as Pulling unlocked the door and 
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the men slipped inside the darkened foyer of the church.  

“Listen up. The regulars are loading into the small boats as we speak. Once they’ve ferried all 

the men and artillery across the Charles River, they’ll march from Charlestown to Concord 

sometime after midnight. Warren sent Dawes on to Lexington an hour ago via the longer route 

across Boston Neck,” Revere told them.  

“Did he make it past the check-point?” Newman asked. “I saw guards posted there earlier this 

evening.” 

“He hasn’t returned, so we must hope that he did,” Revere answered, turning to the sexton. 

“Newman, you are to climb to the top of the church tower facing Charlestown and light two 

lanterns—just long enough for Colonel Conant and his men to see the signal. If you keep them 

there too long, guards on the Somerset might see them.” 

“Or some old woman might see their light and scream, ‘fire!’” Pulling added. 

“Understood,” Newman answered, picking up the two lanterns as Paul Revere opened the door to 

leave. “Where are you going?” 

Revere pulled the brim low over his eyes. “To spread the word. Good luck, men.” 

Five minutes later, Revere was at his dark-timbered, Dutch-style house in North Square with its 

overhanging second story and chambered windows. In one of the windows stood a figurine of the 

Genius of Liberty, holding a liberty cap on a pole and under her foot the emblem of military 

tyranny—a grenadier soldier clinging to a serpent. Revere had returned to quickly retrieve his 

boots and his cloak but as he opened the door to leave, a group of redcoats in the street ordered 



Cote/Epic Order of the Seven/The Declaration, the Marquis and the Spy  
 

©2018 Jenny L. Cote 

 

 

13 

people to stay in their homes. He looked down at his hound dog standing in the doorway, and 

wondered how he could get past the soldiers. Just then a commotion erupted opposite of 

Revere’s house with a woman screeching wildly in the streets. In the split second that the 

soldiers turned to address the commotion, Revere slipped out of the house. Once he was clear, 

the screeching woman grew calm, bowed and apologized to the soldiers. She hurried on her way 

and smiled when she caught a glimpse of Revere’s dog following him down the darkened street. 

“See you on the other side,” she whispered to herself. It was Clarie. 

 

Old North Church, April 18,10:15 p.m. 

Cobwebs covered Robert Newman’s face as he climbed the rickety, steep ladder past the eight 

large bells of the tower. He paused briefly, wiping his eyes with his arm and spitting against the 

dusty cobwebs that clung to his mouth. Gripping the lanterns in one hand while holding to the 

ladder with the other, he navigated the belfry until he reached the highest window of the church. 

He carefully placed one lantern, then the other on the crusty ledge of the windowsill and struck 

his flint to light the candles. He waited about a minute and stared out across the harbor to the 

dimly lit town of Charlestown 2,600 feet away, willing the eager patriots on the other side to see 

the signal.   

Just as Newman blew out the lanterns, down below he heard a disturbance in the street with 

soldiers yelling at someone. When he reached the foyer of the church, he found the door locked 



Cote/Epic Order of the Seven/The Declaration, the Marquis and the Spy  
 

©2018 Jenny L. Cote 

 

 

14 

and Pulling gone. Wary of the soldiers out on patrol, Pulling had locked Newman in the church 

and returned the keys back to his house across the street, heading home before he was caught. 

Newman had to open a window and slip out of the church, carefully crossing the street and 

returning the same way he had escaped his house earlier, up the roof and through his opened 

bedroom window. He hurriedly closed the window and lay down, his heart racing out of his 

chest. He smiled in the darkness as he listened to the soldiers still playing their game of cards.  

Meanwhile, Colonel Conant over in Charlestown turned to Devens and Larkin who had seen the 

signal of the two lanterns in the Old North Church. “The regulars are coming this way, but so is 

Revere.” 

A wealthy man, John Larkin immediately got to his feet. “I’ll saddle my new horse to be at the 

ready for him. A gentleman thought I would be interested in having the fastest horse in 

Massachusetts, and brought him to me just yesterday. I paid a hefty price for the steed but if he 

delivers Revere ahead of the regulars, the beast will be worth every penny.” 

 

Charles River Wharf, April 18,10:30 p.m. 

The water lapped against the hull of the small wooden boat waiting for Revere at the dock. Two 

members of Revere’s spy ring, boat builder Joshua Bentley and Thomas Richardson, were there 

waiting to row him across. As Revere ran up to them, he stopped in his tracks and put his hands 

on his either side of his head. “I forgot my spurs!” He looked down and there was his dog, 
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wagging his tail and panting happily. 

“And we forgot something to muffle the oars,” Joshua echoed with an exasperated voice. He 

snapped his fingers. “I’ve got a lady friend nearby that can help us.” 

Revere knelt down and took a small piece of paper and a pencil from his haversack, quickly 

scribbling a note. He held up the note and got right in his dog’s face. “HOME!” He placed the 

note in the dog’s mouth and pointed in the direction of his house and repeated, “HOME!” The 

dog took off running into the night. Revere got to his feet. “Now, we have a few minutes to get 

something for the oars. Let’s go.” 

Joshua and Thomas looked at one another as if Revere was crazy. “O-kay . . . follow me,” Joshua 

said. He led them down the street to a house at the corner of North and North Centre streets.  He 

looked around them and quickly tapped on the front door. The door barely cracked open and 

Joshua whispered to someone inside. 

Moments later the window above opened and out fluttered a flannel petticoat to the men below. 

Joshua grabbed it and held it out to Revere. “It’s still warm!” He gave a funny whistle in thanks 

to the girl above. The men smiled at one another and ran off again back to the dock. 

While Joshua ripped the petticoat in two and wrapped the pieces around the oars, Paul Revere’s 

hound dog came bounding up to them. In his mouth were Revere’s spurs. 

“Well, I’ll be!” Thomas exclaimed, shaking his head. “Who would have thought we’d be helped 

by a petticoat and a hound dog tonight?” 

Revere smiled, and gave his dog a vigorous scratch behind the ears. “Good boy. Now go, 
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HOME!” He stood to his feet and held up the spurs. “I never could have gotten past the regulars 

with these.” He tossed them into the boat and the three men pushed off from the dock. 

The bright, rising moon cast eerie shadows over the massive H.M.S. Somerset, making it look 

like a leviathan prowling the dark waters of Boston Harbor. The third-rate battleship had brought 

the might of the British lion to the shores of America, enabling Great Britain to capture Quebec 

from the French in the French and Indian War. But tonight its 400-man crew of sailors was so 

busy ferrying the light infantry and grenadiers across the Back Bay to Lechemere Point that it 

missed the tiny wooden boat with petticoat-muffled oars gliding under its sixty-four guns. 

Revere, Joshua and Thomas said not a word as they quietly rowed past the man-of-war. Their 

hearts were thumping in their chests, waiting for the moment when the bright moon would shine 

on their tiny vessel like a beacon to alert the guards roaming the deck. But miraculously, it was 

as if they were invisible. When they reached the far shore, the men quickly pulled the boat up to 

the wharf in Charlestown at Water Street and Revere jumped out, grabbing his spurs.  

“Give my thanks to your lady friend,” Revere said with a grin and a touch to his hat. “Her 

petticoat may have just saved the President of the Massachusetts Provincial Congress!” 

With that Paul Revere ran into the night and to the fast horse that waited to carry him to 

Lexington.  
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CHAPTER 8 

THE MIDNIGHT RIDE 

Outside Cambridge, April 18,11:30 p.m. 

The cool night air whooshed across Paul Revere’s face, making his eyes water from the speed of 

this magnificent horse. The bright moon above illuminated the road ahead as the patriot’s cloak 

furiously flapped in the wind behind him.  He gripped the reins, leaned over the saddle and 

pressed his spurs into the horse’s side. The thundering sound of the horse’s hooves was matched 

only by the adrenaline rush coursing through his veins.  

As Revere passed Charlestown Neck he saw up ahead two mounted British officers on patrol. 

They spotted him immediately. “HALT!” they shouted, and started to give chase.  

“If you say so, boys,” Revere muttered to himself. Thinking quickly, he changed course, forcing 

the British officers to follow him off the main route. He leaned into the horse and shouted, 

“H’YA! Let’s lose those lobsterbacks!”  

As he came to a dark area off the grassy path, Revere rode his horse up a slight embankment and 

glanced back at the horsemen closing in on him. The British patrol galloped into the dark area 

only to find it was a thick clay pit of muck. Their horses quickly got stuck and halted in their 

tracks, neighing wildly and bucking against their riders. Revere grinned as he heard the officers 

shouting and cursing behind him while he left them in the dust and continued on into the moonlit 

countryside.  

Revere soon entered Medford and stopped to warn a Minuteman officer. “The regulars are out!” 
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he urgently told him. He then rode on to Menotomy, pausing at every house and shouting the 

same warning to the people inside that the regulars would soon be marching this way. 

Immediately people began to sound the alarm and muster the militia. Other riders quickly 

dispersed to also start spreading the word north.  

Around midnight Paul Revere entered the town of Lexington and rode straight to the Clarke 

house. As he dismounted his horse and headed to the front door, he saw the eight militia guards 

outside, relieved to see protectors stationed there.  

Sgt. Munroe rushed to meet Revere on the walkway to the house, holding out his hand to bar him 

entry. “I’m sorry sir, but I can’t let you inside. Your arrival will create too much noise.” 

Paul Revere’s eyes widened in disbelief at such an absurd statement. “NOISE?! YOU’LL HAVE 

NOISE ENOUGH BEFORE LONG! THE REGULARS ARE COMING OUT!” 

John Hancock heard Revere shouting from inside the house. “Come in, Revere! We’re not afraid 

of you.” 

Revere grumbled at Munroe and pushed his way past the protective sergeant. He opened the door 

and took off his hat, wiping his sweaty face with his sleeve after his rigorous ride. “The regulars 

are loading into boats and crossing to Charlestown. Looks to be 700-800 men plus small 

artillery. Warren sends word for you men to leave Lexington immediately.” 

Hancock and Adams shot glances at one another. Behind them the household was buzzing with 

activity. Rev. Clarke was busy hiding money and objects of value, stuffing them in the potatoes 

or wherever he could. Aunt Lydia was wringing her hands and crying as she helped Mrs. Clarke 
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to dress the children in case they had to flee. Dorothy placed her hands on little Elizabeth 

Clarke’s shoulders as they peeked around the corner to watch John Hancock busily cleaning his 

sword. His polished gun sat next to it on the table. 

“I’m not going to leave those brave men protecting us outside while I run away to safety!” 

Hancock protested, vigorously polishing his sword. He was ready for a fight. 

Samuel Adams looked up at Revere who put a hand on his hip and slapped his hat on the table. 

“There’s a reason they’re protecting you, John! You are the President of the Massachusetts 

Provincial Congress! Listen to reason!” 

“I think he’s right, John,” Sam echoed, much to Hancock’s surprise. “Think about it. If the 

regulars arrest us, the people will lose you as the leader of their collective voice, and I will no 

longer be able to help keep up the resistance with the Sons of Liberty.” 

“Not to mention the fact that you two are supposed to be on your way to Philadelphia to 

represent Massachusetts at the Continental Congress,” Dawes added, having arrived and alerted 

houses around Lexington. It was now 12:30 a.m.  

Revere turned and happily gripped Dawes by the arm. “Thank God, you made it! How did you 

get past the sentry at Boston Neck?”  

“It just so happened that a friend of mine was on duty, and let me through,” Dawes replied with a 

broad grin. “I was shaking in my boots until I saw who it was holding out his hand to stop me. If 

my friend hadn’t been there, I doubt I could have made it out of Boston.” 
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Liz and Nigel shared a grin. “I wonder who could have arranged that?” Nigel whispered. 

Revere looked back to the stubborn Hancock. “Warren sent both of us from Boston here to warn 

you, at great risk to ourselves and to those who helped us escape Boston. I myself almost got 

caught by the British patrol outside of Cambridge. Thankfully, Larkin let me borrow his new 

horse. He’s the fastest beast I’ve ever ridden.” 

“And I wonder just who this ‘new horse’ is,” Liz whispered, slipping out the front door. Nigel 

trailed along behind. 

“I’m forever in your debt, gentlemen, thank you.” Hancock frowned, realizing the gravity of 

what these men had done. “But you’ve also sounded the alarm across the countryside along the 

way, correct?” 

“Of course, and we need to ride on to Concord to sound the alarm there, as that’s where the 

regulars ultimately are bound,” Dawes answered quickly.  

“And we should send out as many riders as we can to alert the countryside,” Revere added. 

“We’ll see to that immediately,” Samuel Adams said, getting to his feet to shake hands with 

Revere and Dawes. “Thank you both, and Godspeed. I’ll keep working on Hancock to get us on 

the road as well.” 

Outside, Liz and Nigel ran over to the magnificent brown horse that had carried Revere to 

Lexington. “Well done in delivering Revere past the dreaded foe and here to warn the patriot 

leaders!” Nigel cheered. “Might I inquire as to your name?” 
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“Good evening, Nigel and Liz,” answered the horse with a wink, lowering his head to get eye to 

eye with them. “How comes the deciphering?” 

“I had a feeling! Bonsoir, Gillamon. We are making progress,” Liz answered. “But for the urgent 

matter at hand, what should we do tonight?” 

“Get to the belfry at Lexington Green and observe everything that happens when the regulars 

arrive,” Gillamon answered. “If the enemy is going to make a move, it likely will happen in the 

next few hours.” He quickly raised his head and snorted as Revere and Dawes hurriedly came 

back outside to mount the horses.  

“Ride like the wind, old boy!” Nigel cheered from the shadows.  

Together he and Liz raced to Lexington Green while Revere and Dawes rode off toward 

Concord. As the friends reached the tall wooden belfry overlooking the small triangular 

common, they hurriedly made their way to the top to get a clear view of everything below. They 

could see militia men gathering in greater numbers at Buckman’s Tavern and lanterns crossing 

the green as people scurried about. Moonlight spilled into the wooden tower, casting a silvery 

sheen on the 400-pound bell that hung there.  

“Want to help me sound the alarm?” came a voice in the shadows, causing Liz and Nigel to 

jump. They turned to see a young man holding the rope and grinning. “Gillamon said you’d be 

here soon.” 

Liz exhaled in relief and walked over to put her claws into the rope. “It would be an honor, mon 

amie.” 
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“Brilliant!” Nigel cheered, running over to jump onto the rope. 

Together, Clarie, Liz and Nigel pulled the rope and the huge bell’s clacker reverberated with a 

loud bong that drifted out over the surrounding countryside.  

“The alarm!” Dr. Samuel Prescott exclaimed from a house nearby. He was a young physician 

from Concord who had spent the evening in Lexington visiting his fiancée, Miss Mulliken. “I 

must go help spread the word to Concord!” He kissed the young lady, grabbed his hat and 

headed out the door. 

Not only did the bell arouse Dr. Prescott and the people in Lexington, but the British patrol as 

well. The mounted officers quickly turned and started heading back toward Lexington. It 

wouldn’t be long before they ran right into the patriots who were racing to Concord. 

 

Outskirts of Lexington, April 19, 1:00 a.m. 

Revere and Dawes steadily galloped along in unison when from behind them they heard a third 

horse approaching. Overtaking the duo, Prescott came alongside them, shouting, “It’s Samuel 

Prescott of Concord!” He was known to them as a Son of Liberty. “I heard the alarm!” 

Revere and Dawes slowed their horses. “The regulars are marching from Boston to capture the 

military stores in Concord. We’re heading there now,” Revere explained. 

“I’ll help spread the word,” Prescott answered determinedly. 
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Together the trio picked up the brisk pace once again and galloped on. As they reached the 

Lexington-Lincoln line, about half-way to Concord, Dawes and Prescott stopped to alarm the 

house of a couple also courting late in the night. Nathaniel Baker was a minuteman from Lincoln 

and immediately bid Miss Elizabeth Taylor farewell to ride off and warn his neighbors and the 

other minutemen there.  

Revere, one-hundred yards ahead of them, saw the British patrol officers heading their way. It 

was the same group who had arrested the three scouts from Lexington earlier in the night. He 

cupped a hand around his mouth and shouted back at his friends, “Dawes! Prescott! We’ve got 

company!”  

“HALT!” shouted one of the British officers as Dawes and Prescott made their way to Revere. 

Dawes suddenly changed course and galloped off toward Lexington. Two of the patrolmen 

immediately gave chase. Thinking quickly, Dawes rode into the yard of a house and acted like he 

was expected there. “Halloo, my boys!” he shouted, “I’ve got two of them!” Immediately the 

pursuing officers stopped and fled, fearing they had been led into an ambush. Dawes turned to 

ride on to Lexington but his horse rose up, snorting violently, and bucked him off. He didn’t 

notice that his watch fell out of his pocket as he hit the ground. His horse ran off into the night 

and Dawes sat there for a moment with his arms resting on his knees, catching his breath.  

Meanwhile, as Prescott rode to Revere’s assistance the two patriots were overtaken by four 

patrolmen who rode up to them, pistols in hand. “If you go an inch further, you’re a dead man,” 

an officer threatened Revere. 
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Revere and Prescott exchanged nervous glances as the patrol forced the two of them into a 

pasture with a barn. Prescott leaned over and hoarsely whispered, “Put on!” Immediately he took 

off to the left while Revere took off to the right. Before the British could stop Prescott, he 

jumped over a low wall that he knew was there and escaped. He looked behind him to make sure 

he wasn’t being followed. Prescott dug his spurs into his horse, leaned over and said, “Get me to 

Concord! It’s up to us now. H’YA!” 

As Revere headed to some woods at the bottom of the pasture, six officers came out of the trees 

and overpowered him. They grabbed Gillamon by the reins, and forced Revere to dismount. One 

of the officers put a pistol to the patriot’s head and hissed through gritted teeth, “We’re going to 

question you, rebel, and if you don’t give us true answers I’ll blow your brains out.”  

Gillamon snorted angrily and Revere held up his hands as they pushed him along to the barn. 

“What is your name?” one of the officers asked. 

“Revere,” the patriot answered. “Paul Revere.” 

“Ah, so we have captured the infamous silversmith who dared to depict His Majesty’s troops 

cutting down innocent citizens in the streets?” Major Mitchell spat, recounting the etching of the 

Boston Massacre that Revere had printed. It was widely distributed propaganda to fire up patriot 

citizens, but inaccurate in some of the details. “Well, silversmith, we’ll get the truth out of you 

tonight.”    

A British sergeant took Gillamon away and the horse neighed and jerked his head in defiance. 

Gillamon could hear Revere grunting from the rough treatment at the hands of the soldiers. An 
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officer lit some lanterns and they forced Revere to take a seat on top of a wooden barrel.  

Major Mitchell grabbed one of the lanterns and got right in Revere’s face. The lantern light cast 

shadows over their perspiring faces. “Now then, Revere, tell us exactly what you and your fellow 

riders are doing out tonight.” 

Revere gingerly wiped his bloodied mouth and squinted angrily at the officer. “Exactly?” he 

asked with a sarcastic smile. “Very well. I left Boston just before midnight. Two of your patrol 

tried to catch me but their horses got stuck in a bog. Along with my friends, I’ve alerted citizens 

throughout the countryside that General Gage’s men are marching to destroy the military stores 

at Concord.  So by the time the regulars reach Concord, they will find nothing but armed militia 

ready to resist them. Everything will have been safely moved, and Gage’s men will miss their 

aim.”  

The major screwed up his mouth and stood upright, handing the lantern to another soldier. 

Revere wore a defiant, smug expression. The major tugged the bottom of his jacket to straighten 

it, and gripped his leather gloves tightly to slap Revere across the face. “Insolent rebel! We’ll 

take you back to Boston under heavy guard,” he sneered, pulling on his gloves. “Then we’ll see 

what General Gage might have to say about your midnight ride.”  

 

Hang onto your horses! More action is coming in 2019:  
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