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I first saw Peter Meek as the black-robed minister Jonas Clarke, across a smoky 

field, tending to the fallen on Lexington Green.  Later, we appeared in opposi-

tion, Loyal British Officer versus Minister of Lexington.  Our verbal duals served 

to sharpen my own wit, for to debate Peter on these subjects was no trifle.  He 

will be deeply missed.  We hope he is sipping a glass of wine with the Reverend 

Clarke himself, the man he so elegantly personified for us these many 

years.  Godspeed Peter Meek.   

-Paul O’Shaughnessy 
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April 17, 1995, oddly enough almost 
exactly to the day 220 years after that 
fateful morning in 1775, we roused 
from bed at the Battle Green Inn in 
Lexington Center at roughly 3:30am.  

Many of us stayed at the Inn or the surrounding areas on Patriot’s Day morning.  This being 
my second Lexington Green, I learned that it was easier to get to the Lexington Police De-
partment for first formation that early in the morning if you were already in town. 

 We dressed, ate something quick that we packed with us, and met in the dark 
lobby of the Inn, took a quick head-count of who we knew were staying that night, then 
headed across the street and down to the Police Department.   

 It was an eerie quiet at that time of the morning.  That hasn’t changed over the 
years.  The one thing that was different was that you didn’t pass anyone heading to the 
Green.  It was just us and whatever straggling redcoat that was out meandering south on 
Mass Ave. 

 When we arrived at the Police Department parking lot, there was a bustle of 
activity.  The various regiments were trying to organize themselves.  An Auxiliary Police 
Officer would yell at us to get back out of the way of the cars coming in for the incoming 
Police shift.  Finally, we found the 10th, at the head of the line to be first out of the parking 
lot.  The Officers were against the tree line by the bike path in small separate groups laugh-
ing and retelling stories from who knows when.  Our Serjeant Major (at the time Capt. Bill 
Desmond) was scurrying around finding his companies’ serjeants.  The men were scattered 
into small groups within their companies going over their kits and distributing powder. 

 Our Inn group broke off into our respective companies.  I found my group and 
powdered up.  It was easier having a year under your belt as you could now go over every-
one’s kit and help them, as they did for me the year prior. 

 Soon enough, “Musicians’ Call” was beat; then shortly after that “Assembly”.  We 
all fell in. 

Photo Credit– Shaun Timberlake  
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 After the usual Patriot’s Day morning speeches and swearing-ins, the horse 
rider that warns of our coming galloped up to Lieut. Col. Dave Mahoney.  Both 
acknowledged their readiness, and with a “Right Face”, we were off. 

 The sun had just started to peek over the tree tops as we turned on to Mass 
Ave.  Nothing but the column of red moved down the street.  No squirrels, no birds, no 
other humans.  No other sound could be heard except for our feet marching in time 
with the drums.  To this day it amazes me how the drums echo off the buildings as you 
make your way toward the Green.  By the time we hit Waltham Street, the assembled 
crowd of onlookers at the Green were in full sight.  Not a word hummed from them; 
silence, save for the commands to “Halt”, then “Prime and Load”.  As we all came back 
to shoulder, the command to march came.  We continued our brisk, steady progress 
towards the Green. 

 As the various regiments came onto the Green, the usual “pleasantries” were 
exchanged with the assembled militia.  Its funny, but I still don’t remember taking 
heed of the crowd of onlookers, which was close to a few thousand strong, if not 
more.  They could have all been naked, and I don’t think any of us would have noticed.  
Its strange how focused you become listening to that drum.  It almost transports you 
back that 220 years to a time when most of the town’s men were assembled opposing 
you. 

 We charged our bayonets, and started slowly towards the breaking militia.  
With a shot from behind us, all Hell broke loose.  The front rank of the Light Infantry 
almost instinctively ran three steps forward, all halted and dressed their line, came to 
make ready, presented and fired into the militia… all in perfect unison without a sound 
or a command! 

 All around me men were firing and running past.  I fired and then reloaded.  
Running forward a few more paces, I stopped and fired.  As I was reloading, I felt a 
sudden whack against the back of my thigh.  Turning around I discovered it was Ser-
jeant Major slapping me with the flat of his sword. 

 “Get back in ranks, Timberlake,” he bellowed. 

 “Yes, sir,” I said through the sting. 

 Serjeant Major retorted, “Don’t call me ‘sir’!  I work for a living!”  With that, 
he was of to his next victim. 

 I never got that last shot off.  The drum call “To Arms” was beaten, which was 
our cue to head back and form up.  And with our three cheers and final volley, we 
headed off the Green, and on to Concord! 

(I also never got to check if I had a red mark or a welt!) 
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MARCH   

Sat 26 Battle of Endicott Park, Danvers 

APRIL   

Sun 3 Lexington Green Rehearsal 

Sat-Sun 9-10 Oliver House, Middle-

boro, MA VOLUNTEER 

Sat-Sun 16-17 BATTLE ROAD WEEKEND 

Mon 18 PATRIOT'S DAY 

Wed 20 Drill, Depot 

MAY   

Wed 18 Drill, Depot 

Sat-Sun 14-15 Nathaniel Greene, Coven-

try, RI VOLUNTEER 

Mon 30 Parade, Andover, MA 

JUNE   

Sat 11 Bunker Hill, Charlestown, MA  

VOLUNTEER 

Wed 17 Drill, Depot 

JULY   

Mon 4 Parade, Needham, MA 

Sat-Sun 9-10 Hubbardston, VT 

Wed 20 Drill, Depot 

AUGUST   

Sat-Sun, 6-7  

Redcoats & Rebels, OSV 

Wed 17 Drill, Depot 

Sat-Sun 19-21 St. Jean, Quebec City, 

Canada 

SEPTEMBER   

Sat-Sun, 17-18 Battle of Brooklyn 

Heights, Monmouth, NJ 

Wed 21 Drill, Depot 

Sat 24 Sudbury Faire, Wayside Inn VOLUN-

TEER 

OCTOBER   

Sat-Sun 1-2    Fort at #4, Charlestown, NH 

Wed 19 Drill, Depot 

Sat 22 Red Horse Tavern, Wayside Inn 

NOVEMBER   

Wed 16 Drill, Depot 

DECEMBER   

TBA Annual Meeting, Lexington Depot 

 



   

Orders from General Thomas Gage to Lieut. Colonel Smith, 10th Regiment of Foot Boston, 
April 18, 1775 

Lieut. Colonel Smith, 10th Regiment of Foot 

Sir, 

Having received intelligence, that a quantity of Ammunition, Provisions, Artillery, Tents and 

small Arms, have been collected at Concord, for the Avowed Purpose of raising and supporting a 

Rebellion against His Majesty, you will March with a Corps of Grenadiers and Light Infantry, put 

under your Command, with the utmost expedition and Secrecy to Concord, where you will seize 

and distroy all Ar- tillery, Ammunition, Provisions, Tents, Small Arms, and all Military Stores 

whatever. But you will take care that the Soldiers do not plunder the Inhabitants, or hurt private 

property. 

You have a Draught of Concord, on which is marked the Houses, Barns, &c, which contain the 

above military Stores. You will order a Trunion to be knocked off each Gun, but if its found im-

practicable on any, they must be spiked, and the Carriages destroyed. The Powder and flower 

must be shook out of the Barrels into the River, the Tents burnt, Pork or Beef destroyed in the 

best way you can devise. And the Men may put Balls of lead in their pockets, throwing them by 

degrees into Ponds, Ditches &c., but no Quantity together, so that they may be recovered after-

wards. If you meet any Brass Artillery, you will order their muzzles to be beat in so as to render 

them useless. 

You will observe by the Draught that it will be necessary to secure the two Bridges as soon as possi-

ble, you will therefore Order a party of the best Marchers, to go on with expedition for the pur-

pose. 

A small party of Horseback is ordered out to stop all advice of your March getting to Concord be- 

fore you, and a small number of Artillery go out in Chaises to wait for you on the road, with 

Sledge Hammers, Spikes, &c. 

You will open your business and return with the Troops, as soon as possible, with I must leave to 

your own Judgment and Discretion. 

I am, Sir, 

Your most obedient humble servant 

Thos. Gage. 
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Being sworn in on Patriot's Day as a fifer years 

ago is one of my fondest reenacting memo-

ries. I also always think of the fog and smoke 

settling on the Green during those early morn-

ing hours whenever I think of Patriot's Day. It 

is a surreal, beautiful, and powerful scene.  - 

Ali Nicolas 

I went to my first Patriot’s day before my first 

birthday, and I have been to many more since. 

Hearing the drums becoming louder as the 

column marched down Mass Ave always gave 

me the chills. Being a Redcoat now, the experi-

ence was surreal and emotional after wanting 

to do that for so long. I’ll never forget, seeing 

the crowd get bigger as we silently marched 

towards the Green, with the drums playing. – 

Isaac Zaslow 

When I am out on the green, in the 

crisp morning air in front of a crowd 

of onlookers, it's as though I'm in an-

other world. I have never experienced 

anything like Patriot’s day. It fills me 

with pride to see people appreciate 

what we do every year. 

—Carl Oberbrunner 

Every year we reassert our presence in the 

Lexington community. I'm proud that we show 

the colours and remind the locals that, far from 

the 'the British are coming', the truth is: we 

never left!!  - Jeffrey Meriwether 

During the April 1975 re-

enactment, there was a 

mist across the Green, so 

everyone looked like 

they were walking on a 

cloud.—Paul O’Shaugh-

nessy 

About 5 years ago, there 

was a thick fog. As the 

Regiments marches up 

Mass Ave, we could hear 

the music and footsteps 

long before the soldiers. 

The audience was so 

keyed up and excited 

about when they could 

see the army. It was like 

a movie when the dark 

shadows became human-

oid, then real people.—

Val Graves 

Patriots’ Day 

I would say that the best part of 

Patriot's Day, for me, is when 

the Lights start running down 

Mass Ave onto the Green. Your 

adrenaline is pumping so hard 

and you begin to see the mas-

sive crowd as you run through 

them and come face to face 

with the rabble on the Green. 

You feel like you've traveled 

back in time and are experienc-

ing the moment as the soldiers 

did hundreds of years ago. It's 

awesome!  - Kelsey Brennan 
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Birthdays 

March Birthdays! 

Dylan Potter— March 2nd  

Shaun Timberlake— March 2nd  

Sarah McDonough— March 2nd  

Jeffrey Meriwether— March 3rd   

Richard Amsterdam — March 5th 

Paul O’Shaughnessy — March 5th 

Charlie Ziniti — March 5th 

Ed Bressler — March 24th 

 

 

There are only 31 days until    
Lexington Green!!! 

From the April 1998 issue of 
The Poacher, this Back Page 

appeared thanks to then-
Pte. Shane Clarke. 

(Reprinted from the March 
2010 The Springer) 

Credit– Shaun Timberlake 
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Poacher Profile 

Your name: Rob Lee, age 55, of Lexington, MA 

Occupation: Facilities Manager/ Musician 

Where you work: Fayerweather Street School, 20 
Years 

Married to Kate 

Your present rank and company: Sergeant, Grenadier 
Company 

When did you join the Regiment? 2010 

Why did you join the Regiment? 

The first time I saw the Regiment at Old North Bridge, Mourn 
Arms, Mary fifing, the sound of birds, silence…   words can’t ex-
press that sentiment. 

Lee Co’y followed the 10th from a young  age. We’d attend events each spring, 
especially the Battle at Lexington Green at 0’dark stupid, allowing Kate to sleep in 
and enjoy the morning paper. 

In 2009, Matt Lee joined as a drummer and I’ll never forget when he approached 
Paul O’Shaughnessy at the Green Rehearsal; Kate and I wondered what he was up 
to! The Lt. Colonel looked him up and down and nodded in approval. 

Tim Lee joined the LI Co’y as a powder monkey that summer. His first event at the 
Plymouth/Pirate Parade. Sergeant Scull arrived with a uniform and said to me, 
“you’re driving them all over the place, so you might as well!...” 

Name 1 thing that we don’t know about you:  I’m the youngest of 7.  

My Dad’s side of the family was partly NH loyalists who fled to Nova Scotia and 
Newfoundland at the start of the War in America. 

What do you enjoy doing when you’re outside the Regiment?  

I love saxophones, hiking, gardening, being outdoors. 

What is your favorite thing about the Regiment?   

It’s an escape, a worthy pursuit to learn about and share the British perspective; 
Making friends, seeing friends. 

 

Photo Credits- 
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What is your favorite memory of the Regiment?  Describe: 

Too many… 

Attending Tavern Night at OSV and watching the fun with fellow 10thers and this one 
lady with her dress, bonnet, fan, aviator sunglasses, hairy chest…it was Ed Bressler! 

Wading in the river at OSV. And mornings by the fire with the kitchen crew. 

Where’s the furthest you’ve traveled and why? 

Sicily, Italy (on a trip throughout Europe on trains, hitchhiking, etc.) just because. 

What are your likes? Sardines, peanut M&M’s, honesty. 

What are your dislikes? Marzipan, Shopping Malls, Corduroy, Jonah Hill, bad drivers, 
German Shepherds, dishonesty 

What is your favorite movie? Any Cohen Brothers, “Hateful Eight” most recently… 

What is your favorite song/style of music? Any James Brown. Frank Sinatra. Just lis-
tened to Anita Baker. 

Are you active in any causes?  

It isn’t a lot, but I volunteer once a month at an addiction/substance abuse prevention 
center for teens.  

What special talents / skills do you have? 

I can make a variety of mouth sounds like water dripping, cat sounds (yes, I converse 
with Molly and Zeva), I can roll my tongue, I can tie a clove hitch one handed. 

What is the most unusual thing that has happened to you in life?  Describe: 

 I went fishing with a Manouane Indian guide in Quebec. He paddled one handed, ate a 
PBJ, smoked, and fished at the same time; when he caught a very large pike, he pulled 
it close to the boat (canoe) and shot it with a .22.  

What is the best thing that has happened to you so far in life? 

Alphabetically and in order of appearance: Kate, Matt, Tim.  

What is the one thing that you would like to accomplish before you die? 

I’d like to sail on a long sea voyage, 18th Century style (mostly). 


