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' to “chase them back.” At Lexington, nearly worn out, they met 

Lord Percy’s reinforcement, twelve hundred strong. He and his 

men had marched from Boston to the tune of “ Yankee Doodle” in 
contempt of the colonists. But they soon “changed their tune,” 

and when they turned for home , 

the march back to Boston was but 
a sorry race for life. 

The whole country round was 
now fully roused. Minute men 

came from every direction. Lin- 
ing the highway they fired “from 

fence and farm-yard wall,’ while 
the very clouds, so the bewildered 
British declared, “seemed to rain 

rebels.” Back hurried the red- 
coats defeated, dispirited, beset. 

Like bull-dogs the aroused farmers 

with flint-lock musket and old “king’s arm” followed up the re- 

treat, barking and biting to the last, until, just after sunset, the 
straggling red-coats escaped across Charlestown Neck and were safe 

beneath the protecting batteries of Boston town. 

It had been a dreadful day for them. Two hundred and seventy- 
three men were either killed, wounded or missing; of the Ameri- 

cans eighty-eight had been killed or wounded. But, greater than 
the loss in men had been the fatal mistake of the troops of the king. 
The war had come at last; they were the aggressors; they, too, 

had been the chief sufferers. All hope of avoiding a bloody quar- 
rel was now past. The news of the “Battle of Lexington,” as it 
has ever since been called, spread like a prairie fire. From all 
New England militia and minute men hastened to the aid of their 
countrymen. The people rose in war, and before the first of May, 

1775, the king’s soldiers were securely shut up in Boston by an 
army of nearly twenty thousand “ rebels.” 

  

“TT RAINED REBELS.”


