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NEXT MEETING


January 24


BLACK WALNUT HILL


6:00 p.m.


587 Kirchner Ave.


Mendota Heights, Minnesota 





Pot luck & Winter Talk & Nawlins Review


The Mudduck�EMBED PBrush���


The Midwest’s Finest War of 1812 Publication





JACOB  BROWN


by Charles J. Peterson





It was reserved for the middle states to be the first to rally the drooping spirits of the country, in the war of 1812. While New England held coldly aloof from the contest, and the south as yet had scarcely roused herself for action, New York and Pennsylvania, then as now the two greatest states of the confederacy, came gallantly to the rescue. It was on the soil of New York, and principally by New York troops that the first repulse was given to the British. It was a Pennsylvania General that won the victory. We allude to the defeat of the enemy at Sackett’s Harbor, by a combined force of regulars and militia under General Brown.


Jacob Brown, a Major-General in the American army, and perhaps the ablest commander in the war of 1812, was born in Bucks county, Pennsylvania, in the year 1775. His ancestors, for several generations, had been members of the society of Friends. His father was originally a farmer, but having embarked in trade, very soon lost the whole of his property; and his progeny, among them Jacob, were thrown on the world to seek a subsistence, while still children. This happened when the subject of our memoir was but sixteen. Having an ordinary English education, he resolved to make it useful as a country schoolmaster, and accordingly acted in that capacity at Crosswicks, New Jersey, from his eighteenth to his twenty-first year. At this period the tide of emigration was just beginning to set towards Ohio, and young Brown, eager to improve his fortunes, resolved to move out to that territory. He accordingly went to Cincinnati, and obtaining employment as a surveyor, remained two years in that vicinity; but finding the reality of western life less alluring than he had been led to expect it, he returned to the eastern states. In 1798 he was teaching school in New York. He continued at this, however, but a few months. He next turned his attention to the law, but finally abandoned this also. He now purchased a tract of land in Jefferson county, New York, for he had acquired some property in his various pursuits, and, in 1799, he removed to his new possession, then a wild clearing in the heart of the wilderness.


The district, however, rapidly improved; and with the rise of its fortunes rose those of Brown. He on this exposed border, he began to show those qualities of mind, which subsequently raised him to the head of the American army, and which would have enrolled his name among the most renowned of military commanders, if a wider sphere had been found for their exercise. Bold, sagacious, brave to a fault; persevering, industrious, full of resources; firm and decided in character; never shrinking from assuming the responsibility of an action which his judgment approved, he was just the man to acquire influence among the rough, but shrewd borders with whom he was now thrown in contact. He took the lead among his fellow-citizens, and was looked up to upon all occasions. In 1809 he was appointed to command a regiment of militia, and in 1811 elevated to the rank of Brigadier-General. When the war of 1812 broke out, he found himself at the head of a brigade, and with the charge of defending two hundred miles of exposed frontier. But this novel and responsible position found him full of resources to meet the exigency. On the 4th of October, 1812, at the head of four hundred men, he repulsed the British, eight hundred strong, in an attack on Ogdensburg. His term of service having expired shortly after, he returned home and resumed the plough. 


The administration of Mr. Madison, appreciating his services and ability, now endeavored to secure his aid permanently during the war; and accordingly offered him a Continued to page 52 …





BRIGADE MEETING


COMING EVENTS - Winter meetings - to be held at DG's house with a potluck before (at least for the first month).  Rich asked for volunteers to speak but got no takers.  New Orleans - Practiced cannon drill with the ladies (until a few more men showed up).  There will be cannon practice on the first Saturday in November.  Rich will notify people of the time.  5 people have purchased tickets so far.  2 others are seriously considering while 4 more are still thinking about it.  We discussed messing with the 7th Infantry and will contact them to find out if this is a possibility.  Should know more about BOQ rooms in early November. 1812 Symposium - March 24-25, 2001 in St. Louis.  The 2002 symposium may be held at Fort Leavenworth. History Day Program - Taylor's Co. has already committed $50 and MV will discuss the matter at their meeting.  There is interest in judging but no one wants to commit to it until they see a concrete schedule. Pine City event - May, 2001.  We need to get exact dates for this.


PAST EVENTS - Mississinewa - 7 Brigade members attended (Rich, Brenda, Bob, Jean, Miranda, Tom and Claire).  Event included 32 pound carronade, British Dragoons!, Rocketeers and plenty-o Indians.  Rich was wounded in the battle (3 grains of black powder in the eye which was checked out by the paramedics - all OK now) and Lawrence was promoted to "Chosen Man". Fort Osage - Tom L., Claire and Ed Fuller attended.  


Tom Shaw recommended reading Graves' new book The Field of Glory: the Battle of Chrysler's Farm.


Clemson's Co has lifetime membership for $100.


Meeting was adjourned (can't say exactly what time).  The two groups broke up to have unit meetings.  Tom Shaw held a meeting for Taylor's Co. in his car with himself on the ride home.





Mississippi Volunteers Meeting


Mike M., Tom L., Rich & Brenda W., Bob & Jean & Miranda M., Eric F. & Hellen


History Day - The group decided to offer $50 for prize money for the competition. Some are interested in judging but need more details before committing.


Treasury - Mike Meyers actually talked to Doug St. John on the telephone, but Doug was at work and could not talk.  The group discussed exactly how much money Doug should have.  According to the minutes from early 1999, Campbell had an exact amount of cash, which belonged to the Miss.Vols.  That cash was turned over to Doug.  An unknown amount of money in dues from 1999 should also be in the treasury.  Mike will keep trying to contact him and we will hopefully be able to come up with a satisfactory solution to this problem.


Nominations - According to the MV by-laws, sergeants are only allowed to hold two consecutive terms in office.  The group discussed changing the by-laws to allow Eric to run again, but he will be unable to hold the office as he is the sole nominee for the sergeant of Clan Tartan.  We need to begin planning now for nominations in February so we won't be unprepared.  If you are interested in holding an office, please contact Eric.


Cannon - There is a rumor/possibility that a King Howitzer may be coming up for sale.  Rich asked if we would be interested in purchasing it.  There is general interest, depending on the price of course.


Eric and Hellen reminded people about their upcoming wedding on November 11th at noon at Murphy's Landing.  The meeting was then adjourned.


Colonel’s commission in the regular army. This, however, he declined, not from unwillingness to serve, but from a firm resolution not to take a lower rank than he already held. He felt he was fitted for great emergencies, and was content patiently to wait until he should be better appreciated. If that never should occur, he was satisfied to remain in his peaceful avocation as a farmer. But never was there a truer saying than that talent always finds its level, or never was it more forcibly exemplified than in the cases of Jackson and Brown. Both were refused the commissions they sought, in the beginning of the conflict; yet both subsequently forced them, as it were, from the country, by their genius for war. Both were emphatically heroes of the people. Both started to life, robust and armed, military commanders full born. Both only needed a wider sphere of action to have become among the most celebrated professors of the military art. With the field that opened itself before the Marshals of Napoleon, Jackson would have rivaled Ney, and Brown surpassed Macdonald. 


The residence of Brown was in the neighborhood of Sackett’s Harbor, at that time the chief depot for stores on the lake. Here was collected the plunder of York; here were building the vessels destined to annoy the enemy; here were stowed the munitions of war that had been transported, at great expense, from the Atlantic to the shores of Lake Ontario. Though it was scarcely thought probable that the British would venture to attack this place, the value of the prize rendered it possible that the attempt might be made; and Colonel Backus, who had been left in command of the post, was instructed, in case of any such expedition, to summon General Brown to his assistance. It was not long before the contingency, thus provided for, arrived. To retaliate for the capture of York, Prevost conceived the design of attacking Sackett’s Harbor. This idea was adopted during a visit to Kingston, where he had heard that General Dearborn had withdrawn most of the garrison to assist the expedition against Fort George. Accordingly, on the 27th of May, 1813, Prevost began his movement at the head of nearly a thousand men; his troops embarking in small boats, and under convoy of the fleet commanded by Sir James Yeo. It was his intention to reach Sackett’s Harbor in the night, and at daybreak to assault and carry the place by surprise. The winds proved adverse, however, and it was not until ten o’clock on the evening of the 28th that he reached his destination. At daybreak of the 29th he made his attack. Meantime, his fleet had been seen on the lake, and notice promptly carried to the harbor. The guns of the fort gave the alarm to the surrounding country. The people rose. By noon of the 28th, six hundred militia had rallied to the defence of the place; and at their head came Brown, summoned in this emergency, like Cincinnatus, from his plough. An express had found him at his farm, eight miles from the harbor, and instantly mounting, he had hurried to the scene of action, rousing the militia as he came. His every movement marked the man born to command. The crisis found him, cool, ready, inexhaustible. It was one of those emergencies in which a bold and intrepid genius like his, finds its true element, while minds of less power sink under responsibility.


During the whole of the 28th the Americans were preparing for the attack. Brown, being thoroughly acquainted with the neighborhood, was at no loss to know the point where the enemy would probably land. His dispositions were made accordingly. He placed the militia and volunteers in the first line, and assigned them the task of meeting the enemy on his disembarkation. Midway between the shore and the village, and on ground rendered difficult of approach by an abattis, he arranged the second line, which was composed of regular troops, under the command of Lieutenant-Colonel Backus. A few artillerists were charged with the custody of the forts, where, in case of a defeat, Brown had prepared to make a last desperate stand. The location of the front line was partially altered, almost at the moment of attack, in consequence of the enemy changing the point of his disembarkation, when he saw the stubborn preparations of the Americans.  The troops, however, had full time to take their new position before the enemy could land. Brown himself superintended their line of battle. “Hide yourselves,” he said, “ as much as possible, and do not fire until you can see the buttons of the enemy. If you are forced to retire, by superior numbers, throw yourselves into the wood, rally, and assail the foe in the flank. If you cannot then stop him, retire on the left and rear of Colonel Backus, and wait for further orders. Only be cool and resolute and the day is our own.”


He had scarcely delivered these words when the British were seen close at hand, their numerous boats apparently crowded with soldiers. The day was partially clear, with a slight mist hanging around; and the glitter of the enemy’s arms, perhaps, magnified his numbers. None of the militia or volunteers had been in battle before; and awe of the British regulars’ skill haunted the popular mind; hence, when the front line of the Americans beheld the imposing array of the enemy, it lost its self-possession, and �
began to fire too soon, and in a desultory manner. At such a crisis it is astonishing how few can infect the whole mass. One or two at first discharged their pieces, and this spread alarm in others, so that, in less than a minute, the whole line had delivered its fire. As might have been expected, the men overshot their assailants, and scarcely one of the enemy was seen to fall. The inefficiency of their fire increased the perturbation of the volunteers; each looked for countenance of his neighbor and found none; a panic was the consequence; and the whole body breaking ground, took to flight ignominiously. In vain their officers strove to rally them. Once thoroughly frightened, nothing could allay their terror. Forgetful of Brown’s orders to collect again in the wood, forgetful of the direction afterwards to gather in the rear of Colonel Backus, forgetful of everything but their own alarm, they hurried frantically onward, some even throwing away their guns, a mortifying and cowardly spectacle. Two companies, however, resisted this general consternation. They were headed by Captains M’Nett and Collins, and gallantly rallied to the fight.


With inexplicable chagrin, Brown saw the flight of the militia and volunteers; but his second line still stood firm, and to this he now devoted all his attention. By the disgraceful retreat of the front line, the position of the regulars, however, was rendered untenable. But this did not disconcert Brown. Falling back, step by step, disputing every inch of ground, he took shelter in some log huts which had been prepared for the winter accommodation of the soldiers, and here prepared to resist the overpowering numbers of the enemy. This new post he soon rendered impregnable. In vain the British, flushed with their first victory, advanced with loud cheers to the assault. A sharp and well aimed volley checked their steps. Brown did not give them time to recover, before he threw in another volley. At this moment, however, flames were seen rising from the place where the stores were collected; for the officer left in their charge, seeing the flight of the front line, had deemed the day lost, and hastened to execute his orders. Soon dark volumes of pitchy smoke began to roll upwards tot he sky, relieved here and there by forky tongues of flame, leaping about in the wildest confusion. Animated by this sight, the British raised a second shout, and rushed forward, under cover of a heavy fire. But the American regulars, with the heroic Backus at their head, stood immovable. For a few minutes only was the result doubtful. The vollies of the enemy rattled without intermission, and the scanty front of the Americans was enveloped in sheets of fire. Soon the British began to waiver. At this moment Backus, while cheering on his men, received a mortal shot, and fell in the arms of victory. Brown, meantime, had hastened to the rear, and succeeded in rallying three or four hundred of the militia, with whom he advanced to cut off the enemy’s rear. But the British, alarmed at this demonstration, now began to retire on all sides. Indeed, to have remained longer, a mark for the deadly fire from the block-house and battery, would have been madness, even if their retreat had not been threatened. Accordingly, Prevost drew off his men, and forming them on the east of the hill proceeded to immediately after to re-embark. As they hurried to their boats, mortified and enraged at this unexpected result, their sight was cheered by a spectacle, which, in part afforded a grim satisfaction for their disgrace. It was the burning barracks and store-houses. These buildings were now a sheet of flame, and being filled with highly combustible materials, the roar of the conflagration was heard far and near. By that stern music the enemy re-embarked.


The intelligence of this victory was hailed with rapturous applause throughout the Union, and by universal consent Brown rose at once to a first place in the public opinion. The government showed its grateful appreciation of his conduct by creating him a Brigadier. Both friend and foe acknowledged, as if by secret instinct, that a military leader of ability had arisen at last in this country. An opinion which heretofore had been breathed only in whispers, was now boldly proclaimed: it was said that the incompetency of the old Generals had been endured long enough, and that it was full time that abler commanders, fresh from the people, should have their places. From this period, indeed, we may date an improvement in the character of the leaders, and a more daring spirit of enterprise in the management of the war. The days of the Hulls, Wilkinsons, and Dearborns, were nearly over; that of the Browns, Scotts, Jessups, and Jacksons, was approaching. The spirit of the people which had begun to despond, from this hour rallied; enthusiasm took the place of want of confidence; and headed by leaders whom it could love, the army went gallantly from victory to victory. Chippewa and Lundy’s Lane followed upon Sackett’s Harbor, and the brilliant spectacle closed at New Orleans in a blaze of glory!


The letter in which Brown modestly announced his victory, is worthy of being preserved: it is terse, unaffected, and eminently characteristic of the man. There is nothing of exaggeration, nothing of bombast about it. In reading it, we perceive that victory has not destroyed the even balance of mind.


May 29th, 1813


We were attacked at dawn this day by a British regular force of at least nine hundred men, most probably twelve hundred. They made their landing at Horse Island. The enemy’s fleet consisted of two ships and four schooners, and thirty large open boats. We are completely victorious. The enemy lost a considerable number of killed and wounded on the field, among the number several officers of distinction. After having re-embarked, they sent me a flag, desiring to have their killed and wounded attended to. I have made them satisfied on that subject. Americans will be distinguished for humanity and bravery. Our loss is not numerous, but serious from the great worth of those who have fallen. Colonel Mills was shot dead at the commencement of the action; and Colonel Backus, of the first regiment of light dragoons, nobly fell at the head of his regiment as victory was declaring for us. I will not presume to praise this regiment; their gallant conduct on this day merits much more than praise. The new ship, and Commodore Chauncey’s prize, the Duke of Glouchester, are safe in Sackett’s Harbor. Sir George Prevost landed and commanded in person. Sir James Yeo commanded the enemy’s fleet.


In haste, yours, &c.


Jacob Brown





O


n receiving a commission in the regular army, Brown at once abandoned his farm, and devoted himself to the service of his country. He accompanied Wilkinson, in the ensuing autumn, in his expedition down the St. Lawrence. Being the officer of the day during the passage of the British fort at Prescott, the direction of that difficult and somewhat perilous enterprise devolved on himself, a task which he performed with signal skill and resolution. At French Creek he repulsed, with his brigade, an imposing force of the enemy. He moved continually in advance of the main army and was already several miles ahead of Wilkinson, pressing on to Montreal, when he received , with undisguised chagrin, the order of that officer to fall back, since the expedition was to be abandoned. The army now retired to winter quarters. Wilkinson, on the plea of sickness, left the camp, and the other seniors of Brown being also absent, he now found himself at the head of the army. Early in the year 1814, he was promoted to the rank of Major-General.


The new campaign opened under the happiest of auspices. The elevation of Brown to the chief command at once inspired �
confidence. His gallantry at Sackett’s Harbor, and his courage under Wilkinson, were the theme of every tongue. His officers were in the highest spirits, and the men relied on victory. Meantime, he left no preparatory measures untried which could assist  in securing success, particularly devoting himself to the thorough discipline of his troops. In this task he found a valuable assistant in Scott, just then elevated to the rank of Brigadier. That officer established a camp of instruction at Buffalo, where, adopting the system of Napoleon’s army, the officers were first rigorously drilled, without regard to rank, by the commanding General; and then these officers in turn, instructed the rank and file under their immediate eye. It was in fact renewing the scenes of Valley Forge, when Baron Steuben first made soldiers of the raw levies of Washington, and with the same effect. The one trained the men, who, a few months later, drove the British grenadiers at Monmouth; the other instructed the future conquerors of Chippewa and Lundy’s Lane.


�EMBED PBrush���


Having become satisfied with the proficiency of his troops, Brown resolved to cross the Niagara, and begin the aggressive. Accordingly, on the 3d of July, 1814, the brigade of Scott was sent over to the British shore, below Fort Erie, and was followed, on the same day by that of Ripley, which landed below. Fort Erie, being thus invested, surrendered without firing a shot. Leaving a small garrison in the captured fort, Brown now pushed forward in the direction of Chippewa, where the main body of the British was known to be encamped. The enemy’s force was commanded by Major General Riall, and was estimated at three thousand. The brigade of Scott moved in advance of the rest of the American army, with orders to drive in any outlying parties of the British it should meet. The day was that glorious one in the history of our country, the fourth of July. As the troops marched, the national air greeted their ears at frequently recurring intervals, amid prouder bursts of music; while the soft summer breeze floated by, dallied with the flag of America, making the stars dance and quiver in the morning sunbeams. Every man felt inspired by the scene, by the music, by the associations; and with quickened steps marched on. It was not long before a detachment of the British army, consisting of the one-hundredth regiment, came in sight. This body was commanded by the Marquis of Tweedale. A sharp action immediately ensued, which continued for some hours, being maintained as a running fight, the Americans advancing, the English falling back. At last, after a retreat of sixteen miles, the enemy reached the Chippewa river, across which he hastily retired. Dusk was now gathering around the landscape. On the opposite shore, however, could be discerned through the gloom the dark masses of Riall’s army, protected by heavy batteries, in the midst of which the one-hundredth regiment had taken refuge. To have maintained the pursuit at that hour, and under the circumstances, would have been madness. Accordingly, halting his troops, Scott resolved to await the arrival of the main body, and his men, in consequence, pitched their camp about two miles from that of the enemy. So close were the two armies, and so calm and still was the night, as the hours wore on, the troops in either army could distinguish the various noises of the enemy; and many a brave soldier, as he bivouacked on the bare ground, heard these sounds in his dreams, where mingling with thoughts of home, they produced a strange medley of sad and sweet images.


The morning dawned close and sultry. Not a cloud obscured the sky, and scarcely a breath of wind stirred, ominous signs these of a hot and dusty day for the battle that impended. The British lay behind the Chippewa, commanding a bridge that led across the stream and debouched into a comparatively open plain. This plain, at its opposite extremity, was bounded by another small stream, called Street’s Creek, behind which the American army had taken up its position the night before. On its two other sides this plain was skirted by the Niagara River, and by a belt of heavy woodland. Nature appeared, indeed, to have constructed the piece of ground expressly for a field of battle, and both commanders, sensible of this, seem to have made up their minds here to try their fortunes. Brown was already preparing to leave his position, cross into the plain, and attack the enemy in his lines at Chippewa, when the videttes announced that Riall was beginning to appear in force on the plain himself, as if eager to seek the proffered contest. This news was followed by the sound of firing, showing that the advanced posts of the two armies had begun to skirmish. The wood which we have mentioned, and which was on the American left, now began to swarm with the militia and Indians of the enemy, which, gaining ground as the day advanced, by noon were able to materially annoy the American pickets. Brown, on this, dispatched General Porter with the volunteers and militia, by a circuitous route, to get in the rear of the Indians, and cut them off from the main body. At the same time he ordered his advance to fall back, in hopes thus to draw them on. In about half an hour, however, Porter came suddenly on the light parties of the enemy in the wood. A heavy fire succeeded from each of the opposing detachments, and was maintained for sometime, when the British irregulars gave way, and began to retire on Chippewa. The retreat, however, had not progressed far, when it was checked by the arrival of the main body of the enemy on the field. The British irregulars now rallied, and with exulting cheers, deeming the day their own, bore down on the American line. For a moment the latter withstood the shock, but soon intimated by the imposing front of the enemy’s regulars, which now extended far and near, they broke and fled. Every effort of General Porter to check their dismay, was in vain.


Brown himself had been in the wood with Porter, when the noise of firing in the direction of Chippe�wa attracted his attention, and imme�diately he knew by the clouds of dust rising in the distance, that the enemy was advancing. It was now four o’clock. The sun, declining in the western firma�ment, threw a yellow haze across plain; and a myriad of particles, seemingly of fine gold dust, formed a canopy over the British army. Occasionally, a light breeze, drifting aside this veil, disclosed the flashing arms, the blackened banners, and confident step of Riall’s veterans: for the regulars of that General were no common troops, but men disciplined on many a hard fought field, and proud of their frequent victories. Now and then a puff of white smoke, looking in the distance as if from a solitary gun, would shoot out from this gilded curtain, and immediately after�wards, a faint report came struggling up to the ear. Perhaps never did any General gaze on a more splendid spectacle. But not a moment was to be lost, and so, putting spurs to his horse, Brown galloped, with his suite, in the direction of the bridge, which, crossing Street’s Creek, in front �
of the American camp, was the only outlet for our army into the plain beyond.  Just before he reached that spot, he met General Scott, who, in ignorance of the advance of the British, was moving his brigade in that direction, in relief dress, merely for the purpose of drill. Brown drew in his rein, and pointing with his sword across the plain, said to his subordinate: “The enemy is coming up—you will have a fight—move on, and cross the bridge.” Having pronounced these words, he passed hastily to the rear, to put Ripley’s brigade in motion, and to re-assemble the light troops behind Street’s Creek.





I


n an instant every man in the brigade of Scott was aware of the order, and with an alacrity that showed they had not forgotten the triumph of the day before, they moved towards the bridge. It was not until he reached the spot that Scott could obtain a sight of the foe. He then saw the British veterans, however, displayed on the plain, their masses of infantry intermixed with dragoons and artillery, extending far away to the right and left, without a perceptible gap in the whole of that long front. A battery of nine pieces, within point blank, opened its fire on the bridge as soon as the Americans appeared. Scott did not hesitate a moment, however, but immediately crossed, and in perfect order, though not without loss. As soon as the first and second battalions, led by Majors Leavenworth and McNeilly, had reached the plain, they promptly formed a line in front, which brought them opposite, respectively, to the left and centre of the enemy. When the third battalion, which was commanded by Major Jessup, had traversed the bridge, Scott moved it off obliquely to the left, in order to prevent the British from outflanking him in that direction. This left spaces between the battalions of considerable size; but no other resource remained. The artillery under Captain Towson, was stationed to the right, resting on the Chippewa road. No sooner had it got into position, than the guns were promptly unlimbered, and soon opened with terrible effect on the columns of the enemy. Meantime, the two armies continued to advance on each other, the troops halting to fire, and then pushing on, until the space between packed with smoke. The English officers had been told that Scott had nothing but militia with him; but when they saw the coolness with which his troops came into action, one of them exclaimed: “If these are militia, God keep the regulars from us!”


The right of the British had been pushed so far, in the hope of outflanking the Americans, that it had actually entered the forest, and thither Major Jessup following it, according to his orders not to be outflanked, it became finally separated from the main body. This gave the British a new right flank on the plain, threatening to effect the very purpose that Jessup had been sent to defeat. Scott, perceiving this, hastened to throw forward the left flank of O’Neil’s battalion, which brought it obliquely to the enemy’s front, and, in turn, outflanked him a little. All this time the two armies continued to approach each other, keeping up a constant and heavy fire. Scott, just before, noticing that Towson overshot the enemy, galloped down the line to the battery, and seeing its gallant commander enveloped in smoke, that neither he nor his men could see the British any longer, had pointed them out. Instantly changing the direction of his pieces, Towson prepared to load them for a final discharge, while Scott turned back to the battalions on the right, where he executed the movement by which he outflanked the foe. At this crisis, the enemy was not more than eighty paces distant. It was the moment for decisive action. To have waited an instant, would have given Riall the opportunity, perhaps, to extend his flank, and recover the advantage he had just lost. But this instant Scott did not allow him. Turning to M’Niel’s battalion, he pointed with his sword towards the enemy, and in a voice that rose, load and distinct over the uproar of the strife, shouted: “Men of the eleventh! the enemy say we are good at a long shot, but cannot stand the cold iron. I call on you to give the lie to that slander. Charge!” At the word, the bayonets of the veteran battalion were leveled, and they rushed upon the foe, a bristling wall of steel. Instantaneously, too, Leavenworth’s battalion, which held an oblique position on the enemy’s right, sprang also to the charge, and thus crushed, as it were, between two moving phalanxes, the British, with a wild cry of horror broke and fled. The final impulse to their panic, if any had been wanting, was given by the fire of Towson’s pieces, which, at this critical moment, sent their tempest of grape through and through the enemy’s ranks. Almost simultaneously too, Major Jessup, in the wood, had advanced his men to a new and more secure position, where their fire proved so hot and quick, that the foe there were forced to retire also.


While the brigade of Scott had been achieving this victory, that of Ripley had not been inactive. Brown had no sooner left Scott than he placed himself at the head of these battalions, and advanced with then on the left, behind the woods, hoping to gain the rear of the enemy’s right flank. But by almost instantaneous success of Scott, the foe was in full retreat before this could be effected. The whole of the American army, now uniting, however, advanced with loud cheers, the bands playing in triumph. It is said to have been a magnificent spectacle. The sun hung on the very verge of the horizon, and the dust that floated over the plain was more golden than ever, while here and there were particles of smoke that lit by a stray beam, gleamed out like frosted silver on the scene. As the victors pressed on across the plain, they found it everywhere strewed with the bodies of the dead and dying, proving how destructive had been their fire. As soon as the British gained the sloping ground descending towards the Chippewa, they broke and ran to their trenches. The pursuit was not stopped until the enemy had thrown himself across the Chippewa, and found a secure covert in his entrenchments. By this time Brown had arrived in person, and ordered the ordnance to be brought up, intending to force the works, but their strength, and the lateness of the hour, induced him to abandon the attempt. The sun had now gone down. One by one the stars appeared in the sky, but notwithstanding this, the darkness increased; for the clouds of dust settling but slowly, still hung over the plain, and added to the gloom of the hour. All things seemed gradually to assume a look and voice of foreboding. The wind was heard wailing in the recesses of the neighboring forest; the Niagara surged mournfully along; and from the plain rose up a low, confused, but melancholy murmur, for there, nearly a thousand men lay, moaning in suffering, or looking up with dead, pale faces, to the stars! As the night deepened, however, that ominous mingling of sounds grew fainter and fainter, as soul after soul went up to its Maker. Humane steps at last were heard on that plain, and the wounded were borne off and succored. Finally, a death-like silence fell on all the landscape. The two armies, in their respective camps, slept in deep slumber after the fatigues of the day, and no sound broke the profound stillness, except the occasional cry of a sentry, or the hoarse murmur of the Niagara.
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he second day after this battle, the Americans crossed the Chippewa, the British burning their barracks, abandoning their position, and retiring to forts Niagara and George. Brown followed in pursuit. The expectation of receiving some heavy guns from Sackett’s Harbor, delayed his movements for the next fortnight; but, on the 25th of July, having received an express from General Gaines, advising him of the blockade of that port, by a superior force, he was compelled to abandon his designs against the forts of the mouth of the Niagara, and seek success in some other enterprise. His active mind was not long in fixing on its prey. He determined to disencumber the army of baggage, and march directly on Burlington Heights. But in order to conceal this intention from the enemy, as well as to obtain a supply of provisions from Schlosser, he fell back on Chippewa. Meantime, however, Lieutenant-General Drummond, mortified at the repulse of the British by an inferior force, had hurried up from York, bringing with him all the troops he could collect at that and other posts on the peninsula. Assuming command of the army in person, he advanced boldly against the Americans. This was just at the period when they were falling back on the Chippewa. Brown, being advised of the movement of Drummond, halted. That same evening he received a communication from the American shore, apprising him that the enemy had landed a thousand men at Lewiston, nine miles below the Chippewa, for some object not understood. Alarmed for the stores at Schlosser, Brown determined, by threatening the forts at the mouth of the Niagara, to recall the British. Accordingly, he ordered Scott, with all the troops he could collect on the moment, to advance. In twenty minutes, Scott was in motion. He carried with him his own brigade, Towson’s artillery, and the dragoons and mounted men, in all about thirteen hundred combatants.
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he battle that ensued, is known by the name of Queenstown, Lundy’s Lane, and Niagara indiscriminately. It was in fact, two separate conflicts. In the first, the enemy was driven from his position, and then, taking up a new one, the struggle began again, and was continued until midnight. In the earlier conflict, Scott’s brigade fought nearly alone, and was terribly cut up. In fact, this General, when he went into action, supposed he was about to meet the same force he had already met at Chippewa, and no more, whereas it had been strongly reinforced by Drummond. Scott stood his ground, however, unitl Brown could bring up the brigade of Ripley, when his shattered troops were drawn off, though, later in the night, they came again into action. The enemy was finally beaten. Before the victory, however, was complete, Brown had received two wounds, and was so reduced by the loss of blood, that he had to be supported on his horse from the field. Scott having been also wounded, the command devolved on General Ripley. This General had been ordered by Brown to begin the action again early in the morning, but failed to do so, in consequence of which the English remained masters of the field, and a retreat to Fort Erie became necessary. It was his conduct in this emergency which induced Brown to pronounce Ripley an officer, not wanting indeed in physical bravery, but sadly deficient in moral courage, or the nerve to assume responsibility in critical circumstances.


Not possessing confidence in Ripley, one of the first acts of Brown was to send for General Gaines, who, as senior officer, on his arrival, would supercede Ripley in command of Fort Erie. Here Gaines won unfading laurels by his gallant repulse of the enemy from before its walls. But having received a wound from a shell, the fort again fell in the charge of Ripley, and the anxiety of Brown became so great, that early in September, as soon as his wounds were sufficiently healed, he repaired in person to Fort Erie, assumed the direction of its defense. He found the place in a critical emergency. The besieging force was more than that of the garrison, and was continually increasing. Although reinforcements had been ordered up from Lake Champlain, they were yet far distant, and some time must necessarily elapse before they could appear. Meantime, the fort might be stormed successfully by overwhelming numbers. In this perilous condition of affairs, the bold and decided genius of Brown was the salvation of the garrison. After waiting from the 2d until the 17th of September, daily suffering more and more from the fire of the enemy, the American General, noticing that a new battery was about to be erected, resolved on a sortie. The works of the besiegers consisted of two lines of investment, supported by block-houses, in the front of which, at suitable points, batteries were erected. The camp of the enemy was nearly two miles in the rear of their works. Brown noticed that a brigade of twelve to fifteen hundred men usually occupied these works, and was relieved, in turn, by two other brigades of equal strength. Brown’s plan was to issue forth suddenly with as powerful a force as he could muster, storm the batteries, spike the cannon, and, if possible, cut to pieces the brigade on duty, before assistance could be summoned from the camp. The scheme was hazardous perhaps, but with such a General to lead the troops, at least promised success.


Accordingly, on the morning of the 17th, the garrison was ordered to parade at noon, in readiness for the sortie. The volunteers, led by General Porter, the riflemen by colonel Gibson, and Major Brooks, with the first and twenty-third infantry, accompanied by a few dragoons, acting as infantry, were instructed to move from the left on the right of the enemy, by a road which had been secretly opened through the woods for the purpose. The command of General Miller was ordered to station itself in the ravine between the enemy’s batteries and Fort Erie, by passing in detachments through the skirts of the wood. The twenty-first infantry, under General Ripley, was directed to post itself, as a reserve, between the new bastions of Fort Erie. All these troops, by these arrangements, would be kept under cover, and out of view of the enemy, until the moment for decisive action. Then, all at once, they would burst on the foe.


When the signal was given, the troops rushed forward from their respective stations, with the greatest impetuosity. The left column, led by General Porter, began the action. These brave men had stolen forward through the wood on the enemy’s right, until they arrive, unperceived, close to his entrenchments; then, at the word of their commander, they raised a shout, and �
advanced at quick step upon the foe. Hearing the report of musketry, Brown, who had remained in the ravine, knew that the action was begun on the left, and accordingly ordered Miller to advance and pierce the enemy’s entrenchments between the two batteries in front. This division also sprang to the assault with cheers. The astonished enemy, at first, lost his self-possession, but soon recovering himself, rallied to the defense of his battery. A deadly fire accordingly greeted the Americans. But unintimidated, the gallant assailants rushed forward, cleared the ramparts, drove the enemy from his works, and planted their flag on the embrasure of the captured fortification. In less than thirty minutes after firing the first gun, the Americans were masters of the field, two of the enemy’s batteries, his line of entrenchments, and his two block-houses being in possession of the storming parties. The victors then hastened to spike the cannon. The magazine of the batteries was blown up. The enemy still, however, maintained a desultory, though stubborn resistance, as he retreated; and the reserve, which had been ordered up, was brought into action, while a portion of the remaining troops proceeded with the work of demolition. The object of the sortie having been accomplished, the Americans were now drawn off, and retired to the fort. The victory had been signal and complete. In a single hour the labor of fifty days on the part of the besiegers had been utterly destroyed. About four hundred British had been taken prisoners, and as more wounded or killed. The moral effect of the sortie was even greater. The enemy recognized in this bold and brilliant stroke, the hand that had dealt him such terrible blows at Chippewa and Lundy’s Lane, and from that hour, abandoning all hopes of reducing the place, lent his thoughts only to the best means of effecting a safe retreat. A few days after, he raised the siege, and retired behind the Chippewa.


These series of successes on the part of Brown, beginning with Sackett’s Harbor, and ending with Fort Erie, surrounded his name with an éclat similar to that which, about the same time, was won by Decatur on another element. Indeed, the career of this General is a forcible illustration of what genius alone can do. During the two preceding years of the war, our arms on land had met with an almost constant succession of disasters, though, at the time, they were not opposed by any of the veteran English troops, such as in 1814, appeared on the field. But when the peace in Europe had disengaged the conquerors of the peninsula, our troops, instead of being utterly annihilated before these renowned soldiers, suddenly began to achieve victories, and that too, against superior numbers. The nation could scarcely believe the first reports of the victory of Chippewa. It had been supposed that if Brown could manage to engage a smaller force than his own, his ability and courage would, perhaps, obtain a triumph; but this astonishing success transcended every hope. The result was chiefly owing to the genius of the General. His sagacity in adopting his means to his end, was well known to the troops, and inspired them with a confidence that whatsoever he undertook he could carry through; besides, by a thorough discipline of his men, he rendered them the equals of Wellington’s veterans. With such soldiers, and such a leader, victory was certain.


The war terminated, at least in the north, with the campaign of 1814. After the peace, Brown was continued in the army, and assigned the command of the northern military division. His life, however, was paid a forfeit to his services, for  he contracted a disease at Fort Erie, which was an almost constant source of suffering to him, and which, in the end, produced his death. But he lived first to reach the elevated post of senior Major-General, and Commander-in-chief of the army of the United States. This happened in 1821. On the 24th of February, 1828, he died in Washington City, where he had resided since he rose to the chief command.


FOriginally published in Charles J. Peterson, The Military Heroes of the War of 1812: With a narrative of the war (Philadelphia: William A. Leary, 1848): 140-158. From the collection of Charles W. Nelson, National Register Architect for the Minnesota State Historic Preservation Office. 





& BOOK  REVIEWS & 


Donald E. Graves, Field of Glory: The Battle of Crysler’s Farm, 1813. Toronto: Robin Brass Studio, 1999. 426 pages, Illustrations, Maps, Appendices, End Notes, Bibliography. ISBN  1-896941-10-9


Donald Graves, the author of Where Right and Glory Lead: The Battle of Lundy’s Lane, 1814 and Redcoats and Grey Jackets: The Battle of Chippawa, 5 July 1814 has brought enthusiast  of the War of 1812 another, fascinating and highly readable battle narrative.


Field of Glory is actually more the chronicle of a campaign than a battle. The entire story encompasses the ill-fated effort to take Montreal in 1813. As Graves amply demonstrates, the American offensive never had much chance of success. The objective was never made clear and the means where not properly provided. It is a tale of inept meddling, intraservice rivalry and leadership on the American side. On the British/Canadian side it is a story of professionalism, vigilance and the efficient use of limited resources.


The story begins with the appointment of two rival generals. Wilkinson and Hampton to command the two wings of the planned offensive. Right from the start the meddling secretary of war, John Armstrong, had his hands full with a conflict of his own making. James Wilkinson has to be one of the most reprehensible characters in American history and Graves cuts him no slack. Time and again, despite his overwrought protest�ations of patriotism, Wilkinson proved that he was incapable of the task set before him. Hampton and Wilkinson hated each other. Though Hampton was Wilkinson’s subordinate, he made it very clear that he would only take orders from Armstrong. Rather than insisting on cooperation, Armstrong abetted this dysfunctional relationship by acting as in intermediary between Wilkinson and Hampton. In doing so Armstrong insured disharmony and miscommunication by his consistent inability to make sure communications flowed two ways. Armstrong further hampered the operation by allowing Wilkinson too many options for the ultimate goal. For many months it was not clear if Montreal or Kingston was the objective. These vacillations caused many months of delay in the forging of the expedition. Wilkinson was often unwell, did not supervise closely when he was and did not delegate effectively when he was incapacitated. Graves makes a good argument for Armstrong replacing Wilkinson when it became clear he was physically not capable of managing the assignment.


As it was, the necessary coordination between Hamp�ton and Wilkinson did not happen and the late autumn start of the campaign virtually doomed it from the moment the open boats left Sackett’s Harbor. Hampton struck off north from Plattesburg in a desultory manner and was ignominiously stopped in his tracks by a much inferior force of Canadians. The action which was become known as the Battle of Chateauguay gave Hampton an excuse to halt his      portion    of the   offensive   and     fall   back   to �
such a position as to make him incapable of joining Wilkinson on the march to Montreal.


Wilkinson’s half-hearted offensive should never have been allowed to happen. The season was well advanced when the move down the St. Lawrence was begun. The expedition was poorly equipped and the weather deteriorated by the day through October and early November. As the weather grew worse, so did the physical condition of the troops. Rations began to run short as the movement took much longer to execute than planned. In addition the men became ill from exposure, further diminishing their abilities. No one had the willpower to call off this disaster before it began. The Congress and the nation expected an offensive, thus the operation went ahead.


Graves is very clear that the fate of the two arms of the offensive was sealed by the incompetence of Arm�strong, Hampton and Wilkinson. He also makes it very clear that subordi�nate officers with both divisions did their level best to make sure things proceeded as well as possible given the circumstances and that the men were certainly game, if ill-trained.


In Canada, the battles of Chateau�guay and Crysler’s Farm became something of nationalistic folk legends. Tradition holds that Canadians, slight�ly assisted by a few regular British troops swept the vile Americans from their soil. In part this is true, as Graves makes plain. Particularly at Chateauguay, the Canadians were the significant part of the force. While smaller in number than the Americ�ans, they were led by officers who knew the region, using the terrain to best advantage. Canadian intelligence was effective and the movements of the enemy were kept well in sight. 


Graves goes a long way toward giving due credit to the regular forces involved at Crysler’s Farm. Where the American brigade commanders such as John Boyd squandered troops in uncoordinated attacks, Lt. Col. Morri�son and his subordinates used the cool, experienced discipline of the troops to counter every American move. Graves gives the British regulars full credit for the success of the battle.


Harsh criticism is leveled against Wilkinson and his chief subordinate Morgan Lewis. Both generals were ill and confined to their beds aboard the American flotilla. It was never clear who was in charge from the moment the British threatened the American camp and boats. Wilkinson did not relinquish command but did nothing to direct the battle aside from issuing vague orders to the literal Boyd. Boyd viewed the entire engagement as simply a delaying tactic to make certain the British did not prevent the flotilla from proceeding downstream. Yet he committed far too many troops to the action and used them poorly when they were committed. Neither Graves nor any of the numerous contemporaries he cites claim that American troops or battalion-level officers behaved well under the circumstances. They were poorly directed and ill-managed on the field by the brigadiers.


Crysler’s Farm was a battle which ought not to have been fought. In and of itself it was fairly insignificant. Its result, however, was important in the highest degree. The battle effectively took the wind out of the expedition’s sails. Wilkinson, never keen on the operation had his excuse to halt the advance an go into disastrous winter quarters. His decision to halt the offensive, Graves points out, was wise. The weather was against him, he did not have the support of Hampton, rations were running out and the British were collecting a force to oppose him before Montreal. 


From the Canadian perspective, the operation was a success from the beginning to the end. The American offensive had been blunted and turned back. Lower Canada was save for another year. 


For the Americans, the Montreal campaign, while a disaster, had positives. All the major officers were discredited. Hampton resigned and Wilkinson was relieved of commanded. When many of senior officers left their men to suffer during the winter of 1813-1814, other more energetic officers stayed on. The talents of men like Jacob Brown, Alexander Macomb, Thomas Jesup, Winfield Scott, George Izard and  Eleazer Ripley were recognized and they were ultimately put in commands of real authority. The remnants of the revolution and the political adept but militarily inept officers were largely put out of service in favor of men of youth, vigor and proven ability. The campaigns of 1814 proved them to be the right men for the job. The great legacy was that many of these officers continued to influence the Army well into the mid-century.


As usual with Graves, this book is not simply the narrative of a battle or campaign. He provides considerable context for the men, the make-up of the armies and the condition of the country and its inhabitants. In this way the reader is put in a fair way of understanding the participants and the interrelation between people and events. Graves also displays his by now characteristic ability to move from the general to the specific and back again. He gives the broad picture as well as the telling details of the actual experience of the people involved. He also uses primary source informants to compare versions of the events and attempt to weed out truth from self-serving justification and well-intention misunderstanding.


If this were not enough, Graves salts his text with informative illustra�tions and maps. Some are modern reconstructions, others are contempor�ary portraits for which he is careful to specify the period. This reviewer applauds his inclusion of dates for portraits—especially when the only extant image of a person was made many years after the period described.


For modern researchers, Graves also provides an order of battle and table of casualties along with a very complete bibliography. His research is so thorough that there is plenty of material provided for more minute connections to be made by close application. This reviewer found many such opportunities. In addition, Gra�ves describes the later history of many of the principle actors in this drama as well as that of the field itself. This is particularly useful to the modern enthusiast, as much of the battle field of Crysler’s Farm no longer exists.


Donald Graves is to be commended for a thorough treatment of this little understood campaign. It is must for the bookshelf of anyone interested in the War of 1812.


—Thomas G. Shaw





John D. Morris, Sword of the Border: Major General Jacob Jennings Brown, 1775-1828. Kent, Ohio: The Kent State University Press, 2000. 348 pages, Illustrations, Maps, End Notes, Biblio�graphy, Index. ISBN: 0-87338-659-0


Jacob Jennings Brown may be the most important unknown figure in American military history. Several excellent studies of campaigns and battles along the Niagara and St. �
Lawrence frontiers during the War of 1812 have been published in recent years. Most notably are Redcoats & Grey Jackets, The Battle of Lundy’s Lane and Field of Glory, all by Donald Graves. In each of these books, Jacob Brown is a central figure. The few historians who actively study the War of 1812 know perfectly well that the limited American successes of 1814 were in large part due to the Brown’s leadership and sound judgment.


Perhaps more important than his field leadership in the final campaigns of the War of 1812 was Brown’s deft management of the Army in the years following until his untimely death in 1828. If may fairly be said that Brown’s personal reputation the high regard in which he was held by members of the government, single-handedly saved the Army from legislative annihilation in 1815 and 1821. His sound recommendations preserved the organizational integrity of the Army in the face of deep budget reductions and public antipathy. Brown also oversaw an era of considerable improvement in curriculum and management of the United States Military Academy under Sylvanus Thayer, the establishment of the branch schools of practice and the formal adoption of standardized manuals of tactics. If that weren’t enough, Brown also had to contend for many years with the acymonious rivalry of his principle subordinates, generals Scott and Gaines.


It is indeed strange, therefore, that there has never been a biography of this man who was one of the best known men in the United States and who was accorded the grandest state funeral seen in the capitol until Abraham Lincoln. With the publication of this volume, John Morris has brought the life and career of Jacob Brown back from the depths of obscurity in a very handsome manner.


Morris outlines Brown’s life prior to 1812, portraying him as a hardy, shrewd land developer and diversified merchant who brought limited capitol and limitless ambition to the edges of the republic in hopes of creating substantial communities and considerable personal wealth. It was men like Brown and his brothers who opened the American west. In Brown’s case, the west was north-central New York State which, in the early 19th century were as raw as any part of the Northwest Territory. Brown’s family had interests in mills, towns, cross-border commerce, and land speculation. As a prominent man, he had political connections in Albany and civic duties, including serving as an officer in the state militia.


In the spring of 1812,  Brown began his active military service with no regular military education. What he did possess, and this proved invaluable time and again, was a thorough knowledge of the area of operations, a sophis�ticated appreciation for  logistics and a dedication to active service. In a period  dominated by the inept, self-serving procrastination of such elderly generals as Dearborn, Hampton and Wilkinson, Brown became first a capable regional commander of state forces, then a trusted subord�inate with a regular commission, and finally the comman�der of the entire theater. It was the slow but ultimately successful rise of such young, energetic officers like Brown that led to the salvaging of American prestige in 1814.


Brown’s success as a commander and organizer is amply chronicled by Morris. The author makes it plain that Brown’s thorough attention training, equipping and supplying his troops were key factors in the success on the Niagara frontier in 1814. Morris also makes it clear that Brown was a good judge of character. He had the knack of identifying able men, putting them in positions of authority and providing them with the resources to accomplish a clearly defined objective. This trait should not be mini�mized. Brown had to contend with some of the most prickly personalities in American military history. He managed not only to survive his association with Wilkinson (something few people managed) but emerge from the bungled Montreal campaign of 1813 with a heightened reputation. Brown also capably managed generals Porter, Ripley, Scott and Gaines—men of true ability. He also succeeded in directing the post-war Army in an effective manner despite the meddling of various secretaries of war and the penny-pinching Congress which appeared intent on its demise.


Brown suffered personally for his dedication to duty. The war and his consequent inattention to personal business cost him dearly. The financial panic of 1819 virtually sunk his business and land interests. Strokes in the years after the war left him in increasingly fragile health. Despite ill health, Brown stayed in service because his financial embarrassments left he and his family with virtually nothing but his Army salary.


While Brown’s war time service is at least acknowledged by contemporary historical circles, his contributions to the organization of the Army before his death in 1828 as less well known. Morris does an excellent job of defining the major issues which Brown faced internally and externally. He demonstrates time and again Brown’s pragmatic approach to administration and his ability to correctly  choose the important issues to defend. Most significant, was Brown’s success in preserving the command and support structure of the Army in 1821 dur�ing major budget reductions. This victory helped preserve the effectiveness of the Army throughout Jackson’s administrations and the attendant hostility towards the service. What Morris hints at but does not adequately address is the effect that Brown had on the Army well beyond his lifetime through the officers he chose for major administrative assignments. Brown had shrewdly chosen men who had demonstrated real ability in 1814 and placed them in important posts which they held for many years. The positive result of this was a long era on continuity and capable administration. The negative effect was that the Army was denied the contributions of many talented younger officers in the middle years of century because of the tenacious service of these elderly officers who had so justly earned their positions during the War of 1812.


For the most part Morris is exceedingly accurate. Most factual errors are minor such as his statement that the 1st Infantry fielded 3 companies at Lundy’s Lane when there were only two present at the battle or his misdating of the Missouri Expedition to 1818 rather than 1819. Several excellent battle and campaign maps are effectively presented. This reviewer was particularly pleased that portraits of Brown’s contemporaries are often accompanied by a date so that later appearances are not confused with earlier deeds.


On the whole, Sword of the Border is a clear, concise, credible and very readable biography on a man who has been unjustly forgotten but whose contributions were of national importance. John Morris’ biography has restored Jacob Brown’s place in history as a patriot and hero— accolades given him in his own time if not in ours.


—Thomas G. Shaw


�
UMB Regional Calendar of War of 1812 Events


November 3-5	Fort Jackson & the Battle of Horseshoe Bend	Wetumpka, Alabama


November 4	Cannon Practice for those New Orleans Bound, CANCELLED


November 4-5	Muster on the Wabash	Vincennes, Indiana


November 11	Hellen Kriesel & Eric Ferguson Wedding	Shakopee, Minnesota


November 25	Children’s Yesteryear Christmas	Arrow Rock, Missouri


January 5-7, 2001	BATTLE OF NEW ORLEANS	Chalmette, Louisiana


	Rich & Brenda, Mike Myers, Erik Olsrud & David Grabitske going


	Cannon practice on November 4, 2000 Call Rich at 952-440-1750


January 24	WINTER TALKS (Brenda Williams)	Mendota Heights


February 28	WINTER TALKS (David Grabitske)	Mendota Heights


March 24-25	War of 1812 in the West Symposium	St. Louis, Missouri


	Contact David Bennett, Chairman; 816-505-9806, EBCLEMSON@webtv.net


March 28	WINTER TALKS (optional, may have to give it up for Lent!)	Mendota Heights


April 25	BRIGADE DRILL & MEETING (first one outdoors in 2001)	Ft. Snelling


May 23	BRIGADE DRILL & MEETING	Ft. Snelling


May 26-27 (tentative)	Northwest Company and the War of 1812	Pine City, Minnesota


May 28	Ft. Snelling’s Veteran’s Timeline	Ft. Snelling
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