Perspective and the War of 1812
Groups will:
         Research a specific perspective of the War of 1812:
o   US government  (James, Charlie, Scott, Jordan)
o   British government (Juliana, Netanya, Kayla, Miranda)
o   Native Americans (Ben, Ben, Christen, Ryan)
o   Settlers in the Northwest Territory (Lucy, Jeremy, Emily, Jackie)
o   New England states (Steve, Hannah, Will, Breann)
         Present orally the answers to the following questions:
o   Why is this war being fought?  How will it make life better or worse for your group?  How does this war affect those you?
o   Also, answer the questions specific to your group (below).
         Submit a well-written paragraph that explains the following from your perspective:
o   Why was the War of 1812 a pivotal point in the expansion of the U.S.?
         Extra Credit for period costumes!
	Perspective
	Questions to Consider
	Where to Begin Finding Information/List of Other Sources 

	British
	Why did we think it was important to hold this land?

 

Why would we want to get into a dispute with the Americans over land that we rarely used while we are already fighting with the French in the Napoleonic Wars?


	http://www.warof1812.ca/brock.htm

	Native Americans
	Who was more of a threat?

 

Why did we choose to fight for the British?

 

What did we expect from the English had they won?


	http://tippecanoe.tripod.com/shab.html
The first published account of Shabonee's eyewitness view of the Battle of Tippecanoe was in Me-Won-i Toe written by Solon Robinson in 1864.

	Settlers
	Why do we want to move west?

 

How did the US government protect us in the frontier?

 

How did the result of the War of 1812 influence our decision to migrate west?


	(See handout)

	US government
	How will this land benefit our country?

 

Why do we need this land?

 

Why was this considered the second war for independence?

 
	http://edsitement.neh.gov/sites/default/files/worksheets/WarMsgFull.pdf

	New England/Federalists
	How does this war affect us?

 

How does this war benefit us?

 

Why didn’t we support this war?

 

In what ways did we hinder American military progress during the war?

 

How does this war directly contribute to the fall of the Federalist party?
	http://www.digitalhistory.uh.edu/documents/documents_p2.cfm?doc=368


The first published account of Shabonee's eyewitness view of the Battle of Tippecanoe was in Me-Won-i Toe written by Solon Robinson in 1864. An excerpt follows.

Perhaps your people do not know that the battle of Tippecanoe was the work of white men who came from Canada and urged us to make war. Two of them who wore red coats were at the Prophet's Town the day that your army came. It was they who urged Elskatawwa (The Prophet) to fight. They dressed themselves like Indians, to show us how to fight. They did not know our mode. We wanted to attack at midnight. They wanted to wait til daylight. The battle commenced before either party was ready, because one of your sentinels discovered one of our warriors, who had undertaken to creep into your camp and kill the great chief where he slept. The Prophet said if that was done we should kill all the rest or they would run away. He promised us a horseload of scalps, and a gun for every warrior, and many horses. The men that were to crawl upon their bellies into camp were seen in the grass by a white man who had eyes like an owl, and he fired and hit his mark. The Indian was not brave. He cried out. He should have lain still and died. Then the other men fired. The other Indians were fools. They jumped up out of the grass and yelled. They believed what had been told them, that a white man would run at a noise made in the night. Then many Indians who had crept very close so as to be ready to take scalps when the white man ran, all yelled like wolves, wild cats and screech owls; but it did not make the white men run. 

 They jumped right up from their sleep with guns in their hands and sent a shower of bullets at every spot where they heard a noise. They could not see us. We could see them, for they had fires. Whether we were ready or not we had to fight now for the battle was begun. We were still sure that we should win. The Prophet had told us that we could not be defeated. We did not rush in among your men because of the fires. Directly the men ran away from some of the fires, and a few foolish Indians went into the light and were killed. One Delaware could not make his gun go off. He ran up to fire to fix the lock. I saw a white man whom I knew very well - he was a great hunter who could shoot a tin cup from another man's head - put up his gun to shoot the Delaware. I tried to shoot the white man but another who carried the flag just then unrolled it so I could not see my aim. Then I heard the gun and saw the Delaware fall. I thought he was dead. The white man thought so, too, and ran to him with his knife. He wanted a Delaware scalp. Just as he got to him the Delaware jumped up and ran away. He had only lost an ear. A dozen bullets were fired at the white man while he was at the fire, but he shook them off like an old buffalo bull. 

 Our people were more surprised than yours. The fight had begun too soon. They were not all ready. The plan was to creep up through the wet land where the horses could not run, upon one side of the camp, and on the other through a creek and steep bank covered with bushes, so as to be ready to use the tomahawk upon the sleeping men as soon as their chief was killed. The Indians thought white men who had marched all day would sleep. They found them awake. 

 In one minute from the time the first gun was fired I saw a great war chief mount his horse and begin to talk loud. The fires were put out and we could not tell where to shoot, except on one side of the camp, and from there the white soldiers ran, but we did not succeed as the Prophet told us that we would, in scaring the whole army so that all the men would run and hide in the grass like young quails. 

 I never saw men fight with more courage than these did after it began to grow light. The battle was lost to us by an accident, or rather by two. 

 A hundred warriors had been picked out during the night for this desperate service, and in the great council house the Prophet had instructed them how to crawl like snakes through the grass and strike the sentinels; and if they failed in that, then they were to rush forward boldly and kill the great war chief of the whites, and if they did not do this the Great Spirit, he said, had told him that the battle would be hopelessly lost. This the Indians all believed. 

 If the one that was first discovered and shot had died like a brave, without a groan, the sentinel would have thought that he was mistaken, and it would have been more favorable than before for the Indians. The alarm having been made, the others followed Elskatawwa's orders, which were, in case of discovery, so as to prevent the secret movement, they should make a great yell as a signal for the general attack. All of the warriors had been instructed to creep up to the camp through the tall grass during the night, so close that when the great signal was given, the yell would be so loud and frightful that the whole of the whites would run for the thick woods up the creek, and that side was left open for this purpose. 

 "You will, then," said the Prophet, "have possession of their camp and all its equipage, and you can shoot the men with their own guns from every tree. But above all else you must kill the great chief." 

 It was expected that this could be easily done by those who were allotted to rush into camp in the confusion of the first attack. It was a great mistake of the Prophet's redcoated advisers, to defer this attack until morning. It would have succeeded when the fires were brighter in the night. Then they could not have been put out. 

 I was one of the spies that had dogged the steps of the army to give the Prophet information every day. I saw all the arrangement of the camp. It was not made where the Indians wanted it. The place was very bad for the attack. But it was not that which caused the failure. It was because General Harrison changed horses. He had ridden a grey one every day on the march, and he could have been shot twenty times by scouts that were hiding along the route. That was not what was wanted, until the army got to a place where it could be all wiped out. That time had now come, and the hundred braves were to rush in and shoot the "Big chief on a white horse," and fall back to a safer place. 

 This order was fully obeyed, but we soon found to our terrible dismay that the "Big chief on a white horse" that was killed was not General Harrison. He had mounted a dark horse. I know this, for I was so near that I saw him, and I knew him as well as I knew my own brother. 

 I think that I could have shot him, but I could not lift my gun. The Great Spirit held it down. I knew then that the great white chief was not to be killed, and I knew that the red men were doomed. 

 As soon as daylight came our warriors saw that the Prophet's grand plan had failed - that the great white chief was alive riding fearlessly among his troops in spite of bullets, and their hearts melted. 

 After that the Indians fought to save themselves, not to crush the whites. It was a terrible defeat. Our men all scattered and tried to get away. The white horsemen chased them and cut them down with long knives. We carried off a few wounded prisoners in the first attack, but nearly all the dead lay unscalped, and some of them lay thus til the next year when another army came to bury them. 

 I fought that day by the side of an old Ottawa chief and his son, the brother of my wife. We were in the advance party, and several of those nearest to me fell by the bullets or blows of two horsemen who appeared to be proof against our guns. At length one of these two men killed the young man and wounded the old chief, and at the same time I brought him and his horse to the ground. The horse ran, before he fell, down the bluff into the creek, quite out of the way of the whites. The man's leg was broken and he had another bad wound. I could have taken his scalp easily, but Sabaqua, the old chief, begged me not to kill him. He wanted to take him to his wife alive, in place of her son whom the white brave had killed. 

 I was willing enough to do this for I always respected a brave man, and this one was, beside, the handsomest white man I had ever seen. I knew him as soon as I saw him closely. I had seen him before. I went to Vincennes only one moon before the battle as a spy. I told the governor that I came for peace. This young man was there and I talked with him. He was not one of the warriors but had come because he was a great brave. He had told me, laughingly, that he would come to see me at my wigwam. I thought now that he should do it. I caught a horse - there were plenty of them that had lost their riders - and mounted the white brave with Sabaqua behind him to hold him on and started them off north. I was then sure that we should all have to run that way as soon as it was light. The Indians were defeated. The great barrier was broken. It was my last fight. I put my body in the way. It was strong then, but it was not strong enough to stop the white men. They pushed it aside as I do this stick. I have never seen the place since where we fought that night. My heart was very big then. Tecumseh had filled it with gall. It has been empty ever since. 
http://tippecanoe.tripod.com/shab.html 
