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After years of effort, Carl Raines finally dials in the correct physics that opens a small portal into the next day by folding space using the legendary enigmatic Alcubierre Drive.  After two years of playing tomorrow’s stock market today, Will Burleson uses his new millions to finance a larger Portal that takes them anywhere in the universe at any time.

Acting on Carl’s lifelong fascination with President Lincoln, the Portal Team grabs and brings him to 2030 where he sets off political turmoil and the near nuclear destruction of NASA and JPL.

Will’s daughter Natalee convinces the Portal Team to drop her parallel to the Lewis and Clark Expedition, and they end up bringing President Jefferson to 2038 where he deposes the corrupt, treasonous sitting President to bring the country back to the Constitution.

Travel with Will where his fascination with Valley Forge takes the Team there in late 1777 where they become involved in saving the infant nation and Mount Vernon curator Professor Selah Aris eventually convinces President George Washington to visit 2040, which sets off an unexpected chain of national disturbances and international calamities, changing history forever. 

George Washington’s motto:

“It is far better to be alone, than to be in bad company. 

To be prepared for war is one of the most effective means of preserving peace.

If the freedom of speech is taken away then dumb and silent we may be led, like sheep to the slaughter.”
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EXITUS ACTA PROBAT: “The Outcome Justifies The Deed.”

FOREWORD By David R. Pickett

“Washington” is true physics, science plausible and not science fiction...

= the whole idea is to present what would General George Washington do (really do) if he were here now and was up to date on current events; and was then revealed to the public.  

I attribute to Bill Gates that the Timeline has the mass and inertia of the Universe. No matter what you could change in the past, the Timeline will run true and any event you try to alter will occur anyway.  If you kill Hitler in his crib, WWII will happen anyway.  Someone else.

The Timeline presses inevitably on with the weight of the Universe, unchanging.

...so let me know what you think.

Best regards

David Pickett 
“There is no success without unrelenting persistence “

"I, not events, have the power to make me happy or unhappy today. I can choose which it shall be."
Julius Henry "Groucho" Marx

"Stories happen to those who can tell them," Thucydides.

“If you are born poor it's not your mistake, but if you die poor it's your mistake. Life is not fair, get used to it! It's fine to celebrate success but it is more important to heed the lessons of failure”.  - Bill Gates

Before reading this book, be sure to Read / Kindle or watch all three books on George Washington by Newt Gingrich, and on Amazon Prime, the movies: “To Try Men’s Souls”, “Valley Forge”, and “Victory at Yorktown.”

And read my 4 preceding books, The Clementine Legacy, Lincoln’s Encore, Jeffersons Encore and REWIND.  All on Amazon Kindle, paperback and hard cover.  www.DavidPickett.com 

Be sure to read the Addendums and the Appendices at the end of this book.  It's from a lifetime of research.

QUEST

Wolf Video News Network© Jim Morris byline

“After years of effort, Carl Raines finally dials in the correct physics that opens a small portal into the next day by folding space using the legendary enigmatic Alcubierre Drive.  After two years of playing tomorrow’s stock market today, Will Burleson uses his new millions to finance a larger Portal that takes them anywhere in the universe at any time.

Acting on Carl’s lifelong fascination with President Lincoln, the Portal Team grabs and brings him to 2030 where he sets off political turmoil and the near nuclear destruction of NASA and JPL.

Will’s daughter Natalee convinces the Portal Team to drop her parallel to the Lewis and Clark Expedition, and they end up bringing President Jefferson to 2038 where he deposes the corrupt, treasonous sitting President to bring the country back to the Constitution.

Travel with Will where his fascination with Valley Forge takes the Team there in late 1777 where they become involved in saving the infant nation and Mount Vernon curator Professor Selah Aris eventually convinces President George Washington to visit 2040, which sets off an unexpected chain of national disturbances and international calamities, changing history forever.”
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CHAPTER 1

THE COLD
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“General?” came a half-asleep half-startled from dream sleep mumble from near the door in the dark. “General?”

“It’s OK Walley.” He whispered to the faint shape in the dying light of the so-small fireplace, not wanting to wake the many dark shapes asleep on the cold floor.

He had looked at his watch, a precious thing, in the candlelight of the wax-stingy pencil-thin candle, as he slipped on his coat in his little downstairs bedroom.  He slept fully dressed.  The upstairs bedrooms were larger, and surely warmer with the minimal heat rising, but he needed to be instantly accessible, just a step from the war room that used to be the parlor of the little farmhouse that Mrs. Deborah Hewes had generously volunteered for the winter HQ of the Army of the Potomac.  It was no matter that he had insisted on paying rent to her.

Lieutenant Wallace Boersma had dropped back off to sleep so George let himself out the door, stepping over his aid de camp, careful not to disturb the rags carefully stuffed into the cracks around the door to keep the heat in.

Or was it the cold out?

It was always a surprise when the cold outside air stung his face in a full assault.  Like being swatted in the face with a cold towel.

Is it possible to be this cold?

He couldn’t see the rare thermometer set on the porch support column but yesterday at dawn it showed -20. 

Minus 20!  This is just too much...

He pulled his scarf over his face so he could breathe warmed air.

Oh Lord, why so very cold?

His heart strings tugged as he hurt for the 11,000 men before him in the cold with no more that old tents, breezy lean-tos, and rags to wear.

Most with no socks

On the porch, he paused to say a prayer for warm clothes and food for them.  

And Lord, if I am not too greedy to ask for Grace - a break in this indescribable cold.

He knew not to ask for a thaw, which would bring rivers of mud.  But of course, mud would keep the British armies in place in Philadelphia, just 23 miles away.  One day’s march in good weather.  

My army and the weather and the Lord are all that are between the British and our Congress in York, just a day West.  Why this is precarious.  Why does Congress not appreciate their peril?

He went down the steps, then off of the path in the snow and went over to the big tree in the yard.  He always knew that God was closest in the things He made, and weren’t trees a magnificence?

He knelt under the tree and spoke to God of the Needs here.  

We are so desperate; God I know you hear me...

In the starlight, he could see the barn a short walk away.  A faint glimmer of flickering firelight escaping from gaps in the wood where the mud chinking had fallen away in the freeze.

As he approached, his ire tingled in his hind brain as there was no sentry at the door.

He corrected himself again.

Foolishness - what monster would put a sentry out in this cold?

At the door, he moved it open just a crack to slip in and pushed if firmly closed.  Even though he was noiseless, he saw a rifle come up in the flickering.  He pulled off his hat and waved it aloft, showing the badge on it.

“Oh, General, hell I knew it would be you.” came the faint whisper, and the shape moved over to him. 

The shape stopped in front of him and saluted.  His move caused a waft of cold air to touch George’s face.

The place smelled of death; or was it his imagination? Over a thousand had died of diseases – 

Well, they really died of malnutrition and the cold.  Both things Congress could fix. Why? How is it that they care not.  The British would hang every one of them

His anger boiled but he was interrupted by the shadow with the voice of Seargent Watson.

“Sir, can we take Jay to the house? I fear he is not long, and I can’t lose yet another NCO,” pleaded Oliver.

The critically ill but savable were usually moved to the ‘Sergeants’ Barn’ as it was known, officially the NCO’s barn, which because the officer’s horses were wintering here, from their body heat it was warmer than most of the lean-tos or tents the soldiers had set up.  

The barn wasn’t really a hospital, but the surgeons stopped here after their early morning rounds in the stone house; HQ.  Those who would most likely recover were taken to the warmth of the barn. No war wounds.  Sickness, starvation, malnutrition, dehydration, dysentery, pneumonia, bronchitis and more.  Most of which there were no medicines for but warmth and rest and food.  The barn was fed first.  Those who were going to die anyway just stayed in their tent.  Most were really teepees which were designed so the fire smoke could escape.  It was a constant engineering feat to have an opening that would just let the smoke out but not the heat  The curse of snow became a blessing as it was heaped up around the tents and lean-tos and provided insulation Eskimo-style.  And plugged cracks between boards.

We need lumber - lots of lumber to build cabins for these soldiers.  Our progress sawing trees into lumber is so very slow with nothing but malnourished carpenters and too few dull tools.  Damn Congress, they could buy tools. And lumber too. Politicians!  They only seek reelection.  Not service.

The General had ‘spent himself broke’ personally buying necessities where Congressional paper script was refused or congress refused to pay.  And the enemy had foraged with their gold coins deep into his territory, buying up food, fuel, and grain that he needed.  They bought everything – to deprive the Rebels.  It was hard for even a Loyalist farmer to refuse gold coins.  And anyway, refusal was impossible - the Redcoats would simply take what they wanted away from Patriots and would pay Loyalists in gold.  They simply put overflow in warehouses in Philadelphia.  A tempting treasure.

Washington’s foragers always would travel in armed force as there were some skirmishes with the British foragers, which usually ended with both retreating, avoiding battle in these horrid conditions.

Seargent Watson woke up a few others and took the feeble NCO Jay to the relatively warmer stone house HQ where there was some food and the surgeons visited there every first daylight.  

General George Washington started to follow them to the house but paused and decided to wander through the camp in the starlight, where 11,000 men fitfully slept cold, hungry, and sick under mounds of snow.  Waiting spring relief of warmth.

Maybe my prayers will be clearer if I walk among them.
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CHAPTER 2

WHAT NEXT?
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Impossibly far away, not in distance, but in dimension, Will Burleson sat up gasping, heart pounding, startled wide awake in blackness.  

Where was that?  

Was I dreaming of... Valley Forge??  

No wonder I dreamed that, it’s cold in here.  Never knew Philadelphia was always so frigid.

He slid out of bed and made his way to the thermostat in the light of the little Dollar Tree nightlight that he always carried in his suitcase - these hotel rooms were always dark what with their blackout curtains.

Will was an early riser and was in the shower while Ginger slept.  He couldn’t get warm.  He turned the water hotter and hotter.

Why is this nagging me? We made this long trip just to spend a day at my pharmaceutical company - goes to prove no number of Zoom calls has an effect like the boss pounding on the boardroom table to get things moving - developing my nano crystalline insulin patent has been stuck in quicksand. And we seem to be stuck here in Philadelphia with that maintenance issue on the Gulf Stream - and the supersonic 797’s are totally booked up as usual and it bothers me to pull rank to get first class seats from someone else. Makes me look like a dictator or over-privileged.   Ted is always keeping on me about my ‘image’.   I don't really care but it seems to matter a lot.

Will was in the suite’s living room going over his emails and text messages waiting for 8:00, which was beginning of the business day for everybody else in his employ.  He didn't know how many people worked for him - he didn't even know how many companies he owned.  He often mused as to how many people were effected by his and Carl's discovery of the Portal that allowed them to look into tomorrow – 24 hours exactly ahead - and the billions he made in the stock market and commodities by knowing ‘all of tomorrow's news today.’  And all the lives they saved by them knowing of disasters a day ahead and taking action ‘today’ to avoid them.

He decided his wife Ginger and grandson Kaid, ‘Dr. Kolb’, needed a break for the grind and called Steve, his Maori warrior bodyguard and aid, to get an Escalade limo ready for a short excursion.

He would scratch this nagging itch and see Valley Forge firsthand.

His whole entourage was at breakfast when he walked into the hotel’s private dining room and as they finished, he dismissed everybody to “go home sit alone, stare, yes daydream and think about how to move all the dead-end research points forward - too many lives could be saved to give up or dawdle.  A ‘day of solitude’, like in the Bible. With pay. No phones or social media!  This was work.  Stare at the wall, drop into alpha state, daydream, brainstorm and pray.  Pray for a breakthrough from the demon diabetes. He didn’t tell them the next day was the hotel conference rooms, small team groups with wall to wall white boards, chart packs and yellow sticky notes to brainstorm all day.  

That is a command, not a suggestion.” And, for effect, he glared at the lot as they filed out silently.

He is really angry...

The car was waiting with Steve at the wheel. Ginger was all bundled up and still cold.

Steve is probably armed to the teeth under that Armani suit I make him wear.

When they got to the gate, calls had been made and Emily Storm, curator of the Valley Forge National Historical Park met them at the visitor’s center.  

She gave them the VIP’s VIP tour, with side trips where the public never saw.  She was constantly aware that this Visitor, who is the richest man on earth, was somehow connected with ‘ONE’ whose space Portal magically appeared and disappeared - sometimes bringing needed natural resources and sometimes moving satellites and manned colonies for NASA, JPL, JSA and ESU.  She kept telling herself to shake off the ‘celebrity awe’ and try to forget that this man could endow her Park at his whim with more than she could ever spend.  Yes, she was going to be strong and boldly ask for a huge donation, which she joyously was expecting he would grant.

Will turned his iPhone 32 on ‘record’ and asked Emily what Washington really needed in the depth of the dreaded weather of 1777.  She did not know he had the technology to deliver it.

“If such a list could magically be fulfilled, what things were needed most - and Emily, this was not about war, this was about humanity.”

He knew what they needed for war – the lightweight flintlocks and other weapons they had developed for the 1808 Lewis and Clark Expedition that his daughter Natalee had shadowed.  Rifles that looked like flintlocks but were made by JPL to be deadly accurate - a lightweight nano alloy with micro ridge boring and ammunition that was a pellet of rocket fuel in the hollow of a mini ball that was shaped for flight.  Kevlar clothing and coats.  

“What was really needed before thousands would die of disease and cold?”

Emily stared at Will hard - in the silence her mind was racing - she finally came out with it, “I'll get you a list. I know you will be careful not to destroy or change that Timeline.  Those men’s suffering is one of the most precious moments of history that our Nation has ever had.  It is our Crown Jewel.  Somehow, don’t let that be lost.”

Well, the cat's fully out of the bag, it seems everybody expects me to be able to change any history and even the man on the street is now understanding Timelines’ delicate and yet with impossible weight and inertia.  Just as Bill Gates had predicted.

Emily's tour of her Valley Forge was a real eye opener for Will.  It was accentuated by the fact that he only had on a very light coat and was frozen to the core by the end of the tour. 

Emily had kept turning the Escalade’s heater down at each stop.  She prayed he didn’t notice.

Dirty trick or brilliant tactic?

He was hard-frozen most of the day and finally ended up taking a very long hot shower before bed to try to warm up.  

He dreamed of freezing, suffering, and dying in an old barn with mud between the boards for insulation and a fire in a little stone fireplace that never actually warmed anyone up.  He woke up cold as the dead and actually shivering.  

Where have the blankets gone?
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CHAPTER 3

DESPAIR
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General George Washington’s low was on September 18, 1777, when General Wilhelm von Knyphausen led British soldiers on a raid of Valley Forge, where American troops had built a handful of storage facilities and where the army would later winter, forming a buffer between Philadelphia, where the British Army was wintering, and York where the United States Congress and head of government had fled to.  Only the harshest winter on record and Washington’s army at Valley Forge kept the British comfortably at Philadelphia, patiently waiting for dry roads in the Spring.

Defending the site that September 18, were Lieutenant Colonel Alexander Hamilton and Captain Henry ‘Light Horse Harry’ Lee and his small force of mounted cavalry dragoons.  Knyphausen’s force was driven off by Lee’s unrelenting ‘withering fire’, thwarting an ambush led by Captain Banastre Tarleton.  Determining that there was ‘no way’ to capture or drive off Lee they broke off the attack.  With that spanking, the British decided to wait for Spring and its dry roads to return in full force.  The Brits knew how to win by overwhelming force.  They would not engage otherwise. It had to be a sure thing.  Thus, there were many opportunities missed where the Patriots made blunders that would have annihilated them. 

The winter drew longer and colder, with Valley Forge falling into a routine, waiting for a miracle from God or less likely, Congress.  Even less likely, the French, the Brits’ enemy.

[image: Varnum's Quarters (U.S. National Park Service)]

The Stone House
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CHAPTER 4

DAILY WAR COUNCIL 
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Every day after dawn’s meager breakfast for the officers and master sergeants in the Stone House, the order of battle for the day was always firstly foraging and spy reports about the various British armies’ activities.  Next were action reports which was always either a tussle, fist fight, or knife fight with folks who did NOT want to sell to Washington’s foragers what little they had and fought when it was taken by force.  Second reorts were encounters with British foragers.   It was kind of an and unspoken truce that when encountering British foragers or whatever the British encountered American foragers that there was kind of a standoff - an unspoken agreement where they would not engage, but withdraw, and no shots were fired.

Both parties allowed each other to go about their business because any blood shed or killing would be useless - dead foragers would only be replaced by new foragers the next day.  Nobody wanted the battle of attrition when it was so cold that you couldn't even oil your gun because the whale oil would freeze the lock mechanism.  And skirmishes could get their own innocent Loyalist or Patriot farmers in the crossfire.

The daily War Council would end with Washington charging his foraging Lieutenants and Sergeants to press harder - when their script was not accepted, take what they needed by force, even to disarming and detaining farmers who really were Patriots.  Which he found shameful and distasteful.

Other Lieutenants were dispatched overnight even beyond Philadelphia and York to buy anything they could with script.  Again, with instructions to take by force what they needed.  But always pay.  Patriot or Loyalist.  But in all cases, pay the going or negotiated prices.

Fortunately, and it was truly a saving grace, it got around that these Congressional scripts were eventually paid - in silver or gold coin - even though it required a trip to York to collect.  Patriots were usually paid pretty promptly in coin and ‘Loyalists’ and British sympathizers were usually actually paid - but after months and several personal appeals.  But paid.  No Loyalist could say the Patriots stole or robbed them.

Washington had sent several teams on long overnight trips without wagons to distant cities South, armed with script and meager coin he had scavenged.  Or seized.  He dreamed of columns of freight wagons bringing grain and meat, saws axes and shovels.  Medicine, and miracle of miracles, coal!  And if there was room, socks, coats, boots and military doctors.  Of herdsmen driving dozens, no, hundreds of cattle and swine.  Even sheep.  Meat!  It alone was healing and warmth. 

[image: This old map of Valley Forge Encampment, Dec. 19, 1777 to June 18, 1778 from 1928 was created by  in 1928]

Valley Forge Dec. 19, 1777 to June 18, 1778
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CHAPTER 5

FORAGING 
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At that morning’s war council meeting, the order of the day was of course, foraging.

The six senior NCOs crowded around the map in the Stone House planning room and craned to see each two-pence coin on the map marking the foraging assignments – all far from the Stone House icon.

Each day's foraging had pushed further and further away from Valley Forge such that it required leaving at the crack of dawn and usually return after dark.  In some cases, they could spend the night in homes of friendly loyalists where they had a barn to accommodate the foraging squad of eight men and their horses.

The squad of eight men with a wagon or two or some pack animals was adequate because they did not expect a firefight with the enemy even though Brit foragers could be in any area, buying up all they could carry to deny the Rebels of sustenance and survival.

Loyalists who were stripped of all edibles were left to travel the 23 miles to Philadelphia, a city of great plenty, to winter there. The Continental Army did not make war on civilians but did take advantage of both friend and foe.

The General turned a blind eye, but most foraging was literally sacking.  Well, looting.  Taking all that the Army needed.  All.  From Loyalists, they literally took even that day’s food.  With Patriots, in a few cases where the people could not travel, they left enough sparsely for until Spring.  Others were simply expected to travel to York to winter there.  Squads were known to leave their foraging team to help Patriot families travel to York.

General Sir Henry Clinton was not so kind to Patriots in foraging raids.  As such, farmers and small villagers were keen to be undiscernible as Patriot or Loyalist.  They were practiced to welcome Clinton’s Raiders or Washington’s Foragers.  Farmers were careful that all items of political distinction were burned or buried.  

And in many cases, Patriots could just not resist the Crown’s heavy gold coins, - it was profitable, it was survival, to pretend to be as ‘Loyalist’ as possible.  As needed.

Today Sergeant Watson was to take his squad to the Southwest, past the Old River Rd., over the Loggers’ Bridge and into some Hill Country that they had not yet forged into.   The Indian wars had endeared a lot of these people to the British who fought off the French and the Indians encroaching into this area.  On the other hand, many settlers had had a snootful of the British overlords and were finally beginning to consider them as occupiers and now invaders to be repelled.  An enemy.

So now every time a Squad rolled onto a property they were armed at half cock, but to appear less threatening, they rode in a column rather than an advancing line, which would be seen as aggressive.

General Washington’s instructions were clear:  If fired upon, they would dismount, form a battle line and fire one volley into the house roof above the window line - and then Watson would yell as loud as he could over the megaphone for the occupants to “Surrender les all your windows be shot out before final flanking advances and flaming arrows which, you cannot survive.”  The foragers always had a bowman or an Oneida Indian with them who would display a flaming arrow ready to launch - death itself on the sub-freezing Frontier. Washington NEVER burned a house.

Windows being shot out was a terrible threat in itself, but the ‘flaming arrows’ bit scared spit out of everybody and they always turned their doors open and accepted their fate as their very survival was carried out the door.  No flaming arrows meant a warm house. Windows meant light and warmth. Maybe empty, and hungry, but warm.  Like Squirrels, everyone kept copious foodstuffs buried, hidden from inevitable foragers.  

Washington’s men always made sure Patriot or Loyalist; the people had some way to get into the big city to survive.

It was up to the NCO in charge whether or not to shoot out the windows and make one more threat.  But in no case did they go further than that.  In most cases they pretty much knew that certain settlers were Loyalist or Patriot and didn't mind shooting out the Loyalists’ windows.  Which would almost always result in a surrender and the carrying-off of everything the army needed.  Leaving only what the settlers needed to make it into a large city.  No war on civilians, not even the cursed Loyalists. 

Every foraging was different.  Leaving before dawn they foraged until just before it was unsafe to return.

Foraging each settlement was different.  Some were quiet and deserted - the occupants having gone to hide in the woods.  In some cases, they would be fired at with a reasonable volley.  Most often it was the single shot - sometimes the only powder and ball that the settler had.  More often than not, the elderly, not able to retreat into a city.

They were always surprised to find how many empty farms they found with the settlers having taken all they had on into York when they heard that foraging was approaching their area.  To lessen this broadcasting, they planned their foraging paths so as not to telegraph where they were going the following day.  No patterns. 
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CHAPTER 6

THE RUDE SURPRISE
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They had a clever plan that day to go south from the bridge where their sparse map showed a large farm with several outbuildings.

As they approached the turn West to the large farm, Watson could swear several times he could see movement in the distance, but this was a cloudy, dreary foggy day.  Many a time his armed squad was spooked by a deer or even a rabbit or a squirrel across the road. They rode at half-cock due to the deadliness of the guerrilla warfare that they themselves pressed on the Redcoats.

They turned into the road up to the farm buildings - Seargent Oliver Louis Watson’s spider sense was tingling.  He did what he never did.  He stopped and took out his binoculars and scanned the property.  The road was well beaten.  The snow was trod down everywhere.  Both fireplaces in every building were making smoke.  This meant a lot of activity, and this meant and lot of people and probably a lot of guns.  Maybe more than his eight professional soldiers, all excellent marksmen, could fool into submission.

Well, ‘in for an ounce, in for a pound’.  They were already here, so...  But he just could not make himself get into 175-yard rifle range.  He now did something else different - before waiting for the usual open door with welcome, threat or rifle shot.  He stopped again, just beyond rifle range, and ordered his corporal to fire high over the roof of the large house.

The BOOM of the flintlock echoed all around them back and forth in the frigid crisp air.   And Watson saw what he had expected. Nothing. Nothing at all.  

All these fireplaces a’ smokin’ and yet nobody heard this shot?

He would have bet a hot meal that there was something going on from behind the large built barn on the far left.  

This is a large property, and they would have a lot of goods.  Worse than that, more than just a few people to defend them.  And even worse, this place appeared prosperous - which means a lot of gunpowder and shot on-hand.  And lot of farm hands - everyone a respectable frontier marksman from harvesting deer, rabbits, and fowl.

The ‘bothering’ in his hind brain began to become fear.  He ordered the Corporal in the rear to take his team of four to flank around to the left and to send a runner to report what he saw.  He gave the Corporal his binoculars.  Things he had never done.  Another thing never done - he left his Team Two behind him with the experienced Corporal Lake while he himself flanked around to the right.  He loved the double-flank and wondered why it wasn't used exclusively. 

He resisted his gnawing instinct to return to Squad Team Two and instead he spurred his horse, moved as fast as he could safely ahead to see indeed what was behind all these buildings.  As he rounded behind what appeared to be the hen houses, he saw half a company Redcoats 100 yards away, behind a stone wall leading from behind the big barn.  Rifles leveled at his approaching Team One on the left side of the large house towards the barn.  

CANT YOU SEE THEM??

He swung his loyal little nag Cathup to the right and took his own version of sharpshooter-on-horse-stance.  He was an expert shot, hunting since a boy on their farm. He put the sights on the officer,

They shoot officers first!

Steady on the red coat that was just a red dot, 

sight just under the shoulders and over the hip. Now up for the range. Just so.  

He took a deep breath, exhaled half and slowly slowly squeezed pressing the trigger.  His own 50 caliber Kentucky Long Rifle. Expensive French made. Not an old Redcoat flintlock foundling.  

BANG! 

It jumped with a ball of yellow flame. He expertly kneed Cathup through the smoke to see the red dot on the ground just as he heard a large volley of gunfire erupt.  The red dot at the stone wall were swallowed by gunpowder smoke.

Oliver turned his horse and spurred back along his path, coming around to the front of the house he could see his Team Two racing towards team One on the right to aid.  Oliver pointed his horse and spurred and spurred poor Cathup, praying with thanks as he realized the squad’s megaphone was swung on his back - he swung it around, put it to his mouth and bellowed at Team Two over and over ‘Retreat, retreat, retreat. Do. Not. Engage. Retreat.’  

Team One’s horses in front of him turned hard aback left to the road and he saw, as he feared only one Team One horse sprinting to the road and one man in a butternut coat, one of his privates, running through the snow behind the horse.  Faithfully still carrying his rifle.  Oliver aimed his horse right at the man, spurred poor Cathup even more and he got within 20 yards of the man when a puff of red sprung from his neck and he disappeared under the snow. Oliver pulled the reins hard to the left to see another horse go down and the butternut rider tumbling along ahead of the limp horse shape plowing under the snow.

He headed towards the Tumbler, getting close enough to pick the man up, his spider sense tingled again.  

The next volley.  20 seconds to reload.  The next volley was NOW.  

He had trained Cathup to slide down.  A lifesaving move for cavalry to avoid a cannonade.  One could see the puffs of cannon or rifle gunpowder smoke before the subsonic ball arrived.  Maybe enough time to ditch the horse.  Get under the shot.

Oliver signaled Cathup to ditch, just as he heard at a distance, “FIRE!”.

Cathup as still sliding with Oliver on top when a herd of bees zipped over his head.  A lot of bees.  Angry.  A carpet beater swatted his heal. Hard.

What?  Ow...

He watched Team One’s retreating four horses, now 100 yards away, and his heart sank as one jumped and began limping. 

Cathup was up with Oliver still on him and the downed tumbler man was all over the back of the saddle ready for a ride out of there.

20 seconds ‘til next volley. 

Cathup hated gunfire and he accelerated hard and ran like the wind.  He was not athletic.  A nag.  Loyal.  When he was motivated he could fly. 

The next volley was another flight of bees but not as intense.  Horses ahead still up.  His passenger said “OOF”, gripped on to Oliver harder, and Olivers heart sank.  He was catching up with the limping horse and the three riders in front slowed to let the limper catch up.  

Charley, Team One’s head Corporal, on Dutchess, his large warmblood, took one look at little overloaded Cathup and came over to take on the extra rider.  The next volley was just wild shots out of the 175-yard range into the woods - a desperate revenge for their dead Colonel whom they would all be punished for, since the Redcoats were all sworn, above all, on pain of death, to protect their own officers.

Oliver led off at a Military Trot which put the most distance between them and the enemy with the least stress on the horses.  If the wounded horse could maintain this for 60 minutes they could stop to rest for five and then head on again, there was little chance that any of the inferior Brit cavalry horses could catch up with their own farm bred horses.

Oliver went over the numbers: 

if there was a half company standing loaded ready to fight - that meant on the property there were at least two companies of Redcoats – or (shudder) Prussians and maybe more.  They would surely know that we are a foraging party, and we would be heading back to Valley Forge; so they would send riders to cut us off.  

So, Oliver made the easy decision to trot for another hour and then easy one hour walk into York where they would have warm quarters and fresh horses and their wounds treated. The man he picked up was saved by the odd thick heavy liner in his French coat, but he had broken ribs in his back.   Oliver’s heel was hurting like crazy now - he knew that the carpet beater had been a Redcoat 69 caliber Flintlock ball traveling at 390+ feet per second.  A heck of a whack against a boot heel with 1.15 ounces of really blazing Redcoat hot lead.

The next morning Oliver gathered himself up and marched / limped his squad into Congress after it had begun session.  He and his four quick marching-in-step warriors.  Weapons with fixed bayonets, dirty and grim; the Congress Sergeant at Arms cowed away as they pushed the door open. With a bang.

Every eye was on the rag tag vagabonds.  Dead quiet. Faces angry, then in fear.

They can’t tell if we are friend or foe.

Oliver led the quick step march ‘charge’ right up to the podium, grabbed the standing moderator by the collar and gently moved him aside and took his place.

“I just lost three men and four horses trying to steal chickens from starving farmers.

Here you sit warm, fed, needing nothing in a’plenty, while 11,000 starve and freezing waitin’ for you to sign a piece of paper to save their lives. 

It looks like you want it that way,

- are you the enemy?  Should my soldiers shoot you all down right now?”

Oliver was a lawyer, he was a good one, experienced. He had argued in Governors’ courts. He was in his element now. He was not just a Master Sergeant.

With the voice, demeanor and posture of a polished Gentry lawyer he swung his bayonet across the audience at rifle-sling-low. He cocked his flintlock for effect...

“Don’t offer excuse trifles; why do you knowingly allow your army to dwindle away by the day of disease, starvation and freezing?

You know this, yet you allow it.  Show me the leaders so we may shoot the traitors now.

You are guilty of 2,500 deaths by starvation and freezing. You did this.  Not the British.  Your neglect.  Who do we shoot first?  If I shoot you all it will be what? Hanging for traders?  Let’s see.  One of you for every 50 you have purposefully murdered.  Not neglect.  Knowingly.

So, it is murder in the second degree?  One hanging for 50 dead each.” He held up a noose for effect.  He almost chuckled at their faces

All Congress stood speechless and frozen.  Oliver had been at full cock.  He squeezed off at the Chandelier on the ceiling:

BANG!

it disintegrated, and crystal chips careened everywhere.  It rained glass.

The room could not contain the explosion.  Deafened, Congress stood like a lamb at shearing while crystal rained.  Some bolted like deer to the exits.  Which were blocked.

Oliver left a day later with eight wagons of grain, and 20 head of cattle with a bucket of silver and gold coins.  The contents of Congress’ pockets.  And their animals.

“Don’t make us come back here to demand more...” he called back to the ashen faces. 
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CHAPTER 7

INJUNS’
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As soon as he and his remaining foragers drove in from York after the two-day slog with the wagons of food that they extorted from Congress, Oliver reported the Redcoat companies’ farm position to General Washington, and he was dispatched with Lieutenant Ross and the best Onieda archers on the next moonless night.  

They left their horses 10 full miles away in from the woods just before dark and went with the Indians who moved noiselessly through the pitch-black forest.  Cloudy and not even starlight, but the Oneida made a bee line for the farm property Oliver described; they knew it.  

Didn’t they know every tree in their kingdom?

He felt like he needed a rope tied to him to the Brave in front of him, but he managed to follow.  He felt like a bull in a China Shop.  All silence except for he and Lieutenant Ross.  Kentucky Preacher Bob C. Ross was a big guy, strong, 6’ 4” but he was light on his feet.  Oliver not so much.  He was a lawyer.  Plantation raised. Good with his mouth and pen.  He feared his Indians would tie him to a tree and leave him.  Or he would get them all killed.  So, he fell back to last.  

They had to cross the river north of the Redcoat infected property; it was not wide but cold as ever imaginable.  Melted snow.  Oliver’s teeth literally chattered; he shook like a branch in the wind. 

How am I gonna shoot, shakin’ like a sissy?

He had his boots and pants coated in bear grease against the cold water as they all did, but he was not hardened like the Oneida. 

Finally, after an eternity in a block of ice, the Leader stopped, and they all bunched up.  He could see nothing, but the Indians pulled out a smoldering piece of hemp, like a cannoneer’s powder lighting wick, out of a piece of hollow wood around his neck and lit the other Indians’ wicks.  Then they each pulled a score of arrows out of a bark cover and fitted then into a frame over their backs.  Behind the arrow point, each arrow had a wad of some material encased in tree sap and then coated in hard bear grease fastened to the arrow shaft with dried rawhide.  They crept forward, Oliver and Bob went to full cock ready to shoot at 

What?

In the pitch black.  

I can't see anything; I'm ready to shoot. 

He had loaded goose-fowling shot, like a shotgun, for poor aim and close quarters.

They followed the first Indian, and then they divided up in two, Oliver looked to Preacher Bob and Bob went with the group to the right, so Oliver went with the left group.

They crept ever so slowly forward, and Oliver swore he could see a house.  Were they at the chicken coop where he had shot the officer from?

His lead Indian crouched silently.  Like many snowy nights, Oliver could hear everyone breathing.  And his own heart.  Pounding.  

Waiting for a bullet to the head...

Oh, we are waiting for Bob’s group to reach the barn?  Over the stone wall?

After forever, Oliver heard a night bird.  An owl.  Subtle.  Calling for his mate? Three times.  Odd?

The Indians stood up and the leader touched his smoldering wick to the bear grease on an arrow, in a few seconds it was ablaze.  Oliver was smart enough not to look at it.  But before that was an issue – twang - it zipped in a long arc, training flames as some bear grease flew off, and then stopped; he could clearly see the outline of the house. The arrow had hit the log siding. And then in a volley, the other Indians were shooting as fast as they could pull a string.  The air was full of arcs of yellow fire, and down to the right, a few hindered feet, more arcs and the barn outline was clear.  And the outline of some tents, one large one.

He noticed in the light of the infant fires, that he was with three Indians, so all the rest must be with Pastor Bob.  

More flame arcs.  Like a fireworks display.  Outlines of more tents.  There was a forest of tents behind that barn.  Mesmerized by the display, Oliver discovered to his horror that he was alone.  

Oliver jumped awake from the daydreaming when he heard the crack of a rifle shot.  Not the boom of a Regular’s 69.  It was Bob’s (Paduca) Kentucky Rifle.

They shoot officers...

In the flickering fire light he could see his Indian comrades moving away back along their path and this time they weren't slinking - they were at full run.  He only paused to put his rifle safely at half cock and then took off after them like he was on fire.  

He never saw or heard Bob’s group, but he knew they would be behind him.  He had no intention of letting them catch up.  They had 10 miles to cover on foot in the heavy virgin woods; they needed, and he would, be back to the safety of Valley Forge by dawn light.  He didn’t remember crossing the freezing river.  Possibly he just ran right over it, propelled by fear.  

That river was the best deterrent for NOT being followed.  And the Redcoats would not be looking for Patriots heading back to Vally Forge, they would be looking for Oneida headed back to their villages West of York.  Hopefully they would be foolish enough to get within 10 miles of that village.  Good way to accomplish a complete disappearing act.

Washington had posted two squads of sharpshooter cavalry on the road 3 miles West of Valley Forge, to waylay anyone pursuing Oliver’s platoon.  Now just a squad.  No one followed.

It was far too dangerous to reconnoiter the fire damage at the Redcoat infested property.  What spies said was it was ‘complete destruction’ and the Companies there had to trek back to Philadelphia as horses, wagons and provisions went up in the tinder dry wood barn.  No water bucket brigade, all water was ice.   

Someone -

I know who

had shot their Colonel and the Regulars were terrified of the reprisals for not protecting another such high officer.  This was the SECOND Colonel lost.  Indians or not.   Loss of an officer generally meant transfer to the Central African colonies’ killing fields, where they would be targets for the French and the locals.  More graves for Ivory Coast.

Regulars were generally easily and readily replaceable.  Dixie cups.  Throw aways.  Later in the war, as over 10,000 were killed, many were exiled, and very very few hung.  

Just being a Regular was a death sentence from the Patriots’ Indian style guerrilla warfare. 

Rebel Barbarians. Cowards.  Won’t stand up for a proper fight... 
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CHAPTER 8

LEE’S RAIDERS
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With the Stone House General’s War Council dismissed to their foraging duties which sent most able-bodied men and all the horses afield, the Stone House’s doors were opened to the stream of soldiers with their sergeants for the headaches and business of the camp for this day.  Fights, murders, thefts, appeals for passes, every possible scam and crime.  Punishment was harsh to prevent the same for the next day.  Desertions were rare but there was no effort made to retrieve them.  Deterrent usually was hard labor chopping and sawing wood used for building single squad ‘cabins.’  And carrying stones for fire pits, splitting shingles for roofs.  The carpenters picked through the miscreants for able helpers with construction.  A thousand huts were needed.  Insanity.

Other bad actors were assigned / sentenced to help the blacksmiths make scrounged and foraged metals into nails, axes, door hinges and bayonets.  And gather fuel for the forges. 

The camp was very busy in the day, especially when the sun was out.  Sergeants kept platoons busy drilling if nothing useful could be found.  At lease the men were kept in shape and became instinctively used to handling the heavy flintlock.  And huts clean and latrines build and sanitary.

The sick call increased daily, and the dead piled up high like cordwood, hidden in the woods over the hill ready for burial when the ground thawed.  It was heartless, but they were stripped of clothing for their freezing brethren. None would mind.  And most would approve; their suffering ended for eternity. 

The surgeons could do very little but plead with the officers for more firewood and lobby General Washington for harsher foraging.  

The General even considered raids into rich Philadelphia where British storehouses were splitting at the seams as supply ships arrived daily from England and other colonies and the British Generals sent foragers to collect anything the Rebels could use and simply warehouse it.  The consensus was that a single expedition would surely succeed as their intel’ confirmed only minimal pickets on the roads.

He instructed Captain (Light Horse) Henry Lee to put an elite team together to take the best horses and expert mounted horsemen on a raid.  Spies were dispatched to sneak into the city on moonless nights to develop a formal plan that could not fail and assign positions to the bolder, local Patriots who still had hidden weapons. What they could not take they would burn.  Like the now famous Tea Party, they would dress as hostile Indians.  And take the few Mohawks they actually had near camp, to make loud and obvious theatrics and be seen.  

Washington met with Lee and the Team every other day to discuss the latest intel and develop fine details with the now well-worn map of Philadelphia City on the wall with many pins at their action points.

He made it clear that there was to be no rifle fire, this was to be a bloodless action because the Bloody Brits would take reprisals for any deaths of their soldiers or Loyalists.  Like when they filled a church with Patriot women and children and set it on fire.  Or their habit of summary random executions on the streets in Boston and Philadelphia.  This tactic worked as it tended to keep insurrections rare.  

The enemy in Philadelphia was reported being sloppy with security, so Washington’s spies moved in and out of town pretty easily.  Actually, none were caught.  They had locals pretending to be Loyalists and usually had allowable reason for where they were going and had excellent forged papers.  Washington had an expert forger, T. Cunningham, who did everything from newspaper engravings to printing plates for paper money.  

Lee’s spies snuck out of Philadelphia carrying all the medicines they could manage.  And pockets full of notes, maps, and even coin that was probably stolen from Loyalists and even stingy Patriots.

This action kept Washington’s blood moving.  They were actually prosecuting the war!  Not huddled away dying at an alarming rate.

There were several platoons, typically schoolteachers, penning condolence letters to families for each day’s dead.  They worked when foragers brought paper and ink.  

The letters went with foragers to York, where there was a good chance the mail would eventually arrive at their destinations, probably in the Spring.

Washington dreamed of widows’ pensions and his anger boiled when he saw the uncaring faces of Congress when he presented the plan.  Pensions for surviving veterans had a good chance to win the
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