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This collection represents the majority of my nonfiction military history titles, the earliest of which, Rush On Boys: Hamilton at War, I began writing in 2008 as a screenplay. I have great passion for military history and recently discovered I have ancestral connections as well. My Great-grandfather Srgt. Thomas W. Child fought with the 18th Massachusetts Infantry at both Fredericksburg and Gettysburg. At Fredericksburg he was cited by his commander, Joseph Hayes, for courage for charging the stonewall not once but twice. Many historians recognize the 18th Massachusetts and the Irish Brigade as being the two Union regiments which got closest to the Confederates at the stonewall. Additionally my 4th Great-grand father, Jonas Child, fought at the very first engagement of the American Revolution, Lexington and Concord, April 19, 1775. So my military roots run deep.

Within this box set are two books about the American Revolution one about the American Civil War another about WWI and the final book about D-day in WWII. This final book was co authored with my friend, Bill Bradle, whose book, Goliad The Other Alamo, is a riveting read. Of course this collection represents a massive amount of research and work but more importantly I hope you find the collection offers a massive amount of value for the military history buff. I have never offered my books in a collection like this before but I felt the time had come. Many people know my military history films like, The Wereth Eleven, USS Franklin: Honor Restored, Gettysburg Final Measure of Devotion and others but fewer people know about these books. Certainly this is something I want to change.

I am working on several projects at the moment including a WWII feature film screenplay, Blood and Armor as well as a new hard cover history book, The Lost Eleven, with my co-author, Denise George. The book was published by Random House / Penguin in February 2017. To keep up with these projects and my new releases I encourage you to subscribe to my new release newsletter called THE PIPELINE at my website robchild.net. It is free and just for signing up I’ll send you a link to instantly download two more of my books for free. 

Thank you for purchasing this Big War Collection. I hope you enjoy it! Huzzah!

Rob Child
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FORTRESS YORKTOWN, OCTOBER 1781 

It is late afternoon, a six man British burial party concludes a graveside service for one of their own guarded by two Continental soldiers. The still smoldering ruins of Fortress Yorktown silhouette them.  Outside a white clapboard colonial home American troops stand watch as British prisoners shuffle past. 

Victorious American general George Washington, forty-nine, arrives at the home on foot flanked by six aides. The American guards salute and part to allow him to enter the home. 

Inside, defeated British commander, forty-three year old Charles Cornwallis stands near the hearth as British officers move quickly past. As Washington enters the room stills. 

Cornwallis moves graciously to meet his former enemy with an extended hand. General Washington accepts it with a slight bow.

“Lord Cornwallis, it seems your health is restored,” as Washington tweaks the British commander about his absence during the surrender ceremony. Cornwallis, wincing at the slight, says, “Yes, General, thank you, I am quite fit.” 

LATER, DINING ROOM

General Washington commands the head of a long table flanked by both American and French officers on his left and across from them British officers to his right. The mood is subdued and formality prevails. Lord Cornwallis sits opposite Washington at the other end of the table. A courier enters with a dispatch that requires Washington’s signature. Signing, Washington is interrupted by Cornwallis who takes advantage of the momentary lull. The defeated commander raises his goblet of wine. 

“Gentlemen, if I may take this opportunity,” men quiet and turn towards Cornwallis as Washington sits back. “When the illustrious part that your Excellency has borne in this long and arduous contest becomes a matter of history, I dare say fame will gather your brightest laurels from the banks of the Delaware rather than from those of the Chesapeake.”

Shocked silence descends as Cornwallis has extended Washington an extraordinary compliment. Men look to one another then turn anxious for Washington’s reaction.

Washington lifts his glass. Officers on both sides follow suit as the General chooses his words carefully. 

“Perhaps, your Lordship, our darkest hour revealed our greatest courage.”

Cornwallis nods; impressed by Washington’s humble honesty and his words bring forth warm acknowledgements from all gathered.

As the men from both side concentrate on their meal, Washington’s mind drifts back five years earlier to the banks of the Delaware River. 
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NEW JERSEY SIDE OF THE DELAWARE RIVER

On the fast running river, Continental troops under fire clamor into small wooden boats. A vanguard of British light infantry in their red uniforms appears in the trees. They begin to fire at Washington’s escaping troops. Several Americans are hit. Washington’s maritime expert, Colonel John Glover, from Massachusetts hurries the General into the last boat. With relief Washington turns to Glover. 

“It seems, John, that your maritime skills have preserved this army once again.”

Glover smiling, replies, “Aye, and I pray your Excellency does not continue to make this a habit.”

A British ball hits the head of a nearby man in the boat with a crack. He falls lifeless into the rushing current. They are not out of danger yet. Washington’s men scramble for their muskets and begin to fire back at the British now crowding the river’s edge.  Soon Washington is safely out of British musket range and he slumps a bit from exhaustion but catches himself and looks about him. His men look to him for strength he reminds himself to remain steadfast. 

The Continentals had been chased across the length of New Jersey for more than a month from Fort Lee in the north to Trenton in the south. Finally they are able to put a river between them and the British if only temporarily.

Chapter  2

_______________________
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BUCKS COUNTY, PENNSYLVANIA COLONIAL ARMY ENCAMPMENT 

Washington’s men are worn and cold. They mend uniforms and warm hands over small fires. A winter wind howls. In Bucks county, PA it is early December 1776. Washington has fewer than five thousand men in camp. It is an army in waiting. Many clean guns and mend uniforms. They are waiting for new supplies of ammunition, blankets and food. Many are waiting for reinforcements to relieve them. Others, nearly half, are anxiously waiting for their enlistments to expire at the end of the month. But too many unfortunate souls are simply waiting to die. 
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NEW JERSEY, SNOWY WOODS 

Back across the river in New Jersey, British patrols on horseback search for American army stragglers and others who are loyal to the American cause. In stark contrast to the American army's condition, the British under General, Sir, William Howe, are well supplied. What they lack they plunder from the local citizenry. 
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FARMHOUSE IN NEW JERSEY

At a central New Jersey farmhouse an older man and his wife, displaying faces of regret, hand a paper to a British officer on horseback who is part of a four-man patrol.  It is their loyalty oath to the King. Nearly a third of the American colonists sign these oaths to protect themselves and their property.

Later this same patrol moves on to a well appointed home and call the owners out with a shout, “Declare your loyalty to the King!”

In response a man, forty-five, and his wife slightly younger emerge from the home with their attractive teen daughter. The arrogant British colonel, twenty, spies the pretty teen daughter, dismounts and moves towards her. She backs away then runs insides as he follows – his intentions plain. The father moves to block the officer.

The three British soldiers on horseback draw their guns. The father, with a cold stare, looks into the eyes of the British officer.

“As God as my witness, sir, you shall not take one step further.” he says. The officer looks back to his men and then back at the man and smirks. 

“You shall remove yourself, sir, or I will order my men to open fire,” he says turning to the woman, “taking sure aim at your wife.” 

His fellow British soldiers on horseback immediately swing their pistols to the woman.  Her worried eyes harden. She spits at the officer. The officer, shocked, looks at the spittle on his uniform, turns back and screams to his men.

“BURN THE FARM! BURN IT ALL! ” 

The father backs away with his wife yelling, “No! No!”

He pulls his wife back and they both run into the house for their daughter. 

The livid British officer yells again, “BLOCK THE DOORS! Fire upon any soul

who tries to escape.”  

Two of his soldiers dismount and run to the door, blocking it with barrels and lumber. The remaining British soldier on horseback circles with a torch and throws it onto the house’s roof.  Soon everything is ablaze, the family trapped inside, their screams ignored.

WASHINGTON HEADQUARTERS FARMHOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON 

Washington paces as he dictates a letter to an aide. The strain of command has deepened the lines on his face. Washington, badly in need of supplies, endlessly petitions a Congress on the move. The American government has relocated south to Baltimore with few delegates possessing the confidence that their chosen military commander can stop a British attack on Philadelphia. 

Washington moves to a window, looks at his small army spread out below. Victory has eluded the general and both his second and third generals in line of command; General Charles Lee and Horatio Gates openly question Washington’s military prowess in endless letters to Congress.

The disparate American war effort lacks cohesion as Washington’s subordinates delay sending troops to his aid and pursue their own ineffectual military campaigns.

WHITE’S TAVERN, BASKING RIDGE, New Jersey, December 12th and 13th, 1776

General Charles Lee, forty-four, and a dozen of his officers arrive on horseback at a white clapboard tavern. General Lee, known for his arrogance and independent streak, makes a costly error. The decision to stay the night at this tavern just three miles distant from the protection of his army will cost him dearly. 

As day breaks the next morning, General Lee writes at a small desk while a woman exits his bedroom. He watches her leave, and then returns to the letter he is composing. The letter is yet another in a long line of derogatory letters about General Washington’s failings to fellow subordinate, General Horatio Gates.


“A certain great man is damnably deficient. He is not fit enough to command a Sergeant's Guard. Unless something which I do not expect turns up, we are lost.” 



What turns up is an unexpected patrol of British dragoons at his doorstep tipped off by local Tories. And what’s lost is General Lee, a prisoner of war, for the remainder of the winter campaign. 

Chapter  3

_______________________
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DECEMBER 20, 1776 

Washington's fury over Lee's folly is tempered by the arrival of Lee's two thousand troops a week later in camp now under their new commander, General John Sullivan. George Washington now has the forces with which to go on the offense if he chooses. And the motivation to fight arrives in the form of a thirty-five hundred-word essay by Thomas Paine that reaches camp this very same day. 

Washington directs that all Company Commanders read the letter to their men. The soldiers gather in small groups and listen to the stirring words. 


“THESE are the times that try men's souls. The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will, in this crisis, shrink from the service of their country; but he that stands by it now, deserves the love and thanks of man and woman.” 



“Tyranny, like Hell, is not easily conquered; yet we have this consolation with us, that the harder the conflict, the more glorious the triumph.” 



Paine's words speak directly to the heart of the common soldier who has endured great hardships and known only defeat. Paine encourages perseverance for the glories to come and reminds the men of the shame that future generations of enslaved British Americans will cast upon them if they do not act now. Their solemn soldierly duty, Paine urges, is not only to one another and their commander but also to those Americans yet unborn whose freedom and fate rests in their hands. 
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TRENTON BARRACKS - HESSIAN COMMAND 

Just across to the river from Washington's encampment and twelve miles to the southeast lays Trenton, New Jersey. The town of one hundred homes is an inhospitable crossroads filled with nineteen hundred German mercenaries, the Hessians. 

Their aging commander is a hardened battle veteran, Johann Rall, fifty-one, who makes his headquarters at commandeered white clapboard home in town. The Hessians know the Continentals are encamped to the north but do not consider them a threat. Rall, exhibiting his overconfidence about the American Army states, “Let them come - we will chase them with the bayonet as we have each time in the past.”

Still, they have their hands full dealing with the local New Jersey militia that constantly harass their foraging parties to great effect. The Hessians cannot travel but a few miles from Trenton without heavy guard, which greatly isolates them within the town. 
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ON THE PENNSYLVANIA SHORE

Washington, desperate to devise a plan of action, scouts the British garrison at Trenton from the safety of the Pennsylvania side of the Delaware. Alone with Billy Lee, his black body servant, Washington stares across the icy Delaware in the fading orange winter light. The water carries noises, the noises of the Hessian camp.

HESSIAN GARRISON – TRENTON

Six Hessian mercenaries wearing navy blue frock coats trimmed in red with white vests and britches enjoy their beer at a rustic local tavern. Several are glassy-eyed, three sheets to the wind as they warble through a regimental song around a hearth.

Ihr lausigen Rebellen ihr / Gebt vor uns Hessen Acht! /

Juchheisa nach Amerika / Dir Deutschland gute Nacht!

Washington on the Pennsylvania shore tilts his head, listens, and thinks a moment longer. His eyes widen with an idea.

Washington returns from the Delaware to his large headquarters farmhouse, the Keith House, set low in a meadow in the shadow of Jericho Hill. By the next day, he is deep into planning. His massive body arches above a broad pine table pouring over his maps. A pale winter sun streams through large windows. The leader of the American cause checks and doubled-checks distances on the parchment map with his surveying tool. Washington is plotting and identifying the closest roads leading to the small mill town across the river – Trenton.

With just days remaining until the majority of his army packs up and leaves, Washington decides to attempt what he calls a “Bold Stroke”. With the addition of General Lee’s men and local militia he has a force of ten thousand but only six thousand fit for duty. But this is still triple the number of Hessian troops in Trenton according to his spies. 

WASHINGTON’S HQ, BUCKINGHAM, PENNSYLVANIA DEC 21, 1776

General Washington set maps out and has battle groupings arranged and spread on the table. He is about to reveal his plans to his closest confidant. 

General Greene arrives at headquarters as the sun burns low in the sky and moves past sentries. He is met by Washington’s Adjutant General, former Philadelphia lawyer, thirty-year-old, hawk-nosed Joseph Reed. Greene enters the map room with Reed, looks quizzically at Washington’s plans carefully laid out on the table.

Greene asks, “A plan of battle, your Excellency?” 

Washington, focused on the maps and papers, dispenses with pleasantries, “I have decided to move on Trenton Christmas night,” he says.

Greene catches his breath then opens his mouth to protest but thinks better of it.

“Yes, sir,” he obediently replies but a catch in his throat betrays his lack of confidence.

“A decisive blow must be struck, Nathanael, ” says Washington.

“Absolutely, General, but it would certainly be a bold undertaking with the weather and condition of the men,” answers Greene.

Washington turns, intense, “Yes, a gamble but we have no choice. We either sit here or act.” 

Washington moves to the window and looks out at his troops encamped around his headquarters. 

As Washington peers through the glass, he says, “We must seize the Trenton garrison now. Enlistments are up at month’s end. The majority of the army, the veterans who have sacrificed most, I cannot trust them to remain.” 

The American commander then returns to the table. 

Greene, perceiving the strain of command on his general’s face, sees his opportunity.

“Sir, allow me to state plainly, you are the reason the men will remain. Patriotism is but a fading memory. They will continue to fight for you first, then their country. In the spring—”

Washington cuts him off. 

“Nathanael, the men need the supplies at Trenton and the cause sorely needs a victory. Our countrymen need the spark of hope.” 

He pauses, “But if we lose this battle, General Greene, I fear the game will nearly be up.”

Greene, unsure of what to say, studies the wide floorboards, then is startled as Washington pounds the table.

“Here, here in this place is where we must make our stand, General Greene. There will be no retreat. The password for the attack shall be Victory or Death.”

As Washington’s words linger in the winter afternoon air, the two men stand a moment facing each other. Greene had enjoyed Washington’s favor as few commanders had. He will follow his general into certain death; no questions asked if he were so ordered.

Reed coughs, interrupts Washington with a dispatch.

“Sir, intelligence from a captured loyalist,” he says, handing the paper to Washington.

Washington reads the intelligence aloud, “General Howe intends to take Philadelphia by the 26th or as soon as the ice was made.” 

If Washington needs any more motivation to act, he now has it. The decision is sealed.

Chapter  4

_______________________

BOGART’S TAVERN, BUCKS COUNTY

Inside a white stucco three-story tavern with green shutters, General Washington has gathered his commander; Knox, Greene, and Hamilton, all seated near the head of a long rustic pine table. Dinner is about to be served. Washington’s body servant, Billy Lee, stands beside the table. He has just finished pouring a glass of Madeira for the general.

. 

Washington raises his glass, “Gentlemen, in the spirit of the season, may I offer a toast?”

The men hoist their glasses.

“May God grant us every blessing in the glorious endeavor upon which we are about to embark,” says Washington.

The men turn and look to one another as Washington, who loves a sense of theater, continues, “Gentlemen, we will attack the Hessian garrison at Trenton Christmas night with every able man and every ounce of strength we possess.”

Washington throws his Madeira back while the men hold their glasses aloft a moment, then gulp. Hugh Mercer, round faced, fifty years old, one of Washington’s trusted friends, speaks up in his Scottish brogue. 

“Sir, the chances of success...The men are starved, half-frozen, and in ill health. Shouldn’t we wait to mount a campaign?” he asks.

Murmurs of agreement run up and down the table as men chatter like hens about the lack of time for preparations and the shortage of munitions. Washington remains silent watching them and so does Alexander Hamilton. Washington notices Hamilton is not joining in with the others.

Washington asks, “How about you, Captain Hamilton? It appears you have no complaint?

“None, your Excellency”, Hamilton responds in a voice loud enough to rise above the din. The other men stop talking long enough to stare at the young artilleryman.

“It is a bold plan, sir, but quite necessary. The men need the supplies at Trenton and many, very soon, intend to leave us upon expiration of their enlistments. With a victory, perhaps they might be persuaded to stay. And others might be persuaded to join,” he says.

Washington nods affirmatively and points at Hamilton.

“My thinking precisely,” Washington says.

The others now glare at Hamilton, who has one-upped them as Washington continues. 

“Gentlemen, I have no illusions of the difficulties we face. But the benefits far outweigh the risks. I have no doubt but that General Howe will still make an attempt upon Philadelphia this winter,” says the general.

The officers grumble in agreement.

“No army, I believe, ever had a greater choice of difficulties and less means to extricate themselves from them. However, under a full persuasion of the justice of our cause, I cannot entertain that we will be anything other than victorious,” says Washington.

The men, now fully chastened, look to one another. Knox clears his throat and says, “And so there it is then. General, as always, we all remain humbly at your service.”

THE PLAN

Washington intends to launch the attack against Trenton on Christmas night from four directions. Washington and his continentals will cross at McKonkey’s Ferry, eight miles north of Trenton.  Brigadier General James Ewing and a force of six hundred will cross at Trenton and secure the Assunpink Bridge. At Bristol, Col. Cadwalader is to cross the river and attack Hessian posts below Trenton. And General Putnam at Philadelphia will send troops to attack Hessians at Mount Holly, New Jersey. 

Hessian Colonel, Carl von Donop, the senior enemy officer in southern New Jersey in late 1776, controls the Mount Holly region. On December 22, an American militia attack on Mount Holly occupies von Donop’s attention and he moves his entire force south from Bordentown to put down the uprising. This engagement will go down in history as the Battle of Iron Works Hill. 

After this battle Von Donop’s forces bivouac in Mount Holly on the night of 

December 23, eighteen miles south of Trenton, a full day’s ride. They plunder the virtually empty village. The one woman remaining in the town is an exceedingly beautiful widowed wife of a doctor who some historians believe was Betsey Ross. The woman welcomes von Donop in and “entertains” him for the next three days. Whether by design or happenstance the tryst takes von Donop’s entire force out of action over the Christmas holiday and proves disastrous for Colonel Rall at Trenton. 

Washington’s men work hard to secure boats for miles up and down the Delaware. They focus on the Durham boat, a 60-foot long flat-bottomed cargo boat with a keel and high vertical sides. Oars and a setting pole, which allows the boat to be steered, operate it. 

It is clear to the army they were going on the move but not even the first officers are told where they were heading. The mood is upbeat, as soldiers on the move believe 

they have the chance of bettering their situation. And none can imagine one worse than the present one. 

THE NIGHT OF ATTACK

In the afternoon the army goes into motion, the weather conditions deteriorate and what begins as an irritating drizzle morphs into a full-blown Nor’easter with howling winds and pelting snow. For men already ill clothed, many shoeless, the march is nearly unbearable. 

As more and more troops reach the assembly area around McKonkey's Ferry confusion settles in as they are told to wait. Washington orders, “No man quits his ranks upon the pain of instant death”. 

A silence ensues as men are ordered not to speak. The only sounds are the howling wind and the profanity laced barking of General Knox to keep the boats moving. 

Washington watches the embarkation from the Pennsylvania shore with growing irritation at the slowness of the operation. As he prepares to mount his white horse 

a rider approaches, Major James Wilkinson, General St. Clair’s aide de camp. 

“Your Excellency, a letter,” the major says.

Washington looks at him strangely, “Letter? What time is this to hand me letters!”

“But I have been ordered by General Gates to deliver it, sir,” Wilkinson replies.

“Gates? Ordered? Where is he?” asks Washington.

“At Philadelphia but on his way to Baltimore to see Congress,” says Wilkinson.

Washington is enraged

“On his way to Congress!” he says as he tears into the letter. He reads and throws the letter in the dirt in disgust. 

The contents of the letter are lost to history but it is clear that Washington will receive no help from his second in command for the most important operation yet in the war. Aside from sending no assistance to his commanding General what Washington does not know is that Gates is riding to Congress to demand Washington’s job for himself. 

Washington at that moment, with the weather and his own subordinates arrayed against him, must have felt like the loneliest man on earth. He is risking the only troops he has 

left in an all or nothing gamble with success far from assured. If he fails, the country and independence is lost. He will hang as a traitor and tyranny will descend on the Americas worse then before. 

It is a testament to the greatness of the man and the fortune of a grateful nation that history placed Washington in this moment. If he has to carry the army on his back, he will do it, cross the river and march on Trenton. He truly is in this moment the “indispensable man.”

Chapter  5

_______________________
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PENNINGTON ROAD, NJ

Washington is well aware of the challenges in attempting to attack Trenton. But he is unaware that on the day he begins to cross the river, a British loyalist is riding hard and fast through the storm to warn Hessian Colonel Rall of Washington’s impending attack. 

Six miles ahead of them across the river and down Pennington Road the lone horseman kicks up snow. Moses Doan, disguised as a farmer, rides headlong into the blinding storm. He reaches the edge of the village but is stopped by Hessian pickets at the secured perimeter a half-mile from Trenton. His mission is to see the hardened, fifty-one-year-old Hessian commander, Colonel Johann Rall.

The first picket he encounters raises his hand.

“Halt! Staat Ihr Geschäft!” [Halt! State your business!]

Moses, out of breath, says, “I must see Colonel Rall, you are all in grave danger.”

“Nein können Sie ihn nicht sehen.” [No, you cannot see him.] 

Moses holds up his hand mimicking an act of writing on paper.

“This is important. Let me write a note,” he says slowly.

The picket, one of the few in the regiment who is literate, reaches in his pocket for a small book, tears out a page, and hands it to Doan with along with a crude pencil.

Doan scribbles a few quick words, the picket takes back the note and reads it, WASHINGTON IS COMING ON YOU DOWN THE RIVER. HE WILL BE HERE AFORE LONG. DOAN.

The Hessian picket turns to his fellow guard and hands the note off saying, “Bringen Sie Rall dies sofort!”[Bring this to Rall immediately!] 

TRENTON

Inside a stately two-story clapboard colonial home with a low picket fence that Colonel Rall has made his headquarters, the Hessian commander plays cards with fellow officers. The picket with Doan’s note arrives. 

“Colonel, eine wichtige Nachricht von einem örtlichen Mann, [Colonel, an important message from a local man], says the soldier to Rall. 

Rall takes the note but does not look at it and says, “Ich werde darauf später schauen.” [I will look at that later.] He puts the note in his vest pocket and turns back to the game.

ON THE DELAWARE

The weather continues to deteriorate as the night progresses. The work was miserable

and the attack is beginning to fall hours behind schedule. Col. Glover storms up and down the bank as the boats embark, yelling, “Not good enough! Quicken the pace men.”

The one factor that Washington holds in his favor, the element of surprise of a pre-dawn attack, is rapidly slipping away. 

Washington’s troops huddle against driving snows. One column begins to break away toward another road in the planned two- pronged attack. Washington records later in his battle report; 


“I formed my detachment into two divisions, one to march by the Lower Ferry Road, the other by the Pennington Road. As the divisions had nearly the same distance to march, I ordered each of them immediately upon forcing the out-guards, to push directly into the town.” 
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As Washington’s men bear down on the Hessians his other commanders are not faring as well. General Ewing and his inexperienced troops fail to get across at Trenton. At Bristol, the ice is even thicker and Cadwalader’s men land one hundred fifty feet from shore. There is no possibility of getting the artillery across. After some three hours as large ice chunks continue to slam into the boats, it is ordered that all troops return to the Pennsylvania side. These crossings, which will support and close off any Hessian escape have become complete failures. 

Washington has no way of knowing now that his are the only troops engaging in the attack. Superiority in numbers is gone. And the final element in his favor, surprise, is slipping away with each passing minute. 

Although to an outside observer the situation seems desperate, to many of the men involved quite the opposite is true. Young Alexander Hamilton records later that in spite of the horrendous conditions, “the men were ready, every devil of them, to storm hell’s battlements in the night”. 

General Knox in his after battle report said “a profound silence of determination and the crunching of the snow was all that could be heard. Troops determined, lean into the snow and hail.” 

With the words of Thomas Paine still ringing in their ears, each man finds the courage to soldier on. To a man, the fact that they were now on the attack lifted all spirits. They would fail or be victorious but the fight will be their own. 

NEAR TRENTON

Snow still whirls, but the sky has lightened as dawn grows near. In these woods outside Trenton, Washington readies his men for battle. The order has been given and the army is a sea of fixed bayonets. The men march at a steady pace, all eyes focused forward.

General Greene’s forces now arrive just to Washington’s left. Washington has seized high ground overlooking King and Queen Streets an ideal spot to place his artillery.

Washington, looks across at his force, unsheathes his green-dyed (?), ivory-handled sword. 

“Charge bayonets!” he bellows.

His troops lengthen their stride into an all-out run, snapping off low branches and kicking up snow. This and the sound from the woods attract the attention of Hessian pickets on patrol. Stunned and momentarily frozen at the sight of the masses of men emerging from the woods, they turn and shout the alarm, “Der fiend! Der fiend!”

On the high ground at the edge of town, Knox has his guns loaded and ready. He nods to his men who have their matches lit.

“Let’s wake up the rest of the bastards. Give Fire!” he yells.

All turns to panic. 

Hessians, in battle dress, bolt into the street only to be shot down after a few strides.

A young Hessian officer, sword drawn, mounts a horse to rally his men. To no avail he shouts, “Form liniert! Form liniert!” [Form lines! Form lines!]

Near King Street, Hamilton wheels his six-pounders into place. His men have them loaded quickly. They shove canister down the barrel, a tin can filled with iron balls.

A short distance away from the guns, a group of Hessians claw their way through the blinding white musket smoke, unaware of Hamilton’s cannons pointed directly at them.

Hamilton gives the deadly order, “Give Fire!” Bodies disappear into a red mist.

Washington, on horseback on the ridge, continues to funnel his men into the battle.

Inside his headquarters, Rall dresses for battle in shock and anger. He yells to his aides, “Wie? Wie?” [How? How?]

Exiting the home, Rall mounts his horse and gallops, sword drawn, toward his troops.

“Meine tapferen Soldaten, Fortschritt!” [My brave soldiers, forward!], he yells.

Seventy-five yards away; eyeing the well-dressed German officer, a young Continental raises his musket, leads the galloping Rall, and pulls the trigger. Rall falls from his horse, mortally wounded.

In a nearby clearing, Hessians try to re-form their lines. But Washington’s men, muskets leveled, surround them on all sides. The cornered Hessians drop their guns and raise their arms in surrender. 

Back on King Street, Hamilton’s cannons are reloaded, ready to fire again. Hessians begin exiting doorways waving white cloths. They step over the strewn body parts of their fallen comrades shouting, “Wir übergeben! Wir übergeben!” [We surrender! We surrender!] 

Hamilton motions to his artillery company to extinguish their torches. He pats the closest cannon, then nods to his men. On the crest of the ridge on the edge of town, Washington, on horseback, calls down to Colonel Knox, “It is a glorious day for our country, Henry! Glorious!”

Rall, lying mortally wounded and soon to be dead, surrounded by aides, asks for Washington. Washington shortly arrives with a frown. Washington observes the courtesy of war reluctantly in paying respects to the dying Rall. The Hessians butchered Washington’s men at Brooklyn when they tried to surrender. Washington tries to put the scene out of his mind. Rall, with his last breath, asks Washington to see to his men’s welfare and treat them with honor - Washington agrees and will keep his word. 

Chapter  6

_______________________
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Washington, with Cadwalader and Ewing’s forces still immobilized on the Pennsylvania side of the river, wastes no time in returning his now isolated force back across the Delaware as well.  

That night a council of war is held, all of Washington’s commanders are present. Washington knows he will face a stubborn British counter attack because of his surprise victory. He decides to meet that attack at Trenton. 

But Washington still faces the crisis of expiring enlistments. Many soldiers feel they have done their duty – achieved victory. 

Washington orders the Continental soldiers once again loaded into boats, this time during the day to cross to Trenton. Washington is determined to carry the fight, press the offensive and drive the British back. But his men have lost their enthusiasm. They have earned the right to return home and a long winter looms. Washington has to address the crisis.

TROOP FORMATION AT TRENTON - DEC 30, 1776 

On the next to last day of the year, 1776, Washington has run out of time. The decision to continue is not his alone. If America is to carry on the fight for independence, it will be decided by her people—the fighting men from North Carolina, Virginia, Connecticut and all the other colonies who come together as Continental soldiers and militia to fight for independence. Without them reenlisting, the war will be lost. 

Washington rides his horse up and down the line, his face pained, searching for words.

Strongboxes are stacked behind the troops.  Finally he speaks.

“I ask that any freedom-loving man who has decided to volunteer to stay on—to poise his firelock and step forward.” 

The troops, eyes front, avert Washington’s piercing gaze, remain as rigid as stone. Not one man steps forward. Washington reels his horse for effect and again rides the

line imploring with steadfast sincerity. 

“My brave fellows, you have done all I asked you to do, and more than could be reasonably expected.”

A few men look into Washington’s eyes. 

“But your country is at stake, your wives, your houses and all that you hold dear. “Cornwallis gathers his forces at this very hour across that creek. I realize you have worn yourselves out with fatigues and hardship.”

More men turn and face Washington, relax their posture—listen. Above all, they trust this man. 

“But we know not how to spare you. If you will consent to stay only one month longer, you will render that service to the cause of  liberty and to your country which you probably never can do under any other circumstances.” 

Washington is done, spent. He pauses, exhausted and sits back on his mount as he surveys his army. A slight sadness creeps into his face as he imagines he is looking at his army for the last time. 

Silence hangs another moment, distant winter winds howl through the pines. 

Finally, one foot takes a step forward.  Another foot comes forward. 

A young man’s determined face stares up at Washington. He takes a step toward his commander,  “If I must die young, I will do it at this man’s side.” Washington nods back. 

More and more men step forward, hands on each other’s shoulders—they will not let one another down. 

The sadness on Washington’s face drops away, replaced by pride. He reels his horse and shouts, “A $10 dollar bounty for each man that serves another six weeks! A bounty! You have earned it, every last brave man of you!” 

Men smile and continue to step forward. Some will not step forward but most do and it becomes clear Washington will have his army. 

So on a windswept parade ground in Trenton, New Jersey in 1776, America’s future is purchased for $10 dollars a head. 

The vast majorities who stay fight even harder then before and win a second battle at Trenton over Cornwallis’ determined forces. With the Second Victory at Trenton, 

turning back Cornwallis’s stubborn counter attack on January 2nd, Washington proves once again his army can stand and fight. 

Pressing even further north, Washington’s army, after a daring nighttime march, descends on British forces at Princeton. In Trenton, Cornwallis and his men awake to the sounds of cannon fire coming from behind their position. Cornwallis and his army race toward Princeton. However, Washington's rear guard damages the main bridges and American snipers delay Cornwallis' Army. 
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PRINCETON BATTLEFIELD 

It became a glorious open field victory by Washington’s forces. Even British historians have noted the three battles combined; First and Second Trenton and Princeton had a devastating impact on the war. In the late 19th century British historian, Sir George Trevelyan writes in his study of the American Revolution, 




"It may be doubted whether so small a number of men ever employed so short a space of time with greater and more lasting effects upon the history of the world.” 



The war will continue five more bloody years. But after Princeton the British realize they will not prevail. The “bold stoke” begun by a determined man in the waning days of 1776, on the icy banks of the Delaware, will become the foundation from which a nation is borne and an independent American spirit forged. Great men secured American blessings of liberty in dark times and it is a legacy to cherish and hold dear. 
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