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Historical Notes


[image: ]


Writing about the past has its own challenges and complications.  For this novel, I was the grateful recipient of the 2017 Indiana Arts Commission’s grant which enabled me to study George Washington’s life in Virginia and Pennsylvania.  It was an amazing experience.  I owe a huge debt to the Braddock’s Battlefield History Center, whose curator pointed me in the direction of many invaluable resources.

In an attempt to be as historically accurate as I can, I have taken the day-by-day accounts, events, statistics, some conversations, and names from eyewitness accounts compiled by Andrew J. Wahll in his book Braddock Road Chronicles 1755.  I have also borrowed information from George Washington’s own recordings of the event.  Despite extensive research, I recognize that I am not an expert, and as new information comes to light, I will update this account accordingly.  

Jon Everett is an entirely fictional character, and the conversations with his tentmates and Washington are entirely from my imagination.  Jon’s tentmates’ names and fates are factual, though I do not know their ages.  For the sake of the story, I have made them around Jon’s age or a little older. 

The treatment of Native Americans is another slippery slope.  I have chosen, for the sake of the historical narrative, to reflect the prejudice held against Native Americans in the 1700’s.  This prejudice was deeply detrimental to those who held these beliefs and led to a number of problems in future encounters.  In this story, Native Americans will be referred to as Indians, as was common at the time.  General Braddock will also refer to them as savages, reflecting the disregard he held for their people and abilities.  The Americans, however, will learn many tactics from the Native Americans which will help us against England in the American Revolution.  

Thank you for the gift of your readership.  I hope this story will encourage you to do your own research and dive deeper into the lives of the men and women who have shaped history up to this point.  Their lessons are absolutely relevant today, both to inspire and admonish us.  

Ever learning, 

Amy Brailey
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Chapter 1
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“Army crawl,” Jon snorted as he pressed his face into the dirt.  “Army drag is more like it.”  Overhead, a shower of sparks split the sky.  Something had been hit.  The sky turned black again.  In the darkness, he heard Howie gasp.  “Shhh!” he chided, gesturing for Howie to keep it down.  He froze, eyes widening as he saw it too.  Searchlights were bobbing down the hill, not five hundred yards from where they lay.

“Roll!” he ordered.  There was a row of hedges just to their left.  If they could get behind them before the searchlights could give them away, maybe they could still get out alive.  He and Howie half rolled, half scrambled noiselessly behind the hedges, then flattened themselves into the soft earth.  Choppers thundered overhead, closing in fast.  He knew no one could hear them.  Still, Jon bit into his sleeve as his elbow covered his nose, trying to muffle his breath and keep himself from making any noise.  

The bobbing searchlight grew closer.  Despite the whir of the propellers, they could hear footsteps approach and stop.  Jon and Howie lay perfectly still as the light passed over the tops of the hedges.  Jon tried to shrink, praying his feet wouldn’t be seen.  He scarcely dared to breathe as the searchlight wavered, then kept moving.

“We’re safe,” he thought, lifting his head off his arm.  Just then, he felt his forehead split apart.  Pain ripped through him.  

A voice broke into his consciousness.  “And so, Washington secured his reputation as a brave and noble soldier—”

Jon sat up.  Around him, his classmates sat equally uninterested.  A few had heard the sound and glanced his way.  He was in Mr. Jackson’s history class.  He rubbed his head.  At least it wasn’t a bullet. 

In the desk next to him, Howie was silently shaking with laughter.  “You were snoring,” he mouthed, eyes watering.  

He must have whacked his head on the corner of the desk.  Either that or Howie had hit him and was trying to play it off.  “That’ll leave a mark,” Jon noted, watering eyes straying unconsciously to the clock above the door.  “Three more minutes.”    He glanced at the board and tried to hurriedly finish jotting down the notes.  He wiped the drool off his paper and sighed.  “I’ll just get them from Jeanette later.”  

“Mr. Everett, please remain after class,” Mr. Jackson said.  Howie shot him a sympathetic look as the bell rang.  Jon gathered up his books and sighed loudly as he headed up to Mr. Jackson’s desk.  Mr. Jackson waited until the other students had left the room before starting in on Jon.

“Jon, this is the third day in a row you’ve fallen asleep in my class,” he began.

“I’m sorry,” Jon thought it best to apologize before Jackson really got started.  He had gym next.  “Sir,” he added for good measure.  Teachers liked it when they thought you respected them.

“Is everything okay at home?  Have you been staying up too late?”  

Jon stared at him in disbelief.  “Where does this guy get off?” he thought.  “No,” he said aloud, “I’m bored.”  Politeness hadn’t worked.  Might as well try being rude.  “I’m never going to use this stuff in real life.  Who cares about a bunch of dead guys anyway?”

Mr. Jackson raised an eyebrow.  Jon congratulated himself.  “Well, I do, for one.  But, let me get this straight.  You think George Washington is irrelevant?”

Jon thought fast. No good insulting the Founding Fathers.  “He was a cool guy, I guess.  I mean, he was our first president and all.  But, come on, Mr. Jackson, be honest.  What else do I really need to know about him?  I mean, other than the fact that he’s on our money, and when I’m playing pro-ball, I’ll be making a lot more than dollar bills.”

“You think so, do you?”  Mr. Jackson asked.  “And you think there’s nothing Washington could teach you that’s relevant for life—or basketball?  Washington could definitely teach you a thing or two about both.”

Jon had to laugh at that one.  “Come on, Mr. J.  The only ball Washington knew about was the kind with those nice knee pants he wore and the girls in those dresses that made their hips look big.  Basketball wasn’t even invented yet.  Face it.  He’s got nothing to do with today.”

“Hmm,” Mr. Jackson thought a while. 

“Round one.  Jon Everett.” Jon smirked.  Mr. Jackson just had to dismiss him so he could get to gym class.  “Well, sir, I’m glad we’ve had this little talk, and I promise I will try to stay awake, but I really should get to gym class...”

Mr. Jackson wasn’t finished yet.  “I’m assigning you extra homework this weekend.”

“What?”  Jon nearly shouted.  He had practice this weekend.  “No, Mr. Jackson, it’s almost tournament.  I said I’d do better!”

“And I will be speaking to your coach as well.”  Jon groaned.  Coach Myers would make him run for sure.  Suicides probably.  

“What do I have to do?” he growled, trying to keep his hands from clenching into fists.  “How could Mr. Jackson do this?  Just because I fell asleep in some stupid history class? It isn’t even on the SAT.  You know a class is stupid when they don’t bother to test it.”  

“I’m sending you to the History Museum.”  Jon leaned his head back and stared at the ceiling, sighing loudly.  “I’ll expect a one-page paper on my desk Monday morning.  The paper will cover what you’ve learned about George Washington.  Since you obviously can’t learn from me, maybe the museum can help.  They have a special exhibit on George Washington.”

“And if I don’t do it?” Jon asked, brazenly.  The muscle in his jaw twitched.  

“You fail my class.  Which I think makes you ineligible for the tournament next weekend.  Coach Myers won’t be too pleased to have to find a new point guard on such short notice.”  Mr. Jackson smiled.  It took all Jon’s restraint not to wipe that smirk off his face.  But, he’d be expelled for that too.

“Fine,” he said instead, and turned towards the door.  

“Jon,” Mr. Jackson stopped him.  “You forgot your pass.”

It was hard to slam a spring-loaded door, but somehow, he managed.  
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Chapter 2
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“What’d Jackson say?”  Howie asked Jon when he finally arrived at gym class and trotted out to join Howie’s team.  

“I have to go to the History Museum.”  Jon lobbed a ball across the gym so hard, he took Chet Arthur’s feet right out from under him when he tried to hurdle it.

“Try not to kill your classmates, Everett,” Mr. Rarick called to him.

“Sorry, Chet,” Jon called, raising a hand and nodding in Chet’s direction.  He was glad they were playing dodgeball.  He needed to get his temper out.  If it couldn’t be Jackson, it felt good to hit something at least.

Howie was still standing dumbstruck, so it was a good thing Stephanie was the one who decided to hit him.  He recovered fast enough to catch the ball.  

“You have homework on the weekend?” Howie asked, lobbing the ball at James Griffin.  “Dude, we’ve got practice!  That’s like a federal offense.”

This time, Jon’s ball echoed off the back wall like a gunshot and even made it back across the line.  

“Thank you, Captain Obvious.  He says he’ll fail me if I don’t do it, so I can’t play next week.”

This time, Howie definitely would have gotten hit if Colin hadn’t jumped in front, yelling, “Heads up, Jacobs!”

“What’d you do to tick him off?”

“Told him Washington looked good in tights.”  Both boys laughed, hurling their balls at Hugh, who couldn’t dodge both.

“Wow!  Bet he didn’t like that,” Howie said, jumping off the wall to avoid James’s retaliation.

“Yeah, but the History Museum.”  Jon sulked.  “And I have to write a paper.”  Howie groaned, though that may have been because he caught Jake’s ball hard in the stomach.  “Doesn’t he realize the only reason I even come to school is to play basketball?”

“And to see Jennifer,” Howie added, slapping his arm.  “Hey, maybe she’d go to the museum with you.”

“Fat chance,” Jon called over his shoulder as he ran forward to catch James’s second try.  “The girls have practice after us.”

Mr. Rarick’s whistle announced them the winners, and he and Howie slapped high fives.

Howie put his hand on Jon’s shoulder. “Well, man, you know you’re my best friend, and I’d do anything for you.  Just not extra schoolwork.  Hey, tell you what.  I’ll watch Jen’s practice for you.  It’s a tough job, but...” he pounded his chest twice, “I’m there for you, man.”

Jon flipped him with his sweaty shirt before shoving him into the locker room.

“Great,” he thought, throwing his shirt in the corner and grabbing his towel, “Howie gets to watch Jen, and I get to look forward to suicides and dead guys.”  If only the NBA drafted Freshmen...
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