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Colonel Prescott draws his saber. “Make ready, men!”

Dad pulls me into a tight hug. “I didn't expect any
fighting so soon. Run and hide, Jonas. Not a sound.”

| cling to him. “I love you, Dad. Please, j-just don’t die.”

“I'll do my best.” He pushes me away. “Now go!”

Dad unslings his musket and takes his position at the
fence. Mr. Poor shuffles next to him. They raise their
muskets as one.

“Save your powder, boys!” Colonel Prescott yells.
“We can't afford to miss, so do not fire until you see the
whites of their eyes.”

The Patriots wait, explosions
rattling around them. The
battle looks hopeless.

Please, God,
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| run toward the W
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LAST MAN STANDING

| only make it 50 feet before a strong arm grabs me by
the collar. | turn and stare into the eyes of Colonel
Prescott.

“Stand your ground, boy,” he orders. “If this fort falls,
Massachusetts falls shortly after.”

“It's not a fort!” | shout. “It’s a hole in the hill.”

.CLUBHOUSE

Prescott’s eyes gleam. “True, but it’s our hill.”

| look back at the trench again, begging God to keep
my dad safe. The men wait all morning, dodging cannon
fire as Redcoats cross the Charles River. We have no
cannons to fire back.

The British army crests the hill by mid-afternoon,
marching in tight formation.

“Fire!” Prescott orders at last, slashing his saber.

The Patriots unleash a withering barrage of gunfire.
Crrackk! | almost jump out of my skin. A column of

British soldiers falls in a heap.

“It worked!” | shout in disbelief. “We beat
ki the Redcoats.”
' Prescott glances down the

: hill. “That was
only the first
& e charge. We've a
e P long day ahead.”
The British army rises
over and over again, and our
guns meet them. Smoke drifts across the hill, making
my throat burn. This is a nightmare. We hold the high
ground, but with each charge our ammunition runs lower.
Between skirmishes, Colonel Prescott mounts the
barricade and jokes with his men. | can't find my dad.
Has he fallen?
At long last, Prescott pulls me aside. “Get ready to
run, boy. We're out of powder and must retreat.”

SALEM’S COURAGE

Salem Poor fought at the Battle of Bunker Hill in
June 1775, mortally wounding Lt. Col. Abercrombie.
Fourteen officers cited his heroism. Salem later

fought at Valley Forge, Saratoga and Monmouth.

After a nine-month siege by General Washington,
the British army retreated from Boston to Halifax,
Canada, in March 1776.

“But the fort—" | argue.

Prescott’s eyes gleam. “We'll take it back tonight or
perish in the attempt.”

A gust of wind pushes through the thick haze of
smoke, giving me a clear glimpse of the advancing army.
Still so many! With a mighty roar, the British charge
uphill. It's as though they know we have nothing left.

“Retreat!” The shout echoes up and down the line.
But a voice rises above the chaos: my dad’s voice.

“Hold your ground, men!” he shouts. Throwing down
his musket, he draws a knife and throwing axe from his
belt. “Though our guns fail, we still have our courage.”

Mr. Poor whoops in approval.

Prescott directs others to retreat, while Dad’s
regiment provides cover to the bitter end. The men raise
a roar that makes the ground shake, daring the Redcoats
to face them.

| want to stay, but Prescott throws me on his horse.
“We'll need brave souls like you for the counterattack,”
he explains.

| ride in shock, the battle thundering behind me. All
that courage, and we still lose? | wonder. Why fight at all?

VICTORY i#v CHRIST
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Strange as it sounds, the loss at
Breed’s Hill (known as the Battle of
Bunker Hill) became a victory in the
long run. Solve this puzzle to see
what the Bible says about Jesus
turning death to victory.

The first wordineachrow 5 1 6 & 2
contains a letter that is missing in
the second word. Find the missing
letter, then fill in the blanks.

charge grace : catnip

general angler ) rifle life

medal lame s disarm raids
field fled 5 battle table

horse  hero 5 scout  cost

LOSSES AND VICTORY

| see soldiers run past me. They're Patriots in frantic
retreat. Breed's Hill is lost.

“Please, sir.” | grab the shoulder of a young soldier.
“Have you seen my father, Salem Poor?”

He shakes his head. | realize that his arm is bleeding.

As the sun sets, | hear a different noise: cheers.

“Sa-lem! Sa-lem!”

| run through the woods, shoving branches and leaves
out of my way as | follow the noise. Then | see him.

My father, the former slave, is being carried on the
shoulders of white Patriots! As soon as his feet touch the
ground, I'm in his arms.

He's covered in blood and looks exhausted. But to
me, he's never looked better.

Mr. Poor lays a hand on my shoulder. “Your dad’s a
hero, Jonas. He rallied the troops when all seemed lost.
Threw himself right into the thick of it.”

Colonel Prescott salutes my father. “Well done, Poor.
| will report your heroism to the courts. You are a gallant
soldier.”

“B-but we lost.” | look from the colonel to my dad.

“We might have lost the battle,” Dad says, “but the
struggle for freedom has only just begun.”

John Poor nods his agreement. “The British will
realize this was a costly victory. If every fight is like this,
they'll soon abandon Boston.”

“Three cheers for Salem Poor!” Colonel Prescott
pumps his fist.

As shouts rip through the trees, | look at the men who
share this moment. Black and white soldiers, celebrating
as one army.

We may not have won, but | did just witness a victory. i
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