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Nick’s superb third-grade book report on Rush Revere!
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Shining the light on history
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This book is dedicated to Kit Carson and our irreplaceable friends and family who faced terrible illnesses over these past years. They battled heroically with smiles reminding us how precious life is. They, and so many of you in similar circumstances are the definition of courage.

God bless you.
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Betsy Ross, creator of the first American flag.
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Angelyna, a special young adventurer.





Foreword

We live in an incredible country that we are privileged to call home. America is a country to be honored, revered, and appreciated. It is unique. There is no place like America. It is the one country in the history of mankind where the citizens are protected from an overreaching government. We have no king. We have no dictator. We choose those who will govern and lead us. Our founding documents are based on the concepts of individual liberty. America is a phenomenon precisely because of this commitment to freedom. But America is not perfect. No country is, because there is no such thing as perfect.

I love America, and I stand in awe of those who founded it, created it, defend it, and protect it more and more as I grow older. Our country is young by many measures, but our history is rich! There are endless examples and lessons in our history that may serve as a guide for the future. My hope is to rekindle the American patriotic spirit, the love of country, and have it carry on for generations to come. The early patriots who wrote and created some of the most important documents ever, the Constitution and Bill of Rights, were true geniuses. That they could craft concepts, guidelines, and laws for our country that would stand for centuries, concepts that had never been codified in any other land before, is nothing short of a miracle.

The American flag is iconic, a symbol of our freedom and strength as a nation. Every time I see the red, white, and blue stripes waving in the wind at a stadium or being escorted into an event by military personnel, my heart skips beats. Sometimes my eyes tear up. Other times I stand and cheer. Those colors, stars, and stripes represent so much, including sacrifices made by so many before us.

We know that the United States and the early exceptional patriots faced numerous challenges and hardships along the way—hardships we can only imagine today. The founding, building, and formation of our country was not easy, and it took a great deal of patience, wisdom, courage, faith, and inner strength to persevere.

While we can only imagine the physical hardships our early patriots endured, that is not to say we necessarily have it easier. Life is full of difficult periods, and it always will be. There are times when inexplicable darkness seems to block the light for a period of time. In this past year, I watched dear friends and family face extraordinarily difficult medical circumstances. There was nothing fair about it and the pain was, at times, unbearable.

Sometimes bad things happen to good people. And just like the early American patriots, these friends and family were so brave and determined through it all, relying heavily on their faith and their families and friends. In many cases, it was the grandparents who possessed the knowledge and wisdom of long lives who helped the children to cope with and understand why these tragedies occurred.

They all reminded me just how special and precious life is, how lucky we are to have all that we have as Americans, and how each day is truly a gift. They wanted the best for their children and for future generations, as I do. The United States of America offers that opportunity to be the best, discover the best and live the best life possible.

Rush Revere and crew are ready to go meet more exceptional Americans. So hold on tight . . . and let’s rush, rush, rush to history!
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Prologue

Shouting and yells could be heard in the distant blackness. Washington City was barely visible as Liberty and I made our way down a winding dirt road.

“Liberty, I hope you can see better than I can,” I said. “I forgot there are no street lights in 1814.”

“No worries, Revere. Horses can see very well in the dark,” Liberty said. “And I can smell better, too. Well, not just in the dark but all the time. In fact,” Liberty sniffed, “it smells like someone is cooking dinner. Mmm, a nice carrot and onion stew sounds really—whoa!” Liberty yelled and reared up, flailing his front legs.

The sound of a woman screaming came from somewhere directly in front of us.

I hung tight to Liberty’s neck until his front hooves were once again on the dirt road. “What was that all about,” I said.

“Sorry, but those people spooked me. I didn’t see them until the last second,” Liberty replied.

“I thought you could see well in the dark,” I said with sarcasm.

“I can. But I had my eyes closed when I was smelling that delicious . . . oh, never mind. We have company,” whispered Liberty.

A woman and toddler briskly walked to the other side of the road, moving fast and away from us and the city. They appeared to be carrying their household belongings. Both were covered in dirt and looked exhausted.

“Are you okay?” I asked, concerned. “I’m sorry my horse spooked you.”

“All is well, thank you,” the woman replied. “We are tired but we are faring as well as possible under the circumstances.”

The young girl beside her looked to be around seven years old with long brown hair and a high-collared dress. Her tired eyes brightened when she saw Liberty. “Your horse is so pretty!” she exclaimed. “Can I pet his nose?”

“Of course you may. He loves that almost as much as he loves carrots,” I said.

Liberty leaned down and snuggled into the girl’s nose.

“You are very kind, sir,” the woman said in a weary tone. “Please be careful. The British are on the edge of the city. We were told to evacuate. There are rumors that four thousand Redcoats are marching toward Washington. They plan to burn the city in revenge for their defeat at York.”

“Thank you for the warning. We will be on the lookout,” I replied, putting a hand to the edge of my tricornered hat to bid them farewell.

“Bye-bye, horsey,” the little girl said as they walked away into the dark night.

“Revere, I thought we were going to see the White House,” Liberty said, as we pressed forward on the dusty road.

“We are, but I’m a bit disoriented,” I replied. I looked down at my map of Washington City in 1814. The Capitol was being built, and the White House is where it still stands today in Washington, D.C. On August 23, 1814, however, the city was still under construction. As we continued to walk we noticed building materials all along the road.

“I think I can help,” said Liberty. “After all, I do have Spidey-sense for all things American history.” Liberty paused, closed his eyes, and sniffed the air.

“Well?” I asked. “Which way do we go?”

“I don’t know,” Liberty said. “The only thing I’m getting is the smell of roasted vegetables and boy, does it smell good!”

I rolled my eyes. “Look over there,” I said. “I think that’s the dome of the Capitol Building. We’re almost there.”

After a few minutes, we arrived at our destination. The light from nearby torches reflected off the white walls of the White House. We picked up our pace as we approached. There was nothing around the building except a road in front and dirt and grass surrounding it. A small gate was left open and we were able to enter the grounds without being stopped.

A man approached us carrying small items. “President Madison has already left, sir, and I suggest you do the same,” the man said as he brushed past.

“I am starting to think the same thing, Revere,” Liberty said. “Except that delicious smell is coming from the White House. I’m sure of it. Maybe they’re expecting us for dinner?”

“Liberty, our mission is to find Dolley Madison, the First Lady.”

“Right, I know,” said Liberty. “I’m just saying if she invites us to dinner it would be rude to say no.”

“It’s true that Dolley Madison was said to be an incredible hostess, but that’s not why we’re here.”

As we turned a corner behind the White House we saw two men helping a woman roll up a large canvas painting. I knew it was the rare and priceless portrait of George Washington by Gilbert Stuart.

“That’s her!” I exclaimed. “The First Lady of the United States of America.”

As we approached I saw Dolley place the rolled-up portrait into the hands of a young African-American man.

“You there, come help us with this painting,” Mrs. Madison said. I knew it was the First Lady because I had studied a painting of her before we left modern day. She had dark hair, dark eyes, and pale skin. She continued to dart back and forth as she gathered and boxed other documents.

“Yes, Mrs. Madison,” I said, “we are certainly happy to help.”

“Thank you,” she said. “Help us roll this painting so that it is not damaged.”

I jumped off Liberty and helped the others carefully roll the giant canvas.

“The President has gone to the battlefield, and everyone is exhausted. I thank you for your help. I suspect the British will be here soon to destroy Washington City, so we are removing the items that are most valuable to the country. It is a small thing, perhaps, but I think it is important,” Mrs. Madison said.

“Why is the portrait of George Washington so important?” I asked.
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Dolley Madison saved George Washington’s portrait during the burning of Washington in 1814. She is seen here.




“Because if the British are able to take the painting of George Washington, the hero of the Revolution and the namesake of this city, they will be able to say they have defeated us, both physically and mentally.”

Mrs. Madison took a deep breath and exhaled. “This feels like the longest day of my life,” she said. “I suppose some may say this is ridiculous, but it is more than a painting. It is a sacred symbol of our freedom, and I cannot leave it to be destroyed by the British.”

As she spoke, she moved quickly through the grounds and back into the White House. I followed her, nearly out of breath as she moved quickly from room to room.

“Ask her about dinner,” whispered Liberty as I walked out of the White House, carrying a small, heavy chest.

As if she heard Liberty, Mrs. Madison replied, “Unfortunately, I was expecting a party of forty dinner guests tonight. The table is set, the food prepared, and now it will be wasted on those British Lobsterbacks!”

She sighed as she looked at her home, and said, “It is done. My carriage awaits on the other side of the White House. Do not delay your departure, Mr. Revere. I understand the British are boasting that if I am captured they will parade me through the streets of London as a prisoner.”

“Thank you so much, Mrs. Madison,” I said. “Godspeed.” We went our separate ways and I went outside to find Liberty.

“Did you save the food?” asked Liberty in desperation.

“Seriously?” I said. “You’re worried about food when the city is about to be torched and the First Lady is trying to avoid capture by the British?”

Liberty shrugged.

“Okay, Mr. Grumpypants. Let’s head back to modern day and get you fed. We need to gather the Crew.

“Aye, aye, Captain Starve-a-Horse,” Liberty said. “Just give me a second while I muster up enough strength to open the time portal.”

I laughed and reached into Liberty’s saddlebag for two apples, a large carrot, and a cup of oats.

Once Liberty finished his pre-jumping snack, I climbed up onto his saddle and said, “Rush, rush, rush from history!”

At that, the time portal opened, spinning in yellow and purple, and we jumped through to modern day.



Chapter 1

Liberty and I walked through a spacious park with tall trees that looked like large bouquets of orange and yellow leaves. On this early fall morning, the grass was still green and the birds chirped in harmony. There was a slight cool breeze and the air was cool as we made our way closer to the hospital.

“Look, that must be it!” Liberty said looking across the street. His mane was waving gently in the wind.

“Way to go, Liberty. Sharp eye,” I said. Up ahead, a large American flag waved outside the main entrance of the Veterans’ Hospital. The red, white, and blue colors stood out vibrantly against the overcast sky. It was as if the flag was standing guard.

“Do I get a treat for being right? I mean that really does seem to be the right thing to do. Don’t you think?” Liberty asked. Food was never far from his mind. Instead of a snack here and there, Liberty preferred a snack here, there, and everywhere.

I purposely left the first question hanging, but a second soon followed. “By the way, when are we eating lunch?” asked Liberty.

“It’s not even ten o’clock in the morning,” I said. “Have a carrot.”

“I ate all my carrots,” Liberty whined.

“Then have an apple,” I insisted.

“I ate all my apples, too,” Liberty said, with a shrug.

“Are you joking around?” I asked. I poked inside Liberty’s saddlebag for something tasty, but there was nothing. “I thought I saw you eating a bunch of grains this morning,” I said.

Liberty rolled his eyes. “Of course I ate my grains. But you know I’m a very active horse. I burn calories like a race car burns rubber. Do you know how much fuel it takes to launch the space shuttle into orbit? Well, I take a lot of fuel, too, jumping back in time.”

I sighed and stifled a laugh. Liberty was right. Ever since we first met, Liberty and I have been time-traveling buddies. I teach history and Liberty uses his magic to take us to fun places in American history.

“Hello, earth to Rush Revere. Come in, Rush Revere,” chattered Liberty. I was lost in thought, remembering how a lightning storm blasted Liberty from the eighteenth century to modern day.

“I can hear you,” I said, reaching into my pocket and pulling out a breath mint. “Here, suck on this. It’s all I have.”

“A breath mint? Oh, lucky me. One whole breath mint. I’m stuffed.”

“Smart aleck,” I mumbled.

On the way up the driveway, I stopped and asked Liberty to stand by a tree while I went inside.

“Here’s the plan,” I said. “I am going inside the hospital to speak with Tommy.”

“What is Tommy doing at the hospital? Is he sick?” asked Liberty.

Tommy was one of my first students to experience Liberty’s time-traveling ability. He visited the Pilgrims on the Mayflower with us in the year 1620.

“Tommy texted last night and said he really wanted to speak with me. He said his grandfather is very ill and they admitted him to the hospital. Unfortunately, horses are not allowed inside. Could you wait here for a bit and not get into trouble?”

“Sure thing, no problem. Say hello to Tommy and tell him that I miss him,” Liberty said. Then he sheepishly added, “And if, by chance, you walk by the snack shop, could you please bring me a treat? Preferably something bigger than a breath mint.”

I shook my head and smiled. “I promise I’ll get you some food as soon as I finish speaking with Tommy. I’ll be back soon.”

Liberty nodded with a little grin and looked curiously around the park.

I looked down at the buttons on my coat. Knowing that I planned to visit a hospital with combat veterans, I made sure to burnish the buttons on my blue colonial jacket. Also, I shined my black boots and cleaned and ironed my brown knee britches. If someone didn’t know any better, they would think I was from the year 1776. My students learned best, I thought, when they saw me in colonial dress.
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With a deep breath I walked through the hospital’s sliding doors. A security guard asked me to remove my tricorner hat so he could take my photograph. He then handed me a printed identification badge and pointed me down the hall.

“Just take the elevator to the second floor. The room you’re looking for is past the nurses’ station on your left,” the guard said.

Everything was white and smelled like cleaning solution as I walked down a long hallway. Parked wheelchairs and transport beds lined both sides. Doctors and nurses passed by, wearing white lab coats and light blue surgery scrubs, most looking at their notes.

On the second floor, I exited the elevator and followed the numbers until I reached room 224. I knocked softly and slowly pushed open the door.

I saw Tommy sitting at the side of a hospital bed, floppy blond hair around his ears. He was almost a shadow against the large window.

“Hello, Tommy,” I whispered.

At first he didn’t hear me, looking deep in thought. His back was hunched and both hands were holding up his chin. A football rested right beside him on the corner of the bed.

Moving closer, I tried again, “Hi, buddy . . .”

Then to my side, a tall blond man approached. He reached out his hand to shake mine and whispered, “My name is Hank. I’m Tommy’s dad. You must be Mr. Revere.” He wore a button-down checked shirt tucked into jeans with loafers.

Upon hearing my name, Tommy turned around and said in a low voice, “Hi, Mr. Revere.” The room was chilly, with sterile white walls. Several machines beeped and churned rhythmically.

“Hi, Tommy, how are you?” I asked. As I came farther into the room I noticed a man resting on the hospital bed.

“I’m okay,” he said, but his face looked pale. “I’m glad you’re here.”

“I’m happy to be here,” I said, softly.

“Mr. Revere, I would like to introduce you to Tommy’s grandfather. He is resting now but he can hear what we are saying,” Hank said.

I walked closer to the bedside and said, “It is a pleasure to meet you, sir.”

Behind Tommy’s grandfather in a ray of sunlight was a small gathering of framed photos. I recognized Tommy and his grandfather in one photograph, throwing a football outside. Beside it was an old photo of a man in military uniform. In front of both photos, a small American flag pin rested on a small wooden box.

The room was generally quiet, apart from the occasional beep of the heart monitor and nurses chatting in the hallway.

Hank filled the void, saying, “If Tommy’s grandfather had enough energy to speak with you, he would probably grab you around the shoulders and shake you to say hello. Also, he would probably quiz you about your hat selection and your adventures in history. Maybe a little later, after he has rested.”

I smiled and nodded.

Tommy added, “Grandpa loves watching football in his den. He has this big chair that no one else can sit in. Sometimes Dad tries to sneak in and sit there before he does, but not for long. Grandpa says, ‘Move it, Hank!’ He knows every player better than the announcers. He says things like, That’s John Sanders from Ohio State, his mother is a teacher. He totally knows everything about sports.”

“Yes, he does for sure,” Hank said smiling.

Tommy continued: “Remember during halftime when Grandpa would grab hot chocolate in mugs and we would go out in the snow? You played center, Dad, and I played quarterback. Grandpa would either play defense or would go out for a pass. Remember, he always wore the same brown sweater with a hole in the sleeve and pretended he had a bad back until he snuck up and tackled me to the ground?”

Hank laughed, and looked down at his father on the bed. Tommy’s grandfather seemed to be smiling in his rest.

“The best is he taught me how to throw a spiral,” Tommy remembered, picking up the football lying near his grandfather’s leg. “One year he spent the whole summer teaching me how to throw the perfect spiral. For some reason, I just couldn’t get it, and threw a duck again and again. Grandpa would laugh but would say, ‘Don’t worry, it will come in its time, just keep practicing.’ Eventually, after trying again and again and again, the ball went from flopping through the air, to an awesome spinning spiral. It was really cool.”

“I remember that, too, Tommy,” Hank said.

“I wish we could throw the ball right now,” Tommy said, looking somberly out the window toward the near-empty parking lot.

Hank followed his gaze and said, “Tommy, why don’t you and Mr. Revere take a walk down the hall for a bit? You’ve been in this room a long time.”

“That sounds like a good idea,” I agreed. “I would love to catch up and hear what’s been happening with you.”

Tommy asked, “Is Liberty here?”

“Yes, he’s out in the front of the hospital. He wanted to come in and see you but I thought he had better stay outside. I told him it was a hospital, not a horse-pital,” I joked softly, hoping to lift the mood just a little. Tommy was usually such a jokester.

Tommy gave my effort a half smile and made his way toward the door, gripping the football to his side. I nodded to Tommy’s father, indicating that I would speak with him more later.

Tommy seemed to really know his way around the hospital halls, even though they all looked exactly the same to me. He led us right to the family waiting room and grabbed two open seats. At first he didn’t say anything, just slumped in his seat, head down, with his hands in his pockets.

“I’m impressed you know exactly where the soda machine is. Great job,” I said, not sure how to begin.

“My grandpa is really sick. I can tell the doctor is worried,” Tommy said, staring straight at the floor. “They are still doing some tests.”

I looked at him closely and eventually his eyes caught mine. Every time I saw Tommy in class or on our time-travel adventures I became more and more impressed with his ability to shift from class clown to sincere student. He was an athlete—quarterback of the Manchester Lions football team—but he also had a softness and profound intelligence.

“I’m sorry to hear your grandfather is not well. He’s fighting a difficult battle right now,” I said. I did not know all the details, but I wanted to comfort him.

Tommy nodded. “My grandpa’s a fighter. He played tight end for his football team, and he had his nose broken like three times. But he said he always laughed it off. He knew that getting tackled was just part of the job.” Tommy took a sip of his soda and without looking up, continued his thoughts. “Oh, and he’s a real hero, too. He went on these helicopters in Vietnam, and there was a lot of shooting. But he didn’t really like to talk about the scary stuff much. Sometimes he would start and then say, ‘Tommy, let’s talk about fun stuff like the game this weekend.’ ”

I knew the best thing to do was listen as Tommy shared bits and pieces of stories about his grandfather. One memory led to another. After about a half an hour, the waiting room seats became uncomfortable so we stood up to look out the window.

“Is that Liberty?” Tommy asked, with a full smile. Sure enough, Liberty was far below between some trees and it looked like he was practicing his dance moves. Tommy and I both started laughing.

“Yep, that’s Liberty,” I said, smiling.

Dark, puffy clouds crept across the sky like a curtain closing on a stage. The sun’s rays reached out as if holding one final pose and then bowed to the darkness and the generous applause of rain.

In the midst of a sad occasion, Liberty had made Tommy smile, and I was happy about that. We finally figured out that Liberty, for some reason, was trying to dodge the raindrops falling around him.

“You know, Tommy, there are difficult times in life, just like this storm. One minute everything seems fine, and the next we are running for cover just like Liberty down there.”

The brown speck below darted left and then right and then left again. Finally, Liberty bolted for shelter near the front of the hospital.

I breathed deeply and said, “In these times, it’s normal to not really know what to do. And that’s okay,” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder.

At that moment, a blur of red and blue caught my eye. The flag we saw on the way in was waving and fighting against the storm and the wind. But it was flying strong. Goose bumps went up my arms.

“I just want Grandpa to be okay. He’s got to wake up and get out of here. He just has to,” Tommy said, shrugging his shoulders.

“I know, Tommy. You are being so brave.”

“Really? I don’t think I’m brave, but Grandpa is. He probably learned that in the military, I don’t know, but he is really tough,” Tommy said.

As mature and smart as Tommy was for his age, I knew he could use a little break from everything. I asked him if he was ready to head back and see his father and grandfather and he said yes. We grabbed a few snacks from the vending machine before making the long walk back down the hallway.

As we opened the door to the hospital room, Tommy was delighted to see his grandfather awake. He was smiling in Tommy’s direction.

“Hey, boyo, what are you looking so gloomy about?” his grandfather said with a strong but low scratchy voice. “You look sadder than a cheeseburger without any cheese.” He coughed and laughed at the same time. “Hey, speaking of cheeseburgers, you should get us both one. I won’t tell your dad. It will be our secret.”

Tommy smiled wide. He clearly adored his grandfather.

“Now, Mr. Revere, let me get this straight. My grandson says that you let him time-travel, and that you have a talking horse named Liberty who was struck by lightning and transported to modern day, and that you go back in time to visit exceptional Americans like Ben Franklin. Is that right?” Tommy’s grandfather asked, with a grin.

“Now that is supposed to be a secret,” I said, smiling.

“Oh yes, Tommy has quite the imagination,” his grandfather said. “But I am impressed with Tommy’s new excitement about American history. He told me he actually met Paul Revere and George Washington. Pretty impressive. So I said, let’s go back and see some old baseball players like Jackie Robinson and Mel Ott. I have a few questions for those guys.”

“That seems like a fantastic idea,” I said with a grin. “We will work that into the time-travel schedule.”

Tommy’s grandfather was alert despite his condition and gave me a wink.

“Listen here, young man,” he said to his grandson. “Keep going back in time to find out about our history. American history is wonderful if you pay close attention.”

Tommy looked at his grandfather wide-eyed.

“Actually, I tell you what. Look in that drawer over there,” his grandfather said.

Tommy walked over to a side table and pulled open the top drawer. He raised his eyebrows in anticipation.

“Is there a notebook in there?” his grandfather asked. “It’s not too big, perfect for a shirt pocket.”

Tommy pulled out the small flip-top notebook and asked, “This one, Grandpa?”
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