The Shot Heard ‘Round the World by Mat Nevish                                                     Page 6

The Shot Heard ‘Round the World
By Matthew Nevish

For Miss Moulton

Analyzing Literature

Rough Draft 10.12.2004


John Smith had just gotten his coat on, taken his powder horn, slung it around his neck and was walking out the door when his toucan called to him from the second floor. 

“John!” It asked. “Where are you going?”


“I have to go fight the British!” 

There was silence for a split second and then that familiar voice called out again.

“Ok, well be back by this afternoon.”

“I’ll try!” He called up to it.

He grabbed his gun a second time and dashed out the door. As he ran small rodents scurried in front of his path. The street was empty of any forms of life besides small animals. Perhaps that was because it was so early in the morning. John looked at the sundial on his arm.  It was ten past four. 
The sun had just risen and it cast a dim light on the passing houses and trees. John yawned as he ran but never slowed down to catch a breath. He ran for miles and miles, and his feet started to hurt. Finally he slowed down. But he was near the camp, he just knew it. As he rounded the bend he heard the laughter and jolly talk he had heard not to long ago.


“Ah, the good old Lexington Tavern.” He thought to himself.

He smelled the air around him, took a deep breath and hurried on.

After another mile or so of running he finnaly reached another bend in the road.

“This,” He said aloud, panting heavily. “Is it. This is the last bend. I just know it.”
He trudged on, dragging his gun behind him, and finally reached the camp. Men were walking around, some cursing at random intervals, others were playing cards, some were making bullets for their muskets, a small portion of the soldiers were mulling about, not doing much of anything whatsoever, but the majority of the soldiers were swearing at random intervals. 
John placed his gun on the ground and sat down on a crate next to his tent. As he rested there, out of breath and hyperventilating, his commanding officer, General Roger E. Colonist walked over to him.
“You’re twenty hours late according to my sundial.” The General said. 

John just sat there for a second, breathing heavily and pretending to die. 

“Answer me! I am your commanding officer, and you will respect my authority!” The General said.

John reluctantly looked up at General Colonist after those harsh words.

“Sorry, I had to run here because my horse died, and I got a late start because of my toucan. It was sick! I had to take care of it!” John said desperately.

The General straightened up and loosened his grip on John’s face. 

“Likely story.” The General continued. “But, you are here, so you’ll only get five hundred and fifty lashes instead of five hundred and seventy.” 

The General walked of and went into his tent, but not after giving out orders to his guards to whip John. 

Three hours later, John found himself in the General’s tent, rubbing his bandaged back and arms. The General was sitting in a chair next to the fireplace, smoking a peace pipe while playing chess with himself. 
“John, since you are our best soldier and probably can aim a gun better than anyone else in this tent besides me and my servant, tell me what you plan to do to defeat the British in the Battle of Lexington.”

John, who was surprised by this total change of subject, responded in a way that was unusual, but not unexpected. He stuttered for a second, but then cleared his throat and started speaking.

“Well, we could have one regiment come in from the front, but have the other half of the force come in from the back to cut off their escape and kill them before they have time to react.”
“Disgraceful.” The General shook his head in disgust. “Get out of my tent. I never want to see your face in here again.”

John hurried out of the tent and rushed back to his tent as he heard three gunshots go off inside of the General’s tent. He laid his head down on his pillow and rested on his cot. As he looked at the ceiling of the tent he thought about the Battle of Lexington and wondered how it would turn out, but he wanted to get him mind of that grim subject and turned his mind to his mail. As he reached down into the box below his cot he noticed that he had only one letter. He pulled it out and read it.
Dear John,

I hope that you have fun in the Battle of Lexington. I heard that the British are going to win, but I’m sure that you still have a chance. Anyway, I sent you breakfast in the form of a piece of parchment. Enjoy. Have fun today! I’ll stop by later to see the battle.

Love, 

Toucan


John sighed. No one had ever sent him a letter in his life except his pet Toucan the toucan. John had bought Toucan at a flea market in Africa during one of John’s many encounters with the slave trade. John had once been a trader who bought slaves on the black market for prices significantly less than normal, but he had felt bad because he was cheating the owners of the slaves out of their money. John had bought Toucan for a fair price and brought him back to Massachusetts where Toucan became John’s pet.


But all of John’s thinking was brought to a sudden halt when he heard the General yell out, “Rise up! Rise up! Everyone out of your tents and get in single file now! Let move!”

John jumped out of bed, grabbed everything he needed for battle and ran out to his place in the line. The General continued speaking.

“Listen up men! It is now time for the Battle of Lexington! This is NOT A DRILL! We need to win this battle! Now let’s move!”
The General mounted his horse and after it died, he continued along with the men on foot. Finally, the small regiment of men reached the field where the battle was to be played out. The British were already there, guns at the ready. 
“Are you ready?” General Colonist said to the British general. 
The British General nodded and waved a flag that said in bold yellow words: WE ARE READY. 

“I’ll take that as a yes,” General Colonist said. “Alright, men, lets do this. You know the drill.” All the men shook their heads looked at the General with very confused expressions on their colonist faces. “Ok men. Don’t fire yet. Wait for my signal.” General Colonist said as he moved to the side, away from the crossfire between the two regiments.

John Smith was in the front row of soldiers, being the ‘best soldier in the regiment’, as General Colonist had said himself. John was not listening to anything the General was saying. John loaded his musket, poured in the powder, shoved the bullet in the barrel, cocked the gun, took aim and fired the Shot Heard ‘Round the World into the enemy General’s head. 
“I said don’t fire!” The General shouted. “Who fired the Shot Heard ‘Round the World? Who did that?”

But it was too late; for fighting had already broken out between both sides, and John was pinned down by the British in a trench, and was forced to use the body of fellow soldier to shield himself from the mass of bayonets and bullets that were raining down upon him. He escaped from the trench, barely alive and ran away into the woods to recover from his wounds, but not after beating two British soldiers violently with a stick. John hid behind a tree, hoping no soldiers had noticed him escaping. John took cover until the gunshots ceased and the screams died out, and then, and only then did he peer out from behind the tree to examine the carnage before him. Every soldier was dead except one British solder, bloodied and injured, who was standing on a pile of dead men, holding the British flag and claiming Massachusetts for England in the name of King George. After about two sentences John had had enough of him so he picked off the British soldier and added to the body count. 
John scanned the area for other signs of life but none was to be found except for the General’s servant who was busy at work, picking up the bodies on the battlefield. John turned around and examined his wounds. He had been cut by a bayonet in ten places along his rib cage and five places on his arms and had been stabbed in the jugular vein twice. But there were no major injuries, so John decided to let the wounds scab over. 

After a good ten minute rest John was in and out of sleep. He felt a little dizzy from loss of blood, but his wounds were scabbing up just fine. As he was about to fall into a deep sleep he was awoken by the voice of General Colonist. He awoke with a start and jumped to his feet. 

“Hello, John.” 

John wiped his eyes with his hands and looked at the General.

“You woke me up, General Colonist.” John said.

“That’s Mr. Colonists to you.” The General added, “And I think you just started what none of us wanted to do, but should have done a long time ago.”

“And what is that?” John asked.

“The American Revolution.” The General said as he and John walked of in the distance, back to the camp.

THE END

Morale: You can do anything you set your mind to.

