Washington’s Christmas Gift

by Edward Eggleston

Washington was fighting to set this country free. But the army that the King of
England sent to fight him was stronger than Washington's army. Washington was
beaten and driven out of Brooklyn. Then he had to leave New York. After that, he
marched away into New Jersey to save his army from being taken. At last, he crossed
the Delaware River. Here he was safe for a while. Some of the Hessian soldiers that
the king had hired to fight against the Americans came to Trenton. Trenton is on the
Delaware River.

Washington and his men were on the other side of the Delaware River from the
Hessians. Washington's men were discouraged. They had been driven back all the way
from Brooklyn. It was winter, and they had no warm houses to stay in. They had not
even warm clothes. They were dressed in old clothes that people had given them. Some
of them were bare-footed in this cold weather.

The Hessians and other soldiers of the king were waiting for the river to freeze
over so they could march across on ice. They meant to fight Washington once more and
break up his army. But Washington was thinking about something too.

He was waiting for Christmas. He knew that the Hessian soldiers on the other
side of the river would eat and drink a great deal on Christmas Day.

When the afternoon of Christmas came, the Hessians were singing and drinking
in Trenton. Washington, however, was marching up the riverbank. Some of his
barefoot men left blood marks on the snow as they marched.

The men and cannons were put into flat boats. These boats were pushed across
the river with poles. There were many large pieces of ice in the river. But all night
long the flat boats were pushed across and then back again for more men. It was three
o'clock in the morning on December 26, 1776 when the last Americans crossed the river.
It was hailing and snowing, and it was very cold. Two or three of the soldiers froze to
death.

Around eight o'clock in the morning, Washington reached Trenton. The Hessians

were sleeping soundly, when the sound of the American drums woke them. They
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jumped out of their beds. They ran into the streets. They tried to fight, but it was too
late.

Washington had already taken their cannons. His men were firing these at the
Hessians. The Hessians tried to run away, but the Americans caught them.

The battle was soon over. Washington had taken nine hundred prisoners.

This was called the Battle of Trenton. It gave great joy to all the Americans. It

was Washington's Christmas gift to the country.
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How Washington Got Out of a Trap

by Edward Eggleston

The Battle of Trenton was over. Washington and his men crossed the Delaware
River. His men had served their country well, and it was time for them to go home.
More soldiers were on the way. But with the new soldiers only, he would not have
enough men to fight the whole British army. Washington asked his tired and weary
men, who were all set to go home, to stay and fight. He told them their country and
their families needed them. Every one of them stayed. With a total of 5000 soldiers,
Washington crossed the river to Trenton again.

There was a British general named Cornwallis. He led his men to Trenton to
fight against Washington. They reached Washington after sunset, and they could not
see well enough to fight and win. Cornwallis was sure he could beat him if they were to
fight a battle the next morning.

Cornwallis said, “I will catch the fox in the morning.” He called Washington a fox. He
thought he had him trapped.
There was a little creek between the two armies.

When it was dark, Washington had all his campfires lit. He put men to digging
where the British could hear them. He made Cornwallis think that he was throwing up
banks of earth and getting ready to fight in the morning.

But Washington did not stay in Trenton. He did not wish to be caught like a fox
in a trap. He could not get across the river, because he did not have enough boats. But
he knew a road that went around the place where Cornwallis and his army were. He
took that road and traveled behind the British army.

It was just like John waiting to catch James. James is in the house. John is
waiting at the front door to catch James when he comes out. But James slips out by the
backdoor. John hears him call “Hello!” James has gone round behind him and escaped!

Washington left Trenton in the dark of night. You might say that he marched
out by the backdoor. While Cornwallis was watching the front door, the Americans
slipped quietly away. They left a few men to keep up the fires, and make digging

noises. Before morning, they slipped away too.
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Mother Frost

by William and Jacob Grimm

At the edge of a wood there was a great, clear, bubbling spring of cold water.
Near this spring lived a widow and her two daughters. One of them was very beautiful
and a great help about the house, while the other was ugly and idle. The mother loved
only the ugly one, for she was her own child. She cared so little for the other daughter
that she made her do all the hard work. Every day the poor girl would sit beside the
spring and spin and spin, until her fingers bled. One day, while she was washing the
blood from her hands, the spindle fell into the spring and sank to the bottom. With
tears in her eyes, she ran and told her stepmother what she had done.

The stepmother was angry and said, "You let the spindle fall into the spring.
Now you must go and get it out."

The maiden went back to the spring to look for the spindle. She leaned so far
over the edge that her hand slipped, and down, down, she sank to the very bottom.

All at once she found that she was in a beautiful field where many wild flowers
grew. As she walked across the field, she came to a baker's oven full of new bread.

The loaves cried to her, "Oh, pull us out! Pull us out, or we shall burn!"

"Indeed I will!" cried the maiden.

Stepping up, she pulled all the sweet brown loaves out of the oven.

As she walked along, she came to a tree full of apples.

The tree cried, "Shake me! Shake me! My apples are all quite ripe!"

"Indeed I will!" cried the maiden.

So she shook the tree again and again, until there was not an apple left on its
branches. Then she picked up the apples, one by one, and piled them in a great heap.
When she had picked up all the apples, she walked on.

At last she came to a small house. In the doorway sat an old woman who had
such large teeth that the girl felt afraid of her and turned to run away.

Then the old woman cried, "What do you fear, my child? Come in and live here
with me. If you will do the work about the house, I will be very kind to you. Only take
care to make my bed well. You must shake it and pound it so that the feathers will fly
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about. Then the children down on the earth will say that snowflakes are falling, for I
am Mother Frost."

The old woman spoke so kindly that she won the maiden's heart.

"I will gladly work for you," she said.

The girl did her work well, and each day she shook up the bed until the feathers
flew about like snowflakes.

She was very happy with Mother Frost, who never spoke an angry word.

After the girl had stayed a long time with the kind old woman, she began to feel
homesick. She could not help it, though her life with Mother Frost had been so happy.

At length she said, "Dear Mother Frost, you have been very kind to me, but I
should like to go home to my friends."

"I am pleased to hear you say that you wish to go home," said Mother Frost.
"You have worked for me so well that I will show you the way myself."

She took the maiden by the hand and led her to a broad gateway. The gate was
open, and as she went through a shower of gold fell over the maiden. It clung to her
clothes, so that she was dressed in gold from her head to her feet.

"That is your pay for having worked so hard," said the old woman. "And here is
your spindle that fell into the spring."

Then the gate was closed, and the maiden found herself once more in the world.
She was not far from her own home, and as she came into the farmyard, a cock on the
roof cried loudly:

"Cock-a-doodle-doo!

Our golden lady has come home, too."

When the stepmother saw the girl with her golden dress, she was kind to her.
Then the maiden told how the gold had fallen upon her. The mother could hardly wait
to have her own child try her luck in the same way. This time she made the idle
daughter go to the spring and spin. The lazy girl did not spin fast enough to make her
fingers bleed. So she pricked her finger with a thorn until a few drops of blood stained
the spindle. At once she let it drop into the water, and sprang in after it herself.

The ugly girl found herself in a beautiful field, just as her sister had.

She walked along the same path until she came to the baker's oven.
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She heard the loaves cry, "Pull us out! Pull us out, or we shall burn!"

But the lazy girl said to the brown loaves, "I will not. I do not want to soil my
hands in your dirty oven."

Then she walked on until she came to the apple tree.

"Shake me! Shake me!" it cried, "for my apples are quite ripe."

"I will not," said the girl, "for some of your apples might fall on my head." As she
spoke, she walked lazily on.

At last the girl stood before the door of Mother Frost's house. She had no fear of
Mother Frost's great teeth, but walked right up to the old woman and offered to be her
servant.

For a whole day the girl was very busy, and did everything that she was told to
do. On the second day she began to be lazy, and on the third day she was still worse.
She would not get up in the morning. The bed was never made, or shaken, so the
feathers could fly about. At last Mother Frost grew tired of her and told her that she
must go away.

This was what the lazy girl wanted, for she felt sure that now she would have the
golden shower.

Mother Frost led her to the great gate, but as she passed under it, a kettle full of
black pitch was upset over her.

"That is what you get for your work," said the old woman, as she shut the gate.

The idle girl walked home, covered with pitch. When she went into the farmyard
the cock on the roof cried out:

"Cock-a-doodle-doo!

Our sticky lady has come home, too."

But, try what she would, the pitch stuck so fast to the girl that, as long as she

lived, it never came off.
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