














JOHN ADAMS


Young Revolutionary


by Jan Adkins


ALADDIN PAPERBACKS
New York   London   Toronto   Sydney   Singapore


If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”


Dear Reader:


The Childhood of Famous Americans series, seventy old in 2002, chronicles the early years of famous American men and women in an accessible manner. Each book faithful in spirit to the values and experiences that the person s development. History is fleshed out with fictionalized details, and conversations have been make the stories come alive to todays reader, but reasonable effort has been made to make the stories with the events, ethics, and character of their subjects.


These books reaffirm the importance of our American heritage. We hope you learn to love the heroes and who helped shape this great country. And by doing hope you also develop a lasting love for the nation them the opportunity to make their dreams come will do the same for you.


Happy Reading!


The Editors





JOHN ADAMS


Young Revolutionary


[image: Image]


Illustrated by Meryl Henderson





[image: Image]


If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that this book is stolen property. It was reported as “unsold and destroyed” to the publisher, and neither the author nor the publisher has received any payment for this “stripped book.”


First Aladdin Paperbacks edition June 2002


Text copyright © 2002 by Jan Adkins


Illustrations copyright © 2002 by Meryl Henderson


ALADDIN PAPERBACKS
An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com


All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.


Designed by Lisa Vega


The text of this book was set in New Caledonia.


Printed in the United States of America


2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3


LCCN available from the Library of Congress


ISBN 0-689-85135-9
ISBN 13: 978-0-689-85135-3
eISBN 13: 978-1-439-11336-3


[image: Image]






ILLUSTRATIONS



John sat in the stern and held the tiller to steer.


The Adamses sat and held hands as Deacon Adams blessed the food.


Whack! Cleverly’s thin cane smacked on his desk.


John found that cutting with a sickle required concentration.


John broke branches into smaller twigs and stacked them on his sled.


John looked down on the plain, bright room, seeing mostly the broad hats of the men and them smaller hats of the women.


They smiled calmly, but John’s heart was banging so hard they could surely hear it!


Mr. John Adams of Harvard University strode across the Yard.


In 1756, at the age of twenty-one, he apprenticed himself to James Putnam.


Late one evening they sat in her parents’ parlor alone.


There were now nine British soldiers facing dozens of furious men.


George Washington was elected President of the United States—and John was elected Vice President.



CONTENTS



The Marsh


The Saltbox


The Blab School


The Field


The Reed Flats


The Latin School


The Woodlot


The Meeting


The Long Road


The Yard


The Schoolhouse


The Parlor


The Visitors’ Gallery


The Bridge


The Docks


The Street


The Hall


The Commonwealth


The President’s House


The Marsh








The Marsh



[image: Image]


John Adams was hiding. He was under a bundle of reeds next to a little marsh island and a flock of ducks. They weren’t real ducks. They were painted wooden ducks John had carved out of cedar and pine. He hoped that real ducks would see them and think this marsh was a good place for a rest and some food. He struggled to be quiet and patient, but John was worse than almost anybody in Massachusetts at silence and patience.


Then the ducks came. John threw off the reeds just as the ducks skimmed in for a landing.


Tick, boom!


The sound of his flintlock shotgun rolled across the marsh. He picked up the other shotgun and fired again.


Tick, boom!


The ducks flapped hard and turned sharply toward the ocean, gone. White, bitter powder smoke hung over the water in front of the reeds, drifting across the wooden ducks and the two dead mallards floating near them. John laughed and shouted, “Ducks for dinner!” He loved hunting in the marsh, shooting well, bringing down game for the table. The Adams family would eat roast duck the next night.


He threw the rest of the reeds off his boat. It was a little, squat boat shaped like a pumpkin seed. It had taken John and his friends Tom Bass and Tim Quincy far out into Massachusetts Bay to watch finback whales rolling and blowing their way north. It had taken them up the big outer harbor and around the city of Boston, up into the Charles River behind it. It was their adventure boat.


“There, now, put both shotguns down here where the spray won’t rust them. Cover them over, just so,” he told himself. He was careful about the shotguns. They were dangerous and precious. They were important to his whole family.


He paddled the pumpkinseed boat out of the reeds and picked up the decoys, one by one. “Good work, my boys,” he told the wooden ducks. Attached to each decoy was a tarred string tied to a stone, so it wouldn’t float away. He wrapped the string carefully around each duck so he could float his wooden flock again without tangles. He arranged them all in a big canvas bag and shoved them up under the forward deck of the boat. John liked things laid out neat.


“Well, my oh my,” he said as he picked up the dead ducks. “My oh my, you are beautiful, aren’t you? I’m sorry to bring you down, you beauties, but we do love duck. Why, if you ever tasted my mother’s duck gravy, you wouldn’t mind at all, I assure you.” Their whites and blacks and greens were so clean and bright. He looked at the ducks in the way any good hunter looks at his game: a little sadly, a little proudly. He felt strangely connected to the ducks. He wanted to thank them.


John had Ponkapoag Indian friends. In the summer when their tribe fished and dug clams at the seashore, he’d seen old men return the clamshells and fish bones to the water after the tribe had eaten. Old Amos Ahanton had scattered them while speaking in the Ponkapoag language. John asked his friend Hezakiah what he was saying.


“He’s thanking them for the food. Telling them how delicious they were. Asking them to come back again and feed us.”


John felt that way about the ducks too.


He raised the boat’s stumpy mast and set its sail. John sat in the stern and held the tiller to steer. He swung the boat around a shoal of grasses and into the deeper water of the inlet and headed for home.


Behind him, beyond the dunes and tidal flats to the north, was the great city of Boston, where as many as ten thousand people lived. To John’s left, eastward across the marsh, were Massachusetts Bay and the Atlantic Ocean. To his right, lumpy on the western horizon, were the Blue Hills. Beyond them lay the deep, untraveled wilderness of America. John had heard some folks say that a squirrel could start in the maple and spruce woods of those hills and travel from tree to tree all the way to the fabled Mississippi River without ever touching ground.
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“Far enough and shallow enough,” John announced. Pushing the tiller over hard, he brought the boat up into the wind. It stopped as the canvas sail flapped noisily without the shoulder of the wind in it. John stood and wrapped the sail around the mast. He tied it snug and lifted the mast out of its socket, sliding it up under the forward deck, then drew out a push-pole. He pulled up the centerboard and poled the boat up Town Brook. Standing with his head just below the level of the grasses, he poled up through the Adams farm, all the way to a sandy turn near the town landing. He tied the boat up to its stake at the brook’s edge and unloaded the next day’s duck dinner and the shotguns. He laid the guns with the powder horn and the shot bag on his coat to keep them dry, and tied an old, patched square of canvas over the open cockpit. He squinted toward the North.


“No doubt,” John said, “it’s comin’ on to blow. Maybe rain too. Sure as dogs and fleas. Ayuh.”


John looked at the sky and smelled the cold front’s wind. Why not get a swim in now before it got too cold? he thought. He took off every stitch and waded into the creek. He was small for eleven. Built like a stocky little terrier, tough as cut nails. John loved to swim. He could swim for miles; maybe all the way to Boston.


This was the place he loved most in the world, this marsh. He never wanted to leave it.


It was getting on to suppertime. John dried off in the wind and put his clothes back on. He cleaned and plucked the ducks. Then he walked up to the town landing carrying his family’s shotguns and his ducks, singing as if he were the happiest boy in Massachusetts. Maybe he was.


There was some daylight left and time before supper. John took the long way home through the village.


“Good evening to ye, Widow Bass,” John called out and dipped his head politely. “Thy beach roses and hollyhocks look glorious this day.”


The old woman was feeding her chickens in the side yard of her tiny cottage. Her curtsy was stiff but it still had some of the grace learned from many country dances. “Yes, John Adams, they come along. Not near as fine as last year. Nossuh.” The Widow Bass spoke with the same Yankee twang and long vowels as John. “But the Lord brings us what He will. You take my g’day to y’mothah, and bless you.”


“My thanks, Widow Bass.” He waved as he continued. John Adams was always polite. Even when he was throwing snowballs, wrestling, or insulting one of his friends, he was remarkably courteous. That’s the way Braintree folks had to be.


They blessed one another partly as a polite form of greeting, but it was far more than that. Braintree was a Puritan village, a tight, intense community. Every person was part of its success or failure, and every person was responsible for his or her conduct. For these people, God was close, a part of everything they did—their chores, their farming, their meals, their singing in the fields. The Devil was just as close. Life was a constant struggle between God and the Devil, good and evil, and the battleground was the human heart.


A horse overtook him at the crossroads. It was John Quincy’s chestnut hunter, broad in the chest, well muscled, a rich man’s horse with a fine English saddle. John had seen his father stitching and repairing that saddle, and he knew the man in it. John stopped and bowed, “Good day to thee, Squire Quincy.”


John Quincy reined up. “And to thee, young Adams. Plump brace of ducks you’ve brought out of the marsh. Was that your whole bag for the day?”


“Enough is as good as a feast, sir.”


“True enough, yessuh. You remember me to y’fathah, heah? You’re becoming a fine hunter, young man. You’ll be a fine militiaman, like y’fathah. Bless ye now.”


“And you, sir.”


Quincy headed east for his big house. Quincy was one of the important men of Braintree, and of Massachusetts. He’d been speaker of the Massachusetts Assembly for many years.


John walked on.


“G’day, John!” It was Amos. They fished and dug for clams together.


“Amos! Look at these ducks. So fat they near swamped the boat when they splashed down. Look at that. I could feed four families with these two ducks.”


“Go on! Nossuh! You hear about the Allens’ horse?” Amos asked.


John shook his head.


“Gone. Busted up the fence and headed for the Blue Hills. Not so good. Panther or a bear could get it, easy.”


“Maybe he’ll get Hezakiah Squamogg to track it, run it down before it comes to evil.” John knew that some of the Ponkapoags still had the old ways, and they knew the forest beyond the Blue Hills better than anyone.


“Good thought. You see him, you should tell ’im.”


“See you at meeting, Amos.”


Amos walked off toward his father s tannery at the south end of town. John continued toward the village center.


The center of Braintree, its active heart, was the meeting house—their church and town hall, all in one. It was sturdy, covered with white clapboards, and except for its big windows it hadn’t a hint of decoration. It was as plain and honest as the Puritans who built it a few years before John was born. This was where the business of the town got done. This was where John Adams learned about God and government.


“John Adams!”


He jerked around; it was the Widow North. “G’day to ye, Widow North.”


“Dost thee think it proper to walk through the town with thy sleeves all undone and thy shirt not buttoned proper?” She was speaking to him in the old formal language, so he knew she was serious.


The people of Braintree were practical, realistic families who knew how easy it was to make mistakes. They also believed in forgiving mistakes. They were thoughtful, intelligent, and they talked a lot. To make the difficult climb away from the Devil they were willing, even eager, to talk about morality and immorality—not only in themselves but in others as well.


“I apologize if I have offended thee, Widow North.”


“It shows a lack of modesty, young Adams, and a lack of pride in thy family to go about undone and tatty. Your good father would not have thee dress like a swineherd. Do up your shirt and jacket, now. Here, I’ll hold thy ducks and guns.”


John rearranged his shirt, did up the buttons, tied up his sleeves, and straightened his jacket. “I thank thee for correcting me, Widow.”


“We all need correction of a day, John. Here, then. Fine ducks.”


“Thank ye.”


“God bless ye now, John Adams, and bless your family.”


“And you, and yours, Widow.” John bowed amiably, took his shotguns, and went on his way. He scowled. Not at the Widow North but at himself. He should have thought of his appearance, walking through town!


John walked past the village pump and horse trough, set under a tree in front of a tavern. The taverns were part of the towns business too, where travelers with news from other towns paused to eat, or sip a tankard of ale made by John’s uncles.


“Mister Bradley,” John spoke to Hops Bradley, a white-haired man dozing against the tavern wall in the last light.


The old man started from sleep and looked around him. ‘What’s that? What’s about? Is that you, young Adams?”


“Yessuh. Did the day go well for ye, Mister Bradley?”


“Good enough. Pains and misery is the life of old men, Adams. Stay young.”


“Yessuh. Might I help you in some way, sir?”


The old man was grumpy but kind, “Mebbe’, just mebbe’ you can. Help an old man up, Adams.”


John shifted the shotguns carefully and braced Hops Bradley, pulling him up from the hard bench.


Hops groaned. “Fell asleep after the wind shifted into the north. Had a warm spot on the south wall, here.”


“Yessuh, Mister Bradley. Could ye suggest what the weather will be?” John knew that old men could tell by experience and by the throb in their bones what was coming over the horizon. Braintree was a rural town of farmers, fishermen, and craftspeople; their lives were intimately dependent on the weather.


Bradley looked at the clouds, sniffed, and looked for birds. “Rain on Thursday, cold and dry tomorrow,” he said after a time. “Good time for bottom fishing off Squantum on Thursday morning, though.”


“I’d be pleased to sail you up to Squantum, Mister Bradley.” Squantum was the long neck of land that reached out into the harbor above Braintree.


Hops squinted one eye. “You goin’ to school up to Master Cleverly’s now, yes?”


“Yessuh,” John said, unhappily, but Hops didn’t notice his tone, or chose not to notice it.


“Learn somethin’, then. No time for flat fishin’ if you’re learnin’ your primer.” The old man squinted into the north, toward the oncoming clouds and the cold front. “But if ye do go bottom fishin’, you could bring me back a nice witch flounder f’ my suppah.”


John smiled, “If I do go, I’ll bring ye a fine flounder, sir. Lean on me, if ye will, and we’ll get down the lane to your cottage.”


When Hops Bradley had blessed him and gone into his cottage, John walked on a little faster. The sun was setting, workmen were losing their light. All over Braintree, farmers were coming back from their fields with their horses or oxen. Fishermen had sold their catch early in the afternoon but used the afternoon light to work on their boats and tackle; they were returning to their homes too. While the blacksmith was banking his fires for the night, the potter was stoking his kiln fire for an overnight burn. With the dimming of the light, folks were leaving work for the evening meal. John’s home and his family were just ahead at the turn of the road. He was part of the evening homecoming, part of Braintree, Massachusetts.





The Saltbox
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The Adams house was as plain as the meeting house. The main part of the two-floor house was built by John’s great-grandfather. John’s grandfather added a kitchen addition at the back and continued the rear roofline down low to cover it. Folks called this kind of high-front, low-back house a saltbox, because it looked like the hinged pine box that kept salt by the kitchen fire.


John walked around the house to his father’s workshop. This late in the day the shop was dim. It smelled deeply of leather and oil and beeswax. New and repaired shoes hung in pairs from oak beams. Harnesses for horses and oxen hung in long, dark strips. The floor was swept, the cobbler’s bench was clean, and the tools were racked in rows. Deacon John Adams the shoemaker is out, John thought as he headed to the house, and Selectman John Adams is on town business.


When John opened the heavy front door, the fragrance of bread and chowder met him like a hug.


“There you are, John! At last! And haven’t I had the meal ready for an age and more? And where were you when I needed kindling wood?”


“I apologize, mother.” John knew that Susanna Boylston Adams had plenty of kindling. He had filled the kitchen firkin on Monday. His younger brothers Peter and Elihu waved hello at him, silently, as his mother scolded on.


“And here I was, tending the family and keeping the home together without as much help as a goat would give. And your father off spending more time on Braintrees poor and feebleminded than on his own family The comfort of the grave is all I can hope for, and no thanks before it.”


“I thank thee, Mother. I thank thee for the meal that smells so fat and fine. And I thank thee for the comfort you give us.”


“Oh, yes, I make a home for you but I do it on next to nothing, on a few shillings. The rest goes to the church and the poor right out of your fathers hands, like water out of a sieve. And aren’t we just about the poorest clutch of ragamuffins in the town? I ask you.”


But she really wasn’t asking him. She was fretting and scolding as she often did. John knew they were not the poorest family in Braintree. They had a home and they didn’t lack for food.


John heard the front door open and close just as his mother was lighting a pair of candles. She went on to close the heavy curtains against the cold night, hoarding all the warmth the house would hold.


“Who’s that, then?” she called.


“And who would it be, woman? Old King George?” Deacon Adams came into the kitchen with his cheeks pink from the cool wind. He had a sad, kind face with a high forehead over bright, jolly eyes. He picked up Elihu immediately and tickled Peter under his arm. The boys were delighted to see their father. Still carrying Elihu he collared John and hugged him close. “And how was your day in the marsh, John?”


“Very fine, sir.” Though John and his father were close and affectionate, they spoke formally to one another. It was the old way and it pleased them both. “And profitable, sir.” He held up the brace of ducks his mother had ignored.


“Look at these, Susanna! Fat ducks for tomorrow’s supper from our master hunter.”


Susanna look back briefly and with disapproval, “Hardly worth the wood to cook ‘em.”


“I think not. They seem like a feast for just five Adamses. P’raps we might think of asking the Weld girls to join us, so soon after they’ve lost their parents. Show them a little warmth and fill their bellies.”


“Mr. Adams, must you herd every unfortunate of Braintree through my kitchen?” Susanna addressed her husband as “Mr. Adams” when anyone was near, even their children. This, too, was an old way of speaking but it did not please Deacon Adams as much.


“Come, now, they have little in this world and we have so much.”


“So much, indeed, Mr. Adams. I can tell ye that I was accustomed to more in this world before I came to the wilderness to make you a home, sir.”


There was silence for a moment, and then Deacon Adams burst into laughter, followed by John and his brothers. The notion of Braintree as “the wilderness” was so far-fetched that it was funny. Not a day’s walk from Boston, one of the wealthiest cities in the New World, they were far from the Indian battles of the real frontier, hundreds of miles inland.


Susanna Adams was not always such a scold. Sometimes she fell into a gloom and wouldn’t say a word for days. Sometimes she could be as gay and silly as a girl. She was a puzzling woman.


“Look at this meal!” Deacon Adams said heartily, hoping to please his fussy young wife. “This is my favorite of all the good meals you set before us, Susanna. Fresh bread, sweet butter. Is that thy glorious plum jam? And there’s your sublime chowder, the food of the angels.”


Susanna nodded with her lips pursed. She would not argue with Deacon Adams further. He was a calm, even man with enormous patience. “That,” John promised himself, “is something I must learn from him.” But there was a point at the far end of that patience where the good man’s anger would explode. John had seen it only a few times and it was frightening. It was not the meaningless rage of a casually violent man, it was the powerful righteousness of a man who would bend his principles only so far and not a barleycorn more.


The Adams kitchen, like most of the homes in Braintree, was centered—the whole house was centered—on a massive brick and fieldstone fireplace. The shoulder-high mouth of the fireplace was fitted with a spit for roasting meat, swinging wrought-iron hangers that held iron pots over the heat, and end irons that kept logs from rolling across the stone hearth and onto the wide-board pine floor. At the back of the fireplace a rectangular cast-iron fireback was set into the brick; it reflected the heat back into the room better than brick. Inside the fireplace to one side was the oven, like an arched brick cave with an iron door. In the morning, Susanna had built a very hot fire in the oven with dry twigs, adding to them as they burned down. When the bricks inside the oven were shimmering with heat, she scraped the coals into the fireplace. Then she slipped the loaves of bread dough into the oven on a long-handled elm spatula, a “peel.” The iron door was swung shut, and the heat of the bricks baked the bread.
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