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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 years old in 2002, chronicles the early years of famous American men and women in an accessible manner. Each book is faithful in spirit to the values and experiences that influenced the person’s development. History is fleshed out with fictionalized details, and conversations have been added to make the stories come alive to today’s reader, but every reasonable effort has been made to make the stories consistent 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 heroines who helped this great country. And by doing so, we hope you also develop a lasting love for the nation that gave them the opportunity to make their dreams come true. It will do the same for you.


Happy Reading!


The Editors           
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p.   cm.—(Childhood of Famous Americans)


Summary: A biography focusing on the early years of the parson’s daughter
who became the wife of our second president.


1. Adams, Abigail, 1744-1818—Juvenile literature.


2. Adams, John, 1735-1826—Juvenile literature.
 

3. Presidents—United States—Wives—Biography—Juvenile literature.


[1. Adams, Abigail, 1744-1818—Childhood and youth.
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Grandmother carried the baby.


“I know where it is.”


Abigail began on the pots and pans.


Rover herded the cows.


“We’ll race you to it.”


All of them had stories to tell.


“Come back, Silence, and try to win.”


They entered the house hand in hand.


“Are we looking at a real battle?”


No one answered her knock.


Numerous smaller illustrations
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A Stormy
Beginning



IT WAS a bad night. The snow fell thick and fast. A driving wind whipped it across the countryside and plastered it against anything that stood in its way.


The little town of Weymouth, Massachusetts, had more than its share of the storm. The houses were a solid white. No road or pathway showed. Even the river was covered. Only the steeple of the meetinghouse on top of the hill rose up bare and dark against the sky.


There was no sign of life anywhere in the village except at the Reverend Smith’s house. Lights shone from every window there.


People were moving about. Suddenly a door was opened. An Indian darted out into the night. He flew over the snowy ground as swiftly as a deer. The runner was sure-footed and knew every inch of the way. The drifts and hidden ditches didn’t stop him. In no time at all he was out of sight of the neighboring houses, the silent blacksmith shop, and the meetinghouse. Soon he was well on his way toward Boston.


At the Reverend Smith’s house, the women watched the Indian when he sped away in the darkness. Then they turned back to the kitchen to prepare a feast. The smell of good things cooking filled the house.


In an upstairs room Mrs. Smith looked anxiously at the baby she held in her arms. “The baby is tiny,” she said to her husband, “but don’t you think she’s a little better? I’m sure she seems stronger and is breathing more easily than she did at first.”


The Reverend Smith thought the baby wasn’t any worse, but he didn’t know. The grandmother, Mrs. John Quincy, didn’t like to say what she thought. She just shook her head doubtfully at the baby’s Aunt Elizabeth, who took the word downstairs to the other aunts, Mary and Anna.


“The little thing is about the same, I guess,” she said. “It’s just as well that the Indian runner went after the baby’s Grandfather Quincy. I doubt if she will live another day.”


At dawn, Tom, the Reverend Smith’s hired man, went out to the barn and hitched up the horse. He began to clear the road between the parsonage and the meetinghouse by dragging a heavy log over it.


As he passed the Burrells’ house next to the Smiths’, the maid, Dinah, came out. She called, “Why on earth are you doing that, Tom? Nobody’s going to call at the preacher’s today.”


“Oh, yes, they will,” said Tom. “Reverend Smith’s going to baptize his baby daughter today. Her grandfather will be here.”


“They won’t take a baby out in weather like this, will they? She’s only a week old.”


“They have to,” said Tom sadly. “She’s very sickly and not lively to live. The mother wants her to have a name, so they’re going ahead with the christening.”


“So the baby’s no better? That’s too bad,” Dinah said. “I’d better run tell Mrs. Burrell. She’ll want to know.”


Tom went on his way. At every house neighbors stopped him. “Why are you making a path today?” they wanted to know. In no time at all everyone in town had the word.


Within a few minutes Mrs. Burrell was at the Reverend Smith’s door. She carried a covered bowl. The baby’s grandmother, Mrs. Quincy, came to the door.


“I just heard about the baby,” Mrs. Burrell explained. “I’m sorry she’s no better. I brought over some medicine that I’ve always used for my children when they were sick. If you’ll give a spoonful to the baby right away, I’m sure it will help her. Give her a spoonful every hour until she is better.”


Mrs. Quincy thanked the neighbor and took the medicine upstairs to Mrs. Smith’s room. “Mrs. Burrell brought this for the baby,” she said. She lifted the lid off the bowl. “Whew!” she cried when she smelled it. “It must be spoiled. I’ll throw it out.”


“No, no,” said Mrs. Smith. “If Mrs. Burrell used it, it must be all right. Her children are well and strong.”


So Grandmother lifted the little baby out of the cradle and gave her a taste. The baby screamed and cried. Grandmother walked the floor with her until the child fell asleep.


Before she could put the baby down, Mrs. Pratt, another neighbor, was at the door. Mrs. Pratt brought a tonic that was good for colic. Before she left, Mrs. Whitman came.


Soon the grandmother and the three aunts were kept busy answering the door. Even little Mary, the baby’s sister, ran to let people in. Everybody loved the Reverend Smith and Mrs. Smith. Everybody wanted to do something to help save the baby.


“I don’t know where we’re going to put all the medicine,” Grandmother said. “I’ve given the baby more than is good for her.”


“The sooner we have the christening the better,” said Aunt Mary.


“I wanted to wait for the baby’s Grandfather Quincy,” said the mother. “I don’t want to have the christening until he comes.”


“He can never get through these drifts,” said Mrs. Whitman. “You can’t see the road.”


“A snowstorm won’t stop Colonel John Quincy,” said the Reverend Smith. “He’ll be here.” Just as he finished speaking there were glad shouts outside. Grandfather Quincy was coming up the hill on horseback.


“Who are those people with him?” Mrs. Whitman asked.


“Why, it’s the chief of the Ponkapoag Indians and the Indian runner, Robert, who went to bring him,” said Grandmother Quincy in a pleased voice. “They’ve come to honor the granddaughter of their friend. We must dress the baby quickly and take her down. The chief will want to see her.”


The aunts began to get together things the baby was to wear. There were stacks of long petticoats trimmed with lace and embroidery. There was a dress of finest cambric that Mother had worn when she was christened. Aunt Anna brought a hood she had made for her niece.


Aunt Elizabeth had a silk jacket she had embroidered, and Aunt Mary had woven a blanket of soft white wool.


Everyone crowded around to see the baby when they carried her downstairs. Even Phoebe, the cook, left the kitchen, and the extra help came, too, to look.


“She’s a little angel,” Phoebe said, wiping the tears from her eyes.


“Let me see,” said Mary who was two years old. “Let me see the baby.”


Aunt Mary lifted up the little girl. “There’s your baby sister,” she said.


“May I play with her?” asked Mary.


“You’ll have to wait till she’s older,” Aunt Mary answered.


The other aunts looked sad. “The poor baby will never live to run and play,” they thought.


“What’s everyone so glum about?” said a hearty voice. It was Grandfather Quincy.


“We’re so worried about our grandchild,” whispered Grandmother. “We don’t think she’ll live. She’s so small and thin.”


“Let me see her. Where is she?” asked Grandfather. “Let me see my granddaughter.”


Grandmother brought the baby to him.


“I thought you said she was thin,” Grandfather said cheerfully. “This baby’s fat.” No wonder he thought so. She had so many clothes on she looked like a little fat pillow. “I’ve seen babies much smaller than this who grew up to be fine, strong people. She’ll be all right. We’ll be proud of her someday,” he boasted. “What do you think, Chief Mummentaug?”


Grandmother laid the baby in the chief’s arms. The chief smiled in a very friendly, kindly way. “She’s little,” he said, “but she’ll live to be a great lady like her grandmother.” He handed the baby back to Mrs. Quincy. “Here is a little gift the Indian women made for her.”


He gave Mrs. Quincy a beautiful doeskin robe. The Reverend Smith thanked the chief. The aunts and the grandmother thanked him, too.


“Now, we really must go,” Grandmother said. “It’s getting colder every minute, Tom says.”


When they went outside they agreed Tom was right. The icy wind took their breath away. It tugged at the women’s shawls and flapped the men’s coattails.


The Reverend Smith led the way to make a path through the drifts. Grandmother came next, with the baby in her arms. The other members of the family came after them in single file. Neighbors came out and joined them. Most of the village went to the meetinghouse.


While they were outside, Grandmother didn’t dare lift the robe to look at the baby. The minute they were inside the building she peeked under the covers. She sighed with relief. The baby was sound asleep.
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When the Reverend Smith went to baptize his tiny little girl, he found the water frozen in the font. “I had no idea it would freeze inside here, so soon,” he said.


There wasn’t any heat in the meetinghouse. There never was. The grownups were used to it, but he was afraid for the baby and wanted to baptize her quickly. He struck the ice with his knuckles, but it wouldn’t break. He looked about for something heavy. The handle of a hunting knife would be just the thing. But of course none of the men carried knives in their good clothes.


The old chief saw what the trouble was. He handed the Reverend Smith his tomahawk. With this, he broke the ice easily and went on with the ceremony. Grandmother named the baby “Abigail” for the Reverend Smith’s mother.


No one stayed long after the baptizing. Grandmother wanted to get the baby to a warm place.


The others were thinking of the Smiths’ warm house and the wonderful food they had smelled in the kitchen. There was always a feast after baptizing, and they were hungry after their walk in the snow and the cold wind.


The aunts and Phoebe had been cooking for days to have enough food ready. There were roasted turkeys and chickens and geese, and beef and ham on the kitchen tables. The pantry shelves were loaded with pies and custards and puddings and cakes. The cellar steps were lined with preserves and pickles and relishes. And in the big brick oven next to the open fireplace, pans of corn bread were browning.


When the little group reached the house everything was ready, and all of it looked delicious. But no one touched the food until the father had offered a prayer. Then he carefully wrote in the church record, “I baptized my daughter Abigail today, November 18, 1744.”


Little Mary leaned against her father’s knee and watched him write. “What are you saying there?” she asked.
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