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            Dedication

         
         
            To our mothers, who nurtured and shaped us, and all the other mothers struggling to make a better world for their children.
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            Dear Reader

         
         Abigail Adams left more than a thousand letters by which history might judge her thoughts, character, and legacy. In crafting
            this novel, Abigail’s letters were used liberally to allow her to speak for herself whenever possible. To that same end, letters
            from Abigail’s husband, sisters, children, friends, and other correspondents proved useful for inclusion. In those letters,
            Abigail and her intimates sometimes used language that might be considered impolite or insensitive to a modern ear; occasionally
            they expressed condescension and bigotry, too. We have adopted that language only when necessary to give a fair and honest
            portrait of the woman and her times. And for purposes of clarity, we have often mentioned places, titles, or organizations
            by the name that would be most familiar to the reader even if not the historically correct name at the time. Other choices
            and changes are explained in the Note from the Authors at the back of the book, which we hope you will enjoy after this story.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Prologue

         
         
            QUINCY

            Massachusetts

            August 1814

         

         Was it all for naught?

         
         Mine has been a life spent bleeding, starving, fighting, and straining to bring six children and a new nation into being.
            At nearly seventy years of age, I am exhausted by the struggle. My hair is white, my back bent by time, my hands and knees
            stiff with pain. And as I dig in the dirt to plant a rosemary bush of remembrance by the family tomb, I’m reminded by the
            mocking song of the cicadas that four of my six children are dead. The other two are lost to me. And our nation’s capital
            is under attack.
         

         
         For more than four decades—long before we won our independence and long after—the British have menaced our cities, terrorized
            our coastlines, seized our ships, kidnapped our sailors, and tried to stamp out the flame of our revolution.
         

         
         Well, this time, they may finally do it.

         
         So I’ve come to commune with my lost loved ones, fists full of the soil of my country for as long as I may still call it that.

         
         I ignore the approaching carriage on the road—a simple chaise pulled by one horse. I don’t wish to be disturbed. I don’t wish
            to put on a brave face as yet another person looks to me for reassurance that this hour is not as dark as it truly is.
         

         
         But then I hear John call my name and look up with surprise to see my husband in the driver’s seat, his aged hands gripping
            the reins.
         

         
         At nearly eighty years old, John is still noble in profile. And he still looks the part of the president he once was. But his presidency was more than a decade ago. Now his sight is failing, his teeth are bad, and there is scarcely a hair still left atop his head. 

         
         Fortunately, his mind remains active, though that is presently a curse, for he knows that all we have done—and all we have
            been—stands in peril.
         

         
         Pulling the carriage to a stop, he motions to me with urgency. He is too frail to get up and down without assistance, so I
            go to him, brushing dirt and dried grass from my black skirts. Of course, I am also frail, so it takes three tries before
            I manage to haul my old bones up into the narrow seat beside him. “You have news?” I ask, my voice atremble.
         

         
         He nods, tears glistening. Then his shoulders slump as he surveys the rolling hills. “Never did our country appear more beautiful
            than amidst this catastrophe . . .”
         

         
         I brace for the worst. “Washington has fallen, then? The British have taken it?”

         
         John’s mouth flattens to a grim line. “Worse. It is conquered and set ablaze.”

         
         I take a pained breath—then another—before I can speak again. “The president’s house?”

         
         “Burned,” John replies.

         
         I am sent reeling by this news, flooded with memories of those bygone days when I hosted dinners and a grand New Year’s party
            in that lovely white manse as the president’s lady. I can still picture the oval room, the red upholstered furniture, the
            sunny, picturesque view of the Potomac River. I cannot imagine it all devoured by flames at the hand of a tyrant . . .
         

         
         Nevertheless, John catalogs the destruction. “Both chambers—House and Senate. The Treasury Building. The war department. The
            naval yard. The Library of Congress. All burned to rubble and ash.”
         

         
         Outrage heats my cheeks. Some would consider it wrong that I grieve more for the books—for all that knowledge lost—than for the mighty edifices so many years’ effort took to build. But I do. John once wrote that liberty cannot be preserved without the people desiring and possessing a general knowledge. More than anyone, I know he hasn’t been right about everything. But about this, he was correct. “Barbarians,” I spit. “This is no superior act of warfare. Just a haughty act of Gothic vandalism. And the British still think themselves our betters . . .”
         

         
         John is silent.

         
         I go silent, too, until I finally summon the courage to ask, “Is the war lost, then?”

         
         My husband’s gnarled hands juggle the reins. “The United States has not yet fallen, but I see nothing to prevent the enemy
            from victory. President Madison has fled and is in hiding. We have no regular army and cannot get one. The militia fight when
            they please and run when they please. Our revenue is inadequate, our credit has fallen, our dignity lost.” He heaves a sigh.
            “I’m afraid the English have guillotined us.”
         

         
         My breath goes shallow, my hands and scalp prickle, and my heart thuds with despair.

         
         This is the end, then. The end of the American experiment. The death knell of the United States. The destruction of everything we believed in,
            everything we struggled to build, everything we sacrificed for. I look to the cemetery where my trowel and gardening gloves
            still lie and imagine a new headstone standing among the others, this one for the United States of America. Perhaps we ought
            to bury John’s copy of the rough draft of the Declaration of Independence. It would make as good a symbolic corpse as anything
            else, and burying it might safeguard it against British destruction besides.
         

         
         John senses the tenor of my thoughts and offers one slim hope. “How many states the British will conquer, I know not: but
            they will not subdue them all.”
         

         
         Will it matter? With Massachusetts threatening to break away and make a separate peace with Britain, my husband—who has gone
            from traitor, to patriot hero, to president—would likely be deemed traitor again. And he wouldn’t be alone.
         

         
         All the surviving founders of the Union could face the same fate. Dear God, the fathers who fought and bled, risking life and property to obtain independence and secure a democratic form of government,
            are surely asking themselves if they fought and bled in vain.
         

         
         But what of the mothers of this country?

         
         Fathers might drive the ploughs that till the fields of our future, but mothers provide the water, pull the weeds, and nurture
            the buds. Because men oversee the harvest, they take the credit for the crop. But without mothers, not one sprout would grow—whether
            the fruit be a child or a nation. It is mothers who nourish and guide each shoot toward the light without knowing what may
            blossom and what may wither on the vine. Without knowing which children will live or die. And as one of those mothers, I cannot
            help now but think back upon the acts of my life that may have brought us to this place.
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            Chapter One

         
         
            BRAINTREE

            Massachusetts Bay Colony

            April 1765

         

         When I was first with child, revolution was not yet even a fever dream glistening on the perspiration of my brow. As the world
            came into bloom that spring—my belly as swollen with possibility as the buds on the trees—my worries were decidedly smaller:
            my mother was being overbearing.
         

         
         “Lord have mercy,” said my sister Elizabeth as she watched me waddle down the road. “Mother will give me an earful when she
            learns I permitted you out and about in your condition, Abigail.”
         

         
         “Permitted me?” I asked with exasperation. My wedding was six months past—surely enough time to be treated as a grown woman
            of twenty who might come and go as she pleased. “I couldn’t bear to miss another market day,” I said, huffing and puffing
            past farmers as they bundled asparagus and radishes in their carts.
         

         
         “I could’ve done the shopping for you,” Elizabeth chirped, her lively eyes on the Middle Parish Meeting House, with its plain
            white walls and steeple—more modest than the one our father, Parson Smith, presided over in Weymouth. “Mother sent me to make
            sure you rested.”
         

         
         “I don’t need rest,” I argued, striding a little faster to prove it. “I need fresh air and exercise.”

         
         I’d been too long cooped up at my husband’s farm by the lingering snows. Soon enough, I’d be confined by my lying-in until
            the child was born. So, I welcomed the muddy half-hour walk to the town center, past stone walls, smoking chimneys, swaying
            willows, and a salt breeze that hinted at the sea.
         

         
         It was not, of course, the pervasive scent of the ocean I knew from my seaside childhood home. Whereas my native Weymouth was fish and ships, sailors and traders, my husband’s native Braintree was more earth and plows, farmers and millers. Nevertheless, I was determined to embrace this place as my own, for it was where my child would soon be born. And I still had much to do to make ready. 

         
         On this market day, chickens clucked from nearby cages while pigs snuffled in their pens. Children played chase amongst stalls
            whilst apron-clad women perused goods at leisure, baskets looped over their arms. But I had a list of rather specific things
            to buy.
         

         
         My husband needed paper. We were also in need of candles, soap, tea, sewing pins, and swaddling for our forthcoming child.
            My mother-in-law had already provided a cradle, not to mention a pap spoon and frilly little caps for the baby’s head—all
            things my own mother protested as bad luck.
         

         
         As often as not, it ends in tears, my mother had warned, for as a parson’s wife she had often prayed with grieving mothers who had lost their babes in childbed.
            Which is why you need to be especially careful, Abigail, with your frail constitution . . .

         
         I was the smallest of my siblings, standing no taller than five feet. My mother had always fretted over me, driving me mad
            with her prognostications that I might die every time I took a sniffle. She thought me too weak to be out of her sight. And
            perhaps it was this over-solicitude that made me such a rebellious child.
         

         
         As a girl with a rambunctious and giddy disposition, I fled my good mother’s authority at the slightest provocation, stealing
            upstairs to my father’s library to lose myself in books that described fascinating places across the sea that I longed to
            visit.
         

         
         Wanderlust, my mother said, was not fit for a clergyman’s daughter.
         

         
         Nevertheless, I often ran away from the parsonage to take long walks on old trails, my skirts snagging on bayberry bushes,
            my mood buoyed by the salty scent of the nearby sea. So much did I love nature that friends called me Diana, after the maiden goddess of the hunt. And family warned that I risked turning out to be a very bad woman unless my parents chose a strict husband to tame me.
         

         
         Of course, in the end, I chose my own husband: John Adams, a country lawyer nine years my senior, whose money now jingled
            in my coin purse. And noticing the rare relish with which I intended to spend it, my sister said, “Well, don’t blame me if
            Mama or your Mr. Adams is cross with you for going marketing in your state.”
         

         
         “Never fear,” I said, entering the general store. “My good man trusts me to do as I think best.”

         
         Which was the reason I married him.

         
         Inside the store, my neighbors gossiped in the rows between barrels of salted fish, jars of spices, and sacks of flour. Some
            stared too openly at my swollen belly, and under their scrutiny, Elizabeth murmured, “At least let me carry your basket for
            you.”
         

         
         “I’m perfectly capable of managing on my own,” I said airily, never guessing how often I would, in the future, be called upon
            to prove it.
         

         
         At present, I was concerned with the dwindling supply of paper behind the counter.

         
         “People are buying it in a panic,” the shopkeeper told me. “But once that tax is imposed, they’ll need to pay for a stamp
            on anything official, so it won’t help them to hoard paper.”
         

         
         The Stamp Act recently passed by Parliament had been received here in the colonies with such outrage that I could not think
            they’d really go through with it. So I said, “Well, Mr. Adams hopes it will not be imposed, as he believes the Stamp Act to
            be unconstitutional.”
         

         
         As the town’s foremost rising lawyer, my husband had drafted the so-called Braintree Instructions, which registered the sentiments of the town against the tax. My husband was now writing a series of essays for the Boston Gazette arguing that the measure was fundamentally different from taxes upon us that Parliament had levied before. Which was why
            he needed the paper . . .
         

         
         But before I could buy any, the shop door bell jingled and Dr. Cotton Tufts entered wearing a powdered wig, dark coat, and
            cravat turned askew.
         

         
         The good doctor was a kinsman on my mother’s wealthy Quincy side—younger at thirty-one years old than he looked—and he set eyes upon us right away. “Abigail! Elizabeth. What a surprise to see you young ladies this afternoon.” 

         
         “Is it truly a surprise, Cousin Cotton?” I asked, entirely exasperated, for I could think of little reason he’d ride out from
            Weymouth unless he’d been sent by my mother. “Have you much doctoring business in Braintree?”
         

         
         Dr. Tufts smirked, turning to Elizabeth. “Oh, your sister is cross. I know it, because when Abigail is in a pleasant mood
            she calls me Uncle Tufts. And when she’s vexed with me it is Cousin Cotton.”
         

         
         “I am not vexed with you,” I said. I was vexed that my mother had summoned so many physicians, so unnecessarily, while I was in my adolescence. And
            now it appeared my marriage would not stop her.
         

         
         But I had always liked Cotton Tufts, because I’d known him as a young man so single-minded in his pursuit of knowledge that
            he sometimes forgot to remove his fingers from the books he was studying before he closed them. I was fond of teasing him,
            and with a similar fondness of teasing me he now said, “I’ll have you know, Mrs. Adams, that the duties of a country doctor
            take him sometimes quite far from home. Not unlike your husband, who, if your dear mother is not mistaken, is riding circuit
            this week to dispense the benevolence of the law.”
         

         
         This was as much of an admission as Cousin Cotton would make that my mother had indeed sent him to find and check on me. I
            could only wonder how many stops he’d made before finding me here. “So, how are you coming along, Abigail? Any pains or concerns
            about your pregnancy I ought to know about?”
         

         
         My younger sister gasped at the audacity and impropriety of such a question posed in public, but I only arched an amused brow.
            “None I’d discuss in a shop!”
         

         
         One always had to remind the deceptively severe-looking doctor about convention. There seemed too little room in his big brain
            for propriety or the trifles of public appearance. Stifling the urge to neaten his messy cravat, I added, “In any case, the
            midwife would not appreciate your meddling.”
         

         
         “They never do,” he admitted. “Nor do I like to meddle in women’s business. Nevertheless, you lack your older sister Mary’s wide birthing hips and—” 

         
         “My good sir,” I interrupted, easily able to imagine my older sister’s mortification to have her hips so publicly spoken of.
         

         
         At this, Dr. Tufts seemed to regain his senses, and now, as if we were still girls under his care, he sought to reward our
            indulgence with confections. He motioned at some candy jars and purchased sugared orange peels for me and nut brittle for
            my sister.
         

         
         When we thanked him, he lowered his voice to say, “As things progress, Abigail, if something should go wrong, promise to send
            for me.”
         

         
         “I shall,” I said, popping a candied orange peel into my mouth. But I wasn’t going to send for him. I wasn’t going to need
            to. I reassured myself that I’d come through the forthcoming trial of childbirth and prove to everyone that I was stronger
            than they knew.
         

         
         At that moment, I noticed another patron at the other end of the counter. It was my neighbor, the Widow Copeland, with tears
            in her eyes as she tried to comfort her little five-year-old daughter Patty with a squeeze of the girl’s hand.
         

         
         “I’m sorry, madam,” the shopkeeper was saying, offering back her paper currency. “I cannot accept it.”

         
         She’d offered old colonial bills—now suspended by Parliament. We could no longer issue money here in Massachusetts, and few
            businesses now accepted it as legal tender. But the poor woman pleaded. “It was my husband’s pay when he fought in the war
            between His Majesty and the French. It was good enough to induce him to give his life for king and country.”
         

         
         “But it isn’t worth—”

         
         “You men start these wars,” she interrupted, angrily swiping at her eyes. “Then you leave women to carry the burden alone.
            I’d starve and die in dignity if I had only myself to think about. But I’m a mother. I have to find a way to live for my children, even if it means kneeling in front of all your customers to beg that you take
            the money my husband earned protecting shops just like yours.”
         

         
         I worried at my lower lip, wondering if I had enough coins to gift her the salt fish and cornmeal she had in her basket. I
            wondered what my very frugal Mr. Adams would say if I did.
         

         
         Thankfully, the shopkeeper either took pity on her or wished to avoid a spectacle. “I’ll open a line of credit for you. In the meantime, use your old currency to pay provincial taxes; they’ll have to take it. At least until Parliament devises some other way to bedevil us.” 

         
         I left the shop that day rattled by the plight of my poor widowed neighbor. And as we set out on the muddy road for home,
            I let Elizabeth carry my basket. Because if motherhood meant always finding a way, then despite my pride, I did not wish to
            do it alone.
         

         
         

         I was blessed with a blue-eyed baby girl who delighted my heart. Where I was dark, she was fair—more like her papa. And though
            I knew my husband was below stairs pacing by the hearth, eager to meet his child, I decided to keep her to myself a few minutes
            more.
         

         
         I had secretly hoped for a daughter and gloried in my triumph. Nestled in childbed, I breathed her in, marveling at her auburn
            lashes, kissing the pink spot on her head where she was soft and tender. My first child. My first daughter. Would mothering
            her make me soft and tender, too? Or would it make me stronger?
         

         
         In the end, I hadn’t needed to send for Dr. Tufts. My hips turned out to be wide enough. And now, flooded with maternal bliss,
            I felt capable of anything.
         

         
         When I finally sent my sister Elizabeth downstairs to fetch my good man—who had been gloomy and apprehensive during my ordeal—he
            bounded up the stairs without the gravitas proper for a propertied man of twenty-nine with a growing legal practice.
         

         
         Upon entering the birthing room, John kissed me with breathless relief.

         
         And I smiled, saying, “I present your daughter, Mr. Adams.”

         
         I laughed as my husband’s stern expression melted at the sight of his newborn peeking up from the folds of the blanket. John Adams was an utter misanthrope, or so I liked
            to tease, but he had a more tender heart than anyone else knew. And once I discovered that tender heart, I claimed it—and
            gave him mine in return.
         

         
         That was why I’d let him whisk me away from my father’s parsonage to install me as mistress of this slope-roofed saltbox farmhouse
            where we set straight to the business of children. A business at which we’d been too efficient!
         

         
         “Tongues may wag,” I told him. “But do not be vexed with our daughter for arriving two weeks early.”

         
         “Oh, I’d forgive her anything,” John said, reaching as if afraid to break her. “Why, hello, little Miss Adorable . . .”

         
         I gasped in mock offense. “She’s already usurped the pet name you bestowed upon me in courtship?”

         
         “Oh, but you are Mrs. Adorable now,” John said, cradling her. “And I propose to make little Miss Adorable your namesake entirely. Our little Abigail.”
         

         
         Though I was delighted by this, it was not the convention. “You don’t wish to name her after your mother?”

         
         “No,” he said, firmly. Very firmly. For relations with his nearby mother and brothers were ofttimes strained.
         

         
         “You don’t fear confusion with two Abigails?”

         
         “She will be Abigail Amelia,” John pronounced.
         

         
         I liked the sound of this. I pictured the sort of young lady our daughter might become with such a name. Abigail Amelia sounded like a cheerful girl. Elegant, not pretentious. Which pleased me, as I could never abide vanity.
         

         
         In fact, when, as a coltish fifteen-year-old girl, I first met John as a guest at my father’s table, he’d boasted so much
            that I’d made sport of him. And smarting from my taunts, John gave every impression that he thought me a sharp-tongued shrew.
            In his enormous pomposity he’d chided me for my unladylike habit of sitting cross-legged with a book. When I shot back that
            a gentleman had no business to concern himself with the legs of a lady, he’d flushed beet red and fled.
         

         
         Thankfully he returned at a later date, somewhat humbled, and gifted me a book. I don’t know if he’d been advised by one of
            my sisters that books were the surest way to my heart, but in any case, he was able to apologize and to laugh at himself,
            which made me welcome his courtship.
         

         
         My father opposed the match, and my mother’s Quincy relations thought John Adams beneath me. None understood my attachment
            to the short, stout lawyer, whose name was familiar to us primarily because his kin were maltsters in Boston.
         

         
         But I sensed in him a man of destiny. 

         
         And something about Mr. Adams’s natural irascibility had appealed to the rebelliousness in me. Perhaps because he courted me by way of bickering, encouraging me to argue with him as if he gave my opinions weight. And because he was a man of words, not the rod. 

         
         In John Adams, I’d seen the possibility of freedom. And I’d insisted upon my heart’s desire until my parents finally gave
            their consent.
         

         
         Never for a moment since had I doubted my choice. And now I hoped our daughter, with her beautiful name, would inherit her
            father’s many wonderful traits. Our little Abigail Amelia . . .
         

         
         

         Within days of my daughter’s birth, the name Abigail Amelia was shortened to Abigail, which then became Abby, until finally, during the exhaustion of breastfeeding, I murmured Nabby, my own childhood nickname, which stuck.
         

         
         Motherhood was a tiring business. So much so that I swallowed my pride and thanked my mother for sending Elizabeth. Not that
            my little sister was much help—as often as not, she took a blanket up Penn’s Hill to write poetry and lallygag in the sun.
         

         
         Fortunately my mother also sent my old nurse Phoebe, the enslaved woman who had swaddled me in my infancy. Phoebe was, to
            me, both friend and second mother. She was also the subject of much childhood rebellion, for I’d determined at a young age
            that slavery was an evil—and argued unsuccessfully with my father to set Phoebe free.
         

         
         Thus it was always with feelings of guilt that I accepted Phoebe’s help, even when she professed eagerness to assist. “Now
            you give me that baby to bathe, Miss Abby, before you get too tired and drop her.”
         

         
         Phoebe still called me Miss Abby, though everyone else more properly called me Mrs. Adams now. Too tired to argue, I let Phoebe take the baby into her arms, bathe her, and rock her to sleep with songs from her native
            Africa.
         

         
         When my small breasts threatened to run dry of milk, Phoebe insisted I take fennel and barley water instead of tea, so I could better nurse Nabby. And when I did, she said, “Lord, you were such a wild colt as a child, I could never credit the idea of you as a mother. Never did I think I’d see you contented with a baby at the breast. But here we are.” 

         
         Taking umbrage, I retorted, “Grandmother Quincy said wild colts make the best horses.”

         
         “Well, you’re saddled now, Honey. And in mothering this little one, you’ll need to be steady.”

         
         Steady. I could be steady for Nabby. Especially since I thought her the most special child in creation. Elizabeth claimed she was
            not often charmed by babes but mine was an exception. Phoebe could not resist pressing kisses on Nabby’s chubby cheeks. And
            John often stared at her in her cradle.
         

         
         I did, too, for I was fascinated by every movement of her tiny fingers and every hair upon her head. And I didn’t want to
            miss attending to a single one of her needs, whether milk or touch or comforting words. As friends and family paid call to
            welcome our daughter into the world, I ought to have been embarrassed by my overweening pride! After all, I used to feel so
            vexed when parents chitchatted about every queer little thing their child did. I’d resolved never to become tiresome by prattling
            on endlessly about my own children. But now I was proud as a peacock of my baby and eager to show her off.
         

         
         My parents had already come to coo over their granddaughter. But there were more introductions to be made. “Might we visit
            Salem?” I asked my husband while we breakfasted. I wanted to see my older sister, Mary Cranch, whose approval I craved. And
            I knew John would enjoy the trip because Mr. Cranch was John’s friend as well as brother-in-law.
         

         
         In courtship we’d been a gay foursome, and now that we all had wee ones, I longed to see our babies together in a cradle.

         
         Alas, my husband said, “We cannot go to Salem just yet. Farming and the courts are coming too thick upon us. In fact, I’m
            shortly to argue a case in Martha’s Vineyard.”
         

         
         “What sort of case is it?”

         
         “A complicated one,” John said.

         
         Giving him a droll stare, I rocked Nabby gently in my arms. “As most are. Do you fear this one might confuse my female brain?” To our daughter, I whispered, “I do hope your papa knows legal talk won’t give me the vapors.”
         

         
         “Don’t be saucy, woman,” my husband grumbled, hiding a smirk behind his napkin. “It’s a case involving a child. The mother—having fled her
            drunken husband—arranged to indenture the boy to his grandmother until the age of twelve so that his father would have no
            claim on him.”
         

         
         “Clever mother,” I murmured, stealing a crust of toast from John’s plate.

         
         John arched a disapproving brow—either at my words or at my crust thievery—and pulled his plate closer. “When the boy finally
            did turn twelve, he didn’t want to go with his drunken wastrel of a father.”
         

         
         “Smart boy, too, then.” Because my own brother was always drowning in rum, I held drunken wastrels in low regard, which my
            husband had cause to know. “Can you blame the boy for not wanting to go with such a father?”
         

         
         John scratched at the back of his head in answer. “It isn’t the boy’s choice. His father has rights to him. But all the womenfolk
            of his family formed an army of Amazons to keep the father away. And when the lawmen finally came to seize the boy—”
         

         
         “Seize him?” I startled, midbite. “Lawmen seizing a twelve-year-old boy?”
         

         
         “Came to escort him,” John corrected. “Into his father’s custody.”
         

         
         “You mean, they tore him from the only safe hearth and home he’d ever known.”

         
         John pointed with his fork. “Your partiality makes me think it’s a good thing women do not serve on juries.”

         
         With my daughter in my arms, my whole body shuddered against the idea that anyone should ever be impartial about a mother being separated from her child. “I think it would be better if women served on juries so the partiality of
            human nature did not always go one way—against the woman.”
         

         
         “Must you always champion your sex?” my husband asked, apparently amused by what he took to be this peculiarity of mine.

         
         “Someone has to champion my sex,” I replied. “Since your sex won’t. Pray tell me you’re not arguing before the court that the mother must give up her boy.” 

         
         John gulped down a forkful of eggs, now a little irritated. “No, I’m arguing in favor of the officers.”

         
         “Which officers?”

         
         “The ones who came to get the boy. The women attacked them. The boy’s aunt, in particular, being a fearsome shrew, waved two
            frying pans at the officers with menace. So, they arrested her. She’s suing for assault and false imprisonment.”
         

         
         My lips tightened involuntarily.

         
         John noticed. “Do not say she was justified!”

         
         “Very well.” I sipped my tea. “I won’t say it.”

         
         Puffing up as he was prone to do, John began to lecture. “My dear wife, one cannot have civilized society without the law.”
         

         
         “Can a society still be called civilized if its laws are so unjust?” I asked, because the law always prioritized a father’s rights over a mother’s.
         

         
         “An interesting question,” John said. “One of frequent debate in taverns these days when it comes to these odious acts of
            Parliament. But a man scarcely expects to encounter such a quarrel at his breakfast table with wife and infant.”
         

         
         “Are we quarreling?” I asked sweetly.

         
         He bit back a smirk. “We’re bickering.”

         
         When we bickered, it was playful banter about such trivial matters as his barbaric habit of leaving the shutters open to the
            night air—when any civilized man, or indeed any barbarian, should know shutters must be shut at night. But this was a serious
            matter, and he did not want to admit it. So, I merely drank my morning tea—ever a saving grace for a new mother whose babe
            does not sleep through the night—knowing that my uncharacteristic silence would force my husband to stew.
         

         
         “The laws might be unjust,” my husband finally blustered on. “But by rebelling, anarchy follows. This woman and her frying pans unleashed chaos on the whole island. Brawls led to shootings—all because
            of women’s violent passions.”
         

         
         All because of a wastrel father, I wanted to say.
         

         
         Instead, I gentled my husband’s impatience with a kiss on the cheek and a second helping of eggs, consoling myself that though John might be of acerbic temper, he was as good a father and husband as God ever bestowed upon the earth. And I loved him dearly. 

         
         . . . even so, I made a silent promise to my baby girl: I’d defend her with frying pan, broomstick, or musket if need be.
            Even if the price was anarchy.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         
            BOSTON

            Massachusetts Bay Colony

            January 1770

         

         There is never enough time in the haze of nursing and swaddling. In truth, time passes like a quick-fingered thief through
            a mother’s memories and best-laid plans. Nabby was barely two years old when her little brother John Quincy was born, and
            then came Susanna. Five years had passed in a blink, my husband’s legal practice was thriving, and all three of my children
            were toddling across the floorboards of our new house in Boston. We’d moved to the city so John could be near the courts,
            and we’d grown comfortable in our lodgings, with a view of the harbor and proximity to Bowes’s bookshop.
         

         
         Boston’s air often stank of rotting fish, emptied chamber pots, and other refuse, but I’d grown accustomed to it. That and
            the clacking coaches, clucking chickens, criers, and chapmen. But the exciting pulse of so much to do and so many people to
            see compensated for these drawbacks.
         

         
         The real trouble with Boston was the rising menace of British regimental soldiers and their clashes with colonists over taxes
            on paper, glass, and tea. Even now, from the window, as I prepared a tray of chocolate for my husband, I could see soldiers
            banging on my neighbor’s door to force their way in. For British soldiers claimed the right to search homes without warrant.
         

         
         They’d actually attempted it at my door not long ago.

         
         John had come roaring down the stairs, demanding an explanation for the intrusion. Upon seeing him, the officer looked confused.
            “We’re to search the abode of Mr. Adams.”
         

         
         My husband crossed his strong arms, exposed by rolled shirtsleeves. “I am Adams. Mr. John Adams, esquire.”
         

         
         The soldier flushed. “We must’ve mistaken the address.”

         
         John had peered down his nose with the imperiousness of a magistrate. “You were perhaps looking for my cousin Samuel?” When
            the soldier lingered in embarrassed silence, John could not pass up the opportunity to needle him. “Well, you shouldn’t be
            searching his house either. Not without a proper warrant. Unless, of course, you mean to furnish me with yet another profitable legal case.”
         

         
         The soldiers withdrew, for my husband’s threat was not idle. Defending colonists against government abuse had become his specialty
            and now furnished him a good living. Visitors sought him night and day.
         

         
         But tonight the visitor who occasioned the tray of chocolate was the very same cousin who had occasioned British soldiers
            to bang upon our door. At that time, I knew Sam Adams only slightly. He was a gaunt figure radiating Puritanical piety whose
            intense gaze and reflexively contrarian ways sometimes put me ill at ease. It wasn’t the contrarian so much—that was an Adams
            family trait—as it was the aggression accompanying it that jangled my nerves.
         

         
         As it did now when I overheard Sam say, “All you do is write about British abuses, John. You don’t do anything about this tyranny.”
         

         
         “That’s unfair,” my husband snapped. “What I do is ensure you and your rabble-rousers have protection of the law. Did I not force the Crown to drop its case against Hancock?”
         

         
         He meant the Crown’s seizure of John Hancock’s merchant ship under charges of smuggling—a charge my husband defeated in court,
            though he believed the man to be guilty as sin. But the prominent and wealthy Hancock had been singled out for punishment
            because of his political beliefs. Which my husband simply could not abide.
         

         
         Of course, neither could he abide the tactics of the mob, egged on by Boston’s Sons of Liberty.

         
         Five years ago, a group of angry colonists had hanged a tax collector in effigy from the Liberty Tree—a large stately elm on the corner of Essex and Orange Streets where colonists gathered to protest the Stamp Act. Once the effigy was hanged, they stomped it, beheaded it, and held a funeral for it to intimidate that official to resign. 

         
         It was rumored that Samuel Adams had instigated this intimidation, and I believed those rumors. One could not argue, however,
            against the effect. The tax collector did resign. Others followed suit all over the colonies, rendering the Stamp Act unenforceable.
            But now new taxes on imports like tea had been passed, and Sam wanted my husband to do more with the Sons of Liberty to protest
            them.
         

         
         From my place by the entry—not knowing whether I should knock and take the chocolate in—I watched my husband rub at his temples.
            “I support the boycotts. You won’t find a leaf of British tea in this house. But your methods, Samuel.”
         

         
         Sam all but crushed his damp tricorn hat in a tightening grip. “I cannot be held to account for what the mob does.”

         
         His protest seemed far too glib. His clenched hands might not do the tarring and feathering, but his words often inspired
            these deeds. And now my husband pointed out, “If they’re not your methods, neither do you decry them.”
         

         
         Sam rose to pace by our fire. “What other means do people have to resist unconstitutional acts? We have no representation
            in Parliament—”
         

         
         John broke in to say, “Unpropertied men of England have no representation in Parliament either.”

         
         Nor the women, I thought.
         

         
         But Sam simply turned and skewered my husband with that zealot’s gaze. “You don’t believe that is a justification, John.”

         
         “No,” my husband admitted. “I believe there should be no taxation without representation, and that if we allow ourselves to
            be treated as if we have fewer rights than an Englishman in London, we do a great disservice to ourselves and to our children.”
         

         
         On that note, I cleared my throat and brought in the now lukewarm chocolate, interrupting them with cheery talk of friends
            and family. Sam asked after our youngest, Susanna—little Suky. She’d been sickly, and Sam expressed concern. “I’ll pray for
            you and your little girl, John. May she soon be in better health.”
         

         
         In the weeks to come, Sam continued to rile up Boston against the unfair taxes, yet a tax on our tea remained. And to make sure we paid it, British soldiers ran drills in the snowy streets, shouting: 

         
         “Fix Bayonets!”

         
         “Shoulder Firelocks!”

         
         “Present Arms!”

         
         It was dispiriting to see soldiery in our streets. They were not here, as they claimed, to protect the public. They were here
            to intimidate, subjugate, and force our obedience to unpopular laws at the point of a musket. And their shouts tested my nerves.
            I had a household to manage and children to care for. How could I do it with this racket—and the threat it was meant to represent—outside
            my door?
         

         
         “March! Halt! To the Right! About face!”

         
         On tiptoe, peering out the frosted window, four-and-a-half-year-old Nabby asked, “Mama, shouldn’t we tell the soldiers not
            to wake the babies?”
         

         
         Nabby fussed over her siblings—two-and-a-half-year-old Johnny and thirteen-month-old Suky. My oldest considered herself too
            grown now for an afternoon nap but knew her sick little sister needed rest. I, too, feared the soldiers would wake my babies,
            and abandoning my sewing with a soft thump into the basket, I snapped, “Someone certainly should have a stern word with those
            lobsterbacks.”
         

         
         I immediately regretted calling them lobsterbacks, because Nabby tended to parrot me, and if her father heard us using that
            derogatory term, he’d be wroth.
         

         
         Well, he’d simply have to forgive me, for I was heavy with another one of his children, swollen at the ankles, and in a terrible
            mood—made worse by the lack of good tea, for I only pretended to enjoy the herbal liberty tea we patriot wives brewed. At
            our sewing circles—between snippets of gossip and more serious talk of how we might resist British tyranny—we traded satchels
            of these herb teas around, claiming we no longer missed the real stuff.
         

         
         But miss it, I did, especially the further my pregnancy progressed. I pinched the bridge of my nose against the headache brewing
            there when the shouts of the soldiers finally awakened my little Suky, who started to cry.
         

         
         Rushing to her, I found Suky red in the face, her cry raspy. Poor sickly child. The previous summer, upon the advice of Dr. Tufts, I’d taken her back to Braintree to escape the city’s foul vapors, but
            nothing gave her comfort. Now I scooped my wailing littlest girl from her cradle and kissed her forehead, which was warm against
            my lips. “Fetch me a wet cloth, won’t you, Nabby?”
         

         
         Nabby was already quite dependable, just like my sister Mary had been at her age. Perhaps the oldest child is ever thus . . .

         
         I wanted to send for Dr. Tufts, but he was too far distant in Weymouth. So, reluctantly, I sent for Dr. Joseph Warren. He
            was reputedly a fine doctor—but personally, I mistrusted that a man so good-looking could also be a serious man of science.
            Moreover, I preferred a doctor to be a good deal older than Joseph Warren’s twenty-eight years.
         

         
         But with Suky so sick, I had little choice, and I was relieved when the smooth-cheeked Dr. Warren arrived promptly to examine
            her with both thoroughness and a gentle hand.
         

         
         Alas, his diagnosis was grave.

         
         “A pleurisy,” Dr. Warren declared.

         
         “Is it as dangerous as your expression leads me to fear?” I asked.

         
         He plainly despaired of telling me, “Many children die of this ailment because there is nothing to treat it save a mix of
            lime, sugar, and distilled cordial water. Failing that, a potion of Maredant’s Antiscorbutic Drops, which I do not have and
            cannot get.”
         

         
         “I have only two withered limes in the larder,” I said desperately. “But sugar and cordial water I have aplenty. Will that
            do?”
         

         
         He nodded. “I’ll mix it for you.”

         
         While I rocked my crying baby, the good doctor squeezed the limes into the cordial water with sugar. Then he lowered himself
            into my rocking chair, took my baby into his arms, and dabbed at her lips with a cloth soaked in the concoction.
         

         
         How grateful I was to Dr. Warren for trying to ease my child’s pain and for the tenderness with which he treated her, staying
            with us even when he was already late to attend another patient.
         

         
         When he finally left, Nabby tried to coax her sister to suck the lime cordial from her fingertips. But our hearts sank when little Suky would not take even a drop. 

         
         Meanwhile the drilling continued outside my window. “March! Halt! To the Right! About face!”
         

         
         I could take no more and sent our maid to ask the sergeant if he might leave off for another day so my sick baby could rest.
            But no sooner did my maid poke her head out the door to interrupt the drill than was she accosted by rude hoots and whistles,
            and propositioned by impertinent British soldiers who offered to bed her for a wage.
         

         
         “Count yourself fortunate we don’t take you,” a jeering soldier shouted. “And the dinner from the table of your mistress afterward.”
         

         
         I heard their cruel laughter even after my maid slammed the door and pressed her back against it, breathing hard.

         
         Scoundrels! How I burned with offense. “Mr. Adams will hear of this when he returns and will certainly speak to their superior officer.”
         

         
         But when would my good man return? John was not yet a rebel and revolutionist, but he increasingly spent time in taverns discussing
            the news of the day and was often late in coming home. By dusk I grew frantic, for the baby was listless in my arms. I felt
            death’s grip on her. Oh, how I wished for my mother, whose over-solicitousness for my health I now understood. Mama knew better
            than I did how to tend to an ailing child. And I now despaired that she was so far away . . .
         

         
         As the candle burned down, I continued to rock poor Suky in my arms, tears streaking her burning cheeks. Her cries exhausted
            her, her fingers too weak to grasp mine. Our maid fed the other children and put my little boy to bed. But Nabby stayed at
            my side, her face pressed to my belly even after sleep carried her away.
         

         
         She was still with me when John finally shuffled in, snow dripping from his tricorn hat, looking consternated to find his
            three girls in the dim candlelight of the parlor.
         

         
         By then Suky no longer cried. Each of her stuttering baby breaths was a struggle. And one look at my grim expression seemed
            to tell John that we must resign ourselves to the worst.
         

         
         Wordlessly, he took a sleeping Nabby into his arms and carried her to bed before returning to me with the family Bible. My husband was the son of a deacon, and I was the daughter of a parson, so it was natural that we should look to God for the salvation of our baby girl. We prayed together; we prayed and prayed for baby Susanna until our voices were nothing but hoarse whispers and choked sobs, for the baby’s breaths slowed, shallower and shallower each time. 

         
         Susanna died in my arms that night.

         
         When she passed, a wild, almost inhuman, sound of agony escaped me. Clutching her lifeless little body to my heart, I felt
            a madwoman with sobbing grief. I wished to run into the snowy street and rend my garments.
         

         
         It was only John, holding us both against his chest, who kept me still and sane and anchored with the solid weight of him.
            “Our other children need us,” he whispered tearfully, reminding me with a hand on my pregnant belly that such grief could
            endanger the life there, too. “They will learn from us how to meet life’s most painful misfortunes.”
         

         
         We must bear up for them, he meant.
         

         
         Soon dawn would break, and we’d have to tell Nabby and Johnny that their sister had gone to heaven. So, I somehow composed
            myself, letting numbness overtake me as I looked down at my dead child.
         

         
         Thirteen months. That was all the time that dear little soul lived on this earth. Just long enough to come into an awareness of herself and
            the love of her parents. The pain of bringing Susanna into this world was infinitely less than the pain of seeing her pass
            back out of it. It was the wrong order of things, to outlive a child.
         

         
         But as our house went quiet and still with mourning, the soldiers continued marching outside—muskets at the ready. And that
            was unnatural, too.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         
            BOSTON

            Massachusetts Bay Colony

            March 1770

         

         I was still mourning our baby’s death when, before the spring thaw, a new disturbance outside my window brought fresh pain.

         
         Men with torches marched down our street demanding justice for a young boy who had been beaten by redcoats. Seeing a crowd
            of angry men in the night frightened me. We were firm patriots in this house—but when a mob starts breaking windows and putting
            houses to the torch, women and children often meet violence no matter what side they take.
         

         
         Worse, John had not yet returned from a meeting, so I was alone with the children and servants. I wanted to send my husband’s
            hired man to summon him home. But how could I send anyone out into this danger?
         

         
         Fortunately, the manservant was already grabbing his cap to duck out the door. “I’ll discover what’s happening, Mrs. Adams,
            and fetch your husband home.”
         

         
         “You have my gratitude, sir,” I said, though words did not seem enough. But almost the moment he was gone out into the icy
            night, I regretted sending him.
         

         
         We heard what sounded distinctly like the snap of muskets in the distance. Then screams. And here we were without any man
            at all in the house to defend us. 
         

         
         Starting on the task myself, I said to the maid, “Bar the windows.”

         
         Then I looked for something with which we might protect ourselves. I knew John kept a set of pistols in the house. I was familiar with hunting muskets and fowling pieces, but as a parson’s daughter I’d never had cause to learn how to fire a pistol. And I feared I might harm myself or the children if I tried. But remembering my husband’s old case from Martha’s Vineyard years back, I glanced over the stove, where my cookery hung. A frying pan . . . well, that I could certainly wield. 

         
         So I grabbed a cast-iron pan, then hurried up the steps, which now made me breathless, heavily pregnant as I was. I quickly
            gathered Johnny and Nabby into bed with me fully clothed, in case we might have to flee. And for a second time in months,
            I worried for the lives of my children. I had been unable to save Susanna. But my fingers curled around the handle of the
            cooking pan because I knew that however doomed the cause might be, I would fight for the children that remained to me.
         

         
         How long I huddled there, my knuckles going white around the iron handle, I cannot say. My arm was numb, my back cramped.
            It could’ve been hours. It felt like a year.
         

         
         At last, John returned with his servant, bursting into the house. He ran up the stairs, two at a time, shouting, “There has
            been a slaughter on King Street!”
         

         
         Only upon reaching our bedroom did he realize our children were present, so he motioned for me to join him in the hall. There,
            in hushed tones, he explained, “British soldiers fired on a crowd.”
         

         
         My stomach clenched in horror. “You witnessed it?”

         
         “No.” John slowly removed hat and wig from his balding pate. “We heard the commotion and thought it was a fire; I grabbed
            my hat to join the brigade, only to find blood in the snow.”
         

         
         “And people were killed?” I asked, my fingers still frozen around the handle of the pan.

         
         “At least five, perhaps more wounded.”

         
         Fearful of further violence, I asked if we ought to pack up the children and retreat to his family farm in Braintree. But
            John said, “I don’t think it necessary just yet. The governor showed some courage; he actually ordered the arrest of the British
            soldiers who fired on the crowd.”
         

         
         “As well he should,” I said, fury mounting. “But what will happen now?”

         
         John gave a noncommittal shrug, sitting down on the top stair to remove his sodden boots. “The Sons of Liberty will mount patrols to keep the peace until these soldiers are tried; but it remains to be seen if they can get a fair-minded jury anywhere in Boston.” 

         
         I agreed with my husband that the British soldiers—who stood accused in what would eventually come to be known as the Boston
            Massacre—deserved a fair trial.
         

         
         But I never expected that my husband would be the one to ensure it . . .

         
         

         “No one else is willing, Abigail,” my husband argued a few days later, after his cousin Sam’s most recent visit.

         
         “For good reason no one else is willing to defend these brutes,” I replied hotly. “Just the rumor that you’re considering defending the redcoats has ruffians throwing rotten eggs at our door, and I doubt my beeswax polish
            can restore it.”
         

         
         Would it matter to them if the mob knew it was their favored son Samuel Adams who asked my husband to defend the soldiers?

         
         Better you than a Tory lawyer, Sam had said. You can defend these men without casting aspersions on the city of Boston.

         
         Sam had a political strategy in mind—one shared by my patriot uncle Colonel Quincy, who also wanted John to argue the case.

         
         But my husband had his own reasons.

         
         “Everyone deserves a fair trial,” John insisted to me and anyone else who might ask. “A good and zealous defense. If we believe
            we have the same rights as British citizens, then we need to protect those rights.”
         

         
         “But why must you take the case?” I asked.
         

         
         “Why not me? I have the ability and the will. Why should the duty of protecting liberties fall to anyone else?”

         
         I had no answer for that. Even if I was not still numb with the grief of a mother who had lost her baby, I would not have
            an answer to it. Because God called us to use our gifts to help others whenever we could.
         

         
         And in any case, there was no talking John out of it. For all that I was a grieving mother, he was a grieving father looking
            to turn his mind away from the pain and make meaning of our lives.
         

         
         The next day, the burly young bookshop clerk at Bowes’s handed me a volume amidst shelves boasting of old Roman tomes. “Is it true, Mrs. Adams, that your husband will defend those bloody redcoats?”
         

         
         I thumbed my book while trying to think of a reply that wouldn’t get us tarred and feathered.

         
         Tempers were still high in Boston; the five young men who had been shot were Samuel Gray, Samuel Maverick, James Caldwell,
            Patrick Carr, and Crispus Attucks—a formerly enslaved man who was the first to be shot. All now hailed as martyrs while the
            redcoats who shot them were condemned as vicious murderers.
         

         
         So I answered the clerk honestly, but cautiously. “Mr. Adams was asked to represent them at trial, and he feels it is his
            duty.”
         

         
         Nabby had been worryingly silent since the death of her sister, but now, peeking out from behind my petticoats, she precociously
            repeated her father’s high-minded ideas. “Papa says everyone deserves a fair trial.”
         

         
         Thankfully, the clerk smiled down at Nabby. “Your papa is a brave and honorable man.”

         
         Lifting his eyes to me, the clerk added, “Possibly a little foolish, though. You know, I warned Captain Preston not to fire
            on the crowd that night and I don’t believe he did give the order.”
         

         
         I startled. “You were there?”

         
         “Oh, aye, I was there,” the store clerk replied, folding his meaty arms over his chest. “Tussled with some of them rowdy boys,
            too, trying to get them to stop provoking the British.”
         

         
         I wilted, because if the redcoats had been provoked to fire on the crowd . . . well, that could help my husband get an acquittal.
         

         
         It was bad enough that John had taken the case. If he won, our family might very well be ridden out of Boston on a rail. We’d lose friends, property, income, and our standing in the
            community—accepted by neither patriots nor loyalists.
         

         
         By standing on principle, we’d stand alone.

         
         Still, right was right, and holding my daughter’s hand, I felt compelled to ask, “Would you be willing to testify, sir?”

         
         Back at home that night, John was far more pleased to hear the answer than I was to tell him.

         
         “He’ll testify?” John took up his quill. “What’s the clerk’s name?”

         
         “Henry Knox. And he says he’ll testify if he must.”
         

         
         John clapped one hand on the table in satisfaction. “He isn’t the only one. Every day, this matter proves itself to be a straightforward
            case of self-defense!”
         

         
         Having agreed to take on the case, he allowed himself the vanity to think he would win. With books open on every surface,
            scribbled notes piled to one side or crumpled and tossed at the fire, he was a legal force to be reckoned with.
         

         
         Thankfully, he wasn’t blind to the danger.

         
         Late that night, when finally he came to bed and found me still awake, he placed a fond hand upon my belly beneath the covers.
            “Don’t fret, Abigail. Should my work prove too unpopular here in Boston, I am prepared to give up the house and move back
            to Braintree.”
         

         
         Twining my fingers with his, I said, “On the one hand, I daresay Boston is losing its charm. But I would not like to return
            to a life where you ride circuit and are gone more days of the week than you’re home. Especially not with me so near to my
            time.”
         

         
         “We can move after the baby is born,” John promised, smiling in the candlelight. “A little sister for Nabby, I hope.”

         
         Certainly one child could never replace another, but perhaps a little girl would ease our grief over Susanna.

         
         God had other plans.

         
         In May, I was delivered of a boy we named Charles. A delicate little baby with blue eyes and golden curls. Quite the perfect
            cherub.
         

         
         A rare joy, for the trial was beginning to consume my husband whole.

         
         “Let justice be done though the heavens fall,” John would thunder, quoting Latin to justify taking on such an unpopular cause.
            
         

         
         This trial was threatening his ability to keep food on the table. He pretended it did not distress him. Yet, anyone with eyes
            could see the dreadful toll. He grew thinner, and a sickly pallor washed over his countenance. His temper shortened. And by
            autumn, I found unpaid bills on the table and my husband clutching his chest, his jaw clenched in a grim line.
         

         
         “John?” I rushed to him. “What is the matter?”

         
         “Don’t scold me for opening the windows at night,” he wheezed. “I cannot—I cannot breathe.”

         
         Watching my husband fight for breath, I eagerly helped him fling the windows open wide. But it was not enough. John staggered,
            struggling with the back door. I helped him into the alley, the wet cobblestones littered with oyster shells and a child’s
            hoop and ball.
         

         
         My husband leaned his weight on me, and as he dragged in desperate breaths, I asked, “What ails you? Congestion in your lungs?”

         
         John shook his head and pointed to his chest as it heaved up and down. “Terrible pain. Tightness.”

         
         My father had seen parishioners die of such symptoms. Terrified, I put my hands to my husband’s cheeks. “Inhale slowly. With
            me now.”
         

         
         I breathed with him in the dim light from our kitchen until he was finally calm enough to sit on the stoop. Then I sent for
            a physician, though I feared Dr. Warren might refuse to come, because the good doctor had openly condemned my husband’s clients
            as murderers.
         

         
         Thankfully, upon being summoned, Dr. Warren flew to our home. Pressing his ear to John’s chest, and gently palpating his neck,
            the doctor finally declared, “You are working yourself to a nervous exhaustion, my dear Adams. And for undeserving British
            brutes, I might add. You should quit this trial.”
         

         
         John managed to argue between breaths. “Everyone . . . deserves . . . representation.”

         
         “Be that as it may, you must rest,” the doctor said, propping my husband up in bed with pillows. “Before this anxiety becomes
            a genuine threat to your life.”
         

         
         Later, downstairs, with worry on their faces, my older children crowded about the doctor’s knees. “Your papa simply gave us
            all a scare,” he said, producing from his medicine bag two pieces of candied fruit—one for Nabby and one for Johnny.
         

         
         I sputtered a surprised laugh. “Our family physician, Dr. Tufts, always gives confections to his young patients.”

         
         “A trick of the profession,” Dr. Warren replied.

         
         I was grateful that Dr. Warren had eased my children’s worries, because I knew the sight of their strong father brought low
            would bring nightmares. And I also appreciated Dr. Warren’s compassion about our bills. “No payment is necessary, Mrs. Adams.
            Especially as your husband is not apt to follow my advice to quit this trial.”
         

         
         “No, Dr. Warren,” I said. “I don’t suppose he shall.”

         
         The young doctor smiled with understanding. But in the days that followed, I endured the cold stares of fishwives on the street.
            Suspicious eyes followed me in the marketplace. Social invitations dried up. I was no longer welcome at patriot sewing circles.
            And one evening I found myself standing on our doorstep, staring down at a flaming bag of horse manure. I glanced up to see
            a man across the street spit in my direction, glowering. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of a flinch. Instead, I kicked
            the bag into the street to douse the flames, then slammed the door.
         

         
         But after that I did not often step out of the house.

         
         Oh, it burned to think our neighbors called me a Tory, for I considered myself as fierce a patriot as any. But when the case
            finally came to trial in October, John pleaded his case to the jury, saying, “Facts are stubborn things. And whatever may
            be our wishes, our inclinations, or the dictums of our passions, they cannot alter the state of facts and evidence.”
         

         
         Evidence he had aplenty.

         
         John won the case.

         
         Only two of the redcoats were convicted of manslaughter and sentenced to have their thumbs branded. Captain Preston was acquitted
            of having ordered his men to fire, and because of it, many people were furious with my husband. His remaining clients deserted
            him in droves, and the newspapers condemned him.
         

         
         “I did not expect to be rewarded,” John admitted, glumly. “But I expected people would be fair-minded. That eventually, they’d
            see the right of it.”
         

         
         “The jury did,” I said. “That makes it worth it. We all want to be thought righteous, but to do right is the Lord’s command.”
         

         
         That did make John smile. “In any case, we are too unpopular here now to stay. In the spring we ought to move back to Braintree.”

         
         I agreed, though it felt like exile. And I truly feared we’d live the rest of our lives on that little farm, struggling to
            make a living in humble obscurity.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
         
            Chapter Four

         
         
            PLYMOUTH

            Massachusetts Bay Colony

            Summer 1773

         

         It had been a long few years since the infamous trial in which my husband earned his reputation, for good and ill. But our
            exile in Braintree came to an end when Samuel Adams told the public that his cousin John was just the sort of legalistic patriot voice needed to persuade the British of their folly and overreach. And such was Sam’s influence that people who once
            threw rotten eggs at our door promptly elected my husband to the state legislature.
         

         
         Since then, John had won re-election three times, earning the respect of his constituents by writing petitions to royal officers,
            by suing officials who abused their authority, and by standing as a firm but reasonable voice for the colonists.
         

         
         Instead of our world contracting to that little saltbox farmhouse as I’d feared, it was expanding in exciting new ways. We’d
            moved back to Boston, buying a house on Queen Street, and my husband befriended patriot colleagues in the legislature, including
            the powerful James Warren—of no relation to the good Dr. Warren of Boston—who had invited us to stay as guests at his house
            in Plymouth while John attended a session of the County Court.
         

         
         Now, seated in the carriage next to John with eight-year-old Nabby asleep on my shoulder, I chirped, “I’ve never been so far
            as Plymouth before!”
         

         
         “I fear it won’t be the exciting adventure you anticipate.” Eyeing his satchel of papers, John explained, “There will be much
            legal talk.”
         

         
         “There always is,” I replied with a grin. “I shall not mind it.” I inhaled the fragrant summer air, my gaze taking in every detail of the landscape as we made our way south. With four children underfoot—Nabby, Johnny, Charlie, and a new little boy we named Thomas—I was desperate for a change of scenery and adult conversation. And having left the boys behind in the care of relatives, I was looking forward to meeting the learned Mrs. Mercy Otis Warren. For our hostess was the rarest creature—an American playwright. 

         
         The talented Mrs. Warren had dared to take up her pen and aimed it with satire against the acting British governor. She had
            published it anonymously, but it was not a secret well-kept. And I thought her patriotic play was marvelous.
         

         
         How could I not, when my own husband featured in a thinly veiled role? In truth, I was nearly breathless with anticipation
            to make Mrs. Warren’s acquaintance. So much so that John poked fun. “You’d think we were on our way to Buckingham House to
            meet the queen.”
         

         
         I laughed. “I doubt Queen Charlotte would ever welcome me as a guest. I might as well imagine visiting the moon! But I’ve
            always felt a great inclination to visit the Mother Country.”
         

         
         John chuckled as we bumped along the road. “We’ve scarcely traveled thirty miles and already you’re dreaming of England? Just
            what business does a wife and mother have traveling abroad?”
         

         
         I slanted him a glance from beneath my straw bonnet. “I could hardly have traveled to distant lands before I was a wife and mother. Thanks to the many dangers we’re subject to from your sex, it’s almost impossible for a single lady
            to travel without injury to her character.”
         

         
         Well, he had no argument to that!

         
         And while he gawped in feigned offense, I added, “Women may be domestic beings, John, but we inherit an equal share of curiosity
            about the world. If nature had formed me of your sex, I should certainly have been a rover.”
         

         
         “A rover?” John grumbled. “You’re a saucy woman.” Then, glancing down at Nabby, who had awakened to watch our interplay, John
            asked, “Did you know what a saucy mother you have?”
         

         
         “What’s saucy?” Nabby asked. “Am I saucy?”
         

         
         “No, you’re just as you ought to be,” her father said, approvingly. “Soft and biddable as a mewling kitten.”

         
         I wasn’t so approving. Certainly, no mother wishes for an impudent child, but a little willfulness never hurt anybody. Nabby was a dutiful help to me around the house; she fetched eggs without
            breaking any; she’d learned to churn butter, and how to swaddle her brothers. But I took her with us on this journey because
            I hoped for her to learn so much more than housewifery. And I wanted her to learn it from a woman-intellectual at that . . .
         

         
         Upon our arrival in front of the gambrel-roofed house on the corner of Main Street, the esteemed Mrs. Warren came to greet
            us and I felt a renewed surge of anxious excitement. Oh, to meet another woman with whom I could discuss important things!
         

         
         I’d been trying, for years, to foster intellectual rigor amongst the ladies in my circle—most especially with my sisters.
            Mary, Elizabeth, and I had practically taught ourselves to read and write, for our parents had not thought a formal education
            necessary for girls. I was still self-conscious about my spelling and penmanship, hoping that my expression of ideas would
            overcome my mistakes. Now I’d have the chance to test my wits against an older educated woman, and I was as intimidated as
            I was eager to make a good impression.
         

         
         “For you, Mrs. Warren,” I said, nervously presenting a jar of my best blueberry preserves. “A token of thanks for hosting
            us.”
         

         
         “You’re most welcome,” Mrs. Warren said, eyeing the jar of preserves distractedly, her lips tight, hair pulled back severely,
            countenance remote as a scholar.
         

         
         I’d been told she was working on a new play. Perhaps that’s why she greeted us with such a distracted air. So I said, “I’m
            a great admirer of your work.”
         

         
         She only nodded. “Thank you, dear. A servant will take your bags up.”

         
         Her demeanor might’ve set me back on my heels, but as we spent time together that week, I realized that Mrs. Warren simply
            didn’t feel compelled to indulge in the usual petty pleasantries. And I found that refreshing.
         

         
         After giving a withering criticism of a book we’d both read, she said, “Honesty is far more important than pleasantry. Honesty being the first thing one must teach a child.” 

         
         She had definite opinions—especially about children’s education. And so did I. “Mr. Adams plans to send our boys to Harvard.
            But I daresay he’s given no thought to Nabby’s education. It’s a fearsome responsibility to entrust to me in our changing
            world.”
         

         
         “As well-equipped to teach her as I’m sure you are . . .” Mrs. Warren looked me up and down. “I imagine it’s difficult with
            little ones always underfoot.”
         

         
         I flushed, glad for an older and wiser new friend who understood my difficulties as a mother. “It’s true. I cannot give Nabby
            the attention she deserves when I’m forever chasing after little boys.”
         

         
         “I have only boys. I always wished for a girl to educate. Perhaps when Nabby is older, you might leave her with me for some
            tutoring.”
         

         
         It was commonplace to send one’s boys away to learn, but not girls. This was a remarkable opportunity—all the more so because
            the Warrens were such prominent people. Leaders of the state legislature swept in and out of Mrs. Warren’s parlor, where she
            held court—and held her own—against the greatest patriots of Massachusetts, including her own brother, the formidable
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