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Chapter One

1768

IN THE TERRIBLE hot days of that June, Jane and I went to see the lion they had on board the sloop Phoenix at Long Wharf. We took Nab with us. She was almost three, and that morning I'd dressed her all in white with a blue ribbon tied around the waist of her ruffled skirts.


"See 'ion," Nab kept saying as she clutched my hand with her little one. She couldn't say the letter "1" yet. She could say a lot of things, however, and was especially fond of nursery rhymes. She tripped along between us, chatting constantly.

"She's such a serious little baggage," I told Jane.

"We women have to be serious," Jane said. "Someday soon we're going to have as much say in matters as men. So we must practice."

Jane said things like that all the time, though she was the least serious person I'd met since coming to Boston in April. Jane loved good times. I'd met her in the fresh fruit stall in Faneuil Hall a week after we arrived. We got to talking about the price of lemons, and in the first five minutes I found out she was maidservant to Sarah Welsteed, who was sister to the Chief Justice of Massachusetts Bay Colony, Thomas Hutchinson.


Jane was seventeen and proud of her position. I was fourteen.

"Who are you bound to?" she'd asked, right out.

"John and Abigail Adams, from Braintree. He's a lawyer. Her husband says she's descended from many shining lights in the colony."

"But you're not proud of your position."

"Why would I be? I'm indentured, just like you."

She bit into an apple. "Be proud," she said. "The day is coming when all us common people will be."

Jane had a way about her. She was saucy and sure of herself, not like any indentured servant I'd known. She always acted like she was privy to some secret that the rest of the world didn't know about yet.

But after only two months in Boston, I realized that most everybody I met was like Jane. Not only the gentry, but the common folk, from the boys who ran with the street mobs to the men who 
drove the carts up from the ships to deliver their wares. They were different from common folk in Braintree.


"Be proud," Jane said again, "and be ready to take your opportunity when it comes."

"What opportunity?" I asked.

Her smile was knowing. "It will come one of these days," she said, "and we must all be ready for it."

I felt left out of the conversation. But that was my way. I always felt left out. Everyone else was ahead of me, always playing at some game, it seemed, the rules of which I still had to learn. But as soon as I learned the rules, they always seemed to change them.

But I'd caught on to this much. The common folk in Boston were different. It was as if they were waiting for something to happen. You could see it in their faces. Their eyes were bright and hard, their manner cocky. The most lowly scullery maid had that air about her, the roughest street urchin. They all scurried about as if on some important mission, acting as if they had a part in what was about to happen.

But what was about to happen? Was I getting fancy notions, living in Boston? Uncle Eb had warned me about that.

On our way to see the lion that morning, I confided in Jane. "Nobody's humble in Boston," I said. "Why?"


We were on Long Wharf, which ran half a mile into the harbor. Jane stopped. People scurried by, talking, whistling, bargaining at the stalls.

"You don't know?" Jane asked.

I felt ashamed, like I'd missed something again, something that was right before my eyes. "Uncle Eb always said I was flighty. He was always on me to pay mind to things," I confessed.

"You said he doesn't like you, no matter what you do."

"He doesn't. He hasn't even bothered to ask after me since I've come here."

"Rebellion," she said.

"What?"

"Rebellion, that's what's on the minds of all these common folk."

Oh, that. "You mean the trouble because of the taxes on tea, glass, paper, and painters' colors?"

"Yes, that. The Townsend Acts. People are just as fired up as they were when they had the trouble with the stamps. You should have been here then! A mob wrecked Hutchinson's mansion that time. The Crown almost brought troops in."

We commenced walking. "Boston's like a keg of powder about to explode right now," Jane said. "Of course, Boston's always been that way. But 
now folks don't like the way the Crown has anchored that warship at our docks, without a by-your-leave. I tell you, it's not a good sign. It's trouble."


Jane saw trouble behind every bush. She was speaking of the Romney. It had slipped into the harbor the first week in June, with its big guns aimed right at the town. A British warship! Mr. Adams said that from his bed he could hear the boatswain's high whistle calling the sailors to life in the morning.

"You must pay more mind to things," Jane advised. "We're right in the middle of everything here in Boston. I keep my eyes and ears open and learn a lot working for my mistress. You should, too, living in that house."

"Keep my eyes and ears open for what?" I asked.

"So you can decide which side you'll favor."

I studied her haughty profile as we walked. Jane had taught me a lot of things: my way around the winding streets, how to bargain for things in Faneuil Hall, how to get down to the docks early to get the freshest fish. She'd even let me watch her fix her mistress's hair so that I could make Mrs. Adams fashionable when she went out.

I would have been lonely if not for Jane. She was the only friend I had, outside the house. But 
I was becoming sensible of the fact that she had a secret life. I knew, by then, that on her days off she ran with a considerable rough crowd, nameless friends from Gray's Ropewalk Works.


I knew she frequented coffeehouses by the docks. And that one of her friends was Captain Ebenezer Mackintosh, who was twenty-eight and a shoemaker. But he was also leader of Boston's South End Gang.

Jane was becoming more and more brazen as the weeks went by. The words she was speaking that morning were not hers. She was parroting somebody, I decided. Most likely Mackintosh.

"Why should I choose sides?" I asked.

"You'll have to. Everyone will. The Crown or the Patriots."

"Oh, them."

"Yes, them."

"Gangs," I said. The Patriots wanted liberty. I'd heard Mr. Adams reading some letters to his wife from the Boston Gazette about this liberty. It sounded more like outright treason to me.

A few times Dr. Joseph Warren, the Adamses' family physician, had stopped by and asked Mr. Adams to go to meetings held by the Patriots and harangue the mob into action. Mr. Adams had said no. He would go to no meetings. He believed in the written word and the law. If the Patriots needed 
legal papers written, he'd write such papers, but he would go to no meetings.


Dr. Warren's handsome face had gone sad when Mr. Adams said that. I much admired Dr. Warren, not because he was the most handsome man in town, so much so that I went hot and cold every time I ushered him into the house. But because he seemed a man who knew what he was about and believed in it.

But I admired Mr. and Mrs. Adams, too. Their house on Brattle Street was calm and orderly. They would allow none of the fury on Boston's streets in that house, though it was in the middle of much activity and clients were always banging the door clapper.

I felt safe in that house. And when I brought clients into Mr. Adams's law office, I'd sense that whatever was wrong in the outside world could be made right in that office.

Never mind about mobs and meetings, acts that put taxes on tea, paper, glass. Something told me the rules for making things right were in that office. Inside Mr. Adams's many books that stood like soldiers on his shelves, all gussied up in good leather coats with gold trimmings.

So many books! All Mr. Adams had to do was look inside them and he could come up with an answer to anybody's problems.


It followed, then, that if a person read books, one didn't have to attend meetings where mobs screamed foul words. Neither did one have to threaten others. Or choose sides.


Mrs. Adams read books, too. She had her own. No woman I'd ever known had done that. And she had women friends who read. Like the beautiful and fancy Mrs. Mercy Otis Warren, no relation of the doctor, but wife of James, the representative from Plymouth and sister of James Otis, a famous young lawyer.

Mrs. Warren came to call wearing green taffeta and lace. Or crimson silk. She not only read books, she wrote plays. Never had I heard of a woman doing such a thing! And people listened to her so carefully when she spoke.

There must be some secret power to the words in books, I decided. But was it only for the highborn and well-bred? Or could I learn some of it, too?

It had been on my mind, of late, to ask Mrs. Adams that question. I'd decided that's where the real power was. And that was the side I wanted to favor.

But I could not tell Jane this. So I took the conversation the way she wanted it. "Which side will you favor, Jane?"

"Well, as I see it, the Crown's never done twopence for folks like us. And my mistress said 
the other day that her brother, Hutchinson, is going to break down the spirit of rebellion. I don't like that, I can tell you."


It was all she would say at the moment. So I didn't press her. I knew there were things she could not divulge, matters she was involved in that I honestly did not want to know about.

"Oh, Lordy," she said then. "Look at that line to get on the Phoenix. Well, we'll just have to wait. Would you like an ice, Nabby? There's a stall over there. How about you, Rachel?"

She went off to get us some ices. I stood holding Nabby's hand and pondering Jane's words. I must have looked melancholy when she returned, for she smiled.

"You don't have to take sides today," she teased.

"I don't care about sides," I told her.

"And why not?" She studied me. "What do you want out of life, Rachel Marsh? You've never said. You're fourteen. It's time you knew."

Nobody had ever asked me that before. So I'd never had to ponder it. But I did then. And I was surprised I was able to provide her with an answer.

"For the moment I want a proper dowry," I said. "The Adamses said they'd dower me."

"And after the moment?"

"To many and find my place in the world. I 
want a place of my own." The words seemed right, once I said them.


"You mean a house?"

"No." How could I explain? "I want a place. It has to do with the kind of person I want to be. And how I fit in to everything. I want people to listen when I open my mouth. And know I'm worth listening to."

She stared at me. "That's all?"

To me it was not all, it was everything. I wanted to have my place, like Abigail Adams and Mercy Warren. But I couldn't say that to Jane. She only understood things you could see and hold and own. I was not sure I understood myself.

"I want to be free of my uncle Eb. And never have anyone treat me the way he treated my mother," I finished.

She understood that. "There are people all around you who think England's treating us like your uncle Eb treated your mother," she said.

I nodded.

"That's what all these people in Boston want," she said. "To be free of the Uncle Eb in their lives. To most of them that Uncle Eb is the mother country."

I said nothing. Such words frightened me. They were treason, nothing less. And Jane should know better than to go about saying them.


We said no more about the subject. We saw the lion that day. We had to stay in line half an hour. Nabby loved it, although it was only sleeping in its cage and looked very old and lazy. The ship's master had brought it back from Africa.


Jane said it reminded her of the colonies. That they were a sleeping lion. I decided to be careful about telling her what went on in the Adams household. And not to mention at home anything she said. I didn't want to hurt my position.

When we parted she looked at me in that shrewd way of hers. "Go right home, this day," she said. "Don't loiter."

Her hand was on my arm. I met her eyes. They were unblinking. And it came to me then.

There is going to be some trouble this day, I told myself. And Jane knows of it.

I felt it in my bones.

I just stared at her. She withdrew her hand and smiled. "It's hot. You should get Nabby home. Don't loiter."

"Yes," I said. I took Nabby by the hand and drew away. Jane smiled at me, weakly. A chill went through me, and I began to rush in the direction of King Street. "Come along, Nabby. Your mama is waiting." My heart was beating fast.



Chapter Two

IT WAS CHRISTOPHER SNIDER who told me what the trouble was. Snider, who ran with the gangs of noisy boys always out for trouble on the streets, was fourteen and the son of a poor German immigrant.


I'd met him because, somehow, he knew Jane. I had never asked how. Mayhap I should have.

He darted in front of a fish vendor's cart on sighting us. At the same moment Boston's bells began to ring, those of Christ Church, New North, and King's Chapel, all at the same time.

"Ho! Rachel Marsh! Have you seen Jane?"

"I just left her at the wharf. Why are the bells ringing?"

Everyone in Boston knew the bells rang for fire, for funerals, and to announce the opening and closing of the markets. And they rang for riots. All the signals were different, and I was just starting to learn them.


Now they rang for a riot.


People were rushing past us, grabbing children by the arms. I saw a milk-and-butter vendor darting into an alley, heard doors slamming shut, locks bolted.

Chris wiped his nose with his sleeve. "Fight. Between the sailors from Romney an' our people."

"Why?" I asked.

"You mind, how last month John Hancock's Liberty came into port with all that wine?"

I knew the story. The Adamses had discussed it. John Hancock was one of New England's richest merchants, who had long since gone from the side of the Crown to the Patriots. He was so angry over the Townsend Acts that he said he would suffer no customs officers to board any of his incoming ships. Once he'd had his men carry such officials off one of them.

"Last month he locked the man from customs in a compartment below deck," I recited proudly, "and wouldn't let him out until the wine was unloaded. Then the man was warned to say nothing of the wine or what happened."

"You know a lot. For a girl," he allowed.

I felt pride. "What's happened?"

"Seems the customs man's tongue got loose. The Crown put out an order to seize the Liberty. Sailors from the Romney sent a boat with armed men. They cut Liberty from her moorings. Some of 
our people got wind and were on the wharf. They threw stones. Hit some of the lobsterback sailors, but they pulled the Liberty anyways!"


Chris was out of breath. "They say Hancock's to be arrested for smuggling! Our people don't take kindly to that. Last I saw they wuz draggin' a customs boat up Fish Street. Gotta find Jane. She knows where Mackintosh is. We need him!" He stopped talking, wide-eyed with the possibilities of it all.

"You'd best get the little one home," he said. Then he ran off.





I didn't say anything to Mrs. Adams when I entered the house. I would not break the peace in that place. They treated me well. My job was to care for the children. I didn't have to cook. Sukey, the nigra girl, did that and the cleaning. A woman came to do the washing and ironing. Luke took care of the yard and stoop, hauled out the ashes, fetched wood, cared for Mr. Adams's horse, and polished his boots. I served guests tea or cider and helped Mrs. Adams dress when they went out.

I had the best position in the household. I'd been with them two years, since I was twelve, and was privy to what went on. They trusted me. I was often at the table with them, in charge of the children, when important matters were discussed.

I got the job back in Braintree, over Hannah Crane and Alice Brackett. Mr. Adams was a coun
try lawyer then, riding circuit most of the time.


I had been living with Uncle Eb, who had a shop and small farm. He was my mother's older brother.

Mama had met my father on a visit to family in Worcester, sixty miles west of Boston. My father was one of thousands of French who were neutral in the French war. But the English were afraid they would take arms and fight with the French. And so they drove seven thousand of them out of Nova Scotia. They had scattered, but some lived near Worcester.

My father made fine farm implements. Mother married him in Worcester, against Uncle Eb's warnings, and brought him to Braintree. My father couldn't speak English well, but he made such wonderful farm implements, which Uncle Eb sold in his store, that Uncle Eb let them live in his house until they got settled.

They never got settled.

Mama said that Uncle Eb would insult my father at every turn, saying Frenchmen couldn't be trusted, that they were wicked Papists who burned Protestants alive. And that Massachusetts men must drive them out so they could take their fishing fleets to the Grand Banks again without being raided.

Never mind that Uncle Eb wasn't a fisherman and my father had never raided or burned anybody. Uncle Eb made his life so miserable that in 1756, 
when I was two, and England declared a new war on the French in North America, my father joined the first military expedition his countrymen mounted and left to fight.


We never saw him again. He was killed on the Plains of Abraham, fighting with Montcalm against Wolfe. I never found out where the Plains of Abraham were, but I always liked the name. It was like something out of the Old Testament.

After father died, Mama and I were under Uncle Eb's thumb. He was as sharp as a crab apple to Mama. The first thing he did was make her change our name, from Marceau to Marsh.

He never could pronounce our name, he said. Mama let him have his way with that, of course, like she suffered every other thing he did to her. All so we could have a home. And I was too young to protest. So I became Rachel Marsh, not Rachel Marceau.

Mama kept house for Uncle Eb and minded the shop when he went off on trips to Boston to establish himself there as a merchant.

To earn extra money, Mama also did sewing for the gentry. Then she took sick in the epidemic of 1763. There's an epidemic every few years in Massachusetts. She got the pip, bad. Her throat closed up, and in three days she died.

I was just nine years old. And I grieved for her something awful, in between working in Uncle Eb's 
store. I took Mama's place there. And in the house.


After she died, Uncle Eb started to talk real sweet to me. It turned out that my grandfather had left half the store to Mama. Uncle Eb said he wanted to transfer his establishment to Boston, and if he invested my part of the money, as a Boston merchant he could give me a fine dowry someday. But I must continue to keep house for him, there.

It took him three years to establish himself in Boston. And it took me that long to understand that whatever dowry money came from Uncle Eb wouldn't be worth it.

Just before we were to move, 1 heard that Mr. Adams was looking for a girl to help his wife in Braintree. I knew John Adams's mother, Susanna Adams. Mama had done sewing for her.

I knew that both Hannah Crane and Alice Brackett wanted the position. So I took myself over to Mrs. Adams's house. And there she was, down with an illness that would have killed three mules. She was a widow and her sons, John, Elihu, and Peter, were helpless. I offered to stay and help her sister nurse her.

By the time Susanna Adams recovered we were fast friends. And though I was only twelve and not fourteen like most girls who are bounded, she recommended me to John and Abigail as a clever girl and a neat one and one that wanted a Place.

I got that Place. I convinced Uncle Eb to bind 
me out. I think he was glad to do it. He was taking his shop to Boston and would be moving in different circles. He would soon be wearing velvet waistcoats and going to the White Horse and Lion taverns, where meetings were held and politics spoken.


I didn't care about my share of the money. I knew I'd never see it. I set about proving Susanna Adams's words to be true. I promised myself I would never do anything to make me unworthy of my Place. No matter what.

I didn't care if I never saw Uncle Eb again. I didn't know it when I rushed into the Adamses' house in Boston that day with Nabby, but he was about to come back into my life.





Abigail was waiting for me, serene and smiling, with little Johnny. Nabby ran to her, skirts flying, to tell her about the "'ion." Abigail listened, then said it was time for their noon meal, which was ready in the kitchen, and I should take it out to the table under the pear tree in the back garden.

"Then, Rachel, naps for them both. Oh, it's so hot. How was the wharf?"

"Busy."

"Why are the bells ringing?"

"I don't know. Could it be fire?"

"Oh, by the way, I've a message for you. Your uncle Eb sent word around earlier. He wants to see 
you. At his shop. He suggested early tomorrow morning."


She smiled as she gave me the note. I didn't. Uncle Eb hadn't been in touch with me since I'd come to Boston.

"He wants something from me." I felt a sense of dread.

"No, I'm sure he just wants to see how you're faring."

Abigail Adams could never understand somebody like Uncle Eb. How could she, with all that loving family she had back in Braintree? I never saw so many people gathered around the table as when the Quincys and Smiths came to visit.

No, I couldn't explain about Uncle Eb. She'd think I was ungrateful. Like most people who were mean to their own kin, Uncle Eb put on a good face to the rest of the world.

"I can spare you for a while tomorrow," she said.

I nodded and was about to take the children out back for their noon meal when the front door knocker clapped. Out of habit I went to answer the summons.

John Hancock stood there, looking down at me.

Now I know trouble when it comes knocking on the door and stands there on the front stoop. I 
ought to. I've seen enough of it. Even if Chris hadn't told me of Hancock's trouble, I would have known it by the way he looked. He was in complete disarray. This was not like John Hancock. He was always garbed with care and style. His waistcoats were either silk brocade or velvet. He dressed in accordance with his social position.


And he was rich. But he was also generous. He'd given a fire engine to the town. And bells and deacons' benches and bibles to the churches. He was always giving firewood and casks of rum to the poor and having oxen roasted for them on the Common.

But standing on the stoop, he looked besieged. His thin, handsome face was covered with sweat and he was in shirtsleeves. He'd been running and his chest heaved with the exertion. I just stared.

"Hello, Rachel. Is Mr. Adams in?"

"No, sir, but my mistress is."

I stepped back to admit him. Then I closed the door against the sights and sounds of a mob running through Brattle Square.





The mob was "out" all night long. People knew what to do, of course: bolt the doors, shutter the windows, stay inside. When the mob was "out" all manner of things happened. They could burn, destroy, tar and feather, or pull down houses if they 
chose to. All night we heard them, blowing their conch shells or whistles, beating their drums, stamping their feet and shouting. The half of Boston that didn't barricade themselves inside that night ran out to join the frolic.


Ever since the trouble with the stamps, the North and South End mobs had buried the hatchet and agreed to work together in Boston. That night they did their work.

They attacked anyone connected with customs and broke the windows of their houses. I lay in my bed listening to the distant sound of breaking glass. I heard Mr. Adams out in the hall. I got out of bed and peeked. He was in his nightshirt. Abigail was with him. "They're a trained mob," he said. "They have leadership; they could be soldiers. But a trained mob is still a mob."

There was a dead coldness in his voice. He hated violence. And he knew that his cousin Sam Adams was at the root of this night's violence, if not out there marching, disguised with the revelers.





In the morning I took breakfast at the table with the Adamses, so I could oversee the feeding of the children. We found out that last night's riot already had a name. Bostonians were fond of naming their violent acts. They called it the Liberty Riot.


"Don't go out today," John Adams told us.


"I must go see my uncle Eb. He's sent for me," I told him.

He nodded. "Well, the worst is over. They've broken some windows, burned a customs official's boat, and driven the customs men and their families to Castle Island. Just be careful, Rachel. I should ask Luke to accompany you."

"Thank you," I said, "but Sukey was to market already. And she said the streets are deserted."

"They usually are the morning after the mob is out," he said.

He agreed to let me go alone. I liked Luke, but he lingered too much on errands. He knew too many young people and always wanted to stop and talk with them. I didn't want to talk with anyone that morning. I needed the time alone, to think. And to prepare myself. I always had to prepare myself for a row with Uncle Eb. And I sensed this would be a row.





The streets were all but deserted. I hurried along, worrying. Not about the mob, but about Mr. Adams.

When John Hancock had come to call yesterday he had asked Mr. Adams to be his counsel against the Crown. Mr. Adams had agreed. Later I heard him tell Abigail that the business with Hancock was 
serious, that the Crown was going to sue the rich young merchant for all he was worth.


I didn't want John Adams to get into trouble. I didn't want anything to happen that would change our life on Brattle Square.

Look at what had happened to the lawyer James Otis, brother of Mercy Warren. He'd had a high position with the Crown but resigned to argue cases against it. He went about ranting and raving about power and kings. People said he was demented.

Would John Adams get like that? No, I reminded myself, he was doing legal work for his friends. He wasn't running to meetings at the Salutation on Ship Street, where people like Sam Adams met and drank and talked treason.

A fancy carriage was parked on the cobblestones in front of Uncle Eb's shop. Sleek horses and a nigra driver in velvet waited. The shop door opened and two elegant ladies came out.

"I knew that Ebenezer Drake signed the nonimportation agreement with all the other merchants," one said, "but who would have guessed he'd have such fabric? Right from London!"

Uncle Eb was a Tory. You didn't rise so quickly in the Boston merchant community not being one. Any paper he signed, agreeing not to import English goods, was a sham.

The ladies swept past me like I was a piece of 
dung. I caught a scent of lilac perfume, saw a blur of pale blue and yellow gowns. I stared after them, struck dumb by what they were and what they stood for.


Everything I admired. Yet at the same time I despised them, for reasons 1 could not name.

EBENEZER DRAKE, the gold-lettered sign over the door said. Fine Fabrics and Furs.

A clerk showed me the way to the warehouse in back. It was large, dark, cavernous, and echoing. Piles of goods lay all over and a wagon load was being unloaded. Uncle Eb stood there with a workman. I heard something about a shipment of pelts. Uncle Eb looked dandified in good gray broadcloth with lace at his throat. So, I thought, looking at him. Fabric from London.





"How have you been, Rachel?"

"I'm faring well."

A clerk brought tea. There were even little cakes. Never in my life had I eaten with Uncle Eb. Always I had done the serving.

"Are you staying out of trouble?" he inquired.

"I'm keeping."

He eyed me over his spectacles. He had always been an innocent-looking man. No one who met him, who looked on his round face, his balding head, his rotund body, and stubby hands, would 
ever think him capable of evil. But I knew better.


"Just because I haven't come to see you at the Adamses, doesn't mean I haven't kept an eye on you, Rachel," he said.

There it was. Something coming. I nibbled a cake.

His eyes went over me. "That's a good grade of fabric in your short gown. The print is straight from France."

"Mrs. Adams had clothes made for me."

"Ah yes, it wouldn't do to have the housemaid not dressed proper."

"I'm not the housemaid. I care for the children."

"Your hair looks better like that, too."

"What do you want from me, Uncle Eb?"

He laughed. "Same old Rachel. Can't make a silk purse out of a sow's ear. Aren't you proud of your uncle Eb?" He waved an arm to take in his surroundings. "Never dreamed I'd do this well, did you?"

"You've done well," I agreed.

"A person minds his own business and applies himself, he can do well in Boston. Providing he keeps away from the influence of the rabble."

His eyes met mine, as if I should take his meaning.

"If you'll just say plain what you want," I said.


He set his teacup down. "I have many customers who are high-placed with the Crown. Would you believe that, Rachel?"


I said yes, I would believe it.

"Lieutenant Governor Hutchinson told me yesterday that Governor Bernard is worried because too many influential people are defecting from the Crown."

"I don't know any influential people."

"Come, Rachel. You can say such? Living in that house?"

That house. It was the second time within twenty-four hours that someone had reminded me of the house I was living in. I held my breath.

"Word came to the governor yesterday that John Adams is going to defend Mr. Hancock."

I held my breath.

"The governor knows he's lost Mr. Hancock to the Crown. He likes to think he hasn't yet lost John Adams."

"Your note, fetching me, came before Mr. Hancock yesterday," I said. "Which means you already knew of the trouble on the wharf. And you expected Mr. Hancock to run to John Adams. And because I live in that house..." I stood up.

"Dear child, I simply wanted to see you."

"You lie. You expected to learn things from me today so you could tell Hutchinson. Only news travels faster than fire in Boston, so everybody knew 
last night that Mr. Adams is going to defend Hancock. There is nothing I can tell you, Uncle Eb."


"Ah, but there is! Governor Bernard is sending Attorney General Mr. Johnathan Sewall to call on Mr. Adams."

"All this means nothing to me."

"Mr. Adams is going to be offered the position of Advocate General of Admiralty for Massachusetts. A valued position with the Crown."

We glared at each other.

"Mr. Adams will be given time to think on the offer. Perhaps two weeks. All I want," he said, "is for you to let me know, beforehand, what Mr. Adams is thinking."

"I won't be your spy, Uncle Eb."

"Dear child, I'm your uncle. A simple conversation between us does not a spy make."

"It does, and I won't do it."

"Very well." He sighed. "I'm gratified that you're so fond of the Adamses."

"I am."

"Do they feel about you in kind?"

"Yes."

"Then wouldn't they be disturbed to know you are mixing with bad company these days?"

My ears were buzzing. My mouth went dry. This man was truly evil. More than I'd heretofore realized. "Bad company?"

He folded his hands across his ample belly. "I 
know the people you've been running with, Rachel."


"I don't run with anybody."

"Let me see now," he reflected. "Jane Washburn, that's her name, isn't it?"

"She's a maid in a respectable Tory household."

"I know where she works. I know everything about her. Including the fact that she's fast friends with Mackintosh. You know how Mr. Adams feels about mobs. Would you want him to know you're friends with her?"

I sank back in the chair, beaten. I liked to think that I was like my mother, brave and saucy. Only cast in an even sharper mold. But right then I thought of my father. And knew what he must have felt like living under this man's roof.

I felt trapped. I had vowed never to do anything to hurt my place with the Adamses. But what did that mean now? Did it mean doing what Uncle Eb wanted? Or refusing him?

I did not know. But I knew I needed time to mull it over. Mama had once told me that when I found myself in a dolorous situation, I should give it time. I would do that, yes.

I stood up again. "If you can tell Mr. Hutchinson what John Adams is thinking before anyone else knows, it will be in your favor, won't it," I said sweetly.


He beamed. "Dear girl! You are clever! I always knew you took after me."


"I'll think on it," I said.

He blinked. "Think?"

"Yes. You must give me time. You said Mr. Adams is to be given two weeks. I will let you know within a week of Mr. Sewall's visit." I flung him my best smile, but I was trembling inside.

He nodded, and I walked out. No, I did not walk out. I escaped.



Chapter Three

HOME AGAIN. To the two-story white brick house on the cobblestoned Brattle Square. Inside the entry hall I just stood, listening. From the street came sounds of horses clop-clopping by, the wheels of a cart. But the world was sealed off. The quiet ticking of a tall clock in the parlor welcomed me. I looked around at the graceful staircase, the wain-scotting on the walls. I went into the parlor.


Nine chairs were set along its walls. Straight-backed. Cherry. Their clean lines were so certain. They comforted me. I allowed my eyes to go over the familiar things: the marble top of a small table, so smooth; the spotlessness of the near-white carpeting; the graceful lines of the draperies.

I felt my own edges softening. Everything was just as I'd left it. I peeked into the smaller room behind the parlor. It was Mr. Adams's office. It was empty, so I ventured in. There were the hunting 
scenes on the walls, his large desk, his many books, the copper fire screen in front of the hearth. Nothing had changed in my absence.


The only change was in me.

I stood breathing in the very air of the place, making it part of me. I had always thought that if I could stay close to John and Abigail Adams long enough, if I could just move in and around the rooms they occupied, I would become like them.

This morning had proven that I had not yet accomplished that. Uncle Eb had me all in fragments. I would have to do better, I decided. I would have to get to a place in my life where Uncle Eb could no longer hurt me.

How to do that? By learning to think without my head getting muddled. By knowing what I was about and not allowing people to make me doubt it. I moved back into the parlor. Surely, living amongst such lovely things helped one, didn't it?

Why, Abigail Adams was soft as the draperies yet strong and straight inside as the nine chairs. She shone like the copper candleholders. And something ticked quietly inside her, like the tall clock, never missing a beat.

How did one get to be like that? Was one born to it? Or could you get that way if you tried hard enough?

It was then that I heard her voice, coming from an upstairs bedroom. I becalmed myself. She would need me. I had no right lollygagging about now.


But I would, this day, open my heart to her. Many times she had smiled sweetly at me as I brought in tea. Many times she had inquired after my personal well-being. Always I had held back, hesitating to let her know about my life, shamed by its shabbiness, afraid she would not understand.

No more, I decided. I was tired of being a sow's ear, as Uncle Eb had called me. But more than that I sensed, somehow, that Abigail Adams could help me out of my present predicament. Whether I would confide to her what Uncle Eb wanted this day, I had not yet decided. I would see how matters progressed between us. Perhaps I would not have to.





"So you want to know about books," Abigail Adams said.

"Yes, ma'am." It was more than books I wanted to know about, but I did not know how to put my yearnings into words. If I started with books, I thought, there was no telling what turn the conversation might take.

She was in her bedroom doing needlework. Sukey had given the children their noon meal and put them down for their naps.


Now Abigail Adams furrowed her pretty brow, picking her words carefully. She always did that, I noticed. Before she commenced to speak she gave deep thought. I must remember that.


"You've had schooling, I've been told."

"Yes. Dame school. No Latin. But I can write a good hand."

"That's more than most girls your age can do. Most Boston children finish their education with dame school. One thing that shocked me when I came here was how little schooling most children in Boston receive."

She smiled and looked up from her needlework. "Girls receive no formal education at all. Not much has changed since I was your age."

"Where did you go to school, Mrs. Adams?"

"I didn't." She smiled again. "I so desperately wanted an education. But my mother frowned on it. Said I was not strong enough. Then my father came to my rescue."

"What did he do?"

"Without letting Mother know what we were about, he sent me, from the age of eight on, for extended visits to my uncle Isaac and my grandfather Quincy. Both had wonderful libraries. Both helped me become educated."

"How wonderful to have such a father!" I thought of my own father, unable to do anything for me. Silence came between us, thick with unsaid words.


"Can a person become educated if they are not born to it?" I asked.

She smiled and stitched. "We are all born to education. I like to think it is a right. The question is, however, can our society tolerate a woman becoming educated? This is supposed to be the age of enlightenment. But ofttimes I think that only men are to be enlightened. And we women will be regarded, forever, as domestic beings."

She spoke without bitterness and smiled.

"So then, I have two faults," I said dismally. "Being a woman and not being gentry."

She was kindness in itself. "I have always thought that gentry is found in the way one conducts one's self, Rachel. I know many who are highborn and do not act like gentry. As for books, what is in them is there for everyone who wishes to learn."

"I would learn," I said, "but I don't know how to start."

"I can tell you." She set her needlework down. "But a better idea would be to send you to young Henry Knox, the bookseller."

"Henry Knox?"

"Yes. He's twenty years old. Very active and amiable. He is not highborn, as you would put it, 
but he is self-educated. Just meeting him would give you encouragement. His shop is patronized by young and old. And a great gathering place. You might even make friends there. I know you haven't had many friends since you came to Boston."


She looked at me gravely, and I blushed. I had not told her how I'd learned to fix her hair in the new fashion, so she did not know of my friendship with Jane. Did she have suspicions? Well, I would not confirm them. But I owed her something.

"Mrs. Adams, I would confide in you."

"Do. Yes, if it helps you. I know how alone you are. If I didn't have my sisters to confide in when I was young, I don't know what I would have done."

So I told her about Uncle Eb then, and what he wanted me to do. Though I did not tell her of his threat to me. She listened quietly, never missing a stitch in her work. "And so, you have decided not to give away any secrets from this house. I always knew you were trustworthy, Rachel."

I stared. "But how do you know what I have decided? I don't even know myself."

"Yes, you do, dear. Or you wouldn't have asked to have this conversation with me, in which you volunteered information about your uncle Eb."

She was right. Relief flooded my veins. She had helped form my mind for me. How could I have 
ever dreamed of being anything but trustworthy?


But what to do about Uncle Eb? Would he follow through with his threat and ruin things for me here? Oh, I did not know. I must think. I smiled at her. "You see why I want to be educated, now, don't you?"

"No. Tell me."

"So I can think things through clearly. Like you."

"Oh, my dear, life confuses most of us most of the time. But education does help, yes. Is there something worrying you, then?"

"No, ma'am," I lied. I had to lie, much as I hated to do it.

"So," she mused, "they are sending Mr. Sewall to us. To offer Mr. Adams a position with the Crown. I'm flattered. I know my husband will be, too."

"Do you think he'll take the position?" I asked.

"I leave it to him."

"You won't advise him?"

"No." She cast me a careful look. "One of the things you must learn, if you intend to become educated, Rachel, is that as a woman you must ofttimes keep your opinions to yourself in the company of men. Or you will be considered a shrew."

"But I hear you discussing important things with Mr. Adams all the time!"


"We have rousing discussions, yes. But I do not advise him. There is a difference. I trust him to do the right thing. And he will."


"How will I learn all this?" I asked.

"You will. I will help you. You've already learned much about trust and loyalty. And I shall tell Mr. Adams how faithful you are, Rachel. We always knew you would be, or we would not trust our children to you."

She was pleased with me, then. I flooded with joy and got to my feet. She sent me for paper and pen, and when I brought them out to her she wrote a note to Henry Knox. "I shall ask him to send home with you Aesop's Fables for the children," she said. "I'm sure you can read it to them at bedtime, can't you?"

She had never asked me to read to the children before. As she handed the note to me, her large brown eyes met mine. And I saw a warmth in them, a trust. No, she would not teach me herself, but she would do as her father had done for her. She would send me to those who could open the way for me to help myself.

"Thank you, ma'am," I said. "Yes, I can read to the children." There was a catch in my voice as I said it. I would do anything for this woman. She made me feel as if I could do anything. No one else had ever done that for me.


The first thing I would do for her, I decided, was to see no more of Jane Washburn.






On my next day off, which was Wednesday, I took myself to Mr. Knox's bookshop. It was a few doors down from Province House, on Marlborough Street, across from the Old South Church. Province House was a fine three-story brick building where the governor lived. I was getting to know the streets of Boston, if not its twisting lanes and back alleys. They said only the children and cats really knew the twisting lanes and back alleys, and, since I was not in either category, I did not attempt to navigate them.

Mr. Knox's shop was as wonderful as Mrs. Adams had said. And I saw, the moment I entered, why she had sent me. It had more to do with the way the place made a person feel than anything else. I could never describe it. You would have to be a person who loves books to understand, who loves the way they look and smell. And the quiet that surrounds them. And the way it seeps into your soul.

A little bell tinkled as I opened the door. The walls were lined with books of all kinds, some with gold lettering on them, some with the bindings almost falling off or carefully stitched back on. Some had the look of ages about them.


I wandered for a few moments in the aisles, just looking, not paying mind to the people. No one bothered me. No one asked if I had a right to be there. A clock ticked serenely in a corner. A table was in a clearing in the back, on a Persian carpet by a window with small panes. Two men were seated at the table, studying. In another chair, by the window, sat a very pretty young lady, dressed in blue. She was reading. A cat dozed on the window seat in the sun. I could live here, I decided. I felt at home.


"Can I help you, Miss?"

I looked up into the round, youthful, and kind face of a very large man. I supposed one could say he was fat, but he was not slovenly. He was big of bone yet graceful and dressed most neatly in the manner of the day. His linen was spotless, his hair tied back in a queue. The word to describe Henry Knox, I would soon learn, was majestic. It described not only his size, but his heart, mind, and vision. How could the frame that housed him be anything less?

"Are you Mr. Knox?"

"That I am, Miss. At your service. Welcome to the London Book Store. A primitive commerce in books, which I hope to improve upon. Look around you." He waved a hand. "There is something here for everyone. Some of it is literary pap, I know, but the rest of it should satisfy the taste of Boston's intellectual elite."


I looked around me. "I'm not one of them," I said.

This did not matter to Mr. Knox. He went on with his greeting, as if I were the president of Harvard. "There are books on law, medicine, and politics. There is a sprinkling of works on divinity. I have twelve copies of Dodd's Sermons to Young Men, one of The Vicar of Wakefield, and twenty-five copies of Armstrong's Economy of Love. There are twelve Bibles. I also have novels: Pamela, Joseph Andrews, Tom Jones, Clarissa, and Sir Charles Grandison. Do you read novels? Most young girls do. I also have Robinson Crusoe and Peregrine Pickle."

He stopped. I stared. Never had I heard such a speech. He was beaming. I liked him.

"And I have books on artillery."

"Artillery?"

"Yes." He glowed with pride. "Welcome to the London Book Store."

"Thank you." Silence followed as we looked each other over. I was glad I'd worn my best short gown and new shoes with the silver buckles. I'll wager he knows where the Plains of Abraham are, I thought.

He clasped his hands behind him, rocked on his heels, and blushed. "I get feverish," he confided, 
"whenever a new client comes through the door. Forgive me. Do you like books?"


I raised my eyes to him, helplessly. "I feel about books the way some girls my age feel about frocks and fabric. And the way others feel about flour and lard and bacon frying in the skillet."

He gestured to one section of the shop. "Frocks and fabric," he said. Then to another section. "Bacon frying in the skillet. Can you smell it?"

"Yes, I can. I'm afraid there's something wrong with me, Mr. Knox. I'm not like most girls my age."

"Thank heaven." He sighed. "I need to learn."

His brown eyes went wide with pleasure. "So do we all."

"No, I mean it truly, Mr. Knox. I'm ignorant."

"Dear child,"—and he bent his large frame to me—"the only truly ignorant are those who think they know all. How much schooling have you had?"

"Dame school, back in Braintree. No Latin. But I can write a good hand."

He nodded. "So you have as much schooling as most young people in Boston. And you seek to improve yourself. Well, this is the place. I have many clients who come to do just that." He nodded at the two gentlemen at the table.


"And that pretty lady over there? Is she improving herself, also?"


"Ah, that is Miss Lucy Flucker. She is most fond of books."

"She dresses so elegantly. Is she highborn?"

"Her father is royal secretary of the province."

"That's what frightens me."

"What?"

"That you must be highborn to have to do with books," I said dismally.

He smiled. "The lady is also fond of me, if I may be so bold. She comes here to see me. Her parents don't approve."

"Oh!" I understood. He was blushing.

"What makes you think you must be highborn to have to do with books?" he asked. "I am not. I am the seventh of ten sons. My father died six years ago after suffering financial misfortune. I was left fatherless just as I was to be graduated from the Boston grammar school. I am now the sole support and stay of my mother and younger brother."

"Mrs. Adams said you could help me." I gave him her note.

He read it and beamed. "Ah yes," he said, "ah yes. I much admire the Adamses. He has an account here. Come, I will help you select some books. I have a special sale of the story-telling sort. And yes, I do have Aesop's Fables."


I followed him. There were shelves of quality stationery, which he also sold. He showed me his small shop in back, where he did bookbinding and printing.


He was most gallant, most cheerful. He selected some books on grammar for me and some of the story-telling sort. And some essays on the history of Massachusetts Bay Colony. He put them on Mr. Adams's account, as the note directed.

And in between his waiting on other customers who came and went, we talked. He told me how he loved hunting on Noddle's Island, how he had taught himself from the pages of Plutarch and from reading about famous generals and warriors, how he belonged to a group of colonial militia from the South End.

Mention of the South End brought up the name of Mackintosh. I looked uncomfortable. "Do you know him?" he asked.

"I know someone who does."

"Who?"

So I told him of Jane. There was silence between us for a moment. A town meeting had been called the day before, as a result of the riots.

He was taking some books from a crate and putting them neatly on a shelf. He lowered his voice. "A petition was framed," he told me, "asking the governor to remove the warship Romnej. John Ad
ams did a first-rate job writing instructions for the four Boston representatives in the Legislature, telling them the town's wishes in this crisis."


I nodded. "He stayed up all night writing it."

"Boston is in a ferment of anger." He shook his head and sighed. "The commissioners of customs want Governor Gates of New York to send troops to keep order."

He turned from the shelf. Our eyes met. "Troops. I would not like to see troops in my beloved Boston," he reflected quietly. "I don't like any of this. I study the art of war, but I'm a man of peace. I'm not like my ancestor, John Knox the Reformer. He took it upon himself, personally, to destroy Mary Queen of Scots."

I looked at him, wide-eyed. "Your family goes that far back?"

He laughed. "Everyone's does. I simply know who my rogue ancestors were. I take nothing from them, however. I prefer to make my way in my own sphere, head of my own house."

I listened. I liked to hear him talk. I was learning already. He took more books from a nearby crate and set them on the shelf.

I told him about my predicament with Uncle Eb then.

"What will you do?"

"I haven't decided yet."


"You've already made a decision not to give information out from the Adamses' house. A wise one, indeed."


I glowed at his praise. "But I don't know what to do about Uncle Eb telling them about my friendship with Jane. The only thing I can think to do is give up the friendship."

"Do you value this friendship?"

I thought of Jane, of all she'd taught me, of the good times we'd had. "I'm fond of her," I said. "But I don't want anything to ruin my place with the Adamses."

"So you'd sacrifice your friendship?"

"I might have to."

He straightened up from his exertions. "Would you take some advice?"

"Oh, yes. I've so needed to speak of this with someone."

"Of course, I don't like the Townsend Acts. Or all these displays of power by the Crown. I have enough of John the Reformer's blood in my veins for it to make me angry. Where does it end? Why not tax Georgia's pines, Virginia's tobacco fields, Pennsylvania's farms?"

I waited for what was coming next.

"But I am a man of peace. Both Whig and Tory come into this shop and enjoy it. Friendships are important. Do everything to keep them intact. If 
someone causes you to give up a friend, that person can't be worth your esteem."


"You mean the Adamses?" I gaped.

"No. I mean your uncle Eb. The Adamses haven't asked you to give up anything, yet. And I doubt if they shall. They're too intelligent for that."

"But John Adams doesn't like the mob," I reminded him.

He laughed. It was deep and hearty. "His own cousin Sam Adams is the leader of it. Has he broken off with him?"

"No. Sam Adams was just over yesterday, bringing sweet buns his wife, Betsy, had baked."

"And he'll continue to bring those sweet buns, though Sam ignites the mob to action and John Adams prefers the written word and the law. Do you know why?"

"No."

"Because that's how intelligent people conduct themselves. They allow for each other's differences."

I beamed at him. "Thank you, Mr. Knox." I could have hugged him. As it was, I stayed longer than I should have. He made tea, brewing it himself over a small hearth in his shop. He introduced me to Lucy, who was nice and didn't make me feel like a piece of dung, as had the ladies who came out of Uncle Eb's shop. And her dress was even prettier than theirs, too.


"Do you like my young swain?" she asked.


I liked them both and told them so.

"Her family hates my plebeian background," he said, "but we shall wed. We shall grow old together."

I felt a glow of warmth from them. I stayed until dusk. It was a lovely summer evening, but I had to hurry home. Though it was my day off, Mr. Sewall was coming to sup and I'd promised to help Mrs. Adams dress.

"Come back," Henry Knox said. "And read. This is the age of enlightenment, remember. You don't have to be highborn to be learned. Look at me!" And he laughed. "Who would think someone of Lucy's station would love me?"

"Uncle Eb says you can't make a silk purse out of a sow's ear," I told him.

"You are no sow's ear, Rachel Marsh. But you will soon be a silk purse," he told me.

I felt better than I had in a long time as I walked home. Dusk bathed Boston's streets. It was a sweet time. Candles were just being lighted in houses. I clutched my books close to me and made a vow.

I would, from this day on, try to better myself. It was possible. Look at Henry Knox. He was self-educated, wasn't he? And Lucy Flucker was highborn, and she adored him. Perhaps someday someone highborn would adore me, too.
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