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Old Boston on the Bay

Boston wondered about Sam Adams. How his family lived was a mystery to everyone. There was a time when he hadworked in his father’s brewery on Purchase Street nearthe water, but since Deacon Adams’s death, Sam had notworked at anything. His old brown suit was shiny fromlong wear and his shoes were scuffed and shabby. Usuallythere was a button missing from his coat, and his gray wig,when he thought to wear it, was set haphazardly on hishead. The old home on Purchase Street was as run-downin appearance as its owner.

It was well known that Sam Adams had got into difficulties while he was a tax collector for Boston. But the people were tolerant about that. They thought he was the bestcollector the town had ever had, because he never tooktheir money when they were hard up. He despised money,but he knew how much trouble the lack of it could causeand was sympathetic. His father had lost almost everythingin a disastrous banking venture. For years Sam had to fightto hold on to what was left—not much more than the oldhouse he lived in.


This did not worry him, though. His only interest was politics. He believed it was a patriotic virtue to neglect hisown affairs for the good of the people. He would not letthem forget how precious freedom was or how zealousthey had to be in their efforts to keep the British government from infringing on their liberties. Sam thought solittle of the mother country that he was ready to cut allties with her, but not many others in the colonies were thatradical yet. Those who were critical of the royal governorsand the British Parliament were called Whigs, and thosewho stoutly defended the Crown were known as Tories.They took their names from the two political parties inEngland.




Sam Adams spent much time at the taverns talking politics with the leading citizens. He was adroit at influencing their thinking, never pushing an argument too far and neverlosing his temper. More often he sat back and let othersdo the talking, but no one underestimated Sam Adams’spower and influence. He could often be seen talking withthe artisans—carpenters, shipwrights, and other craftsmen.Admittedly, he was trying to do their thinking for them,trying to make them good Whigs. But Sam really enjoyedstopping by the ropewalks, the shipyards, and the docks tochat with the workingmen.

Not all the men he saw along the waterfront were shipwrights, caulkers, and spar-makers. There were wealthy merchants, too, who came to supervise the loading andunloading of ships. Sam Adams had been observing one inparticular whose wharves were up at the north end of thecrescent-shaped harbor. He stood out among the stout oldermerchants, for he was young and handsome. From thethree-cornered hat atop his powdered wig to the shiningbuckles on his shoes, he was smartly turned out.

Sam Adams paid no attention to the fine clothes or good looks. He was thinking what a lot of good John Hancockcould do with the pile of money he had just inherited fromhis Uncle Thomas.

Boston had not seen much of this young man. He was never one of the boys who dived off the end of a wharfto go swimming on a hot summer’s day, or who wentsledding down the icy slopes in winter. He had been thelittle boy, and later the young man, who could be glimpsedriding with his uncle and aunt in a great coach.

Now when Sam looked out over the harbor, he was thinking not of the magnificent view, with the gulls sweeping in and the ships riding high, but of how he could makea good Whig out of young John Hancock.

The Boston that Sam Adams and John Hancock knew was very different from the city of today. Then it was apeninsula connected at the southwest with the mainland bya neck so narrow that the town was almost an island.

It was a hilly town, having three large hills and numerous smaller ones. Above them rose the tall, slender steeples of the many churches. And below, clusteredthickly and closely, were the houses, most of them wooden,with their jumble of chimneys trailing streamers and plumesof smoke. With a population of about twenty thousand,the town had become crowded.

Years later, Boston’s hills were cut down, and the dirt and gravel were used to fill in Roxbury Harbor, Back Bay,and Mill Cove, and even to build up more land out in theharbor.

But in that earlier time, there was just one way to come into the town by land. With Roxbury Harbor on the rightand Back Bay on the left, one rode over the mile-long,tide-washed neck before reaching the town gate, havingpassed the gallows and the town bull in his pasture. The guarded brick gate had two entrances, one for pedestrians and the other for vehicles, horsemen, and animals.

Inside, the traveler continued on his way along “the High Street ’ (now Washington) that began as Orange, soonchanged to Newbury, then to Marlborough, and finallyterminated at the old State House as Cornhill. Here at thecorner was King, a short, broad street that led down toLong Wharf, the great pier that extended half a mile outinto the harbor.

King Street (now State) was Boston’s busiest thoroughfare. It was noisy with the traffic of carts and drays rattling and rumbling, and of horses’ hooves striking the cobblestones. As drivers and horsemen shouted, pedestrians leapedwildly, trying to find safety on the precarious footwaysalongside.

One-horse chaises and coaches maneuvered through the crowded street. After the day’s work, Thomas Hancockwould be driven by his coachman along King, past theold State House, and on out to Treamount (Tremont)where the coach turned left and then right to ascend thesteep slope of Beacon Street. Up there on Beacon Hill,Uncle Thomas had built the first of the great houses ofbrick and stone. The present State House stands on thesite and is no higher than Beacon Hill was then.

The Hancock mansion overlooked the Common below, where the tinkling of cow bells could be heard, and wherethe people walked leisurely under the stately elms of themall. The croaking of frogs was heard along Frog Lane(now Boylston Street), a few blocks south of the Common.

The old State House, also called the Town House, fronted upon both King and Cornhill. It was a brick building of two stories with a high tower, which “on rejoicingdays” was illuminated. The lower part formed the merchants exchange. On the upper floor the royal governorand the officers of the Crown met in the Council Chamber,and those who spoke for the colony and guarded its libertyin the Hall of Representatives. High above King Street,the lion and the unicorn of England guarded the tower.

Nearby, in Dock Square, was Faneuil Hall, which wealthy, civic-minded Peter Faneuil had built as a markethouse for Boston. It was a brick structure, with open archesbelow and a floor above with various rooms and a hall largeenough to hold a thousand people. Boston’s town meetingswere held here, and so many patriotic gatherings thatFaneuil Hall came to be called the Cradle of Liberty.

The weather vane on its cupola was the work of Shem Drowne, a coppersmith whose distinctive vanes decoratedthe tops of several buildings in Boston. Why he chose agrasshopper for Faneuil Hall is not known, but there itwas in a crawling position, worked out in fine detail, withglass eyes that glinted in the sunlight.

Dock Square was the business center of the town. The streets close by were lined with the shops of grocers, wig-makers, tanners, wheelwrights, coppersmiths, printers,booksellers, and tallow chandlers. In a house on the cornerof Hanover and Union streets, Benjamin Franklin hadworked at making tallow candles for his father, and hadfound relief from boredom by throwing whatever cameto hand into nearby Mill Pond.

There were many grocery stores on Hanover Street, but there were no fish markets in the North End. In the morning, housewives came out to buy fish when they heard thetin horns of the peddlers. They went up and down thestreets tooting their horns and crying, “Fresh cod, haddock,and mackerel, just come in at the head of the ferry-ways.”Later in the day, the oystermen came around, carryingheavy sacks filled with oysters and calling out in high-pitched voices, “Oys! Finey oys! Buy any oys?”

Anne Street, like Union, led out of Dock Square, curving close to the waterfront. After a few blocks, it became Fish Street. At the head of Hancock’s Wharf, Fish broadened out into North Square. This was not a square in shape,but a long triangle cobbled with beach pebbles. At the apexstood Old North Meeting, the church of the Mathers. TheReverend Samuel Mather, the fourth generation of thisfamily of distinguished New England preachers, lived in ahouse on Moon Street across from the church.

Around the neat, shady little square were the homes of silversmiths, tailors, mast makers, and boat builders. PaulRevere was one of the two silversmiths. His small, two-story wooden house with the peak roof, overhangingsecond story, and narrow diamond-paned windows, stillstands. Two doors below the Revere house was a three-story brick mansion. And just off the square was the greathouse of Thomas Hutchinson.

Both Paul Revere and the aristocratic Hutchinsons attended New Brick Church nearby. Because of Deacon Shem Drowne’s weather vane, it was known as the CockerelChurch. High on the steeple was a “hearty and tough oldcock” who was like a faithful sentinel to the people ofBoston and a welcome sight to mariners coming into port.

Several blocks north of the square, Christ Church stood, tall and beautiful, on Salem Street. The Old North Church,as it is often called, had the highest and most gracefulsteeple of all the churches in Boston and bells of the clearest and sweetest tone. One of two Episcopal churches(King’s Chapel was the other), it had a “royal peal” ofeight bells, with an inscription on each. One read: “We arethe first ring of bells cast for the British Empire in NorthAmerica. Anno, 1744.” But the two lanterns hung in itssteeple to signal that the British were coming have givenChrist Church greater fame than its bells.

Another of the city’s famous churches was the Old South  Meetinghouse at the corner of Marlborough and Milk streets. Noted ministers had preached from its high pulpit, but, like Christ Church, it became famous for its association with the Revolution. Since it could hold a largercrowd than Faneuil Hall, some of the great patriotic meetings were held here.

The church steeples dominated the skyline. Below them was a thicket of marvelous chimneys. There were spaciouschimneys rising high above hipped roofs, huge chimneysstraddling steep pitch roofs, and tall, stately chimneyspaired at either end of gambrel roofs. They rose singly, inpairs, and in clusters, some low and squat, but most of themtall and capacious. Every roof, from the grubbiest littlewooden house to John Hancock’s fine mansion out onBeacon Hill, had its chimneys.

Winters were severe in the province of Massachusetts Bay, and coal did not come into use until the next century.In early fall, the woodsawyers came out in full force. Theysawed wood in front of the houses and then piled it neatlyin the woodhouse or the cellar.

And those big chimneys had to be cleaned. For that dirty work there were brigades of little Negro sweeps. Theywalked the streets with sooty blankets over their shouldersplaintively crying, “Sweep o’ sweep! Sweep o’ sweep!” Atwork, they swept the soot from a chimney into the blanketdown below. Upon reaching the top, they paused to lookout over the roofs and sing a sad little song. Chimneysweeps found nothing cheerful in their way of life.

While Boston slept beneath its steeples and its chimneys, the night watch slowly paced the streets, calling out at intervals: “Half-past twelve o’clock and a clear morning,”or, “One o’clock and a severe snowstorm.” Whatever theweather, it was comforting to hear his voice.
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Sam Adams ofPurchase Street

In an August morning in the year 1751, Sam Adams sat at the breakfast table reading the Boston News-Letter.Suddenly he frowned as his eye fell on an unpleasant itemthat concerned him:

To be sold at public auction at the Exchange Tavern in Boston. Tomorrow at noon, the dwelling house,malt house, and other buildings, with the garden andlands adjoining, and the wharf, dock, and flats beforethe same, being part of the estate of the late SamuelAdams, Esq., deceased, the said estate being taken bywarrant or execution with the hand and seal of theHonorable Commissioners for the more speedy finishing of the Land Bank scheme.

There it was again! After seventeen years the “honorable” Land Bank Commissioners were still hounding him, still trying to take possession of his house and what wasleft of his small estate. Sam’s most potent weapon was hispen, and now he turned it against the commissioners, determined to silence them.

In a terse letter, he warned the sheriff that he would prosecute any person who dared to trespass upon his property. Then he took his case to the citizens in the columnsof the newspapers. All property owners, he argued, were involved in this action, their holdings subject to the same unjust seizure that threatened his. Moreover, he declared,the public should know that the Land Bank Commissionershad dawdled for years just to keep on drawing their bigsalaries. As a result of these disclosures, the commissionerseventually lost their jobs. Rid at last of their harassments,Sam Adams was assured of a home for himself and his twosmall motherless children.

Samuel Adams, Sr., had built the old house on Purchase Street for his bride back in the year 1713, and here Sam wasborn on the Sabbath day of September 16, 1722. TheAdams house could not be compared with the great mansions of Boston, but it was a comfortable two-story housein the South End near the waterfront and the AdamsWharf. As a merchant, the father had prospered, and asa godly man and a pillar of his church, he had come to beknown as Deacon Adams. Besides the wharf, he owned aprofitable brewery near his house.

Young Sam was given an education that befitted the son of a well-to-do, highly respected citizen of Boston. Afterhaving been drilled in Latin and Greek for eight years atthe Boston Latin School, he went on to Harvard Collegeacross the Charles River in Cambridge.

While Sam diligently applied himself to the study of advanced courses in Greek and Latin, and in astronomy, physics, logic, and philosophy, Deacon Adams became involved in a ruinous financial scheme. For a long time,Massachusetts had been plagued by monetary problems.There was so little hard money in the colony that farmersand town workers were often in debt to the merchants,who further depleted the amount of gold and silver coinin circulation by sending it to England to pay for manufactured goods.

To relieve this situation, the Land Bank was founded in Boston with Deacon Adams as its director. The eight hundred members who participated in the scheme all owned land, which they put up as security for loans of papermoney printed by the bank. Then as people borrowed thepaper money, it was spent and went into circulation. Fora short while, Deacon Adams and his associates prospered.But the scheme was unsound, and in the spring of 1741 thecrash came.

The founders of the Land Bank were not dishonest. They sincerely believed that their paper-money schemewould aid hard-pressed small businessmen and farmers,and thereby bring prosperity to Massachusetts Bay. But thewealthy Boston merchants, whose large fortunes had beenbuilt up from the sea trade, were opposed to the LandBank all along. And they were right. Land is not money.

None knew this better than young Thomas Hutchinson. He was an expert in banking, as well as Boston’s most distinguished citizen. He lived in a mansion on the slope aboveClark’s Wharf in that part of the North End where otherwealthy merchants had built impressive homes. In the midstof the bitter controversy, Hutchinson appealed to England, and Parliament promptly declared the Land Bank illegal.

Deacon Adams did not threaten Thomas Hutchinson with barrel staves, daring him to show his face, as did someof the small property owners who were ruined by the collapse of the Land Bank, but he was one of the so-calledmartyrs. He lost heavily, and for the next seventeen years,the Land Bank Commissioners periodically threatened toseize what was left of his estate—the brewery, the wharf,and his house. It remained for young Sam, some years afterhis father’s death, to put an end to their harassment by enlisting the aid of the sympathetic citizens of Boston.

After catastrophe struck, the Deacon managed somehow to keep his son in college. Sam did his part. He worked for his meals by serving as a student-waiter in the noisy dininghall.

By this time, Sam Adams was already absorbed in what was to be the consuming interest of his life—politics. Hehated Thomas Hutchinson for ruining his family and felt aburning resentment toward the British Parliament for having interfered in the affairs of Massachusetts Bay.

The Land Bank crash had sharply divided Boston into two camps. On one side were the little businessmen, thefarmers, and the artisans, who were determined not to become “but slaves and vassals of the rich.” They formed thelarge group that Sam Adams would weld into the revolutionary Whig faction in the years ahead. On the otherside was the aristocracy, composed mainly of the wealthymerchants. As Tories, they would look to King and Parliament for protection from the “commonalty.” Sam wouldnot forget the part Thomas Hutchinson had played in theLand Bank crash of 1741.

In 1743, after seven years at Harvard College, Sam Adams took his master’s degree. On a hot July day, hestood on the platform of the Cambridge meetinghouse before the bewigged and beruffled dignitaries of church andstate to declaim his thesis in Latin. William Shirley, Governor of Massachusetts Bay, was there, along with members of the clergy and prominent old graduates. They hadtoasted one another with good Madeira and feasted heartily before the commencement orations began. But theymust have been startled out of their torpor when youngSam Adams started to argue in the affirmative on the thesis:“Whether it be lawful to resist the Supreme Magistrate ifthe Commonwealth cannot otherwise be preserved.”

Deacon and Mrs. Adams were proud of their son, but it was a keen disappointment to them that Sam showed no interest in becoming a minister. He had been brought up in a home that was strict even by Boston’s standards in theobservance of religious practices. From earliest childhood,he had been accustomed to prayers before meals and Biblereadings at bedtime, and he had regularly attended servicesand sung hymns at the Reverend Samuel Checkley’s meetinghouse.

But it was the political atmosphere in his home, rather than the religious, that had made the deepest impression onSam Adams’s thinking and character. Deacon Adams wasas strong and upright a pillar in Boston politics as he wasin his church, “a true New England man and honestpatriot.”

He had risen from tithingman to become one of Boston’s representatives in the General Court. Here he had made itclear where he stood on the touchy matter of colonialrights when he urged the other representatives to use their“utmost endeavor that the great privileges we enjoy bythe English Constitution and the Royal Charter may be preserved from all encroachments.” No one was more alertthan Deacon Adams in his vigilance to preserve New England’s liberties from encroachments by the British government.

At home on winter evenings, when burning logs crackled in the big fireplace and candlelight cast moving shadowson the walls, young Sam had listened with rapt attention toendless discussions of grievances against the mother country and of threats to New England’s liberties. Elisha Cooke,one of the early leaders in the patriot cause, came often tothese political gatherings in the Deacon’s home. Sam probably knew that Governor Jonathan Belcher had accusedCooke of being an enemy to “all kingly government” andone who tried to “poison the minds of his countrymen inorder to assert the independence of New England.” It wasa heady “poison” to the young boy who absorbed Cooke’srepublican notions as a plant soaks up water.

He was also schooled by his father in the ways of the Boston caucus. Deacon Adams himself had organized theWhig caucus clubs—the North, the Middle, and the South.These clubs were political organizations that tried to manage elections and dictate policies. (The word “caucus” isstill in use, and in the United States means a private orpreliminary meeting of members of a political party toselect candidates and plan party policies.)

The North Caucus met in a private room of the old Salutation Tavern on the corner of Salutation Alley andShip Street. The tavern had been nicknamed “The TwoPalaverers” from its sign of two elegant gentlemen bowingto each other. Here small shopkeepers, artisans, and shipbuilders held their secret meetings. What they decided,under Deacon Adams’s leadership, about town offices andtown business usually carried the town meetings. TheDeacon was a highly successful politician, and his sonlearned from him how the caucus clubs worked.

When Sam finished college, he had no notion of how he was going to make a living, and did not seem much concerned about it. The Deacon was. He got a job for his sonin the countinghouse of his old friend Thomas Cushing.That lasted for just a few months. Reluctantly, Mr. Cushing had to report that he was training young men for business, not for politics. Then Sam borrowed a thousandpounds from his father to start a business of his own,promptly lent it to a friend, who in turn lost it, and thatwas the end of that venture.

Alarmed by Sam’s indifference to money, Deacon Adams put him to work in his brewery. And there he did wellenough until the old Deacon died in 1748. The followingyear Sam married Betty Checkley, the daughter of hispastor, and with a loyal, hardworking wife to keep hisclothes patched and somehow to make ends meet, he wasfree to think more about politics and less about malt andbeer.

With some friends, Sam founded a newspaper called the Independent Advertiser. In his first venture as a politicalwriter, Sam Adams was able to arouse little support for thepatriot cause. Governor William Shirley was riding highon a wave of prosperity that had come to MassachusettsBay after the close of King George’s War in 1748. The religious fervor that had swept the province in the early1740’s had subsided. The people had not become irreligious.They were just not as excited about being good Puritansas they had been during the days of the Great Awakening.They had come to like the good things of life that moneycould buy.

So Sam Adams, who had never taken money seriously, and who had so little of it, began crusading against the evilsof money-making in the columns of the Independent Advertiser. He warned that the scramble for wealth wasstrangling “the good old New England spirit of the earlysettlers”—and Boston called him the Old Puritan. He wroteabout the decline of Rome as a “dreadful example” of whathappened when people cared too much about luxuries—and he was called the Old Roman. Some even thought hewas a little odd. It was not long before the IndependentAdvertiser folded. Sam went on living frugally—more fromnecessity than from taste.

In the years following Deacon Adams’s death, Sam gave up all pretense of tending to business. The brewery closeddown, the wharf sagged, and the house fell into a sad stateof disrepair. It was only when the Land Bank Commissioners threatened to take from him what little was left that hebestirred himself to do something about his declining fortunes. He would write furious letters of protest and thengo on about his real business, which was politics.

Sam went often to the Caucus Club where he sat for hours huddled with the Whig leaders. Or, following apractice he had begun, he would take some promisingyoung man to one of the Whig clubs to convert him to thepatriot cause. Walking the streets, he stopped often to talkto whoever would listen. During the lean, unrewardingyears, he watched the royal governor with a sharp eye andkept the people informed of every threat to their rights. Itwas the small flame of liberty that he carefully tended lestNew Englanders forget how precious it was.

Although Sam Adams always turned a cheerful face to the world, his friends became concerned about the OldRoman’s diminishing means. So, with the best of intentions,in 1756 they elected him to the office of tax collector ofBoston. A more unlikely person for the job could hardlyhave been found, and predictably, Sam got into deeptrouble.

Easygoing and kindhearted, he ambled about the streets of the town listening sympathetically to the hard-luckstories of taxpayers rather than taking their money. Evenwhen promised the money on a certain date, Sam forgotto go back to collect it. Worse, he now and again dippedinto the town’s tax funds to take money for his own use.He was popular with the taxpayers, but in 1764 an investigation caught up with his lax methods and brought tolight a shortage of several thousand pounds. A jail termhung over him until he was providentially saved from disgrace by the generosity of John Hancock.

In this dark year of 1764, Sam Adams brought a second wife to live in the ramshackle old house on Purchase Street.His first wife had died in 1757. Betsy Wells was as loyal anddevoted a wife as Betty Checkley had been, and as diligentand skillful at making out with scant means. Sam had atleast been exceptionally fortunate in his two marriages.

But here he was at forty-two, looking years older and getting nowhere, even in the field of politics. His hair wasgray, and both his hands and his voice sometimes shookwith a palsy. He wore the same seedy clothes year in andyear out and was, to all appearances, a middle-aged failure.Even his friends saw him only as a “plain, simple, decentcitizen.” But, since Sam scorned money and had no interestin anything but politics, he could not be called a financialfailure.

Sam Adams had been forced by circumstances to mark time. Except for intervals of a few years, there had beencontinuous war since his graduation from college. Englandhad been at war with France for almost a century, andthe fighting had been on a world-wide scale. In America,there were successive phases of this conflict—King William’s War, Queen Anne’s, King George’s, and finally, theSeven Years’ War.

During these years of the French and Indian Wars, the colonies had to look to the mother country for protection,and young men in New England fought to protect theirown frontiers from the enemy. Governor Shirley held officefor sixteen of those years, and he was one of the ablest ofthe royal governors. It was not a time to wage politicalbattle with the Tories or the British Parliament, so theWhigs had to sit on the sidelines. Sam Adams kept thefaction alive, even though no political plums fell to its members. He had waited for years and years with Job-like patience for his own advancement and, more important tohim, for others to catch up with his thinking about colonialrights and grievances.

Meanwhile, he had been filling the Whig ranks with bright young men. One of the brightest was his second cousin, John Adams, a young lawyer who lived in the village of Braintree, a few miles from Boston. A short, plump littleman with a smooth round face, John was thirteen yearsyounger than Sam. He had a sharp, logical mind, and wascautious, bluntly honest, and forthright. Like Sam, he wasready to fight for “the rights of Englishmen,” but he believed in gradual change rather than sudden upheaval. Samhad to be cautious in wooing John to his own radicalthinking.

One day when they were walking along the streets of Boston discussing the fortunes of the Whigs, they stoppedin front of the Hancock mansion. “I have done a very goodthing for our cause by enlisting the master of that houseinto it,” Sam told John.

For the moment, John Adams could not see what good rich John Hancock would be to the Whigs. “I have donea wise thing by making his fortune our own,” Sam explained. “He has great riches, and we can give him consequence to enjoy them.”

The Whig cause could, indeed, use John Hancock’s money. It had men with brains and it had Sam Adams’scaucus clubs, but it was poor in pocket. Just how Sam haddone this “wise thing” remained his secret. The Tories, whohad been caught napping, declared it was in the same waythat the Devil had seduced Eve, “by a constant whispering” at Mr. Hancock’s ear.
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John Hancock, Esq., of Beacon Hill

Holding on to the hand of his Uncle Thomas, little John Hancock walked up, up, up the stone steps and paused before the great walnut door to catch his breath. Then thedoor opened, and he was almost smothered in the capaciousembrace of a very tall and very fat lady with bulging blackeyes. She was his Aunt Lydia, and on this most excitingday in his life, he had been brought to live with her andhis Uncle Thomas as their adopted son. It was an excitingday for them, too, for they had no children of their own.

Except for rare visits with his clergyman grandfather in Lexington, John had spent all of his seven years in the village of Braintree. His father was a clergyman, too, and theboy was born in the parsonage on January 23, 1737. TheReverend John Hancock was a good man, but one of noparticular distinction. He is remembered only as the fatherof John, and for having baptized John Adams, who wastwo years younger than his own John. The boys playedtogether and went to the same school, “as soon as we wereout of petticoats,” John Adams wrote many years later.

In 1744, the Reverend John Hancock died, and life changed magically for the young boy who had neverknown anything except the simple pleasures of village lifeand the privations of being a poor clergyman’s son. Young John Hancock came to live on Beacon Hill in the great stone mansion of Boston’s wealthiest merchant.

Thomas Hancock was the second son of the Lexington parson, but the pastoral life had held no appeal for him.Apprenticed to a Boston bookbinder on Anne Street, itwas not long before he married his master’s daughter andhad a bookshop of his own. He did not have a degree fromHarvard College, but he had what it takes to make money—driving ambition, canny business sense, tremendousenergy, and a jovial personality.

Uncle Thomas called his bookshop the Bible and Three Crowns, but soon Bibles and other books were pushed backon the shelves to make room for a bewildering variety ofimports—tea, stationery, fancy dress goods and ribbons,hardware, leather goods, ships’ stores, sugar, molasses, andmuch else. The old Clark Wharf became Hancock Wharf,and here Hancock’s ships unloaded cargoes from the islandsof the West Indies, Canada, England, Holland, and Spain.

Like other merchants, Uncle Thomas made some of his profits from smuggling, but that was not held against him.Such illegal trade was considered entirely respectable bythe colonists, because they thought that the duties imposedby England’s Navigation Acts were unjust.

But Thomas Hancock owed much to the mother country. During the French and Indian Wars, he had a virtual monopoly on supplying the British fleet and armies inAmerica. This enterprise was so profitable that at the closeof King George’s War in 1748, he complained that “peacehas put a stop to all our trade.” He was back in the thickof things, though, during the Seven Years’ War, and waselevated to His Majesty’s Agent for Transports. Long before that day, people spoke with awe not of the Bible andThree Crowns, but of the House of Hancock.

The great merchant was a portly man of medium height.

He stands in one of his portraits dressed in a dark three-quarter-length coat, knee breeches, white hose, and silver-buckled shoes. The strong, full face is framed in an immense fluffy wig that falls to his shoulders. But it does not overshadow the prideful expression of the dark, narroweyes and the firmly set mouth.

Such a man might well have become so absorbed in making money that he would have had no other interest and no time for anything else. This was not so with UncleThomas. He took as much pleasure in spending money ashe did in piling up a fortune, and he gave as much attentionto the details of expensive living as he did to managing hisfar-flung mercantile business. Everything had to be imported; and since he was not easy to please, there was muchcorrespondence, and Uncle Thomas wrote the long lettershimself.

The mansion, which was now to be home to young John Hancock, was one of the show places of Boston. It was atwo-story stone structure with a railed balcony above thefront door. Three dormer windows overlooked the Common, and the top of the gambrel roof was spanned bywooden railings that connected two pairs of slender chimneys.

The massive front door opened into a wide entrance hall that extended to the back. On the left, a staircase with ahand-carved balustrade curved gracefully up to the floorabove. All the rooms had fireplaces, and everywhere therewere rich furnishings, the soft shine of mahogany, and thegleam of polished brass.

At the back, the windows overlooked the most beautiful gardens in Boston. There had been reams of correspondence with a London horticulturist about box, yew trees,holly, and jessamine vines. And sea captains came backfrom faraway ports with fruit trees Uncle Thomas had ordered—mulberry, peach, and apricot. Such gardens needed expert care, so he imported an English gardener.

There was an English coachman, too. Uncle Thomas’s most prized possession was the coach which he called hischariot. It had been built in London, and for three yearsthe proud merchant corresponded with his agent about itsdetails. Most particularly, it had to accommodate AuntLydia’s height and bulk, and the step had to be low becauseof her weak knees. There was fringe around the top, andfour dozen little harness bells to make a merry jingle onsnowy rides in winter when the coach was mounted onrunners.

Overcome, perhaps, by the chariot’s magnificence, Uncle Thomas had written that he hoped the agent would notthink “it savors too much of vanity.” But it was evident thathe never felt so proud as when he and Aunt Lydia rodeforth in the elegant coach. Here, for all to see, was thewealthiest man in the colony, who had once been a poorcountry boy.

It must have taken young John awhile to get used to all the grandeur. He was a handsome lad but delicate, and formore than a year he was tutored at home. Then he enteredthe Boston Latin School where, during the long school day,he mastered Latin and Greek and applied himself to penmanship and the mending of quill pens. He was ready forHarvard College at fourteen, and four years later he tookhis degree.

There was no question what young John Hancock would do after his graduation from college. Uncle Thomaswas eager to take him into the House of Hancock. Theboy had never disappointed his uncle in any way, and nowhe settled down to business and soon proved that he hadboth the industry and the aptitude to master the complexities of his uncle’s mercantile empire. “And what a school this was!” John Adams wrote. “Four large ships plying between Boston and London and other business in proportion. John became an example to all the young men of the town. Wholly devoted to business, he was as regular andpunctual at his store as the sun in his course.”

John Hancock was not only a model of industry, but as a fashionable dandy, the envy of the young men of Boston.He was tall, slender, and graceful, and wore his expensiveLondon-tailored clothes with the air of a young aristocrat.In his wardrobe, there were suits of broadcloth, satin, andvelvet. Some were laced with gold and silver. He had abrocaded dressing gown, and his muslin shirts were ruffledwith the finest lace.

After John had put in six years of hard work, Uncle Thomas decided that he was ready to profit from a trip toEngland. Instructions and letters of introduction were written; and early in June of 1760, John sailed for London, ayoung man on his own for the first time. “Write me howthe world goes on the other side of the water,” UncleThomas said at parting.

And letters did, in time, start coming from the dutiful John. There were reports on visits with his uncle’s agentsand business associates. In October he attended the funeralof King George II, who had died on the twenty-fifth andwas succeeded by his grandson, George III.

“On Sunday last, the Prince of Wales was proclaimed King with great pomp and joy, but his coronation willnot be till April,” John wrote. He hoped to stay longenough to be present at the ceremonies. But George Ill’splans for a September marriage to Her Most Serene Highness, the Princess Charlotte of Mecklenburg, delayed hiscoronation, for he wanted to ascend the throne with aqueen.

Uncle Thomas warned John of the danger of crossing the Atlantic in the autumn and advised him to forgo thecoronation and return home. That was all right with John.He had seen enough of London and was feeling homesick.“The greatest estate in England would be but a poortemptation to spend my days there,” he had written AuntLydia.

So John Hancock returned to Beacon Hill and his uncle’s countinghouse. He had a good head for business, and onJanuary 1, 1763, the shrewd old man made him a partnerin the House of Hancock. About a year later, Thomas Hancock’s health began to fail. He did not lose his zest for life,and he kept doggedly active in business, but on August 1,1764, he died at the age of sixty-one.

On the following Monday, the Boston Gazette carried an announcement of his death:

On Wednesday last, about noon, the Honorable Thomas Hancock, Esq., one of His Majesty’s Councilfor this Province, was seized with an apoplexy just ashe was entering the Council chamber and expiredabout three o’clock p.m. at his seat, to which he wascarried soon after he was taken with the fit. He wasone of the most noted merchants in New England.Having no issue, he has left the bulk of his estate tohis nephew, Mr. John Hancock.

At the age of twenty-seven, the son of the poor country parson of Braintree came into a fortune that made him thewealthiest man in New England.
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Rumblings of Rebellion

After the Seven Years’ War came to an end in 1763, there were good times in Massachusetts. It was a boom suchas the province had never seen. Hundreds of workmenwere building ships in the great yards along the waterfront.The harbor swarmed with vessels, large and small—merchant ships, sloops, whalers, ferries, and fishing ketches.Tall-masted, ocean-going ships loaded and unloaded cargoesat the warehouses along the piers.

The merchants had never been more content, for all this activity meant business for them. They had also profitedby the war. The British army had paid hard money forhuge quantities of supplies, and many of the merchantsmade fortunes, or, like Thomas Hancock, grew richer.

There was rejoicing in England, too, when the long, costly wars with France ended. But Englishmen werequickly sobered by a look at the staggering national debt.There were clamorous protests from the British taxpayers.Why should they have to carry the burden of paying fora war that had been fought for the benefit of the Americancolonials, and more, have to pay for the maintenance ofan army in America? England feared that France mightattack again, and she could not depend on the colonies tounite and defend themselves.

The colonists angrily retorted that colonial soldiers had fought and died to win the war, too, and that it had alsodrained them of money. The English pooh-poohed that.

They had heard about the great houses of brick and stone in Boston, and how both the ladies and gentlemen theredressed in the finest silks, satins, and laces.

England was now the greatest power in the world, but she did not know how to govern the American colonies.Many British statesmen still thought of the colonists aschildren that had to be disciplined. But the colonies inAmerica had grown beyond the disciplinary and dependentstage. They had worked out their own form of democraticgovernment in their colonial assemblies, and they hadcome to value freedom above everything else. Now thatthey did not need England’s military protection, theychafed under the restrictions that kept them from expanding.

The old Navigation Acts with their stifling regulations of trade were still in force. The colonists could produceonly raw materials. Manufacturing was forbidden, and alltrade had to be with the mother country. It was all rightfor them to mine ore and convert it into iron, but the toolsand weapons that were made from the metal had to bemanufactured in Great Britain.

Colonial merchants could buy goods in France or any other country, but the merchandise had to be shipped firstto England and duty paid on it there before it could besent to America. And it could be shipped only in colonialor English vessels. Exporters in the colonies could not sendtheir products wherever they wanted. American goods hadto be shipped to England, where English buyers boughtand then resold them. Either way, importing or exporting,English merchants took the larger share of the profits.

Since manufacturing was not permitted, the distilling of rum became an important industry, especially in New England. There was a lively trade with the West Indies, wherethe distillers got the molasses for the rum. The Sugar Islandsraised very little food. Chunky, broad-beamed ships sailedsouth from New England, loaded with cargoes of corn,wheat, dried meat, and salt fish, together with pipe-stavesfor the molasses barrels, which they sold to the West Indians.

There was no duty on molasses that New England distillers bought from the British West Indies, but the supply was not adequate for their needs. They had to buy fromthe French and Spanish islands, too. In 1733 Great Britainhad imposed a duty of sixpence a gallon on molasses fromthese islands. This was prohibitive, and the distillers tookgleefully to smuggling. As a way of dealing with Britishinjustice, smuggling became a respectable business.

During the Seven Years’ War, the mother country was outraged to learn that merchants in New England werecarrying on a profitable trade with the French in the WestIndies—even supplying the enemy with food! At that timethe hated writs of assistance were slapped upon the province of Massachusetts. They gave customs officials the rightto enter not only warehouses, stores, and ships, but evenprivate dwellings in search of smuggled goods.

The merchants were stung to action. They would take their case to the Supreme Judiciary Court. Sam Adamscould not fight the writs of assistance for them in court.They needed a lawyer and chose James Otis, the first of thegreat revolutionary figures upon whom the spotlight wasfocused.

James Otis, at thirty-five, was the most brilliant lawyer in Boston. He was a large man with a short, thick neck andnarrow, penetrating eyes. Although loyal to the mothercountry, he was a strong defender of the rights of thecolonies. And he did not hesitate to give up his position asKing’s advocate to represent the merchants in their fightagainst the writs.

The case was heard on a February day in 1761 when the streets of Boston were covered with snow and ice.Crowds gathered in the Council Chamber of the old StateHouse. The judges in their crimson robes and huge wigsfiled in and took their seats around the big fireplace.

From the moment that he began to speak until he finished four hours later, James Otis held his audience spellboundby his magnetism and his eloquence. In his great speechhe did not question the legality of the writs. “I argue infavor of British liberties,” he said, as he paced the floor inshort quick strides. “I oppose that kind of power the exercise of which, in former periods of English history, costone King of England his head and another his throne.”

John Adams, who had just begun the practice of law, was there, “too lost in admiration” to make notes. “Otiswas a flame of fire,” he said later. “Then and there, the childIndependence was born.”

James Otis did not win his case against the Crown, but he brought into sharp focus the threat to colonial rights andliberties. The Tories said it was he “who first broke downthe barriers of government to let in the Hydra of Rebellion” by attacking the writs of assistance. The writs wereissued in the colony—and smuggling went on as it hadbefore.

By 1764, it was clear to King George III that his American colonies had gotten out of hand and must be reined in. His ministers agreed that a reorganization of colonialadministration was badly needed.

It was also clear by now what kind of sovereign Great Britain and her colonies were to have in young George III.He was amiable enough and temperate, preferring barleywater to wine. He was so conscientious and so industriousthat he spent long hours at his desk wrestling with theproblems of government. But, unfortunately, he had nounderstanding of statesmanship, and, lacking imagination,he could be as stubborn as a mule. His ministers also lackedthe insight and the qualities of greatness that were so urgently needed to rule an empire.

George Grenville was Chancellor of the Exchequer, and in March 1764 he introduced the Sugar Act which imposed new duties on Spanish wines and a few other importsand raised the tax on sugar. In an attempt to end smuggling,the tax on molasses from the Spanish and French WestIndies was reduced by half, from sixpence to threepence agallon. There was a howl from the merchants, who knewthe distilling trade would be hard hit if the act was rigidlyenforced.

Sam Adams was concerned about something more serious. In studying the text of the Sugar Act, he noted with alarm that it proposed that “new provisions and regulationsshould be made for improving the revenue” of the Empire,and further, that it was “just and necessary that a revenuebe raised for defraying the expenses of defending thecolonies.”

This was an entirely new policy. The Navigation Acts had been designed to regulate trade, but the purpose ofthese new measures was to raise revenue. The taxes fromthe Sugar Act were to be used to support British troopsin the colonies.

Whether the Parliament of Great Britain had the constitutional right to tax the colonies was debatable, with something to be said for each side. There was no question,however, of its being unwise.

It was customary for the people to appoint a committee in town meeting to prepare instructions that would express their wishes to the representatives in the Massachusetts General Court. Sam Adams was a member of thiscommittee in the spring of 1764, and he was chosen to writethe instructions.

He was not unprepared. He had been thinking for years about the principles that became the great issues of theRevolution. The report Adams submitted to the peopleassembled in Faneuil Hall on the twenty-fourth of Maywas lengthy. The most important and the most eloquentpart concerned the new policy of taxation by Parliament.

“For if our trade may be taxed, why not our lands? Why not the produce of our lands, and, in short, everything wepossess or make use of?” he asked.

“This,” he declared, “annihilates our charter rights to govern and tax ourselves. If taxes are laid upon us in anyshape without our having a legal representation where theyare laid, are we not reduced from the character of subjectsto the miserable state of tributary slaves?”

The instructions that Sam Adams wrote for the representatives in 1764 denied publicly for the first time the right of the British Parliament to tax the colonies without theirconsent.

But most New Englanders, and particularly those in the rural communities, had not been deeply stirred either byOtis’s speech in 1761 or by Sam Adams’s instructions. Theywanted to forget their grievances and enjoy the prosperitythat the Seven Years’ War had brought. It was not longbefore the Tories were chuckling over Otis’s failure “toraise a flame” in the colony. “With all his puffing and blowing,” they said, “he has been able only to raise a smoke.”

Sam Adams remained cheerful and patient. He could wait. Meanwhile, he made the rounds of the Whig caucusclubs, delighted to have young John Hancock under hiswing. At the Green Dragon in Union Street and at theBunch of Grapes in King Street, there were always heated discussions of British tyranny, and Sam reveled in them.

At the Salutation, or in someone’s garret, the men sat around drinking rum punch and smoking their long whitepipes while they talked about choosing selectmen, assessors, collectors, wardens, and representatives. This was thecaucus of which Sam Adams was boss, and he had seen toit that John Hancock was chosen a selectman.

It pleased him to see the aristocratic young man in his fine clothes mingling with the rough fellows from the shipyards, the ropewalks, and the dock. Sam sat back in hisrumpled old suit, drawing on his pipe, and thinking witha twinkle of satisfaction in his blue eyes of the great thingsJohn could do for the Whigs.

Here at the Salutation Tavern, they would see Paul Revere, the gifted silversmith and craftsman who couldmake anything from false teeth to mellow-toned churchbells. He was an ardent patriot, and so popular among theartisans that he won many of them to the Whig cause. Intelligent, level-headed, and daring, he was held in such esteem by the educated, wellborn Whig leaders that theyadmitted him to their inner circles.

There were evenings when Sam Adams met with the members of the exclusive Long Room Club, of which hewas the leader. This is believed to have been the first of thesecret clubs that did so much to bring on the Revolution.It met in the “long room” on the second floor of the Edesand Gill printing office behind the old State House inDassett Alley. The offices and hand press that printed theinflammatory Boston Gazette occupied the space on thefirst floor.

Little is known about what went on in the Long Room Club, for the talk here was treasonable. Its membership wasmade up of the intellectual leaders of the Revolution. Mostof them were Harvard graduates. Paul Revere was the onlyartisan among them. James Otis was a member, as were thetwo doctors, Joseph Warren and Benjamin Church, andthe Reverend Samuel Cooper, the scholarly pastor of theBrattle Street Church.

And of course Sam Adams had brought John Hancock into this select, radical group. Since coming out of UncleThomas’s countinghouse, he had learned much aboutBoston that he had not known before. He had come toknow a good deal more about George III, too, since theday in London when he had heard him joyfully proclaimedKing.

Sam Adams was in his element. He talked happily about the downfall of the British government and waited patiently for some fresh grievance to rouse the people. Theywould wake up when George Grenville turned loose another “menacing monster,” such as the Sugar Act.
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Riots and Celebrations

January 1765 was a month of bitter cold in New England, the coldest in twelve years. The harbor froze and the streets were glazed with ice. Indoors, people huddledaround their big fireplaces and talked not of the weather,but of the depression. The years of wartime prosperitywere over.

Merchant John Rowe recorded the bankruptcies in his diary. “The trade has been much alarmed this day,” hewrote on the fifteenth. “Mr. Wheelwright stopped payment and kept his room. A great number of people willsuffer by him.”

Four days later he noted, “Very bad accounts. Mr. John Scollay shut up. Mr. John Dennie shut up and Peter Bourneat the North End. Am likely to be a large sufferer byScollay.” Mr. Rowe did not go to church the next day because his mind was “too much disturbed.”

The collapse of many of the great mercantile houses threw thousands out of work and affected almost everyone.Trade with the West Indies dwindled, and most of theships were laid up that year. Farmers suffered, too. Therewas no market for their grain, and prices dropped so lowthat it did not pay them to drive livestock to town.

Trade had met with “a most prodigious shock,” John Hancock said. But the House of Hancock was little shakenand had the financial resources to build more ships, wharves,and warehouses even during this period of widespread unemployment. It was reliably reported that as many as a thousand New England families were dependent upon JohnHancock for a living. Sam Adams could be certain thatthey would vote for the Whigs.

Whatever the economic reasons for the depression, there was no doubt among the colonists that England was toblame. It could not have been a worse time for GeorgeGrenville to release another “menacing monster,” but thatwas what he presently did. England had long been used tostamp taxes, so Grenville reasoned that this would be agood way to raise more revenue in the American colonies.

There was little opposition in Parliament on the February day in 1765 when the Stamp Act was passed. No one questioned the wisdom of the act except Colonel IsaacBarre, who had fought with the British troops at Quebec.

“But why would these American children, planted by our care and protected by our arms, be so ungrateful as notto want to contribute their small share of revenue?” onemember of the House of Commons asked.

Barre quickly retorted, “They planted by your care! No, your oppression planted them in America.” In his heateddefense of the colonists, he called them “sons of liberty.”Barre’s speech was read in the colonies, and it was not longbefore the patriots were calling themselves “Sons of Liberty.”

The Stamp Act required all commercial papers and all legal documents to carry a stamp costing from a halfpennyto upwards of twenty shillings. Newspapers, bills of lading,notes and bonds, ships’ clearance papers, and wills and deedswould have to be stamped. The tax would be especiallyhard on lawyers, who were the most articulate and influential group in the colonies.

But George Grenville, reasoning so logically, thought this would be the best of all taxes for revenue. Quite simply, it would fall equally upon all the colonies and uponall classes of people, and with the advantage to Englandthat few officers would be needed to enforce it. Grenvilleanticipated no trouble.

Francis Bernard was now the royal governor of Massachusetts Bay. He was honest, mild-mannered, and scholarly, but he had so little understanding of the colonials that he came to Massachusetts with the expectation of enjoying the leisurely life of a country squire.

Thomas Hutchinson, the Lieutenant Governor, believed in rule by the wellborn and the well-educated. He was alsojudge of probate, member of the Governor’s Council, andchief justice of the province. There were so many Hutchinsons and their kin in the government that Sam Adams spokescornfully of them as the “oligarchy.”

Lieutenant Governor Hutchinson knew the province of Massachusetts Bay well enough to doubt the wisdom of theStamp Act. But now that it had been passed, neither henor Governor Bernard expected the colonists to do morethan protest against it. Andrew Oliver, Hutchinson’sbrother-in-law, was appointed stamp collector of Boston.

To the consternation of the loyal servants of King George III, the Stamp Act united all the colonies and allclasses in violent opposition. By falling upon all the people, it gave everyone a grievance.

John Hancock groaned, “The Stamp Act will entirely stagnate trade here.” And then, in a burst of patrioticfervor, he added, “I will not be a slave. I have a right tothe liberties and privileges of the English Constitution.”

The most eloquent voice was raised in the Virginia House of Burgesses, meeting in Williamsburg in May 1765.With impassioned oratory, young Patrick Henry urged theadoption of the Virginia Resolutions, of which he was theauthor. The Resolutions were a declaration of resistanceto the Stamp Act and an assertion of the right of thecolonies to make their own laws.

In his speech, Patrick Henry solemnly declared, “Caesar had his Brutus, Charles the First his Cromwell, and Georgethe Third (here he was interrupted by cries of ‘Treason!Treason! ’) and George the Third may profit by their example! If this be treason, make the most of it.”

In Boston, during that summer of 1765, Sam Adams wrote petitions, resolutions, and instructions to the representatives in the General Court denouncing the Stamp Act.By August, there were stirrings and whisperings that something was about to happen—something ugly. Certain to beinvolved in it were the rougher sort of artisans, tradesmen,and mechanics who had participated in many a celebrationof Pope’s Day on the fifth of November.

This observance had its beginning in England as Guy Fawkes’ Day, and celebrated the anniversary of the discovery of the Gunpowder Plot. That was the name givento a conspiracy for blowing up King James I and theParliament on November 5, 1605, in retaliation for lawspassed against Roman Catholics. Guy Fawkes, who wasone of the chief conspirators, was caught and executed.

For some years, Pope’s Day had been observed in Boston by rival gangs, one from the North End and the other fromthe South End. Each had its huge carriage with a platformon which sat the mimic pope, monks, friars, and “old Nickhimself with the appropriate horns, tail, and pitchfork.”And each gang was under the command of a captain and hislieutenants.

The popes’ carriages started out at daybreak, hell-bent for battle. Whenever the rival gangs met, each foughtfiercely for possession of the other’s pope and devil. Bricks,stones, and bottles were hurled, and cudgels wielded withsuch effect that people were often badly injured and sometimes killed.

By evening the carriages were attended by a drunken mob that had swelled in numbers during the day, and allthrough the night decent people were kept awake by the“confused medley of rattling carriages, the noise of thepopes’ drums, and the infernal yelling of those who werefighting for possession of the devil.” After the battle waswon, the two gangs then made a bonfire of their popes anddevils outside the town gate.

The General Court had tried without success to stop these wild celebrations. And Boston’s constables had beenpowerless to control the mobs.

Early on the morning of August 14, citizens on their way to work were startled by a sight they had not seen,even on Pope’s Day. At the corner of Newbury and Essexstreets stood a grove of elms. And there, dangling from alimb of the tallest elm, were two effigies. One was ofAndrew Oliver, secretary of the province and stamp master for Boston. His effigy, stuffed with straw, had a paintedface and wore yellow breeches.

Swinging beside it was a large boot with a devil leering out of the top. This was no Pope’s Day devil. It was aneffigy of Lord Bute, who was said to have been instrumental in getting the Stamp Act passed.

More and more people came, and stood, and stared as though hypnotized by what they saw. At dusk, someonestepped out from the crowd around the tree and cut downOliver’s effigy. Then, as if at a signal, forty or fifty men“of the highest reputation” led the procession that marchedto the State House where Governor Bernard and the council sat upstairs. Carrying the figure of Oliver before them,they paraded through the ground floor chanting, “Liberty,property, and no stamps.”

Now two thousand strong, the mob surged down King Street, yelling and whacking down fences along the way.Turning right into Kilby, they headed for Oliver’s Dock.The small building that had recently gone up there wassaid to be the new stamp office. Within minutes, axes hadleveled it to a pile of broken planks.

Oliver’s house was close by. The crowd swarmed into the yard, trampling flowers and shrubbery, and smashedevery window on the lower floor. While the family shivered upstairs, they broke in, wrecked the furniture, anddrank all the wine. At midnight, they burned AndrewOliver’s effigy on top of Fort Hill.

The next morning Sam Adams was seen standing under the great elm looking up into its branches. Others had comeback to stare, too. Someone approached Adams and askedif he knew who had hung the effigies on the tree. But heseemed lost in thought and only shook his head.

In its account of the riot, the Gazette quoted Colonel Barre’s speech to Parliament in which he defended theAmericans and called them “sons of liberty.” The phrasecaught on. Thereafter patriots everywhere came to becalled by that name. And the great elm was christenedLiberty Tree. Soon there were “liberty trees” in most ofthe towns and villages up and down the coast.

The fourteenth of August was a day to remember, and for many years it was observed in New England as “thehappy day on which Liberty arose from a long slumber.”Sam Adams said it ought to be forever remembered inAmerica because “the people shouted, and their shout washeard to the distant end of the continent.”

The Tories dryly remarked that it was strange indeed to commemorate a day on which the mob had done littlemore than terrify an old man out of his wits. That muchhad been accomplished, for some weeks later AndrewOliver said that he would resign his office as stamp collector.

Thomas Hutchinson had suffered, too. Once he had been the most popular man in the province. He loved Massachusetts and was writing its history in several volumes. Noother man had served the province so long and in so manyways. But now the people were saying that he was ambitious, that he was greedy and grasping. Having enumerated all the offices held by the lieutenant governor and hisrelatives, John Adams asked, “Is it not enough to excitejealousies among the people?”

And Sam was out to get his scalp by fair means or foul. Had not Thomas Hutchinson brought ruin to his familyand to many small property owners by advising the BritishParliament to close the Land Bank? This deep personalresentment and patriotic zeal made Sam Adams the bitterenemy of Hutchinson and other Crown officers, as well asthe Parliament of Great Britain.

So the crafty politician started a whispering campaign. The word was passed around in taverns and clubs thatHutchinson had strongly supported the Stamp Act and thatGovernor Bernard had assured George Grenville it wouldbe enforced. This propaganda was so effective that theCongregational clergy began to denounce the Governorand Thomas Hutchinson in their sermons. Governor Bernard called the ministers “the Black Regiment.”

But Sam Adams had not yet got the cudgel boys in hand. Monday, August 26, was a day of stiffing heat. In theevening, people sat out on their doorsteps seeking relief inwhatever random breeze blew up from the harbor. No onenoticed the stealthy figures that slipped out of the darkening streets and alleys and gathered in front of the old StateHouse. Presently there was a roaring bonfire on the cobbles.When the people saw the red glow against the fading light,they knew it meant trouble and went inside their housesand barred the doors and closed the windows.

Soon there was a milling mob of five hundred in King Street. Alexander Mackintosh was in command. Brutish andinsufferably boastful, he was the captain of the South Endgang. As the flames of the bonfire died down, the shrill mobwhistle was heard, and the crowd went tramping down tothe wharves. There they broke into the house of a judgeof the Admiralty Court, hacked the furniture to pieces, anddrank the wine cellar dry. After repeating this performanceat the house of one of the customs commissioners, they werein “a dangerous state” and ready for the big “frolic” of theevening.

Cheering, yelling, and whistling, the crowd started toward the North End. Someone warned the Lieutenant Governor that the mob was out and talking of tearing down his house. Hutchinson was a widower with five children, threeboys and two girls. He quickly hustled them off to a neighbor’s house. He planned to remain at home behind lockeddoors, but his older daughter returned, declaring she wouldstay with her father. There was little time left. They couldhear the howling close by. Concerned for his child’s safety,Hutchinson hurried out the back door with her and escaped.

It was none too soon. “In a moment the hellish crew fell upon my house with the rage of devils and with axes splitthe doors and entered,” the Lieutenant Governor later recalled.

There had never been such savage destruction in the colony. The drunken mob reeled through the beautifullyfurnished rooms, slashing portraits to shreds, ripping outthe paneling, shattering fine china and glassware, and breaking furniture. Closets were opened and their contents flungout the windows, together with the manuscript pages ofThomas Hutchinson’s History of Massachusetts. Menclimbed to the roof, wrecked the cupola, and pried looseslate and boards. Silver plate, jewelry, and nine hundredpounds in money were carried away by the looters. Bydawn “one of the best finished houses in the province hadnothing remaining but the bare walls and floor.”

The people of Boston were shocked and shamed. In town meeting the next day, they listened to the Lieutenant Governor defend himself with tears in his eyes. Calling uponGod as his witness, he swore that he had neither aided norsupported the Stamp Act. “Every face was gloomy,” theGazette reported, “and we believe every heart affected.”

Sam Adams was shaken, too. He had certainly taken no part in the barbarous treatment of Thomas Hutchinson, buthe was concerned about the effect it would have on theWhigs. To absolve them of blame, he declared it must havebeen “vagabond strangers” who plundered the LieutenantGovernor’s mansion. But Adams knew that something drastic had to be done. Either the Whigs had to cut off all connections with the tough bully boys, or they had to bringthem under control. Tamed, they could be useful, and SamAdams, with his wide acquaintance among them, was theman to do it.

In October, Adams was elected to the House of Representatives, the body which made the colony’s laws and acted as intermediary between the people and the Crown.

James Otis was the most popular of Boston’s representatives, and he and Sam Adams worked as a team, “driving on at a furious rate.” Otis had Adams elected to all theimportant committees and took the rough drafts of his ownarticles and speeches to him so that he could “pour a littleoil in them.”

Governor Bernard was dismayed. “With inflammatory speeches within doors, and the parades of the mob without,” he said irritably, “the faction has entirely triumphedover the little that remains of government.” The Governor’s peace and quiet had been so rudely shattered that hemust have refrained from reading the Gazette, that “infamous paper” which made a mockery of the government.On the front page, in the lower right hand corner, was abox for the King’s stamp, but now it was decorated witha drawing of a skull and crossbones. And there was PaulRevere’s cartoon showing a snake divided into parts to represent the colonies with the caption, “Join or Die!”

Twenty-eight representatives from nine of the colonies met in New York that October to discuss the Stamp Act.There had never been anything like the Stamp Act Congress. It was the first time the colonies had come togetheron their own initiative. At the start, Christopher Gadsdenof South Carolina stressed the need for unity. “There oughtto be no New England or New York man,” he said. “Allof us should be Americans.”

Then the delegates framed their resolves and drafted a petition to the House of Commons. The language was moremoderate than that of Patrick Henry, but the burden oftheir protest was the same—that taxation without representation was tyranny.

The Stamp Act took effect on the first of November. It was a solemn day in Boston as church bells tolled fromsteeples all over town. It was a sad day for liberty throughout the American colonies and. was everywhere observedas a day of mourning.

On November 5, an apprehensive Boston was treated to an observance of Pope’s Day such as it had never expectedto see. “Captain” Mackintosh, who had been mysteriouslyreleased from jail, appeared on the streets at the head ofa procession in which the cudgel boys of the North andSouth Ends marched peaceably together.

Attired in a red and blue uniform and a gold-laced three-cornered hat and carrying a cane, the “Captain-General” marched arm in arm with Colonel Brattle of the militia. Hegave marching orders to his “troops” through a speakingtrumpet, and Colonel Brattle complimented him and toldhim his post was “one of the highest in the government.”

Afterward there was a big “unity feast” at the Green Dragon. Whig merchants and politicians joined the cudgelboys “with heart and hand in flowing bowls and bumpingglasses” to commemorate the end of the rivalry between theNorth and South Ends.

John Hancock, who was there with Sam Adams, paid for the feast and, as master of ceremonies, made a speech inwhich he reminded “Captain” Mackintosh and his “troops”that they were needed now to fight British tyranny. Hancock learned that night how pleasant the sound of applausecould be.

As usual, Sam Adams sat back and let someone else take the center of the stage. He could relax for the moment, lifta quizzical eyebrow, and smile as he listened to the uproarand the clink of glasses. He had John Hancock workingfor the Whigs, and he now had the mob under control andcould truly be called the “mob master of Boston.” It wasa “trained mob,” as Governor Bernard later observed, andit never got out of hand again.

Weeks passed, and still there were no stamps in Boston. They had been left at Castle Island, for Governor Bernarddid not dare to land them in the town. Business in Bostoncame virtually to a standstill. The customhouse was closed,and ships lay idle in the harbor, neither loading nor unloading. The merchants in Boston and other colonial towns hadtaken a bold step. They had decided that they would nottrade with the mother country until the Stamp Act wasrepealed.

Without stamps, no legal papers could be drawn and the courts ceased to function. It was finally decided in townmeeting to petition the Governor to open the courts. JohnAdams, James Otis, and Jeremiah Gridley were appointedto make the appeal. They spoke eloquently in the CouncilChamber where the Governor and the council members satand listened politely. But their pleas were in vain, for Governor Bernard said simply that he had no authority to openthe courts without using the King’s stamps.

On Wednesday, the first of January 17 66, John Adams wrote in his diary:

Severe cold and a prospect of snow. This year brings ruin or salvation to the British colonies. The eyes of allAmerica are fixed on the British Parliament. In short,Britain and America are staring at each other. Whatwill they say in England when they see the resolves ofthe American legislatures, the petitions from the unitedcolonies, the resolutions of the merchants in Boston,New York, Philadelphia, and elsewhere?

For weeks, members of the British Parliament had been locked in furious debate over those resolves, petitions, andresolutions. And merchants and manufacturers who hadbeen hurt by the American boycott of English goods weremaking their angry voices heard, too. They were not interested in politics. All they knew or cared about was that“trade was all shut up.” Seven hundred thousand poundsin orders from America had been canceled before the endof 1765.

Benjamin Franklin, agent for Pennsylvania, was questioned. He warned that if British soldiers were sent to America to enforce the Stamp Act, they would not finda rebellion, but they might make one. William Pitt, England’s great statesman and a friend of the colonies, stood upin Parliament and said, “I rejoice that America has resisted.”And on March 18, 17 66, the Stamp Act was repealed.

John Hancock’s new brig Harrison came into port on Friday, May 16, with news of the repeal. Town meetingwas hastily called, and the selectmen voted that the celebration should be held on Monday, since a day of preparation would be needed.

At one o’clock on that morning of the nineteenth, the bells began to ring from one steeple and then another, untilthere was a sweet and joyous chiming from all the churches.Cannon boomed from the fort out on Castle Island, andcloser by, the guns from the North and South Batteries.And in the hour just before dawn, strolling musicianswalked through the streets playing violins and flutes.

The people came out into the cool, fresh air early on that May morning to find the town aflutter with flags and banners. They rippled from every steeple, and the branchesof Liberty Tree had been hung with bright-colored streamers. On the Common, the Sons of Liberty had built an enormous pyramid, towering up four levels, on which they hadplaced 280 lamps. All that day the ships in the harbor firedsalutes, and drummers paraded the streets beating theirdrums.

The evening of “the great illumination” came and the town went wild with joy. Boston became a city of lights.They could be seen in every window of every house, andthe great pyramid seemed to be ablaze. Above the Common,John Hancock’s mansion outshone all the others, as did hishospitality. He not only kept open house for “the genteelpart of town,” but provided wine and entertainment forthe “commonalty.”

Casks of Madeira were rolled out on the Common, and while the crowd drank Mr. Hancock’s wine, they were alsotreated to a spectacular display of fireworks. There wererockets, beehives, serpents, and wheels lighting up the darkin fantastic shapes.

After the last wheel had burned out, the people gathered around the Liberty Tree. Hundreds came—men, women,and children—and each brought a lighted lantern that theSons hung on the branches. When the last lantern had beenhung the crowd stood back and stared in wonder at thelighted tree. It looked like a huge Christmas tree, and thespirit of Christmas was in the hearts of the people that night.For they took up a collection and bought freedom for allthe poor debtors who were in jail.

Following repeal and celebration, a deceptive calm settled upon noisy, riotous Boston. Sam Adams was not fooled bywhat the British Parliament had done. It was fear, he believed, rather than a sense of justice that had brought aboutrepeal of the Stamp Act.

There was the Declaratory Act, too, which had been passed at the same time. It stated that Parliament had theright to make laws governing the colonies “in all caseswhatsoever.” But almost no one except Sam Adams seemedto be alarmed by the threat in this act.

Throughout the year 1766, he worked to strengthen the Whig cause. Through his influence, John Hancock, justtwenty-nine, was elected to the General Court. Another ofthe four Boston representatives was Adams’s friend TomCushing, “steady and constant, busy in the interest of liberty.” James Otis was the new speaker of the house andAdams had taken on heavier duties as clerk.

The Tories were steadily losing ground. The “Black List” of the Tory representatives who, Adams and Otisdeclared, had been in favor of the Stamp Act was publishedin the Gazette, as were the names of all Tories who votedagainst the Whigs in the House of Representatives.

This campaign of harassment and intimidation had resulted in victory for the Whigs at the polls. And Sam Adams gloated over their success in purging the council ofTories. Four judges of the Supreme Court, the secretaryof the province, and the King’s attorney had been ousted.

But now the people wanted to believe that the fight with the royal government was over. During the lull, many Boston merchants who had been friends of the Whig politiciansbegan to look with favor upon the Tories. And in 1767,the Tories regained most of the seats they had lost in theGeneral Court.

It was a time of low ebb for the patriot cause, but Sam Adams made use of it by working to win the good will ofthe common people. The Whigs staged patriotic parades,feasts, and celebrations with fireworks.

The Tories had no respect for the masses and made no effort to understand them or to win their support. It wasGovernor Bernard’s boast that the Tories could count intheir ranks “almost every person of fortune and fashionthroughout the province.” To him and to other proudTories, Sam Adams’s friends who marched and gatheredaround the Liberty Tree singing the “Song of Liberty”were nothing but the rabble.

And when Adams and his friends threatened their peace and security, the Tories turned to the mother country forprotection. They made a fatal mistake in failing to recognize the power and the importance of the common people.
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The Coming of the Redcoats to Boston

With so many wooden houses crowded close together, Boston was plagued with fires. One of the worst in thetown’s history started in the bakehouse of one of JohnHancock’s tenants on the night of February 4, 1767.Twenty buildings burned to the ground and forty familieswere left homeless. The General Court contributed fourhundred pounds for their relief, and John Hancock augmented the fund with “golden showers of guineas.”

It was Hancock’s custom to distribute food and firewood to the poor during the winter. He was naturally kind andgenerous, but he also craved applause and was delightedwhen the crowd ran alongside his coach cheering him as“King Hancock.” His donations of money to the churchesalso won the loyalty of the influential clergy. There wereexpensive gifts, too—bells, pulpits, and communion tables.

Such generosity paid off handsomely. In May he was re-elected to the House of Representatives and polled morevotes than Sam Adams, James Otis, or Thomas Cushing.The Whigs were still in the doldrums, and Adams washard-pressed to keep the patriot cause aflame. Then, in itsblundering fashion, the British Parliament came to his aid.

Charles Townshend, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, was a flashy young politician who was noted more for hiswit than his judgment. In the London coffeehouses, where he was often seen, he was known as “Champagne Charley.” As the new chancellor, with political fences to mend, he didsome hard thinking about how to get money from therebellious colonials.

At the time of the Stamp Act, the colonists had denied the right of Parliament to impose an internal tax, but conceded that external taxes were constitutional. The difference was simply this: an external tax was collected at thewater’s edge, as for example customs duties; an internal taxwas levied within the boundaries of a country, as a stampor property tax.

Townshend thought the distinction was ridiculous, as did almost everyone else, but he took advantage of it by proposing that taxes be levied on paint, glass, lead, paper, andtea. These were commodities that the colonies could importonly from Great Britain, and Townshend convinced theHouse of Commons that a large revenue could be raised bytaxing them.

To insure the success of his new program, he planned certain changes in the administration of the colonies. Thesalaries of governors and judges would hereafter be paidby England from revenues raised in America, rather thanby the colonial assemblies. The customs service was to beoverhauled by a board of customs commissioners with headquarters in Boston.

With little thought of their effect on the American colonies, the House of Commons passed the Townshend Acts. They turned out to be as disastrous as the Stamp Act, asalmost anyone except a muddle-headed Champagne Charleycould have foreseen.

Sam Adams cried, “Tyranny!” and roused Boston with his “dreadful scarecrows.” The governors and judges, hethundered, would now become “overlords” of the colonies.

The British government planned to tax New England farms. Popery was abroad in the land and spreading rapidly.Everyone would have to submit to the English bishops.

By the time the customs commissioners arrived in November, the people were in the mood to give them the same rough treatment that Andrew Oliver had received. Butthere were no riots and no mistreatment of the new officials.

After Adams had fired his propaganda blasts, he settled down to deal with the Townshend Acts at the winter session of the General Court. Formal protest was made toKing George, and a circular letter was sent to the othercolonies.

The letter explained how Massachusetts felt about the new duties. It did not ring the “alarm bell to revolt” againstParliament, for Sam Adams knew that none of the colonieswas ready to take so radical a step. It was little more thana cautious denial of Parliament’s right to levy external taxesfor the purpose of raising revenue to make governors andjudges independent of the colonial assemblies.

The response throughout the colonies was immediate and gratifying. They agreed so enthusiastically with Adams’sposition that he felt he had accomplished his purpose ofuniting them. It would be some time before he heard whatthe mother country thought about the circular letter.

In the meantime, Sam Adams’s Mohawks, as the Tories called the Sons of Liberty, had begun to make life uncomfortable for the commissioners. They kept them awake atnight by beating drums and blowing horns, and howlinglike Indians about to make an attack. Some nights the officials were startled out of their sleep by the sound of glassbreaking and awoke to find shattered windowpanes.

On May 9, 1768, John Hancock’s sloop Liberty docked at his wharf. The vessel carried well over a hundred casksof fine Madeira, and it had been rumored that the commissioners intended to teach smugglers a lesson by collectingthe full duty on the wine.

Hancock’s agent was at the dock to see that the usual procedure was followed. He went on board with the customs officer, and after a few drinks in the captain’s cabin,made the customary gesture. The officer refused to takethe bribe. Without further ado, the agent and the captainseized and bound him, and left him locked in the cabin.

That night the cargo was quickly unloaded, and Hancock’s agent coolly recorded in the customs book that the ship had carried five casks of wine. It was a daring thingto do. Especially so since the British frigate Romney, afifty-gun man-of-war, had nosed unannounced into theharbor and lay anchored not far from the docks.

The terrified customs officer was released and warned to keep his mouth shut or he would not live to open it again.The Liberty was briskly loaded with tar and whale oil foranother outgoing voyage, and everything seemed normalat Hancock’s Wharf.

On Friday, June 10, men from the ropewalks and shipyards strolled down to the dock at the end of the day’s work. They wanted to have a look around, they said, to seethat Mr. Hancock’s boat got away without any trouble. Asthey watched, a little sailboat came across the water anddrew up alongside the wharf. Two customs officials steppedout and went aboard the Liberty. While the collector, Mr.Hallowell, looked on, Mr. Harrison tacked a printed sheetto the sloop’s mainmast. At the top of the paper was anarrow drawn in heavy black fines. It was the King’s broadarrow, which meant that the Liberty was now Crownproperty.

At a signal from Mr. Hallowell, sailors put out from the Romney in two boats and rowed over to the dock. As they were landing, the workmen raised their voices in angry shouts and began to hurl bricks and stones. The customsofficials were hit, but they managed to escape from theinfuriated crowd by running as if the devil himself wereafter them.

They left their sailboat behind, and after they had disappeared, the Sons of Liberty dragged it to shore, and carried it up Beacon Hill to John Hancock’s house. There,before Mr. Hancock’s door, the boat was set afire andburned. Although the events of this evening were thereafterreferred to as the Liberty Riot, nothing more disorderlyoccurred. “While the boat was burning, some gentlemenwho had influence over them persuaded them to depart.This was put to a vote, whereupon proclamation was made,‘each man to his tent,’ which was a watchword amongthem.”

The commissioners were so terrified that they refused to remain in Boston any longer. With their wives and children,they took refuge behind the guns of Castle William. Theywould stay at the fort, they declared, until British soldierscame to protect them. Governor Bernard sent an urgentrequest to the ministry in London to send troops “to rescuethe government out of the hands of a trained mob.”

In the meantime, John Hancock had to be punished for his high-handed defiance of the mother country. He hadlost the Liberty, and now the King’s advocate had himarrested and ordered him to pay the staggering sum of onehundred thousand pounds in fines. John Adams agreed toserve as counsel for Hancock. His bail was fixed at threethousand pounds, and the case dragged on in court untilit was suspended by the outbreak of the Revolution.

The young aristocrat of Beacon Hill was now applauded by the people not only for his generosity, but also for hiscourage. Here was a man who would risk his vast fortune for the sake of a principle, and the poorest artisan in town admired him for it.

Toward the end of June, Boston received an answer to the circular letter from Lord Hillsborough, Secretary ofState for the Colonies. Sam Adams, as clerk of the house,read the Secretary’s message to the representatives. LordHillsborough denounced the Massachusetts Circular Letteras an outrageous attempt to disturb the public peace and as“calculated to inflame the minds of good subjects.” He demanded that the letter be rescinded.

James Otis sprang to his feet and delivered a rousing oration. Rescind the circular letter? Never! When a votewas taken, it was found that ninety-two representativeswere against rescinding and seventeen in favor. The nextday Governor Bernard angrily dissolved the General Court.

The ninety-two were hailed throughout the colonies as courageous patriots. Fifteen Sons of Liberty commissionedPaul Revere to make a handsome silver punch bowl inscribed to “The Glorious Ninety-two.”

All through that summer of 1768, Boston waited, tense with anxiety, to see what would happen next. There werepersistent rumors that British troops were coming. At townmeeting, James Otis declared that if England sent her redcoats against the colony, there was nothing to do but “girdthe sword to the thigh and shoulder the musket.” And SamAdams said, “We will take up arms and spend our last dropof blood.”

Although he believed the mother country was in a state of moral decay and economic decline, Adams knew thatBoston could not fight the British regulars singlehanded. Sohe worked feverishly through the pages of the newspapersto make zealous patriots of the New England farmers andcountry people. The Gazette was their favorite paper, because Adams made it such lively reading, and he fed themcolumns of propaganda.

On September 3, Governor Bernard reluctantly confirmed what the people said they had known all along: British troops would, be quartered in Boston! General Gagehad ordered two regiments to sail from Halifax for Boston.They could be expected in about three weeks. Sam Adamswarned that they were being sent to bring the people tothe brink of slavery.

But what could the Whig patriots do with the Assembly closed to them, with the General Court dismissed by theGovernor’s order? Somehow this obstacle to getting therepresentatives of the people together had to be overcome.

At town meeting in Faneuil Hall on September 12, Adams stood up, looking more disheveled than usual. Hehad, he said, a very important proposal to make. But firsthe reminded his audience of the old Massachusetts lawwhich required every citizen to be well armed with musketand powder and bullets when danger threatened. Danger?Why, it was pretty generally known that the French wereon the way to attack them again. There was a ripple oflaughter. Everyone understood what that meant.

And then Sam Adams made the radical suggestion that representatives of the people in all the towns of Massachusetts Bay be called to a “convention” to meet in Boston onSeptember 22. Since such a convention would be the equivalent of a session of the legislature, it was an act of opendefiance against Governor Bernard, but the citizens votedfor it.

Delegates from about one hundred towns arrived at Faneuil Hall on the appointed day. By now it was known that several regiments were on the way from Halifax, NovaScotia, and Ireland. How could resistance fighters be mobilized in so short a time? Who would lead the Sons ofLiberty to battle for their freedom?

The martial spirit that Sam Adams had hoped would animate the convention was absent. The delegates from rural Massachusetts took the attitude that water was needed todouse the fire rather than a bellows to fan it. The conservative Whigs prevailed. Better to let the troops land unopposed, they counseled, and then plan to get rid of them.And Sam Adams, with his usual caution and shrewd senseof political timing, bowed to conservative opinion.

The Massachusetts Convention of 1768 was, however, a milestone on the road to revolution. Even though no extreme action was taken, the mere fact that the rural delegates had come to the convention was a triumph for SamAdams. He had shown the people how to govern themselveswithout royal sanction. And in doing this, he had paved theway for the historic Continental Congress.

On Friday, September 13, 1768, the guns boomed at Castle William in salute to the twelve transports and shipsof war on their way into the harbor. It was the most joyfulsound the commissioners and their families had heard in along time. Now they could return safely to Boston, andthey waved flags and shouted themselves hoarse.

There was no welcome for His Majesty’s Navy as the ships docked around the town with a clanking of anchorchains and with cannon loaded and ready to fire. The bellsof Boston were strangely silent, and so were the people.

At noon on the fine fall day of October 1, the troops from Halifax began to land on Long Wharf and formranks. Seven hundred regulars of the Fourteenth andTwenty-ninth Regiments, in scarlet coats and cocked hatsand with shouldered muskets, marched up King Street between crowds of townspeople who packed the footways onboth sides. Officers with drawn swords led “the insolent parade” to the roll of drums and the whistling of fifes. And in the rear, a train of artillery rattled up the cobbled slope.

There was no disturbance. The people simply stared at the redcoats in sullen silence, shocked that they had beensent not to protect them, but to act as a police force.

The selectmen refused to cooperate with Colonel Dalrymple, the commanding officer, in providing barracks for his troops. So he chased the cows off the Common and usedit as a camp site for some of his men. With Governor Bernard’s permission, others were housed in Faneuil Hall, andthe rest found quarters in warehouses and sail lofts. Themain guard was stationed opposite the old State House, andcannon were planted almost at its doors.

More troops arrived from Ireland a few weeks later, bringing the number of British soldiers in Boston to aboutfour thousand. General Thomas Gage himself came to helpwith the problem of finding quarters for them all. He wasnow commander in chief of the British army in Americawith headquarters in New York. By the time winter setin, the troops were as warmly bedded as they could be inan inhospitable town.

Some of the regulars soon decided that a free life in Massachusetts Bay was preferable to police patrol in Bostonand deserted. Colonel Dalrymple took extreme measures.When caught, a deserter was to be promptly shot on theCommon. Lesser infractions were punished by brutal whippings. Boston was used to riots, but the town was repelledby the cruelty of British military discipline.

There were no big parades that winter by the Sons of Liberty and few meetings under Liberty Tree. Instead,there were military parades, drills on the Common and inthe squares, and the marching of the British soldiers. Evenon the Sabbath, a day when the people did nothing butwalk quietly to church, the troops were out practicing military maneuvers. The sounds of drum and fife and the barks of command came through the closed doors and windowsof the churches to disturb and distract the worshipers. Andthe sentries were everywhere, even challenging a man’sright to enter his own house.

There was, of course, more business for the shopkeepers. The officers had money to spend and spent it freely in thestores and markets. The taverns profited most of all. It wasanother of Boston’s severe winters when the harbor frozesolid, and the soldiers declared that the only way they couldkeep warm was to get drunk. Even the poorly paid regularscould buy rum because it was so cheap, and there werenightly brawls in the taverns.

For Tory families, the social life in Boston was livelier than it had ever been, and with the young officers around,there were flirtations and courtships. On the first day thetroops landed, one young captain looked up and caught themischievous eye of a pretty girl leaning over a balcony.“That girl seals my fate,” he said to the officer at his side.And so she did, for later they were married.

The gay social whirl of parties and dinners and military concerts shocked Sam Adams. But the Old Puritan had littletime to lament the corruption of morals that he saw in theseinnocent “frolics.” He was busy fighting the TownshendActs with the weapon that had proved so effective againstthe Stamp Act—boycott of English goods.

Adams had started the nonimportation agreement. And with the Sons of Liberty in other towns enthusiasticallybehind the plan, merchants throughout the colonies agreednot to import anything from Great Britain. Committees ofinspection were organized to enforce the agreement.

In Boston, Adams stirred up enthusiasm for nonimportation at town meeting. He persuaded his fellow citizens to give up a long list of British imports which he considered “unfit for Whigs and old Puritans.” When the “subscription paper” was circulated in the town, it was ridiculed bythe Tories, who said that Sam Adams was trying to getporters and washerwomen to promise not to buy satins andlaces and coaches. Sam believed that he was not only hurting the mother country, but was leading Massachusettsback to the good old days of austerity. He tried, withoutmuch success, to promote colonial manufactures. The people were told that to wear homespun was the mark of anAmerican patriot. But John Hancock could not go alongwith that.

Without imports from England, he was having trouble, as were other merchants, keeping his shelves stocked. However, it was risky not to abide by the agreement. The namesof violators were published in the Gazette, and Britishgoods discovered by the inspectors were shipped back toGreat Britain. Uncooperative merchants were sometimestreated to a tar-and-feathering, and young boys made asport of hurling snowballs at their customers.

The merchants in England felt the pinch of this second boycott, too, and Lord Hillsborough became alarmed overthe formidable opposition to the Townshend Acts in America. It was time for appeasement again, he decided. In acircular letter, he cautiously informed the colonies that for“commercial reasons” the ministry was considering repealof all duties except the tax on tea.

Sam Adams angrily declared that Lord Hillsborough’s offer was nothing but a “sugar plum” to tempt the merchants to surrender. What had he promised to do about theredcoats and the customs commissioners in Boston? And didnot Parliament still hold on to its right to tax the colonies?

But the colonial merchants and the committees of inspection were tired of the struggle to maintain the boycott. By the summer of 1769, even the Whig merchants in Bostonwere ready to call it off.

On the last day of May, Governor Bernard convened the General Court for the first time in a year, hoping that thepresence of His Majesty’s soldiers had subdued the rebellious legislators. But the squabbling began all over again,and finally the Governor adjourned the session and orderedthe Court to meet thereafter in Cambridge.

It was his last official act. Francis Bernard was so weary of the thorny problems of government in MassachusettsBay that he served notice of his intention to return to England “to lay before His Majesty the state of the Province.”That his report would be black indeed did not worry theBay colonists. Boston celebrated his departure in late Julywith the glad ringing of bells and the firing of cannon. TheGazette reported that the town was at last “free of ascourge to this Province, a curse to North America, anda plague on the whole Empire of Britain.” Thomas Hutchinson now became governor of the unruly colony.

With the town overrun with redcoats, Sam Adams and the Sons of Liberty thought it would be best to celebratethe anniversary of August 14, 1765, that memorable day ofprotest against the Stamp Act, somewhat quietly with apicnic in the country.

Three hundred and fifty loyal Sons piled into coaches and chaises and drove out to Dorchester. Sam Adams andCousin John were there, and John Hancock, who providedthe picnickers with casks of his choicest Madeira. Theguests sat around two long plank tables “laid in the openfield by the barn, with between three and four hundredplates, and an awning of sailcloth overhead.”

The best part of the feast were the barbecued pigs, smoking hot from the pits, and fragrant and crusty with charcoal. It was a very different kind of celebration from other days, but the Sons did not forget liberty. With Sam Adamsleading them, they all joined lustily in singing the “LibertySong”:

Come join hand in hand, brave Americans all, And rouse your bold hearts at fair Liberty’s call; No tyrannous acts shall suppress your just claim, Or stain with dishonor America’s name.

Our worthy forefathers, let’s give ’em a cheer, To climates unknown did courageously steer; Thro’ oceans to deserts for freedom they came, And dying bequeath’d their freedom and fame.

It had been a relief to escape, even for a day, from occupied Boston.

The Whigs were becoming more and more concerned about James Otis, who was showing increasing signs ofmental instability. Sometimes he was excitedly happy andgay, then he was deeply despondent and moody. Ever sincehe had entered politics, his enemies had declared he wasinsane. He had even been called the “mad dictator ofBoston.”

Everyone knew that poor Otis had a “ranting Tory wife” who nagged and scolded him. Yet he loved her. His friendssympathized with him, tried to shield him, and hoped thathis eccentric behavior would get no worse.

Sam Adams became disturbed when Otis started talking loosely about matters that had been discussed in secrecy attheir clubs. And John Adams was alarmed by his “bullying,bantering, reproaching, ridiculing.” Someday when hisfriends were not around to protect him he would get intoserious trouble.

It happened at the Royal Coffee House, a favorite meeting place of the British officers and Crown officials. One evening in September 1769, Otis got into an argument withone of the customs commissioners who accused him of treason to Great Britain. Otis scowled darkly and demanded anapology. There was a sudden commotion, and in the fightthat ensued James Otis was severely wounded in the head.

He never fully recovered, and it became sadly apparent even to his friends that Otis was going insane. He trieddesperately during the next few months to keep his balance,but his drinking bouts and his “drunken distracted frolics”became more and more frequent. People who had respectedand admired him as the most brilliant lawyer in Boston nolonger went to him for legal counsel. His law practicedwindled to nothing.

“Otis is in a confusion,” John Adams wrote in his diary. “He loses himself, rambles, and wanders like a ship withouta helm. I fear he is not in his perfect mind. I tremble, Imourn for the man and his country. Many others mournover him with tears in their eyes.”

The man whose writings and whose oratory had inflamed and inspired patriotism in all the colonies had become aburden and an embarrassment to the Whigs in Boston. Atlast Sam Adams called on his old friend and gently suggested that he resign as a representative of the GeneralCourt. James Otis complied without protest.

A few months later, merchant John Rowe was recording in his diary that “Mr. Otis got into a mad freak tonight andbroke a great many windows in the State House.” In another drunken frenzy, he fired off guns several times froman upper window in his town house. There could no longerbe any doubt about his insanity. So James Otis was boundhand and foot, placed in a chaise, and driven to a housein the country where he was put in the care of a custodian.It was a sad day for Boston.
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The “Horrid” Massacre

Sam Adams did not sit idly waiting for Boston to be rid of the redcoats. From the time of their arrival, he had writtenfuriously to stir up hatred against them. Installments of his“Journal of Events” were sent to newspapers in all the colonies. People looked forward to reading these pieces as ifthey were parts of a novel. For Adams knew how to writehuman-interest stories.

His readers gasped over the horrifying “atrocities” committed by the soldiers in Boston. According to Adams, they took vicious pleasure in beating up small boys. They insulted women and made it unsafe for them to appear onthe streets. Even the men were not safe in the taverns wherethe soldiers brawled and caroused at all hours. It was shockingly sinful, too, the way the British troops violated theSabbath.

Sam Adams’s fertile imagination supplied most of the lurid details, but there was some basis of truth in his stories.What he did not mention were the provocations that angered the soldiers and drove them to retaliate. Those innocent little boys, for example, tormented the troops almostbeyond endurance.

Their jeering whistles could be heard everywhere. They ducked out of alleys to hurl snowballs and sharp chunksof ice at the redcoats. Street urchins followed them in packsyelling, “Lobsters for sale! Who’ll buy red lobsters today?”When the soldiers turned on them and threatened to bash in their skulls, the rowdy youngsters screamed, “Bloody backs! Bloody backs!” and scampered off to collect moresnowballs.

The soldiers would have liked to bayonet Adams’s huge Newfoundland dog. Queque hated redcoats as much as hismaster did. Whenever he saw one, he rushed at him barkingferociously.

With each weekly issue of the “Journal,” its readers became more incensed. Clashes with the redcoats increased. Tempers of both the soldiers and the citizens got shorter.During the dark, snowy days of February 1770, tensionmounted.

Benjamin Franklin had warned Parliament years before that if troops were sent to Boston they would not find arevolution but would make one. Now he wrote to theReverend Samuel Cooper that he had been “in constantpanic” since the soldiers had landed. The British, he said,were hopefully waiting for the “doom of Boston.” Therehad even been talk of sending Sam Adams and John Hancock to London to try them for treason. And the Torieswhispered among themselves that Adams “shuddered at thesight of hemp.”

Two regiments had been sent back to Halifax during the summer. The hated Twenty-ninth was still there, however.Even Thomas Hutchinson had said of them, “They are ingeneral such bad fellows in that regiment that it seems impossible to restrain them.” The soldiers were idle most ofthe time, ill-paid, and eager to work at odd jobs to makea little money. On Friday, March 2, one of the privates ofthe Twenty-ninth strolled around the corner from his barracks and stopped at Gray’s ropewalks. Sam Gray, an employee who was not related to the owner, asked him if hewanted something to do in his spare time. The soldier replied that he would be glad to have work. When Sam Graycasually said they could use him to clean out a stable, hepromptly punched the rope walker on the jaw.

After a brief scuffle, the private ran back to his barracks and returned presently with some of his buddies, amongthem, Private Kilroy, one of the toughest fellows in theregiment. The ropewalkers, hardy veterans of Pope’s Dayfights, were expecting the soldiers. In the battle that followed, they gave them such a trouncing that the regularsfinally limped back to their barracks swearing vengeance.

Boston was muffled by a fall of snow on Monday, March 5. It seemed unlikely that anyone would be out inthe gray silence of that cold day to make trouble. But theweather cleared in the afternoon. The snow stopped, thesun came%out, and icicles dripped from the eaves.

After dark the moon rose, and the streets came alive with people. There were more soldiers out than usual, loiteringabout their barracks and sauntering along in groups. Civilians were out in large numbers, too—rough boys, apprentices, sailors, dock workers, and ropewalkers. They jostledthe soldiers, jeered and swore at them, and the regularspushed and cursed back.

Outside Murray’s barracks on Brattle Street, a crowd gathered, armed with clubs, staves, and jagged pieces of ice.They began to taunt the soldiers and blows were exchanged.Captain Goldfinch came up, ordered his men inside, andclosed the doors of the building. Then he started over toKing Street to check the main guard.

It was past eight o’clock, and shadows lay across the moonlit streets. Candlelight shone in some of the windowsand lighted lanterns hung in doorways. The captain hadalmost reached the customhouse when a barber’s apprentice came squawking after him. Pointing a dirty finger atthe officer, the boy howled that he’d better pay his masterthe shaving bill he owed him.

The sentry outside the customhouse, a man named Montgomery, had been the target for the past ten or fifteen minutes of snowballs and chunks of ice. Here, too, a crowd had gathered to guffaw as the guard berated and threatened histormentors. Hearing a barber’s boy insult an officer, hedared the little rascal to show his face. When the boywalked impudently up to him, Montgomery lost all patience and struck him with the butt of his musket. It wasnot enough of a blow to hurt the boy, but the crowd edgedcloser, calling the sentry a bloody-back murderer.

Meanwhile, a strange incident was taking place near Faneuil Hall. A “motley rabble” had gathered around a mysterious stranger, who harangued them in a loud voice to make an attack upon the soldiers.

Described as a “tall, large man in a red cloak and a white wig,” no one ever knew for certain who he was. When hefinished speaking, a tremendous cheer went up and thenthe cry, “To the main guard!” Others heard the summonsand ran pell-mell to join the crowd that poured into thesquare in front of the old State House.

And now, just before nine o’clock, a church bell began to peal wildly. Windows went up, people leaned out to askwhere the fire was, and men came running with their firebuckets. Nobody knew anything about a fire, but the yelling and whistling over at the old State House rose to ahigher pitch. Some who had come out to fight the fire wentover to see what the excitement was about.

They found Montgomery, the lone sentry at the customhouse, panic-stricken. Someone had shouted, “There’s the bloody-back who tried to kill the barber’s boy.” And thecrowd, several hundred strong, pressed around him menacingly, screaming, “Kill him! Kill him!”

Montgomery was nervously priming his musket and warning the ugly mob that he was going to fire when ahuge mulatto suddenly towered over him. It was CrispusAttucks, more than six feet tall and a giant of a man aboutforty-eight years old.

Egged on by those just behind him, Crispus raised his club and told the terrified “lobster” he was going to knockoff his claws. Montgomery backed away and shouted at thetop of his voice, “Main guard! Main guard!”

Captain Preston heard him and left the guardhouse at once with seven men. They crossed King Street, shouldering their way through the crowd, and reached the beleaguered sentry. With the soldiers in a half circle around thesentry box, Preston took a position in front of them andgave the order to load and prime.

For a moment there was silence. Someone close to the Captain asked if he intended to fire upon the people. No,he had no such intention. And then the jeering, the whistling, and the shouting started again. The mob pushed forward, and Crispus Attucks swung his club and knockedMontgomery down. There was a struggle, but the sentryrecovered his musket and got to his feet.

Suddenly the command “Fire!” was given. The next instant Montgomery toppled Attucks with two balls in the chest. He fell dead at the soldier’s feet.

By a quirk of fate, Private Kilroy was one of the soldiers, and in the front rank of the mob was Sam Gray, the rope-walker who had started the fight with the regulars of theTwenty-ninth Regiment. Kilroy had already singled himout. Now he took quick aim and the ropewalker fell deadbeside Crispus Attucks.

Farther back in the crowd, a sailor named James Caldwell was killed instantly, and near him, Sam Maverick, a youngapprentice who had taken no part in the riot. Patrick Carrwas mortally wounded and died four days later. Severalpeople had been struck when the soldiers fired into thecrowd, and five were killed.

The dead and wounded were quickly carried away, while Captain Preston made frantic efforts to prevent another fusillade. He swore he had not given the order to fire,and there were witnesses who said he did not. It was neverestablished who did. The mob was struggling to get awaywhen pandemonium broke out afresh. Drums beat, callingthe British soldiers to arms, and church bells began to ringfuriously. The streets soon filled with bewildered and panicky citizens.

Somehow Governor Hutchinson got through the milling crowd, reached the old State House, and stepped out uponthe second-floor balcony. In the moonlight, he looked downupon a sea of angry upturned faces and raised his hand forsilence. Then he spoke feelingly of the terrible shedding ofblood that night, pleaded with the people to go quietly backto their homes, and promised them that justice should bedone.

The crowd slowly began to disperse. By three o’clock in the morning, the town was quiet. There was silence inthe square under the shadow of the old State House wherethe mob had howled, and the guns had spurted fire anddeath. Patches of bloodstained snow were mute evidenceof what came to be called the “Boston Massacre.” SamAdams often referred to it with a shudder as that “horridMassacre.”

The next morning people were out in the streets early. The skies were overcast and a chill wind blew from thenorth. During the night the Sons of Liberty had sent expresses far and wide with the alarming news that the redcoats were threatening to attack Boston. Men had alreadycome in from the country armed with muskets. Pledges ofsupport were pouring in. Word came from Portsmouth andfrom Salem that if Boston needed help, they would sendthousands to her defense.

With Captain Preston and his eight men confined in the stone jail, the immediate clamor was for the withdrawal ofall the British troops from the town. At eleven o’clock thatmorning of March 6, a great mass meeting was held inFaneuil Hall.

There was hardly standing room left when Sam Adams rose to speak. He had forgot to put on his wig, and hiswispy gray hair was brushed back behind his ears. Thefamiliar old suit looked as if it had been slept in, but it isdoubtful that Adams had gone to bed the night before. Hetalked about the horrors of that night, told his hushed audience there would be more bloodshed if the Governor refused to remove both the Fourteenth and the Twenty-ninthregiments. No word had come from him, and thousands ofloyal New Englanders stood ready to answer Boston’s callto arms.

If Governor Hutchinson chose to stand aloof at this critical hour, the people would go to him. Sam Adams headed the committee that went to see him in the Council Chamberof the old State House.

In the meantime the crowd grew larger, swelled to three thousand, more than twice the number Faneuil Hall couldhold. So they swarmed over to the Old South Meetinghouse and quickly filled every pew and jammed the aisles.Many were unable to squeeze in and stood outside thechurch.

At three o’clock, the committee returned from their conference with Governor Hutchinson. Sam Adams’s expression was somber. His hands shook, but his voice was firm as he made his report. Hutchinson had said he would remove the Twenty-ninth Regiment, whose soldiers had firedinto the crowd, and Colonel Dalrymple would keep theFourteenth confined to their quarters, but orders for theremoval of both regiments to Castle Island would have tocome from General Gage in New York.

Sam Adams waited for the angry muttering to subside. Then, very slowly and distinctly, he asked if it was thepeople’s pleasure to bow to the Governor’s decision. Therewas a thundering “Nay! Nay! Nay!” And when he putthe question should it be both regiments or none, the response of “Aye! Aye! Aye!” all but shook the rafters ofthe church.

A light snow was falling when Adams and the committee returned to the old State House and mounted the stairs tothe second floor. They crossed the narrow hall and walkedinto the large square room where James Otis had protested,with memorable eloquence, against the writs of assistancenine years before.

Instead of the judges whom Otis had addressed, there were twenty-eight councilors seated around the long ovaltable with Governor Hutchinson at the head. The sceneon this gray March day in 1770 was as splendid as it hadbeen then. Scarlet cloaks were draped over the backs ofchairs and the councilors wore powdered wigs and finebroadcloth suits. Firelight and candlelight shone on full-length portraits of the two Stuart kings that Francis Bernard had hung on the walls—James II and Charles II, regalin purple velvet robes bordered with ermine.

It was the kind of opulent scene that Sam Adams hated, and the shabby Old Puritan stood unabashed before Governor Hutchinson to tell him for the second time what wasthe will of the people. Again he denounced the “dangerous,ruinous, and fatal effects of standing armies in time ofpeace.” Again he warned that the people were armed andready to rise against the troops who had spilled patriotblood—that fifteen thousand New Englanders would rushto their assistance.

Hutchinson’s hazel eyes darkened with anger. Sam Adams came a step closer, lifted his arm, and pointed a shaky fingerat him. If he had the authority to remove one regiment, hehad the authority to remove two. With finality, Adams toldhim it must be both regiments or none. It was a moment oftriumph for him, for as Hutchinson hesitated, Adams observed that his old enemy trembled and that his face turnedpale.

He stepped back and waited while the Governor sat down and held a whispered conference with the councilorsand Colonel Dalrymple. Then Hutchinson rose again,bowed coldly to Sam Adams, and informed him that hispetition was granted, that Colonel Dalrymple would makepreparations at once for the removal of both regiments toCastle Island.

On Thursday of that same week, the streets of the city were crowded again. People had come in droves to paytheir last respects to the fallen martyrs of that “horridMassacre”—or simply to gape at the spectacle. It had beenplanned for dramatic effect by Will Molineaux and theSons of Liberty.

Molineaux was a middle-aged merchant who had been ruined by the depression. The big, rough Irishman blamedEngland for his misfortune and, as merchant John Rowesaid, had now become “first leader in dirty matters.” Manysuspected that he was the mystery man in the red cloak andwhite wig who had harangued a crowd the night of themassacre.

The funeral procession formed in King Street while church bells in Boston and in neighboring towns tolledslowly and mournfully. Thousands walked in solemn silence in the cortege—through the town, past the jail wherePreston and his men were held, and out to the Old Granary-Burying Ground.

It had been a harrowing week. Everyone was exhausted by the excitement and emotional strain. They were evenready to forget for a while that John Adams and his lawpartner, young Josiah Quincy, Jr., had agreed to defendCaptain Preston and the soldiers. In the spring of 1768,John Adams had moved his family from Braintree to Boston. Since then his law practice had grown and he hadbecome increasingly active in the Whig cause.

On the morning after the massacre, while the crowd was assembling for the mass meeting in Faneuil Hall, a friendof Captain Preston had come to him in great agitation. Hehad been trying desperately to find legal counsel for thecaptain. Not one of three Crown lawyers he had calledon would even touch the case. In tears and almost in despair,he pleaded with John Adams to defend Preston.

And John Adams, knowing that he risked everything, consented to take the case. “I had no hesitation in answering,” he said, “that counsel ought to be the very last thingthat an accused person should lack in a free country; thatthe bar ought, in my opinion, to be independent and impartial, at all times and in every circumstance.”

The Sons of Liberty were incredulous. They could not understand why John Adams, a prominent Whig, wouldbe willing to defend murderers, and they let no opportunitypass to ridicule and insult him. What distressed the honest,courageous little lawyer most of all was the jubilation ofthe Tories. They mistakenly believed he had come over totheir side.

But the Sons of Liberty laid down their hatchets, and the people forgot their troubles and anxieties on March 27,the day the last of the redcoats marched down to Long Wharf to be transported to Castle William. It was a mild, sunny day, and the whole town was out or leaning out ofthe windows to see the troops off.

The Sons had their last fling at insulting the hated soldiers, but it was all in prankish fun. They escorted the Fourteenth and the Twenty-ninth regiments from theirbarracks to the wharf. Will Molineaux led them, cavortingludicrously in a red and blue uniform, and lifting his three-cornered hat to wave to the crowds that lined the streetsand roared with laughter at his antics. The devilish littleboys were there, too, skipping along and screaming, “Good-by, bloody-backs! Good-by, lobsters!” The “lobsters” werereally red in the face that day, the most humiliating theyhad ever known.

The final insult came from Britain’s prime minister. When Lord North heard about the ignominious departurefrom Boston, he called them Sam Adams’s two regiments.

The Sons of Liberty were not going to let the world forget the “horrid Massacre,” though. Paul Revere soonhad ready an engraving of it that pictured the massacre inthe way Sam Adams and the Sons wanted everyone tobelieve it had happened.

In the engraving, a group of citizens are standing in attitudes of distressed bewilderment against the background of the old State House. The slain lie at their feet, with oneexpiring victim held up by two bystanders. To the rightare the redcoats in a stiff, straight line, their pointed musketsenveloped in smoke. Captain Preston’s sword is raised as ifhe had just given the order to fire. And in the foreground,a little black dog looks out, unfrightened and unconcerned.This picture had wide circulation in the colonies and inEngland, and has become one of America’s most famousengravings.

While Revere worked on the picture, Sam Adams, with the assistance of John Hancock and other Whigs, prepareda report on the massacre. Adams was in a hurry, for hewanted his report to reach London ahead of the unfavorable account that he knew Governor Hutchinson and Colonel Dalrymple would send to the King and Parliament.

Ninety-six witnesses were found, and from each Adams obtained a sworn statement. All but two testified that thesoldiers had behaved like bloodthirsty devils on the fatefulnight, roaming the streets and terrifying peaceful citizenswith “drawn swords, cutlasses, and bayonets.”

The ninety-six depositions were sent to London together with a twenty-two-page report—“A Short Narrative ofthe horrid Massacre in Boston, perpetrated in the eveningof the fifth day of March, 1770, by soldiers of the Twenty-ninth Regiment, with some observations on the state ofthings prior to that catastrophe.”

The “Narrative,” with an introduction signed by prominent Whigs, was published in Boston and distributed throughout the province.

John Adams and Josiah Quincy read the depositions with grave misgivings. They were indignant that such outrageous lies had been told as the sworn testimony of ninety-four witnesses. There was not a word about the desperateplight of the lone sentry who had warded off insults andmissiles and finally, in fear for his life, had called the mainguard. The two lawyers decided that there was no chanceof a fair trial unless the case could be postponed until thepassions of the people cooled. And Governor Hutchinson,by shrewd work behind the scenes, succeeded in delayingthe trial until the fall term of court.

It did not disturb Sam Adams that two highly respected Whigs had undertaken the defense of the “butchers.”Rather, it pleased him that they had, but not from anydesire that the soldiers should have a fair trial. Adams wasundoubtedly afraid that evidence damaging to himself andthe radical Whigs would be brought out if the soldiers weredefended by probing lawyers sympathetic to the Crown.John Adams, Sam believed, would protect the reputationof the Whigs.

Preston and the soldiers were given the fair trial they had been promised, and John Adams’s skillful and conscientious handling of their defense saved them. He was ablyassisted by young Josiah Quincy, who moved both the juryand courtroom audience with his beautiful voice and impassioned rhetoric.

To secure an impartial jury, John Adams had insisted upon and had got a panel composed entirely of countrymen. To Cousin Sam’s dismay, not a single Son of Libertyfrom Boston or from any other town was accepted for thepanel.

The evidence that had the most telling effect was given by the wounded Irishman, Patrick Carr. Even as he laydying, he refused to blame the British soldiers for havingfired upon the crowd in front of the customhouse. He declared they had done so in self-defense. Back in Irelandhe had seen mobs, and he had been present when soldierswere called out to quell them, but “he had never in his lifeseen them bear half as much before they fired.”

For Captain Preston and six of his men, the verdict was “Not guilty.” Two, Privates Kilroy and Montgomery, wereacquitted of murder, but were judged guilty of manslaughter. As punishment, each man was branded on histhumb with a hot iron.

Weary of turmoil and bloodshed, the people accepted the acquittals sullenly but without violence. For Bostonians,they had behaved “remarkably decent.”
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Revenge on Thomas Hutchinson

On the very day of the Boston Massacre, March 5, 1770, Parliament voted to repeal all the Townshend duties exceptthat on tea. By far the largest revenue came from the taxon tea, and this one duty was enough to remind the colonists that England had not given up her right to tax them.

Even so, the news of limited repeal was welcome to merchants and the unemployed in Boston. Nonimportationhad been a failure. There was no uniform observance ofit, and the towns fell to squabbling. The provinces accusedone another of not working hard enough to make it a success. Now they abandoned the agreement altogether. JohnHancock announced in the pages of the Gazette that he hadreturned to normal business:




John Hancock 
Informs the Public



That after the most strict compliance with the Nonimportation Agreement during its continuance, he has received by the ship Lydia an assortment of goodswhich he will sell wholesale, at the very lowest rates,at his store, No. 4, East End of Faneuil Hall Market,where constant attendance will be given and the favorsof his customers duly acknowledged.


Imperturbable as ever, Sam Adams said the Nonimportation Agreement had lasted longer than he expected. Now he decided to arouse public opinion by retrying the British soldiers in a series of articles in the Gazette that he signed“Vindex.” He and other Whig patriots had written theirversion of what happened on the night of the massacre inthe “Narrative,” which had been circulated throughout theprovince.


Adams now told the story again so that New Englanders might never forget either the horrors of that night or howjustice had been mocked at the trial of the soldiers. Therewere gory details. Kilroy’s bayonet was bloodied threeinches from the point after he had viciously stabbed thedead ropewalker. And dogs had come into King Street tolap up patriot blood after the massacre.

Now that the trial was over, Sam Adams could criticize Cousin John’s defense point by point. Why, he asked, hadthere been such insistence on having only men from thecountry to serve on the jury? Why had Boston men beenentirely excluded? He raised doubts that the witnesses hadtold all they knew, and asked who could know how testimony had been obtained from Patrick Carr as he lay dying.

Reading Sam’s articles, John Adams shook his head sadly. He was not angry or offended. He still loved and respectedhis cousin and, though he deplored his tactics, he understood that to Sam Adams nothing mattered but the cause—that for it he would do anything.

On March 5, 1771, the first anniversary of the Boston Massacre, the Gazette came out bordered in black andchurch bells tolled again. But the people were utterly wearyof political wrangling. They wanted to enjoy the fruits ofpeace for awhile now that England had made some concessions. With no fresh grievances to rail against, SamAdams renewed his attack on Thomas Hutchinson. Working quietly and cautiously, the Governor had evacuatedthe colonial garrison from Castle William and had turned the fort over to the redcoats. To strengthen their position, the British Ministry made Boston Harbor the headquarters of the Royal Navy.

To Sam Adams this was an outrage because Castle William was not Crown property. It had been built by the province of Massachusetts Bay. But Adams could work upno indignation outside Boston over the Governor’s highhanded seizure of the fort. Nor was that all. The countrypeople began to talk differently about the massacre trials.Perhaps the mobbish Boston Whigs were not as blamelessas they had tried to make themselves appear. ThomasHutchinson had always been admired throughout Massachusetts. People in the rural communities were saying nowwhat an able governor he was. The Tories delightedlyreported that they were beginning “to look around withastonishment” and show that “they were willing to hearwith both ears.”

Even in Boston it was evident that Sam Adams’s popularity had waned. In the May elections, he barely polled enoughvotes to be returned as one of the town’s four representatives. Sam took it philosophically, making the wry comment that he was sometimes in fashion and sometimes outof fashion. He refused to believe the cause was hopeless.“Where there is a spark of patriotic fire,” he declared, “wewill enkindle it.”

Governor Hutchinson and his Tory friends pressed their advantage. While casting slurs on Boston, they played upthe flourishing state of the province. Taxes and the publicdebt had never been lighter or trade brisker. The peopleshould know that these were blessings conferred upon themby good King George. Why listen to gloomy malcontentslike Sam Adams? “All’s well in Massachusetts Bay” became the slogan of the Tories as they urged the people togo to the polls and sweep the discontented Whigs out ofoffice.

Privately, the Tories were not so confident that all was well as long as Sam Adams was around spreading his malicious propaganda. There seemed to be no way of silencinghim or of getting rid of him. It was rumored that the Torieshad tried to bribe him, but he was incorruptible, and theyknew he would spurn any office that Governor Hutchinsonmight offer him.

Now an order came from the King to move the General Court to Cambridge. Sam Adams spoke out vehementlyagainst it. The royal prerogative could be exercised only ifit were for the good of the province, he boldly declared,and demanded that the Governor return the court to Boston. Hutchinson’s indignant refusal brought about a deadlock.

The conservative Whigs did not support Adams, however. They were almost as alarmed as the Governor. John Hancock, whose loyalty had been wavering, introduced amotion in the House of Representatives that Hutchinson bepetitioned to remove the court to Boston solely on thegrounds of inconvenience. There were no bridges connecting the town with the mainland, and the ferries were slow;travel to Cambridge was time consuming. It was a defeatfor Sam Adams when the Governor did finally bring theGeneral Court back to Boston, not in defiance of the royalinstructions, but for the sake of convenience.

These were dark days for the Whigs. Even some of the radicals took fright and deserted them. The Tories wavedbanners and jubilantly went after Sam Adams, determinedto ruin his reputation. They dug into his past and came upwith the old charge of his having embezzled public fundswhile he was tax collector. As a result, they said, the peoplehad been burdened with an “insupportable town tax,” butthis public defaulter had been allowed to go free.

While the Tory propagandists slung mud at Sam Adams, the Governor wooed John Hancock. Toward the end ofJanuary 1772, he noted: “Hancock has not been seen atthe Whig clubs for the past two months and seems to havea new set of acquaintances.” Reflecting hopefully uponthis, and being well aware of Hancock’s vanity, Hutchinson decided to offer him a commission in the Governor’sown company of cadets, whose chief function was to serveas an honor guard.

So John Hancock received this formal commission from Governor Thomas Hutchinson: “His Excellency, the Captain-General, has been pleased to commission John Hancock, Esq., to be Captain of the Company of Cadets withthe rank of Colonel.”

It was no great honor, but it tickled Hancock’s vanity to be addressed as “Colonel,” and he relished the idea ofstrutting in public in the trappings of an officer. He accepted the commission with pleasure and promptly insertedan advertisement in the newspapers: “Wanted immediatelyfor His Excellency’s Company of Cadets: two lifers thatunderstand playing. Those that are masters of music andare inclined to join the Company are asked to apply toColonel John Hancock.”

Merchant Rowe was soon noting in his diary the public appearances of the Colonel and his cadets: “Colonel Hancock turned out this afternoon in the Common with theCadet Company. They made a good figure and behavedvery well throughout the whole of the exercise.”

It was really a joke on Thomas Hutchinson. He thought he had read the mind of the wealthy young merchant—chuckled at the thought that he was subtly leading himinto the Tory camp. But John Hancock was using the Governor to build up his personal popularity. With Adams’s hold on the party leadership weakening, Hancock had anambitious eye turned in that direction.

In the elections of May 1772, though the conservatives failed to oust him, Sam Adams was re-elected to the Houseof Representatives by so few votes that the Whigs werealarmed. Coming to their senses, they recognized the Torymenace and clamored for a reconciliation between Adamsand Hancock.

To Hutchinson’s dismay, John Hancock, too, was re-elected as a representative, a position he accepted just as if he were not the colonel of the Governor’s cadets. Moreover, he made peace with Sam Adams, and to show thatthe reconciliation was complete, he engaged John Copleyto paint his and Adams’s portraits and hung them side byside in his parlor. Sam said it was the Tories’ “scurvy trickof lying” that had caused the breach.

Governor Hutchinson was baffled by his failure to ensnare John Hancock, but the Tories were still in power in January 1773. After three years of peace and prosperity,the Governor could confidently report that “any union between the colonies is pretty well broke.” He ferventlyadded, “I hope never to see it renewed.”

The Whigs were “pretty well broke,” too, but there were some rude shocks ahead for the Governor and his friends.England now began to meddle in colonial affairs again.

The Ministry had put Governor Hutchinson beyond control of the colonists by paying his salary from therevenue collected by the customs commissioners. Now LordNorth proposed to do the same thing with the five judgesof the Superior Court of Massachusetts. Heretofore theyhad been paid by the House of Representatives, and thishad given the colonists a weapon, since they could eithergrant or withhold the judges’ annual salaries. As a mere matter of convenience, Lord North explained, the salaries would henceforth be paid by the Crown. The only controlthe people had over these Crown appointees was taken fromthem. Bit by bit and one by one, colonial rights were beingchiseled away.

In town meeting, Sam Adams reminded the citizens that the province had made effective use of correspondencecommittees, particularly during the Stamp Act crisis.There was now an even greater need, he said, to informpeople in all the towns of what was being done in Boston topreserve their liberties. And Boston should know how NewEnglanders throughout the province, even in the remotestvillages, felt about British taxation, the judges’ salaries, andother matters affecting their rights.

Let there be an exchange of letters discussing these problems, Sam Adams urged, not only between the towns of Massachusetts Bay and Boston, but among central committees in all the provinces. There was no better way tobring about unity, Adams declared, and it was only byunited action that the American colonies could safeguardtheir freedom.

There were cries of protest from timid Whigs, but “the Grand Incendiary of the Province” overrode all opposition to his plan. The response of the towns was immediate. Plymouth was the first, after Boston, to appoint a committee of correspondence, and it was followed by Cambridge, Marblehead, Charlestown, Newburyport, and manyothers throughout Massachusetts. Early in 1773, the Virginia House of Burgesses adopted the plan, and soon other colonial assemblies were appointing correspondence committees.

Emboldened by this success, Sam Adams began to speak of the House of Representatives as “His Majesty’s Commons.” Its debates he termed “parliamentary debates,” andthe provincial laws, “the laws of the land.”

At first Governor Hutchinson scoffed at the committees of correspondence, calling them a foolish scheme, and saidthe Whigs were making themselves ridiculous. But helearned to his chagrin how dangerously effective they could be. Before long he lamented, “All on a sudden, from a state of peace, order, and general contentment, the province was brought into a state of contention, disorder, and general dissatisfaction.”


The committees of correspondence were not all that upset Thomas Hutchinson in that year of 1773. By some devious means, a packet of letters he had written to a friendin England fell into the hands of Sam Adams.


Just how Benjamin Franklin, serving in London as postmaster general of the colonies, obtained this Hutchinson correspondence has never been revealed. But he sent theletters to “six or seven of the people’s leaders” in Boston,specifying that they were confidential—that they were notto be printed or copied.

There was nothing in the letters that could be called inflammatory—nothing that was not already known about the Governor’s opinions and his ideas about the problemsof governing Massachusetts. But it was something else tosee them expressed in his private letters. He spoke of “ourscandalous newspapers” and “our incendiaries.” Of theleaders of the people he had written, “Ignorant though theybe, yet the heads of Boston town meeting influence allpublic measures.” This was the aristocrat speaking in unmistakable tones of scorn and condescension.

And in a letter that he wrote soon after his house had been plundered and wrecked by the Boston mob, he said:“I never think without pain of the measures necessary forthe peace and good order of the colonies. There must bean abridgment of what are called English liberties.”

Sam Adams had waited a long time for the chance to take revenge on Thomas Hutchinson. He wanted to ruin hisreputation and destroy the man. It did not matter to Adamsthat Franklin had requested that the letters be treated confidentially. He did not even care what happened to Franklin (and it happened that Franklin lost his position as postmaster general as a result of the affair).

Adams first read the letters aloud to the members of the House of Representatives. Then he edited them for publication in the Gazette, with a running commentary thatwould leave no doubt in readers’ minds of just how contemptible the Governor of Massachusetts was.

Hutchinson was bewildered by the hatred that “a dozen harmless letters” aroused in the people. Even John Adamswrote of him: “Bone of our bone! Born and educatedamong us. Vile serpent! ”
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The Famous Tea Farty

Sam Adams had succeeded so well in damaging Thomas Hutchinson’s reputation that even the country people nowlooked upon him with suspicion and distrust. Patriots in allthe colonies were beginning to shake off the lethargy thathad kept them inactive in furthering the cause of libertyfor three years.

Once again there were encouraging signs of rivalry for leadership in the fight against British tyranny. There wasparticularly strong competition for this honor betweenMassachusetts and Virginia. Sam Adams believed thatMassachusetts should lead all the colonies and that Bostonshould lead the Bay province.

The British government saw what the Chief Incendiary was doing to arouse the colonies. Certainly London had hadwarning enough that this was the worst of all times to givethe colonies fresh grievances. Yet, with folly that is almostincomprehensible, the mother country now gave SamAdams a weapon that enabled him to attack the royal government with the “boldest stroke that had yet been struckin America.”

Tea was a favorite beverage of the colonists, and so much was drunk that America was one of the principal marketsof the world. Legally, tea was supplied by the great EastIndia Company, which had a monopoly of the English teabusiness. Having come close to bankruptcy by mismanagement, the company had raised the price of tea. Colonial merchants balked at paying the higher prices and took to smuggling tea from the Dutch East Indies.

Within three years, the amount of tea imported by the colonies from the East India Company dropped from 800,000 pounds a year to less than 100,000 pounds. With aseven-years’ supply in their warehouses in London, and withindebtedness to the British government mounting, thecompany was in real trouble.

Parliament came to the rescue with the Tea Act, a plan to dump the East India tea on the colonies. To take theprofit out of smuggling, the price was reduced from twentyto ten shillings a pound, and the company was permitted toexport the tea in its own vessels. The government retainedthe tax of threepence a pound. American retail merchantswere cut out of the market when the government appointed“consignees,” merchants especially authorized to sell tea inthe colonies.

Surely, British statesmen reasoned, the colonists would jump at the chance to buy tea for half the price it cost inLondon. New Englanders particularly liked genuine Britishbohea, a high-grade black tea. But the Sons of Libertyquickly took the matter in hand. Even before Sam Adamshad mobilized the Boston Sons against the Tea Act, consignees in the southern colonies had been forced to resign.

John Hancock and other Whig merchants who would be driven out of the tea market seethed with indignation. Theywere all the more incensed because the consignees in Bostonwere Tory merchants and included Hutchinson’s two sons.On November 1, it was voted in town meeting to followthe example of New York and Philadelphia in getting rid ofthem.

Merchant John Rowe wrote in his diary that when he “got abroad” the next day he found a poster “stuck up atalmost every corner: ”

To the Freemen of this and the neighboring towns, Gentlemen, you are desired to meet at Liberty Tree onthe third day of November at 12 o’clock noon, thenand there to hear the persons to whom the tea isshipped by the East India Company make a public resignation of their office as Consignees upon oath, andalso to swear that they will reship any tea that may beconsigned to them by said Company by the first vesselsailing for London.

The bells of Boston rang on the appointed day, and hundreds flocked to Liberty Tree to witness the resignationof the consignees. The Sons were there with plans for abig celebration. To the dismay of everyone not a singleTory importer obeyed the summons.

Backed by Thomas Hutchinson, who was determined to enforce the Tea Act, the Tory merchants screwed up theircourage and defied the Sons of Liberty to do their worst.Sam Adams was furious. It was disconcerting to see NewYork and Philadelphia taking the lead in this crisis. Thetea must not be landed in Boston!

By English law, the Governor could not sign an order to send the ships back to England with the tea unless theduty had been paid. However, if they anchored beyondCastle William instead of entering the port of Boston, theycould avoid paying the duty and return to England. Governor Hutchinson, therefore, made plans to order the captains to hold their ships below the fort until some solutionto the problem could be found.

Sam Adams, however, was not interested in finding a peaceful way out. He wanted to strike a blow at the Britishgovernment that would set an example for all the colonies.Boston was in ferment again. Everyone asked: “When arethe tea ships expected?” and speculated about what wouldhappen after they had arrived. Lights burned late in the Long Room above the Edes and Gill printing office, where Sam Adams and his associates worked to get posters andcircular letters ready for distribution.

The Boston Committee of Correspondence directed all the activities. Country people were warned that there wouldbe more despotic taxation if the tea were landed. They werekept informed about the measures the Boston Sons ofLiberty were taking in the crisis. The correspondence committees in rural Massachusetts were invited to come to Boston to participate in the mass meetings. Sam Adams knewhow important it was to have their support.

While the patriots debated strategy, the consignees lost courage and petitioned the Governor for protection againstthe Sons of Liberty, who at any moment, they feared, mightseize and tar and feather them. But Governor Hutchinsonwas as helpless as his appointees. His demands that thecrowds in Faneuil Hall disperse had been received withboos and hisses. John Hancock had insolently refused tohold the cadets in readiness to defend the Crown officialsin an emergency. Frustrated and angered at every turn,Thomas Hutchinson retired to his country home in Milton,seven miles from Boston. The Tory tea merchants fled toCastle William.

Boston was thrown into a frenzy when the Dartmouth, first of the tea ships, arrived on November 28. Expressriders mounted their horses and galloped off to carry thenews to the towns and villages.

Next morning another poster was put up all over Boston. It read:

Friends! Brethren! Countrymen! That worst of plagues, the detested tea, shipped to this port by theEast India Company, is now arrived in the harbor. Thehour of destruction, or manly opposition to the machinations of tyranny, stares you in the face. Every friendto his country, to himself, and to posterity, is nowcalled upon to meet at Faneuil Hall at nine o’clock thisday, at which time the bells will ring to make unitedand successful resistance to this last, worst, and mostdestructive measure of administration. Boston. November 29, 1773.

The bells rang and the people came. With Sam Adams and his liberty crew in virtual possession of the town, business was transacted briskly and without opposition. TheDartmouth had anchored below Castle Island. Her captainwas summoned and ordered to bring the ship in and tieher to Griffin’s Wharf. Francis Rotch, the owner of thevessel, was warned that if he unloaded her it was “on hisperil.”

The Sons of Liberty took no chances. Twenty-five of them, armed with muskets, went down to the wharf thatnight to keep watch over the Dartmouth. John Hancockwas also there with some of his cadets, who were more loyalto their colonel than to the Governor.

A few days later, the Beaver and the Eleanor came in and were fastened by long cables to the wharf near theDartmouth. Three hundred and forty-two chests of tea,valued at 18,000 pounds, were stored in the holds of theships. On Friday, December 17, the tea would be liable toseizure by the customs officers for nonpayment of duties.Time was running out. Governor Hutchinson had refusedto issue clearance papers without a receipt from the customhouse showing that the duty had been paid.

On Thursday morning, December 16, Mr. Rotch was sent to Milton to make a last-minute appeal to the Governor to give permission for the ships to leave. A meeting hadbeen called for three o’clock that cold, rainy afternoon.Faneuil Hall was not large enough to hold the crowds thatcame, and the meeting was transferred to the Old SouthMeetinghouse. Still there was an overflow of hundreds inthe street outside.

John Hancock presided at the meeting. He stood in the pulpit, a tall slender figure, impeccably dressed, delicateruffles showing below the sleeves of his dark coat and hispowdered wig carefully in place. There was an audiblemurmur of admiration as he spoke in a strong, clear voice.

One by one he introduced the speakers who sat grouped around him in high-backed chairs—Dr. Joseph Warren,young Josiah Quincy, Will Molineaux, and Sam Adams.While they waited for Mr. Rotch, the Whig leaders entertained the assembly with the kind of speech-malting theyliked to hear—eloquent and inflammatory.

Time passed quickly. The rain stopped, and as dusk fell, candles in sconces on the walls of the church were lighted.It was dark at a quarter to six when Mr. Rotch came backwith word that Governor Hutchinson had flatly refusedclearance for the ships.

There was a moment’s pause. Then Sam Adams rose slowly to his feet and said quietly, “This meeting can donothing more to save the country.”

The words were a signal to the Mohawks waiting outside. Instantly there were war whoops from the gallery, shouts and yells from the people below.

“To the docks!”

“To Griffin’s Wharf!”

“Boston Harbor a teapot tonight!”

People quickly left their seats, and as they pushed and struggled to get out the doors, they heard John Hancock’svoice above the uproar: “Let every man do what is right inhis own eyes.”

Outside, more than a hundred tea-party “Indians” had gone whooping down to the dock. Their faces were smeared with red paint and blackened with soot, and they carried hatchets and axes. The crowd hurried after them. Theygathered around the wharf and by the eerie light of themoon silently looked on.

The Mohawks were well organized and well disciplined. Commanded by Lendall Pitts, the son of a prosperous merchant, they were divided into three groups, and each, undera lieutenant, was assigned to a tea ship.

The procedure was the same on the three brigs. A sharp order brought the mate around with the keys and a cabinboy with lighted lanterns. The heavy chests were hoistedup on deck, and husky men and boys fell to work breakingthem open with their axes and hatchets. Then, with amighty heave, they lifted the boxes and dumped their contents overboard.

Now and then a puffing Indian looked up at a companion and grunted, “Me know you,” but that was all the conversation and the only noise except for the sharp whacks of axeson the wooden chests.

All three cargoes had been thrown into the harbor before dawn. The finest English bohea was washed along the shore in great drifts by the incoming tide all the wayfrom Boston to Dorchester.

Their work finished, the Indians shouldered tomahawks and axes, and to the shrill notes of a fife, marched off. Therehad not been even a whistle from His Majesty’s ships thatrode at anchor a short distance away. At the head of Griffin’s Wharf, the Mohawks were startled by the bang of awindow that was suddenly raised. Looking up, they sawthe broad, homely face of Admiral Montague pop out. Hewas there spending the night with a Tory friend, and nowhe leaned out the window and said, “Well, boys, you’ve hada fine, pleasant evening for your Indian caper. But mind,he who dances must pay the fiddler.”

Young Lendall Pitts waved his tomahawk and said, “Oh, never mind, Admiral. Just come out here and we’ll settlethe bill in two minutes.” The Admiral’s head popped backand the window was slammed down.

The names of all the young men and boys who “made a little salt-water tea” that night were never made public.It is known, though, that Paul Revere was one of them.Later that same day he was in the saddle, riding express.The Boston Committee of Correspondence had chosen himto carry their account of the tea party to New York andPhiladelphia. Now these colonies would learn what Boston’s Sons of Liberty could do, Sam Adams crowed, mightily pleased that leadership had been restored to his town.

Cousin John heard about the exploit of the Mohawks at noon that day on his way home from Plymouth, where hehad been attending court. He was almost as elated as Sam.There had been no mob violence and no drunken revelry—“no mean movement for private revenge,” he said. Rather,he saw in the destruction of the tea “a dignity, a majesty,and a sublimity in this last effort of the patriots” that hegreatly admired.


An unknown rhymester saw much to admire, too, and composed “The Rallying Song of the Tea Party:”





Rally Mohawks! bring out your axes,

And tell King George we’ll pay no taxes

On his foreign tea;

His threats are vain, and vain to think

To force our girls and wives to drinkHis vile Bohea!

Then rally boys, and hasten on

To meet our chiefs at the Green Dragon.

Our Warren’s there and bold Revere With hands to do,

and words to cheer

For Liberty and laws;

Our Country’s ‘braves’ and firm defenders

Shall ne’er be left by true North-Enders

Fighting Freedom’s call!

Then rally boys, and hasten on

To meet our chiefs at the Green Dragon.
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Humiliation of Boston

Other colonies had refused permission to land the tea—had stored it in warehouses to remain unsold, or had sent the tea ships back to England. But the mother country vented her wrath upon Boston. Government spokesmen declared that the reason the tea had been destroyed there was because the Boston fanatics always tried to thwart the acts of Parliament.

Englishmen bitterly observed that New Englanders had shown themselves to be “the only people on earth who can trample on our once boasted spirit with impunity.” King and Parliament agreed that the question was whether the colonies should give laws to England, or England to the colonies. And they decided to make an example of Boston. General Gage, in London to make a report on Massachusetts Bay, told King George that Boston would be very meek “if we take the resolute part”—that with four regiments he was sure he could tame the rebellious town.

Colonel Barre warned the British government that for ten years it had been “goading and teasing” the Americans into rebellion. And Richard Fuller, leader of the Opposition in the House of Commons, said, “If ever there was a nation running headlong to its ruin it is this.” But such warnings were brushed aside.

News of the terrible punishment that was to be meted out to Boston was received on May io, 1774. Parliament had ordered the port closed on the first of June. After that day, no ships would be allowed to enter or leave the harbor until the town agreed to pay for the tea that had been destroyed. There would be no more broad-beamed little vessels coming in from the West Indies to nose around the great-sailed merchant ships—not even the little fishing ketches. Instead, the harbor would bristle with His Majesty’s men-of-war, for more warships were coming to enforce the blockade.

Boston was to be starved into submission and humiliated intolerably by other acts of Parliament. All “disturbers of the King’s peace” could be sent to England for trial. Henceforth, members of the council, judges, and jurors would be chosen by the Crown. After August 1, no town meetings could be held without the Governor’s consent. And thereafter, Salem, twenty miles to the north, would be the capital of Massachusetts Bay.

As they had done so often in the past, the citizens of Boston surprised their oppressors by stiff-necked resistance to these latest and worst of tyrannies. In Faneuil Hall, their leaders denounced the Port Bill and the Coercive Acts with “a freedom and energy” that could be compared to that of the orators of ancient Rome.

Sam Adams trumpeted: “It is not the rights of Boston only, but of ALL AMERICA which are now struck at.” And he declared, “Now is the time when ALL, should be united in opposition to this violation of ALL!”

Paul Revere, tireless, devoted to the cause of freedom, and absolutely trustworthy, was the leading express rider for the patriots. He carried the most important messages and news to the other colonies and went on the most hazardous missions. Now the Boston Committee of Correspondence, which was soon to be called the Committee of Safety, sent him off on the long, hard ride to New York and Philadelphia with a report on Parliament’s most oppressive act:

They have ordered our port to be entirely shut up, leaving us barely so much of the means of subsistence as to keep us from perishing with cold and hunger. A fleet of British ships of war is to block up our harbor until we shall make restitution to the East India Company, and obedience is paid to the laws and authority of Great Britain. The single question then is, whether you consider Boston as now suffering in the common cause, and sensibly feel and resent the injury offered to her.

The Gazette reassured its readers that “Our worthy citizen, Mr. Paul Revere, is by now well on his way with important letters to the Southern colonies.”

On May 13, the Lively came into port bringing General Thomas Gage, who had returned to take Thomas Hutchinson’s place as governor of Massachusetts and to serve as commander of the British forces. Some days later, Hutchinson left for England, never to return to his native land.

General Gage arrived in Boston on a prophetically stormy day. Cannon boomed from Castle William and from Admiral Montague’s warships in the harbor. Boston gave him a subdued but civil welcome, and he was escorted to Province House, the official residence of the governor of the province.

It was a tall brick mansion that stood in landscaped grounds opposite Milk Street. Atop its octagonal, lanternshaped cupola was another of Deacon Shem Drowne’s weather vanes, an erect, almost life-sized Indian poised to let fly an arrow from his bow.

Soon after his arrival, Gage revoked John Hancock’s commission because his cadets failed to salute His Excellency upon his entry into the town. The cadets stood stoutly by their colonel, and the corps was disbanded. One of the town’s humorists commemorated the incident in a jingle that was published in the radical Massachusetts Spy, in which King George expresses his displeasure:

Your Colonel Hancock, by neglect, 

Has been deficient in respect; 

As he my Sovereign toe ne’er kissed, 

’Twas proper he should be dismissed.

I never was and never will 

By mortal man be treated ill.

No jingles were written in farewell to Thomas Hutchinson. But he received a letter signed by one hundred and twenty Tories thanking him for his services to Massachusetts Bay. He had given distinguished service to the province he deeply loved, but there could be no compromise of principles for the haughty aristocrat. He believed that the people should be ruled by men of intellect and breeding, and he was unswervingly loyal to His Majesty, King George III. With a last look at his country house and beautiful gardens and orchards in Milton, Thomas Hutchinson sailed for England. He left never doubting that his stay would be temporary, but he lived out the rest of his life in lonely and unhappy exile.

General Gage could not have relished his assignment to rebellious Boston. He had lived for many years in America and had an American wife, so he was well acquainted with the ways of the colonists. He was fifty-two, amiable, well-meaning, and popular, and as an officer, capable enough but far from brilliant. He had been sent to Boston to preserve order and to close the port. On June 1 he declared the port of Boston to be closed.

Even the ferries were tied up and the ships were moved to Marblehead and Salem, there to gather barnacles and creak dismally at their moorings. There was no demand for sailors now. There was no work for dock hands, shipbuilders, ropewalkers, sail makers, and the army of men usually employed at the shipyards. Every business in town suffered. Suddenly there were thousands of jobless men. with nothing but time on their hands.

Once again Boston was overrun with soldiers. They marched and drilled, and the young officers strutted about resplendent in scarlet and white and gold. In a few weeks, five thousand redcoats were quartered in the town. They behaved remarkably well, not only because they had been chosen with more care, but because General Gage was determined that there should be no clashes between the citizens and the soldiers. He was so strict that his officers complained that “Tommy feels no affection for his army.” Awed or frightened by the General’s disciplined troops, rowdy little boys kept their mouths shut. They did not whistle at the soldiers or call them “bloody-backs” and “lobsters.”

By the time Paul Revere returned, fast riders were bringing messages of sympathy and promises of support to Boston. The letter from the Sons of Liberty in Norfolk, Virginia, expressed what all the colonies felt: “Be assured we consider you as suffering in the common cause and look upon ourselves as bound by the most sacred ties to support you.”

Carts laden with gifts of food for the blockaded town came in over the Neck. Marblehead sent great quantities of “good eating fish, one and three-quarter casks of olive oil and thirty-nine pounds, five shillings, and sixpence in cash.” Farmington, Connecticut, sent four hundred bushels of rye and Indian corn, and Chelmsford, Massachusetts, forty bushels of rye. Donations of rice came from Charleston, South Carolina, and flour from Maryland. Philadelphia and other towns sent money.

On a hot August day, one of the best known and best loved soldiers in America coaxed and prodded one hundred and thirty sheep through the town gate and drove them down High Street to Dock Square. Just the sight of Israel Putnam, waving a long stick in one hand and his rusty three-cornered hat in the other, gave the dispirited Bostonians a tremendous lift. When the word flew about town that Old Put had come, the citizens turned out to line the street all the way from Orange to Cornhill. Cheers drowned out the bleatings of the flock that the old soldier had driven all the way from Pomfret, Connecticut, about a hundred miles away.

Everyone knew about Old Put. He had been a ranger in the French and Indian campaigns, had been captured by the redskins, and rescued in the nick of time from flames that licked at his feet. He was absolutely fearless and miraculously lucky. There were already more than a score of legends that attested to his courage, his resourcefulness, and his luck. Now he was ready to lick the redcoats. He declared it would take only a few skirmishes to send them hightailing.

Earlier that summer there had been forewarnings of the Revolution that many people now believed to be inevitable. Patriots in all the colonies pondered the grave question of what political action to take. They thought back to the time when most of the colonies had united in the Stamp Act Congress of 1765.

It was even more important now that they come together to discuss the plight of Boston and the strained relations with the mother country that affected them all. Acting through their committees of correspondence, the colonies resolved to hold a congress in Philadelphia. It was to convene on September 5, 1774, and it would be known as the First Continental Congress.

But first, formal approval to hold the Congress would have to come from the colonial assemblies, and delegates would have to be elected. The Whig members of the Massachusetts House of Representatives made careful plans for their next meeting after Sam Adams had talked to them privately about the Congress. Cautious efforts were made to discourage Tory members from coming. Quite casually the Whigs spoke of routine matters to be discussed and expressed the hope that the session would be brief.

Secrecy was of the utmost necessity. General Gage had moved his official residence from Boston to Danvers on the outskirts of Salem, where he could keep closer watch on the “fanatics.” If word of their plans had leaked out, he would have forbidden them to come together.

On the afternoon of June 17, the Massachusetts legislature convened in the meetinghouse at Salem. As the members filed in and took their seats, the Whigs nervously turned their heads to see who was there. Just before the meeting began, John Hancock whispered to Sam Adams that he had counted eleven Tories. Sam was prepared for this. He discreetly stationed a guard at the locked doors and ordered that no one be allowed in or out until the meeting was over.

Then he stood calmly before the assembled representatives, and in a voice that shook only slightly, put forward the motion: “That a General Congress of deputies meet at Philadelphia to consult together upon the present state of the colonies, and to deliberate and determine upon wise and proper measures for the recovery and establishment of their just rights and liberties, civil and religious.”

Instantly there were angry protests from the Tories. One of their members who sat in the back of the room rose quickly, went to the doorkeeper, and with his hands pressed to his stomach said, “I am going to be sick. Let me out!” Momentarily flustered, the guard unlocked the door and let him through. The “sick” Tory mounted his horse and galloped off to Danvers to tell the Governor what the traitorous Whigs were up to.

In the meantime, the House passed the motion for a general congress by a vote of 120 to 11. With the Tory minority sitting in sulky silence, the patriots went on to elect the five Massachusetts delegates—Sam Adams, Thomas Cushing, James Bowdoin, John Adams, and Robert Treat Paine. Sam Adams had other plans for John Hancock.

Of course the delegates would not be expected to pay their expenses out of their own pockets. And while the Whigs were discussing this matter, there came a terrific pounding on the doors and sounds of an angry voice. The doorkeeper hurried down the aisle and reported that the Governor’s secretary, Thomas Flucker, was outside shouting that by the order of His Excellency, the meeting was dissolved. By the order of Sam Adams, the doorkeeper went back to guard the doors and the meeting continued. It was voted to pay the delegates five hundred pounds to cover their official expenses. Then the doors were opened, and the victorious Whigs walked out into the bright sunlight.

It was the last time the House of Representatives met under the authority of a royal governor. After that day, Governor Gage angrily refused to convene the assembly at Salem or anywhere else in the province. Sam Adams had foreseen that the people of Massachusetts would have to devise a way of governing themselves. In accordance with a plan he had worked out, representatives from all parts of the province met at Salem early in October and organized the Provincial Congress. John Hancock was elected chairman of the new body that would carry on the duties and functions of the old Massachusetts Bay General Court.

The Whigs in Boston were solidly united now, and town and country were joined in the fight against British oppression. Beyond the borders of Massachusetts, patriots in the other colonies were more alert to the threats to their liberties than they had ever been before. Even now, though, British statesmen were unaware of the growing strength of the revolutionary movement in America. General Thomas Gage was still confident he could tame the Boston fanatics.
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The First Continental Congress

The summer of 1774 was hot and very dry in Boston. Daily the redcoats paraded and drilled—wheeled, marched, presented arms. The clump of army boots on the cobblestones,the roll of drums, and the shrill notes of the fife had become familiar sounds.

Tories who had been treated roughly by patriots in other towns flocked into Boston seeking safety under the protection of General Gage and his soldiers. The bells no longerpealed joyfully for celebrations, and an air of gloom anddepression hung over the town.

But with the coming of August, there was a stir of expectancy. The Massachusetts delegates would soon be leaving for the First Continental Congress in Philadelphia.Sam Adams would tell the leaders of other colonies aboutBoston’s wretched condition, and they would surely dosomething about it.

There was more than a flurry of excitement in Sam’s household on Purchase Street. For the moment he couldrelax and think about something other than politics—about a new wardrobe, of all things! His long-sufferingBetsy was so pleased she was almost in tears.

Of course the Old Puritan had not given a thought to what he would wear to the Congress. In any case, the shinyold suit he was wearing would have seemed good enough.But his friends had got together and decided they couldnot let the leading patriot of Boston turn up in Philadelphia shabbily dressed.

Sam never knew who sent the tailor to take his measurements for a new suit. He came one day with all the paraphernalia of his trade, saying that some gentlemen had told him to call and that Mr. Adams was “to choose his cloth.”He suggested dark red broadcloth and, quite dazed, Samagreed it would be a good choice.

The peruke maker followed the tailor, and Sam was fitted with the most stylish wig he had ever owned. Thereseemed to be no end to the procession of tradesmen whocame to his door. Besides the new suit and the new wig, hewas presented with two pairs of buckled shoes, a smartcocked hat, two ruffled shirts, and six pairs of white silkstockings. He would have to get used to the feel of silkon his legs for he had always worn cotton hose.

To plain Sam Adams, it was all quite overwhelming. His blue eyes grew misty and his hands shook as he fingeredthe fine broadcloth of his new suit. It was wonderful to havekind friends, but surely this expression of good will wasmore of an honor to the cause than to him personally. Hebelieved quite sincerely that it was.

On Wednesday morning, August 10, the streets in the neighborhood of Thomas Cushing’s mansion near BeaconHill were filled with people. They were in a happy mood.This was the great day of departure for the delegates to theCongress in Philadelphia. Cushing was one of them, andthey were meeting here at his house with friends and relatives who had gathered to wish them Godspeed. There wereonly four delegates, as James Bowdoin had given up thetrip because of his wife’s illness.

Abigail Adams, John’s wife, and Sam’s Betsy were there in flower-sprigged summer dresses and little white bonnets.John Hancock was among the patriots who had come tosee their friends off, and he had brought the charming andpretty Dorothy Quincy with him. Since her mother’s death,she had lived in the Hancock mansion as the ward of AuntLydia. Miss Dolly was as slender as a reed, with large eyeswide-set in a pert little face—pointed chin, short nose, anda high rounded forehead. Everyone knew that John Hancock, ten years older than she, had been courting her forthree years, that she could not make up her mind to say yes,and that Aunt Lydia was determined to make it up for her.

But it was Sam Adams upon whom all eyes were fixed that morning, rather than upon Miss Dolly in her ruffleddress and lace bonnet, tied fetchingly under her chin witha black velvet ribbon. The old patriot cut such a dashingfigure in his elegant attire that everyone stared at him inadmiring disbelief. He was a handsome man, but no onehad noticed it before. Sam was obviously pleased in a shy,embarrassed way. His family beamed adoringly upon him—Betsy and his grown daughter Hannah, and his son Dr.Sam, who had graduated from the medical school atHarvard.

Toasts were drunk to the Congress, to the Sons of Liberty, to the delegates. Now good-bys were being said, the wives bravely pressing back their tears. The handsomecoach, with its red silk curtains and red cushions, stood infront of the house, the four sleek horses impatiently jerkingat the harness.

From his high seat, the driver, with a groom beside him, held on to the reins tightly. Two footmen in livery sat behind. Four armed horsemen would ride alongside the coachas an escort.

The crowd, too, had been waiting with impatience for a last look at the delegates. When the four men walked outand stepped into the coach, hundreds of well-wisherspressed forward with hands outstretched and voices liftedin cheers. The groom slammed the door, climbed to his seat,and at a flick from the driver’s whip, the horses clatteredoff over the cobblestones. The crowd roared, “Sam Adams!Sam Adams!” And Sam Adams leaned back, tired but veryhappy.

The procession trotted down Treamount Street, out past the Common where British regiments were encamped and,with Boston behind them, followed the post riders’ route.At Watertown, the travelers were feasted and toasted andsent on their way with ringing cheers. It was the kind ofwarm reception that was to be tendered them again andagain.

The journey took them through Marlborough, Worcester, Brookfield, and on to Springfield. There theyturned south and drove to Hartford, Connecticut, and thensouthwest to Middletown, Wallingford, and into NewHaven. Here it seemed that the entire population had turnedout to give them a wild, joyous welcome. With church bellsringing and cannon booming a salute, it was as if they hadcome out “to see a coronation,” John Adams said.

On Saturday morning, August 20, the delegates, weary, disheveled, and begrimed with dust, drove over King’sBridge and into New York. The gentlemen from Massachusetts rested here for a week, went sight-seeing, werewined and dined, and talked politics endlessly with theNew York delegates and leading citizens—all of them tooconservative for Sam Adams and Cousin John.

The following Friday the ferry carried them across the Hudson River to New Jersey. They visited Princeton, andat Trenton took the ferry over the Delaware River into theprovince of Pennsylvania. At Frankfort other carriages andcoaches joined them, and a great parade of delegates drovethe remaining five miles into Philadelphia. A week remainedbefore the Congress would hold its first session. This interval gave the delegates time to get acquainted with one another and with the city.

Although Boston had its start a full half century earlier, Philadelphia, with thirty thousand inhabitants, was thelargest city in America. It was a great shipbuilding centerand a city of wealth and culture. Benjamin Franklin, nowan old man and its most distinguished citizen, had walkedup Market Street on his arrival, a penniless boy with a“great puffy roll” under each arm and his mouth full ofwarm bread. Among the many improvements he had introduced were paved streets. The streets were lighted withstreet lamps—a great convenience, the Bostonians observed.But not even Ben Franklin could do anything about theoppressive heat in summer and the flies and mosquitoes.

Unlike the Puritans in Massachusetts Bay, the Quakers of Pennsylvania had been tolerant of other religions andfrom the beginning had given the people a large measure ofpolitical liberty. Such freedom had attracted many educated European immigrants. Teachers, painters, doctors,and scientists had come to live in Philadelphia. It was quitestartling to the good Congregationalists from Boston to findso many different faiths in the Quaker city. Besides theQuakers, there were Presbyterians, German Lutherans,Roman Catholics, Episcopalians, and Moravians.

How well the wealthy Philadelphians lived in their elegantly furnished brick houses, which lined both sides of spacious High Street. These rich families had country seats,too, out along the Schuylkill River, with such colorfulnames as Sweetbrier, Lemon Hill, and Strawberry Mansion. It was the kind of luxurious living that was downrightoffensive to Sam Adams. He found it much more interesting to explore the docks on Front Street and to chat in hiseasy fashion with sailors, riggers, and shipyard workers,just as he did in Boston.

But Cousin John, with his avid interest in everything, visited and dined in some of the wealthy homes, wheredinner was at four in the afternoon. Philadelphians hadprodigious appetites, he observed, and recorded in his diarythat on one occasion he was served “turtle, flummery,jellies, sweetmeats of twenty sorts, trifle, whipped sillabub,and floating island” along with “every other thing.” Thewines were excellent and he drank Madeira “at a great rate.”

The Massachusetts men did much more that first week in Philadelphia than explore the city and observe the mannersand customs of its citizens. They spent long hours in conferences, sounding out the political beliefs of the delegatesand planning their own strategy.

Although the colonies had responded with sympathy and aid when Boston’s port was closed, many Americans fearedand distrusted the hot-headed radicalism of Sam Adams.Few of the representatives were ready as he was to speakout for independence, and they were suspicious of hisambitions. They said Sam wanted Massachusetts to be thehead of America, Boston the head of Massachusetts, andhimself dictator of Boston.

The delegates of the Bay province were well aware of this distrust. They had come to the Congress with no particular program and with the intention of keeping quietand making themselves as inconspicuous as possible. SamAdams worked hard, though, at behind-the-scenes wirepulling and maneuvering for political advantage.

At ten o’clock on Monday morning, September 5, the delegates assembled in Carpenters’ Hall, a two-story brickbuilding on Chestnut Street that was owned by the carpenters’ guild. There in the East Room on the ground floor,Peyton Randolph of Virginia was unanimously chosenpresident of the Congress, and Charles Thomson of Philadelphia was named secretary. The next important businesswas to decide how the delegates were to vote. Every colony except Georgia had sent a delegation. Should the vote be bycolonies, with one vote to a colony, or should each of thefifty-three representatives cast a vote?

There was a long discussion and then Patrick Henry, Virginia’s great orator and member of the House of Burgesses for nine years, rose to speak. He was a slight man,plainly dressed and wearing an unpowdered brown wig.There was a smoldering fire in his deep-set blue eyes.

The delegates listened with a profound sense of destiny when he said: “Let freemen be represented by numbersalone! The distinctions between Virginians, Pennsylvanians,New Yorkers, and New Englanders are no more. I am nota Virginian but an American!”

Christopher Gadsden, South Carolina’s outspoken advocate for liberty, was a delegate. Gadsden had expressed the same sentiments at the Stamp Act Congress. The colonists were not ready to accept Patrick Henry’s revolutionary concept. They were still more conscious of theboundaries that divided their respective colonies than ofbeing united as Americans. But Patrick Henry’s words impressed them so deeply that for a few moments after hesat down, there was complete silence.

When the discussion was resumed, John Jay of New York proposed that one vote be given to each colony, andthe next morning his motion was seconded. There wouldbe one vote for each colony represented.

Among the representatives of Virginia was a towering, broad-shouldered man who sat silent throughout the proceedings and who was the only delegate in uniform. By hispresence alone, Colonel George Washington made his influence felt. He sat erect in the blue-and-buff uniform ofthe Fairfax County militia. Now forty-two years old, hehad fought with exceptional bravery and distinction inthe French and Indian War. A man of great dignity anddisciplined patience, he lacked the oratorical gifts of PatrickHenry, but he was respected for his quiet good sense andhis capacity for decision. As one of the wealthy landedaristocrats of Virginia, Colonel Washington had much tolose if the quarrel with the mother country brought disasterto the colonies. But he was uncompromisingly opposed totaxation without representation, and was a staunch defenderof American rights.

The Adamses sat silent, too, like well-behaved children seen but not heard. There was one occasion during theearly sessions when Sam Adams, having shrewdly calculatedthe effect, did speak up. Tom Cushing proposed that theCongress be opened each morning with a prayer. It wascustomary in the meetings of legislative bodies, he said, butJohn Jay objected. How could satisfactory choice of aminister be made when so many different faiths were represented?

Sam Adams rose slowly and took the floor. Perhaps it was presumptuous since he was a stranger in the city, he saidhesitantly, but he would like to suggest that Mr. Duche,the Episcopal clergyman of Philadelphia, be asked to offersuch a prayer. His own church was not that of Mr. Duche’s,but—well, he hoped he was not so bigoted that he couldnot listen to the prayer of a pious man of any faith whoalso loved his country, and this good report he had heardabout the Episcopal minister.

There were whisperings, murmurings, and pleased smiles. It seemed that the Congregationalists of Massachusetts werenot so rigid, or so unbending, as was generally believed.And yes, the Congress should have the benefit of an openingprayer. Without further objection or debate, the delegatesapproved the suggestion, and Mr. Duche came each morning to read from the Scriptures and to pray.

Before leaving for Philadelphia, Sam Adams had discussed with Dr. Joseph Warren plans for a convention of representatives of Suffolk County, which included Boston.Warren had promised that he would draft a set of resolves.Adams waited anxiously for news of this convention. Itcame about the middle of September when Paul Revererode into Philadelphia bringing the Suffolk Resolves.

Excitement gripped the delegates as Peyton Randolph read them aloud. Although declaring that “We cheerfullyacknowledge George the Third to be our rightful sovereign,” the Resolves made so violent an attack upon Britainthat the members of the First Continental Congress werestartled.

The people of Suffolk County were advised to defy the despotic Boston Port Bill. They were urged to prepare fora defensive war against England by ordering their committees of safety to organize and strengthen the militia. IfBritish troops in Boston should take the offensive, theyasked, would the other colonies come to her aid with anarmed force?

Joseph Galloway, leader of the Philadelphia conservatives, exclaimed that the Suffolk Resolves were, in effect, a declaration of war against the mother country. He had offered a plan for the political union of America and GreatBritain to be known as the American Grand Council.Grandiose nonsense, the Adamses called it, and were gladto hear the last of it when the plan was shelved. In thecaucuses, Sam Adams had fought Galloway at every stepand suspected that he was a Tory.

For days the inflammatory Suffolk Resolves were debated in caucuses and on the floor at Carpenters’ Hall. Then, to the dismay of the conservatives, the Resolves were formally adopted by a majority of the Congress. It was a greatvictory for the Massachusetts men.

There was much talk in the sessions that followed about another nonimportation agreement. But the Congress had noauthority to impose its resolutions upon the colonies, andcould only strongly urge that they boycott British goodsand stop exports to Great Britain.

Finally, a Loyal Address to the King was drafted and approved: “Had we been left to enjoy in quiet the inheritance left us by our forefathers, we should at this time have beenpeaceably, cheerfully, and usefully employed in recommending ourselves by every testimony of devotion to YourMajesty, and of veneration to the state from which wederive our origin.”

Nothing had been said about independence. Sam Adams knew he was almost alone in desiring it. Others were notready “to dispute the matter with the sword.” But he couldwait; he could be patient a little longer. The time wouldcome. How eager he was now to get back to his belovedBoston—how eager to sit down with the Sons of Libertyand hear them tell what they had been doing to resist theinvaders.

On Wednesday, October 26, the First Continental Congress adjourned after having made plans to meet again in May of the next year—the fateful year of 1775.
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Acts of Defiance

Boston had changed during the absence of the Massachusetts delegates. General Gage had stepped up the activities of the occupying troops and the town was now more thanever a British military stronghold. The redcoats were everywhere; the harbor was crowded with British warships.More frightened Tories had swarmed in. Mrs. Sam Adamshad written her husband that “the once happy town” hadbecome “the cage of every unclean bird” who had made thetown his “ark of safety.”

Fortifications had been built on the Neck. Sam Adams chuckled when he heard they were being called beaverdams by veterans of the French and Indian Wars. And heapplauded the Sons of Liberty who were making things difficult for General Gage.

The Quartering Act gave the Governor the right to put his soldiers in any private home that had room for them.But Boston was so overcrowded that General Gage wastrying to get badly needed barracks built for the redcoats.Boston carpenters refused to work on the fortificationsand the barracks even though they needed employment.Wagons coming in from the country with provisions forthe troops broke down and spilled over, and boats carryingsupplies sank for no apparent reason.

Josiah Quincy had boarded a ship at Salem and was now in England. There had been an air of secrecy about hisdeparture and his mission. It was known only that he hadgone to London to try to make clear the American positionto the British. Sam Adams must have frowned disapprovingly when he heard of it.

What heartened him more than anything else was the work done by the Provincial Congress. John Hancock, itspresident, had been untiring in his efforts to organize theCongress and to make it function as the only governmentof Massachusetts. To elude General Gage, the ProvincialCongress had no fixed place of meeting. It met first atSalem, then at Concord, and more recently at Cambridge.

Hancock had been appointed chairman of the Massachusetts Committee of Safety, which became the military arm of the Provincial Congress. The committee was authorizedto call up the militia for active duty and to procure militarystores. It was at this time that the famed minutemen, armedcitizens who agreed to turn out for service at a minute’snotice, were organized.

On every village green the minutemen could be seen drilling. Many of them came armed with the old squirrelguns they had used to repulse the French. Why were theydrilling? Obviously, they said, to prepare for defense againsttheir old enemy. Had not the mother country thought astanding army necessary in America lest the French returnand attack again?

Seeing the farmers with their clumsy weapons and dressed not in fine uniforms but in nondescript homespun,the British regulars jeered. Why these local troops werenothing but a ragtag. In battle they would run at the firstwhiff of gunpowder.

General Gage was not amused. He had seen what the colonials from the country towns of New England coulddo with their squirrel guns when he had fought with themagainst the French. After that experience, he would neverbe so foolhardy as to think they lacked courage. Theearnestness with which they drilled now made him nervous.He must send an urgent request to England for more troops.He must keep a close watch on the colonials. There was notelling when they might rush into Boston from the country.

Early in December, the Provincial Congress convened in the meetinghouse at Watertown. John Hancock presided over the two hundred and sixty men who representedtowns, both large and small, in Massachusetts Bay. Theywere not men of wealth or education as were those whohad attended the Continental Congress in Philadelphia, butfarmers, fishermen, carpenters, bakers, and small shopkeepers.

Sam Adams had urged that a New England army be created, and this was the most important business the representatives discussed. They agreed that Massachusetts shouldraise a force of twelve thousand men, and that ways andmeans should be found for providing them with militaryequipment. Letters were to be sent to other New Englandcolonies, strongly advising them to take the same action.Before the representatives dispersed on December 10, theyelected five delegates to the Second Continental Congress—Sam Adams, John Hancock, Robert Paine, John Adams,and Elbridge Gerry.

That winter of 1774-75 was “the warmest in memory of man.” The Charles did not freeze, and this at least relievedGeneral Gage of the fear that “the country” would sweep inover the frozen river that connected Boston with Charlestown and Cambridge. The warm weather was a blessing forthe many poor people, and for Paul Revere and the mechanics who formed a committee that winter to watch themovements of the redcoats and gather intelligence aboutthe activities of the Tories. They held their meetings atthe Green Dragon and took turns patrolling the streets ofBoston all night in pairs.

Just after the Provincial Congress at Watertown adjourned, Paul Revere went on a hazardous ride for the patriots. He could no longer go galloping down HighStreet and out through the town gate. Now, if a man wasnot a Tory in good standing, he had to obtain a pass frommilitary headquarters at Province House before he couldleave town. Revere gave some plausible excuse, got hispass, and rode out of Boston at a sedate pace. When he wasout of sight of the British sentries, he put spurs to his horseand covered the sixty miles to Durham, New Hampshire,over slippery roads at top speed. He arrived on the afternoon of December 13 with important news for John Sullivan, drillmaster of the local minutemen.

General Gage had made plans to send two regiments to Fort William and Mary in Portsmouth Harbor to strengthenthe weak garrison there and to occupy the town. Therewas no time to lose. Could John Sullivan beat the redcoatsto the fort? The hardy patriot thought he could.

A picked group of young men were alerted, and that night they manned clumsy vessels, rowed the few milesdown river to Portsmouth Harbor, and pushed their boatsas close to the fort as possible. By moonlight they wadedwaist-deep in icy water up to the fort.

The order to surrender came as such a shock to the captain in command of a handful of men that he gave up without making any attempt to defend the fort. Having bagged the garrison, the colonials went briskly about the businessof removing a hundred kegs of powder and a great stackof guns from His Majesty’s fort to their boats. The nextday they dug a pit under the pulpit of the meetinghouse inwhich to hide the stores.

This was the first outright attack upon a British fort that the colonists had made. If General Gage had not been reluctant to stir up more trouble, there would have beensevere penalties for the young men who took part in theraid, and Paul Revere would have been clapped into prison.But the worst that happened to Revere was that he couldget no more passes at Province House. The resourcefulcourier, therefore, got himself a boat and kept it hiddennear his house in North Boston.

About two weeks after the seizure of the King’s fort and military stores at Portsmouth, the documents of the FirstContinental Congress were received in London—the LoyalAddress to the King, and the Declaration of Rights. BothKing and Parliament disdained to read them until it suitedtheir convenience. Parliament would not sit until sometimein January.

However, the papers were given wide circulation and were read and discussed in London. One severe critic calledthe colonial gathering in Philadelphia the “Congress ofAnarchy.” Poor Josiah Quincy, weak and ill, got nowherewith his pleas that they try to understand the Americans.They were arrant cowards and seditious fools, the loyalBritish declared angrily.

Benjamin Franklin and other colonial agents also pleaded in vain for justice and fair treatment. Lord North calledFranklin the “most malicious and dangerous enemy” inGreat Britain.

The government refused to listen to the counsel of those statesmen who were friends of the Americans. Old WilliamPitt, now Lord Chatham, spoke in the House of Lords intheir behalf. “All attempts to impose servitude upon such amighty continental nation must be in vain,” he warned thepeers.

But with stubborn finality, King George III told his minister Lord North, “The New England governments arein a state of rebellion. Blows must decide whether they areto be subject to this country or independent.”

Five years had passed since the British troops had fired upon the crowd in King Street. Each year since then theBoston Massacre had been commemorated on March 5 byan orator who reminded the people gathered in the OldSouth Meetinghouse that it had been the blood of the innocent that was shed that night as a result of England’ssending the soldiers to Boston.

In March 1775, the situation in Boston was far worse than it had ever been. Excited and fearful, young and old askedif there would be a celebration of the massacre this year.Sam Adams calmly assured them there would and thatJoseph Warren would be the speaker.

On the evening of the fifth, the crowds came early to the Old South Meetinghouse, every man feeling the “palpitations of his own heart.” It was observed that many Britishofficers and soldiers had come too. Sam Adams and JohnHancock sat with the selectmen in the pulpit, which wasdraped with black cloth.

While waiting for the speaker, Sam Adams, who was moderator, stood up and politely requested the townspeoplesitting in front to move back and let the officers have theirseats. “I took care to have them treated with civility,” hesaid later, “so they might have no pretense to behave ill.For it is a good maxim in politics to put and keep the enemyin the wrong.”

It was said that the soldiers had come intending to behave very badly. Reportedly, they had planned to seize Adams,Hancock, and Warren if the speakers offended them byinsulting the King or his officers. The signal was to havebeen an egg thrown at Warren’s head. But the young officerwho was entrusted with carrying the egg fell on his way tothe meeting and it broke.

Joseph Warren was late because it took him so long to adjust the folds of the flowing toga he wore. Finding thechurch packed to the doors, he somehow managed to climba ladder and come in through a window back of the pulpit.Taking the posture of a Roman orator, with a white handkerchief in his right hand and his left in the folds of his toga,he launched into the mildest massacre oration the peoplehad ever heard. Not once, they noticed, did he refer to themassacre as bloody. It was the many scarlet coats in theaudience that had prompted him to be cautious, for he didnot want to start a riot.

For all his care to give the British soldiers no excuse for misbehavior, Sam Adams was disappointed in Warren’sspeech. At its conclusion he came forward and proposedthat “the thanks of the town be presented to Dr. Warrenfor his elegant and spirited oration, and that another be delivered on the next fifth of March to commemorate thebloody massacre of the fifth of March, 1770.”

Instantly there were shouts of “Oh fie, fie!” from the redcoats. The men who sat in the gallery thought they had cried, “Fire! Fire!” and “bounced out the windows andswarmed down the gutters like rats.”

Order was restored and, surprisingly, the meeting ended without further disturbance. It was well known that thepatriot leaders were flirting with danger—that at any moment they might be seized and sent to England aboard aBritish man-of-war to be tried for treason. The Tories wereagain saying that Sam Adams turned pale at the sight ormention of hemp. His friends said he showed “amazingfortitude, noble resolution, and undaunted courage.”

John Hancock, too, was a marked man, and as brave as Adams in his contempt of danger. Both patriots were jeeredat in a rhyme that was printed in a Tory newspaper andwidely quoted:

As for their King, John Hancock,

And Adams, if they’re taken,

Their heads for signs shall hang on high

Upon that hill called Beacon.

Joseph Warren was not a target of Tory versifiers, but he was not overlooked. Riding along the Neck one day outtoward the place of execution, he passed a group of Britishofficers. One called after him, “Go ahead, Warren, you’llsoon come to the gallows.”

General Gage still hesitated to take the step that he knew would precipitate revolt and would probably cost him hisown head. The general’s patience might last forever, but notKing George’s. The British monarch had become impatientwith excuses and was demanding that the insolent Bostonrebels be put in chains and sent to London where theywould not be handled so gently.
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Lexington and the Bloody Gauntlet

Spring came early after that mildest of winters. Now in April there was the sound of running waters, clumps of marsh marigold brightened the wet meadows, and in the greening woods the wild columbine hung out its little red bells.

General Gage, penned up in Boston with his restless troops, knew the time had come when he had to act. He had occupied the town for almost a year, exercising tact and restraint in his efforts to bring the rebellious provincials under control. But with military preparations now going forward outside of Boston, the rebellion instead of cooling had become dangerously explosive.

The Tories, as miserable in the blockaded town as the patriots, grumbled and tried to prod the general to action. They called him the “Old Woman,” and his officers laughed at him behind his back.

The worst criticism came from King George and his ministers. They had no understanding of the temper of the Americans or of the strength and extent of the rebellion. Why, they asked testily, could not the military governor in Boston seize the rebel leaders and put down insurrection before it got out of hand?

General Gage decided to act. He sent spies to gather accurate information about the military stores that he knew the provincials had hidden in Concord. Wearing gray coats over coarse shirts and leather breeches, and carrying a kerchief bundle in one hand and a walking-stick in the other, Gage’s men disguised themselves as Yankee laborers looking for work. They were to take close note of the roads they traveled, and of the mood of the people.

The reports that came back to the General convinced him that it would not be too difficult or too hazardous to seize the stores at Concord—cannon, muskets, barrels of gunpowder, food, and supplies. Moreover, there was a good chance that Sam Adams and John Hancock could be taken. It was known that they had left Boston to attend the Provincial Congress in Concord and would be staying somewhere nearby.
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General Gage made his plans with the utmost secrecy. A large force would move by boat across the Charles River to East Cambridge. From there they would march along lonely country lanes to the road that led to Concord. The troops were to leave Boston on the night of April 18.

So large an undertaking could not be accomplished overnight without preparations. And the patrolling mechanics had not relaxed their vigilance. They had seen the rowboats belonging to the British transports hauled in for repairs. It had been observed, too, that Gage’s grenadiers, his heavy-duty stalwarts, and the light infantry companies had been withdrawn from their regiments for some special duty.


Then on Saturday night, April 15, Paul Revere and his companions saw the rowboats launched and anchored under the sterns of the men-of-war. Their suspicions were aroused and they were not slow in drawing conclusions.

On that Saturday, the Provincial Congress had adjourned in Concord. Dr. Joseph Warren returned to Boston, risking his life to remain there as long as possible to direct the activities of the patriots. He was the only Whig leader in the town. John Adams was at his home in Braintree. Josiah Quincy was on his way home from England and would die aboard ship in sight of the Massachusetts shore. Dr. Benjamin Church was “keeping company” with the British officers and before the year was over would be convicted of spying for the British.

Sam Adams and John Hancock dared not risk going back to Boston. They would be leaving soon for the Second Continental Congress in Philadelphia, and until then, they were staying with the Reverend Jonas Clark at the parsonage in Lexington, which had been built by Hancock’s grandfather. Mrs. Clark was John’s cousin. Aunt Lydia and Miss Dolly were at the parsonage, too, having driven over in the family carriage.

After he had watched the boats being rowed out to the warships, Paul Revere went at once to Warren’s house to report to the doctor. General Gage was undoubtedly planning something—most likely a march to seize the two leaders, although presumably the British did not know where they were, and the valuable stores hidden at Concord. It was decided that Revere should leave for Lexington early the next day to warn Adams and Hancock and to alert the people of Concord.

How he made that trip is not known. He probably crossed the river before daylight Sunday morning in the boat he kept hidden in North Boston and rode on from East Cambridge. He warned Adams and Hancock of their danger, but they chose to remain at the parsonage in Lexington. In Concord, the patriots began at once removing the stores to safer hiding places.

On his way back on Sunday evening, Paul Revere stopped in Charlestown just across the broad mouth of the Charles River from Boston to see Colonel William Conant, a loyal patriot. He told Conant that the Boston Sons of Liberty believed that the British were going to march on Concord, and that he and Dr. Warren had worked out a system of signals that Colonel Conant must watch for each evening.

If the British should leave Boston by water, he would see two lighted lanterns hanging in the high steeple of the Old North (Christ) Church. If they marched out of town by land over Boston Neck, one lantern would be the signal. Revere himself would try to bring details of their movements to Charlestown, but if he failed, Colonel Conant must send out couriers as soon as he had seen the signal.

Monday was dark and dreary; rain fell intermittently. In an atmosphere of mounting tension, the British went forward with their plans and the townspeople watched and listened.

Behind closed doors at Province House, General Gage issued orders to his officers. Colonel Francis Smith, ponderous and bumbling, was given command of seven hundred men. Old Major Pitcairn, pious and profane and likable, would go as a volunteer and serve as second in command. And young Lord Percy, slender and dashing, was to be held in readiness to bring up reinforcements if they should be needed. Gage did not think they would be; he could not believe the rebels would take up arms against His Majesty’s troops.

It was clear and cool on Tuesday, the eighteenth. Boston was astir early. It was soon evident that the grenadiers and the light infantry companies had received orders to report for active duty. Some were billeted in private houses and the sergeants were having difficulty finding all their men.

Where, for instance, was the soldier-husband of the woman who did housework for Mrs. John Stedman on Winter Street? Mrs. Stedman did not know. Well, the sergeant would be much obliged if she would tell the soldier, in case he did come around, that “he was to report himself at eight o’clock at the bottom of the Common, equipped for an expedition.” The soldier never got this message, Dr. Warren did.

But neither he nor Paul Revere learned of General Gage’s plans for trapping patriot messengers who might try to get through to warn Concord. On Tuesday afternoon, the General sent out two groups of officers, one with orders to conceal themselves in the woods near Charlestown, the other to watch the roads closer to Concord. They carried their arms under their long blue coats, and if asked why they were out, were to say that they were looking for deserters.

There could be no secrecy, though, about moving the Somerset into the mouth of the Charles River. Obviously, the man-of-war was there to intercept any boat trying to get across to Charlestown, and the British troops would be ferried over the river under its shadow.

And there could be no concealment at the riverfront along the Common of preparations for their departure. Toward dusk the rowboats were drawn up there, and the soldiers and officers were arriving. Townspeople, too, had come out to watch and to chatter excitedly. Moving unrecognized among them, Lord Percy heard a man say, “The British troops have marched, but will miss their aim.”

“What aim?” the officer asked.

“Why, the cannon at Concord.”

General Gage was dumfounded when Lord Percy reported this conversation. Not even the British troops knew yet where they were going. How had his secret, so closely guarded he thought, leaked out?

Meanwhile, the patriots, meeting at Dr. Warren’s house, had completed their plans. They had decided to send two expresses, and William Dawes had agreed to make the attempt to ride out over the Neck. There was no question about his loyalty, but he had not been active in the patriot cause before. It seemed that if anyone could bluff his way past the sentries it would be Billy Dawes. He had a comic streak, and with his long nose and close-set blue eyes, he could play the merry fool or the drunken lout convincingly.

Just before ten o’clock a messenger rapped on the door of Paul Revere’s house in North Square. Dr. Warren wished him to come at once. He was ready, and he walked rapidly over the shadowy cobblestones to the doctor’s house on Hanover Street.

The meeting was brief. The time had come for Paul Revere to make his historic ride. Billy Dawes had already started, and Dr. Warren urged Revere to set off immediately for Lexington to warn Sam Adams and John Hancock. He himself would stay in Boston a little longer to gather whatever information he could. With a quick handclasp the two friends parted.

Robert Newman, the young sexton of Christ Church, had promised to carry the lanterns up the wooden stairs, past the eight great bells, and on up to the highest window in the belfry. Revere found him waiting in a dark street near the church, whispered, “Ready—the signal, two lanterns.”

Then he hurried back to his house in North Square, making his way unnoticed through the redcoats who thronged the streets and the square. He pulled on heavy riding boots, got into a short stirrup, bid his family good-by, and was gone. In the north part of town where Revere kept his boat hidden, two friends waited, ready to row him across the river. Looming up menacingly in the mouth of the river was the great black hulk of the Somerset, and a short distance upstream the British troops were being ferried across to Cambridge.

The boatmen pushed off cautiously and with muffled oars rowed well to the east of the heavily armed man-of-war. As Paul Revere later described the scene, “It was then young flood, the ship was winding, and the moon was rising.”

No hail of shot came from the warship’s guns, and no watchful British seaman barked the order to heave to. The little rowboat moved slowly, almost noiselessly, across the water and Revere was landed on the Charlestown side.

At Colonel Conant’s he found a group of patriots eager for news of the happenings in Boston. But first, had they seen the signal from Christ’s steeple? Yes, a “glimmer and then a gleam of light” from the two lanterns had been clearly visible. And could they find him a horse? He would need a good one. Deacon John Larkin offered his best.

While the horse was being groomed and saddled, he told the company “what was acting” in Boston. Just before he left, Richard Devens, a member of the Committee of Safety, came in with news of the British patrol. Revere learned for the first time that General Gage had sent out officers that afternoon to block the roads leading to Concord.

Devens said he was driving down from Lexington in his chaise and, just after sunset, had met ten British officers on horseback. They had stopped and asked him if he knew where “Clark’s Tavern” was. Suspecting that they were looking for the patriot leaders, he had sent a messenger to the Clark parsonage with a warning.

And now the horse was at the door. It was eleven o’clock when Paul Revere stepped out into the bright moonlight, booted and spurred. He adjusted the stirrups, checked girths and bit with a practiced hand, patted the animal's sleek neck, and swung into the saddle and was off.

He rode through the quiet town and out over Charlestown Neck with the Mystic River on his right and the Charles on his left. Beyond was the desolate expanse of salt marshes, clay pits, and scrub crossed by two roads. Revere turned left, intending to take the shorter route through Cambridge to Lexington. He came to the spot where the moon shone eerily upon a skeleton hanging in chains from a gibbet inside an iron cage. It was that of Mark, a slave who had conspired to poison his master and whose remains had hung here for twenty years as a ghastly warning to other slaves.

On past the rattling bones of Mark, on through the moonlight and the shadows, and suddenly Revere saw two mounted officers ahead under a tree near the road. He was close enough to recognize their British cockades. As one of them started toward him, he turned his horse sharply about and rode at a full gallop for the Mystic road. Looking back, he saw that his pursuer’s heavier charger had got stuck in a clay pit.

With the road to Cambridge blocked, Paul Revere took the longer way, following the Mystic River, crossing into Medford over a plank bridge. Here he “awakened the captain of the minutemen,” then, having recrossed the Mystic, got back on the road he had first planned to take, and “alarmed almost every house” until he came to Lexington.

And so through the night went his cry of alarm 

To every Middlesex village and farm, 

A cry of defiance and not of fear, 

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 

And a word that shall echo forevermore!

While bells were ringing and armed patriots were riding hither and yon in Middlesex County shouting “The regulars are out!” the British soldiers were huddled together, wet and shivering, on the Cambridge shore waiting for the order to march. They had been rowed across the Charles River at its widest point, had landed in the marshes, and to get out had walked through water up to their knees. As there were not enough boats, it was midnight before all the regulars got across. Then, for some reason, Colonel Smith had held them there in Cambridge until two o’clock on the morning of the nineteenth.

When Paul Revere arrived in Lexington about midnight, he could hear the voices of the minutemen who had gathered in Buckman’s Tavern after Richard Devens’s messenger brought word that a British patrol was abroad. Across the road on the left, the triangular village green lay in the shadow of the dark, barnlike meetinghouse, with its detached wooden belfry nearby.

John Parker, captain of the minutemen, had taken the precaution to post a guard around the parsonage that stood a short distance from the green on the road leading to Bedford. Sergeant Munroe was in command, and when Revere rode up and asked to be admitted, the Sergeant warned him not to make any noise because the ladies and gentlemen had gone to bed and did not want to be disturbed.

“Noise!” Revere shouted. “You’ll have noise enough before long! The regulars are out!”

John Hancock heard him and called, “Come in, Revere, we are not afraid of you.”

He strode in, his dark eyes alight with excitement, and told the parson and his guests, who were standing around in their night clothes, that the redcoats were coming—not just a patrol but close to a thousand.

John Hancock called for his sword and his gun. He would join the minutemen at once and fight with them if they opposed the British regulars. Sam Adams laid a restraining hand on his friend’s arm and said he was talking nonsense, that they had something more important to do.

While they argued, William Dawes arrived, and he and Revere decided to go over to Concord to spread the alarm far and wide in that direction. On the way out of Lexington, they were joined by Samuel Prescott, a young doctor from Concord. The three men had covered about half the distance when four British officers rode out of the woods and with drawn pistols ordered them into a pasture. Dr. Prescott jumped his horse over a low stone wall and got through to Concord. Whooping “Ha, boys, I’ve caught two of ’em!” Dawes, too, managed to escape. But Revere galloped toward a wooded part of the pasture, squarely into a nest of six other officers, who seized his bridle and ordered him to dismount. He was sharply questioned by Major Mitchell, the officer in command. Asked his name, he answered, “My name is Revere.”

Was he Paul Revere? Yes, and when the officer explained that they were out looking for some deserters, Revere said he knew better. He knew they would miss their aim, for he had warned the country. There would soon be five hundred men in Lexington.

Alarmed, Major Mitchell knew he must hurry or the patrol would be cut off from Colonel Smith’s advancing troops. They had picked up four mounted country men before Revere was caught; now with their prisoners the officers rode down toward Lexington at “a pretty smart pace.” Within a mile of the town, they heard shots—to alarm the country, Revere told the Major.

Mitchell decided he must get rid of his captives. The horses of the country men were unsaddled and driven off, and the men turned loose to make their way home on foot.

A little farther along, more reports from the guns at Lexington were heard, and Major Mitchell again called a halt. This time Revere’s horse was given to a sergeant whose own mount had tired. The gallant horse whose “hurrying hoof beats” had been heard by so many patriots that night was lost to the British.

Alone and on foot, Paul Revere left the road for fear of getting caught again and set out across pastures and through the woods for Lexington. He knew the parsonage was close by when he found himself stumbling over the stones in a burying ground. At the Reverend Clark’s, the argument between Hancock and Adams had gone on and on, but Mr. Hancock was finally persuaded that “it was improper for him to expose himself against such a powerful force.” When they heard Revere’s report, the rebel leaders made haste to depart. Hancock’s clerk, John Lowell, and Revere went with them to the house of the widow of a clergyman in Woburn, three miles northeast of Lexington. But as Hancock’s trunk containing important papers was at Buckman’s Tavern, at the clerk’s request, Revere went back with him to help carry it away.

It was gray dawn when they returned in John Hancock’s chaise. The meetinghouse bell was clanging, and a drummer was calling the minutemen to take their places with the company that was already lining up on the green between the church and the tavern. Young men and old, most of them farmers dressed in work clothes, came on the run, holding on to their muskets.

Captain Parker was giving orders, telling those who had just arrived where to stand. There had been conflicting rumors. The regulars were coming, they were not coming —all the reports had been false. But then a messenger arrived and told the captain he had seen the redcoats half a mile down the road.

Looking down from a window in an upper room of Buckman’s Tavern, Paul Revere saw “the British very near upon a full march.” The sun had just risen. Its sparkling light fell across freshly turned furrows in the fields, brightened blossoming apple orchards, and glittered on the steel bayonets of the scarlet-coated troops advancing in orderly ranks into Lexington. Major Pitcairn, astride his horse, commanded the six companies, and with him were the mounted officers who had taken Revere.


Colonel Smith had not been long upon the march from Cambridge when he heard the ringing of distant church bells and the firing of guns. Sensing that he was in for trouble, he had dispatched Major Pitcairn ahead with six light companies to take the two bridges at Concord. He had also sent word back to General Gage that he would need the reserves.

So it was Pitcairn leading the six companies of redcoats, and Major Mitchell and his officers, that Paul Revere saw from the window of the tavern. They were close now, and taking a last look at the oncoming scarlet waves, Revere hurried to help Lowell with John Hancock’s trunk. That was what he had come to do. It was not his business to take a stand with the minutemen.

With the trunk in hand, he and John Lowell passed quickly by the thin, ragged line, hardly more than seventy men, waiting there on the green. Some were running across the road to the meetinghouse for powder. What were they going to do? Captain Parker himself was rather vague about it. He had said they intended only to stand and resist the regulars if they “should insult or molest us.”

At a distance of about fifty yards the redcoats halted. Captain Parker warned his men, “Don’t fire unless fired on, but if they mean to have a war let it begin here.” Major Pitcairn galloped up close to the minutemen and was reported to have called out, “Disperse, you rebels, you villains, disperse. Lay down your arms. Why don’t you lay down your arms?”

Then, as if in answer, the first shot was fired, but not by the minutemen lined up on the green. Pitcairn had commanded his men not to fire. It was never known who fired that first shot. Most likely it was a patriot, shooting from the cover of a stone wall or from a window in Buckman’s Tavern.

But it was the signal for a volley from the ranks of the redcoats. When the east wind swept away the cloud of gun-smoke, the minutemen could be seen flying helter-skelter in all directions. With ringing cheers, the regulars broke ranks and pursued them.

Back on the green, Jonas Parker, an older cousin of the Captain, was on his buckled knees fumbling for bullets. A bayonet quickly finished him. Jonathan Harrington, with a ball in his chest, dragged himself to his own doorstep where he collapsed and died at his wife’s feet. Eight of the minutemen were killed and ten wounded. One British soldier suffered a slight wound, and Major Pitcairn’s horse was grazed by a bullet.

Among those who had watched from open doors and windows was John Hancock’s Aunt Lydia. A bullet had zipped past her head as she leaned out an upper window at the parsonage. When Adams and Hancock heard the volleys fired by the regulars, they fled into hiding some distance from Woburn. As they were driving off in Hancock’s carriage, “Sam Adams felt his soul swell with uncontrollable joy as he contemplated the future, and with prophetic utterance of his country’s dawning independence, he exclaimed, ‘O! What a glorious morning is this!’ ”

It seemed so long ago, but it was in the early morning hours of that same Wednesday, April 19, that Dr. Prescott escaped from the British patrol and returned to Concord. The town had been alarmed, and minutemen came from Lincoln and other villages to join the local company. Reports of what had happened at Lexington came in, and a group of nearly two hundred farmers decided to march down the road to meet King George’s troops.

When the provincials saw the redcoats coming, they wisely turned about and, with their “drums and fifes agoing,” led the regulars into Concord. The British fifes and drums had also begun to play, and altogether they had “grand music,” as Corporal Amos Barrett said. Numbering less than three hundred, the minutemen manned a hill above the road leading to North, or Concord, Bridge.

Colonel Smith, having arrived with the main body of troops, was now in command of the redcoats. After the rout at Lexington, he did not think the rebels in Concord would put up much of a fight. He sent a few detachments to hunt for the military stores, then ordered a small force to take the South Bridge. Six companies of light infantry were ordered out to take Concord Bridge, which was more important because the British had to cross it to reach Colonel James Barrett’s farm, where they knew some cannon were hidden.

In the meantime, the rest of the officers could relax and have breakfast at a tavern. Word came that the provincials had gathered in large numbers on the far side of Concord Bridge. Colonel Smith decided to go himself with reinforcements. While he marched slowly out of town at the head of his men, the skirmish at the bridge was fought and won by the minutemen.

Captain Walter Laurie had been left there with a small force while the rest of the British troops marched off to Barrett’s farm. When the minutemen advanced toward the bridge to drive off the enemy, Laurie’s men fired upon them. The embattled farmers stood their ground and “fired the shot heard round the world.” The redcoats ran. “Their balls whistled well,” Corporal Amos Barrett reported, “but they fired too high.” The skirmish had lasted only three or four minutes. Both sides lost several men.

The retreating troops ran smack into Colonel Smith, plodding along with two companies of grenadiers. They all returned to Concord Green, and presently, the companies sent out to take the bridge and the cannon returned, too, having failed to take either.

Now the entire British force was assembled in Concord. But why had not Lord Percy come with the reinforcements he had ordered so many hours before? Colonel Smith asked. He fumed and waited. He would be as late in leaving Concord as he had been all along.

Blunders and misunderstandings in Boston had delayed Percy’s departure until nine o’clock that morning when he had finally set out with about a thousand troops. While Percy marched and Smith waited, hundreds of provincials, alarmed and aroused, hurried toward Concord on foot and on horseback. Since Paul Revere and Billy Dawes had spread the first warning, other couriers had swung into the saddle and galloped from village to village, and from house to house, with word that the redcoats were out—that they had marched on Lexington, on Concord.

Bells answered bells throughout the countryside, and everywhere there was the roll of drums calling men to arms. Farmers, tanners, mechanics, wheelwrights, shopkeepers came from all the towns and villages in Essex, Middlesex, Norfolk, and Worcester counties. Boys too young and men too old to fight grabbed muskets and powder horns and marched to Concord. At Chelmsford a woman tried to keep her boy at home, but the lad said, “I hear the shoots and I’m going.”

Old Sam Whittemore, who lived in Cambridge, and at eighty was not limber enough for the march, was sure the British would retreat through his town. So he took down his old squirrel gun from the mantelpiece, and got his horse pistols ready, saying he would wait and pick off a redcoat or two when they came back.

The skirmish at the bridge was over about ten o’clock. For two hours afterward, Colonel Smith dawdled in Concord, uneasy and uncertain what to do. It was noon when he finally made up his mind to march back by way of Lexington. The ranks were re-formed and the long column moved out in the unseasonably warm April sunshine, their drums and fifes silent.

The retreating redcoats were not molested until they came to the place where the road narrowed at a bridge a mile out of town. Then of a sudden, Corporal Barrett said, “a great many lay dead and the road was bloody.” There was “hardly any seeing” the enemy that now took expert aim at the fleeing regulars, for the angry farmers shot from behind trees and low stone walls, and from behind the doors and windows of houses and barns along both sides of the road.

The redcoats fell to the ground in such numbers that the officers made no effort to close ranks. Major Pitcairn’s horse was shot from under him. Colonel Smith suffered a painful leg wound, and it was reported that he would have surrendered if he could have found “somebody of sufficient rank to whom he could offer his sword.” The minutemen had no need of officers. Each man fought for himself and wasted no bullets.

Lord Percy did not come to the rescue with fresh troops and two cannon until midafternoon. He found the King’s grenadiers and crack light infantry lying spent and bedraggled along the roadside, a half mile beyond Lexington and the green where they had dispersed the thin line of patriots early that morning, and where the first blood had been shed.

Now in command, Percy re-formed the disorganized troops, put out flankers to protect the main body, and slowly retreated toward Boston. All along the nineteen-mile route, the redcoats were harassed by the minutemen “in their skulking way behind hedges and walls.”

There was another skirmish on the outskirts of Cambridge. Old Sam Whittemore took part in it, crouched down behind a stone wall. He took aim with his musket and shot a redcoat dead, then cocked his horse pistol and killed another one. If he had not been badly wounded, he might have picked off two or three more. Old Sam survived his near-fatal brush with the retreating regulars and died peacefully thirteen years later at the age of ninety-three.

At sunset, Lord Percy got his troops across Charlestown Neck. They camped on Bunker Hill, which commanded the Neck and was protected by the Somerset anchored in the Charles River.

It was estimated that the British lost 273 men on that memorable April 19, 1775, and the Americans 95. The patriots had shown the redcoats that they would fight. More, they had demonstrated their ability to hold their own against well-trained troops. The regulars did not laugh that day at their clumsy weapons; they learned that the rebels would not flinch and run at the smell of gunpowder.
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News of Bunker Hill for the Commander in Chief

The exhausted redcoats remained only a few hours on Bunker Hill. That night of April 19, General Gage sent armed transports to evacuate the wounded, on the next day all the troops were withdrawn to Boston. They could see the rebels, across the river in Cambridge, standing around their breakfast fires. Why had they not dispersed and returned to their homes? This was no army, this motley ragtag of Yankee farmers and tradesmen. It was true that the angry patriots who had so suddenly left their farms and their shops were not yet an army, but they would soon become one.

Most of the members of the Boston Committee of Safety had escaped to Cambridge, where Dr. Joseph Warren, chairman of the committee, set up temporary headquarters at the house of Jonathan Hastings. With John Hancock and Sam and John Adams on their way to the Congress in Philadelphia, responsibility for managing the affairs of Massachusetts rested almost entirely upon Dr. Warren. As president of the Provincial Congress and as chairman of its Committee of Safety, he labored heroically to bring order out of chaos.

On the morning of the twentieth, while the redcoats were being ferried back to Boston, he met with the militia officers at the Hastings house in Cambridge. Paul Revere had returned, and Warren engaged him as a messenger “to do the outdoor work of the committee.” He would stand ready to ride at a moment’s notice and was given the use of two horses.

In the afternoon, General Artemas Ward, Commander in Chief of the Massachusetts militia, arrived to take command of the unorganized minutemen. He was not well, but when an express rider had brought news of the fighting to his town of Shrewsbury, he had mounted his horse and ridden to Cambridge. He was a slow middle-aged officer who had fought in the French and Indian Wars, but he was dependable and popular. Now, working with Dr. Warren and his committee, he struggled to make an army out of the milling thousands that had gathered here on the outskirts of Boston.

They had come and were still coming, not only from towns in Massachusetts, but from Rhode Island, Connecticut, and New Hampshire. News of Lexington and Concord had traveled fast, and minutemen in towns far away had grabbed their muskets and marched off to headquarters at Cambridge. They came tramping in companies over the rough country roads, dressed in leather breeches and home-spun shirts, and in tattered uniforms and rusty cocked hats. Gray-haired old Israel Putnam had come, too, leaving his plow standing in the furrow when the news flashed by. He had more courage than ability, but he was appointed second in command.

There were not enough tents, so the men built rude sailcloth shelters and thatched huts. Farmers brought in wagonloads of provisions, and from the kitchen at Harvard College came pots, kettles, and utensils.

In May an army of a different kind was on the roads, pushing its way past the volunteers hurrying to Cambridge. With the redcoats bottled up in Boston and the minutemen grimly watching from across the river, war had begun, and hordes of refugees swarmed out looking for a haven. As the Whigs streamed out of Boston, the Tories streamed in.

There were rich and poor, “parents with bundles in one hand and a string of children in the other, wandering out of town, not knowing whither they go.” The Boston Committee of Safety sent five thousand of them to houses around Worcester. Many others, including most of the prominent Whigs, crowded into Watertown, which became the capital of Massachusetts until the British evacuated Boston. The Provincial Congress met here, and Dr. Warren came up from Cambridge to stay at the Hunt house.

Although many of the volunteers grew restless and went back home to plow and plant their fields, others came to take their places and thousands stayed. They did not have enough guns and ammunition; they were dirty, ill-fed, and poorly clothed and housed, but these farmers and tradesmen established a siege that kept the British penned up in Boston. British ships could move freely in and out of the harbor, but the city was dependent upon the country round about for food and fuel.

The rebel army across the Charles reduced the redcoats to a diet of salt meat and fish. “They have cut off our good beef and mutton,” a hungry captain of the Fifth Regiment grumbled. “We are completely blockaded and subsisting almost on salt provisions.”

General Gage made a last futile effort to win the rebels back, and showed yet again how little he understood them. If they would lay down their arms, he announced in a proclamation, they would be pardoned for having fought against His Majesty’s troops—all except their traitorous leaders, Sam Adams and John Hancock. The Yankee soldiers spat on their hands and kept building entrenchments and redoubts.

Sam Adams and John Hancock were safe in Philadelphia, where Sam was trying to persuade the delegates of the Second Continental Congress to declare independence and support New England in her fight against King George’s troops.

Aunt Lydia and Miss Dolly were safe, too. They had left the parsonage at Lexington soon after the retreat of the redcoats and had been driven south to the home of friends in Fairfield, Connecticut. Here Miss Dolly received a letter from John, dated May 7. He and Sam Adams had reached the outskirts of New York where they were joined by the other Massachusetts delegates and those from Connecticut.

The Hancock coach led the procession, and John reported that the spectators rushed forward and clamored to take out his horses and drag the coach into the city. “In short,” he wrote with swelling vanity, “no person could possibly be more noticed than myself.” Vain he certainly was, but he may have been right, for he was known and admired throughout the colonies for his generosity and his defiance of King George.

Along the way people waved and cheered. Nearly a thousand uniformed soldiers with fixed bayonets and a military band escorted the delegates through the city and down Broadway to Fraunces Tavern, where they sat down to a supper of fried oysters.

They were again welcomed as if they were heroes home from the wars when they approached Philadelphia on the morning of May 10. A cavalcade of gentlemen on horseback, as many more in a hundred carriages, and a company of riflemen came out to meet them. They formed a long procession that marched slowly between lanes of cheering thousands and entered the city to the ringing of bells.

The martial spirit that pervaded the Quaker city cheered the men from Massachusetts. There were even companies of “Fighting Quakers” who had seceded from the Society of Friends and taken up arms with the patriots. Battalions in brown and white uniforms with white leather belts crossed over the breast made a “most elegant appearance.” They wore small hats with a tuft of deer’s fur in the cockade, and slung from their belts were cartouche boxes on which the word Liberty was lettered large. Some companies dressed in green uniforms and jockey caps; the riflemen wore tow-cloth caps and belted shirts dyed the color of a brown autumn leaf.

With the many uniformed companies out drilling morning and evening, it was evident that the spirit of Lexington prevailed here in Philadelphia. But for all the martial ardor, the Congress that now met for the second time was timid and irresolute.

The delegates sat in the State House on Chestnut Street—the red brick building that has become the shrine Americans know and revere as Independence Hall. The meetings were held in the ground-floor room at the east end, a beautiful white-paneled room, with tall windows on two sides and twin fireplaces behind the president’s table that faced the gathering.

Among the few newcomers, the most famous and the most distinguished was wise, tolerant, and experienced Benjamin Franklin. As agent for the colonies in London, he had striven for two decades to promote understanding and concord between them and the mother country. But after 1770, he had been reviled as a spy by King George and his advisers. Franklin had recently returned home, and now at seventy he served as a representative of Pennsylvania.

Colonel Washington, calm and dignified as always, was there again in uniform, a black cockade in his hat and a sword at his side. Thomas Jefferson, another distinguished Virginian, was to arrive later.

The Congress unanimously elected John Hancock President to succeed Peyton Randolph. Hancock was far from the intellectual equal of many of the attending statesmen, but in the conscientious performance of demanding duties, he rendered valuable service to the colonies.

To the consternation and disgust of the New England delegates, the Congress settled down to the leisurely business of appointing committees for one thing and another—to study ways and means of supplying the colonies with arms, to borrow money for the purchase of gunpowder for an army that did not exist, to estimate the total cost of defense.

The Middle and Southern colonies did not object to consideration of such military matters, and they believed that the companies and battalions should drill and be ready for an emergency, but independence was a word that made them shudder, and they showed no enthusiasm for adopting the army now camped outside Boston. They soon made it clear that they wanted further negotiation with King George and Parliament—as if there had been no Lexington and Concord, and as if there were no redcoats in Boston.

John Adams struggled manfully to control his temper and his tongue. “We find a great many bundles of weak nerves,” he wrote Dr. Joseph Warren. “We are obliged to be as delicate and soft and modest and humble as possible.”

On May 18, the Congress learned that Fort Ticonderoga, at the southern end of Lake Champlain, had been captured. The order to take the fort had been given by Dr. Warren in the hope that the rebels could obtain heavy guns.

Captain Benedict Arnold of Connecticut and Ethan Allen of New Hampshire shared command of the Green Mountain Boys who rowed across the dark lake in the early morning hours on May 10. They caught the small garrison asleep and took the fort without a shot having been fired. Taking the lion’s share of credit in this exploit, Ethan Allen reported that when the commanding officer asked him by what authority he demanded surrender of the fort, he had answered, “In the name of the Great Jehovah and the Continental Congress.”

The Continental Congress was acutely embarrassed by the seizure of Ticonderoga. True, it was strategically important, for it commanded the approach to the St. Lawrence River. And, although the cannon could not yet be moved for lack of transport, Allen and his Green Mountain Boys had brought back badly needed powder and small arms. But taking the offensive against the mother country would certainly not help the cause of peace. The conservative majority, led by John Dickinson of Pennsylvania, was determined to make another effort to placate King George.

Toward the end of May, while the delegates sweltered in muggy heat and flies buzzed around them, Dickinson moved that “An Humble and Dutiful Petition” be sent to His Majesty. It would make clear that the colonies eagerly desired settlement of the unhappy disputes by negotiation. This was more than John Adams could take. His patience worn ragged, he threw caution to the winds and bitterly denounced “half-way patriots” who wasted precious time on humble petitions that were not even read.

The futile petitioning and praying for redress of grievances irked Sam Adams as much as they did his cousin. But he saw the danger of antagonizing the conservatives, not only at the Congress, but everywhere in the colonies. Better to wait “till the fruit is ripe before we gather it,” he warned John. Outwardly calm and unruffled, he worked all the harder “to remove old prejudices, to instruct the unenlightened, convince the doubting, and fortify the timid.”

The vote on the “Humble Petition” was a unanimous “Aye.” Convinced that unity was an absolute necessity, John Adams submitted to the will of the majority, but it had gone against the grain.

Then, on June 2, a letter came from the Provincial Congress in Watertown. Would the Continental Congress give Massachusetts advice and help in forming a new and permanent government? “We tremble at having an army, although of our countrymen, established here without a civil power to provide for and control them,” Dr. Warren wrote. And would the Congress take over entire regulation and direction of this army at Cambridge?

The Congress handled both requests as gingerly as if it had been tossed a sputtering firecracker. In effect, it did nothing. It seemed more urgent to consider sending a second petition to the King.

Instead of railing against the stupidity of yet another humble plea to His Majesty, John Adams used his powers of persuasion to convince the delegates that it was vitally necessary to appoint a commander in chief of the troops strung out in makeshift camps all the way from Cambridge to Roxbury. General Artemas Ward, now in command there, and John Hancock were New England’s candidates for the position.

John Adams had made his choice, and it was neither General Ward nor John Hancock. George Washington, he believed, was the man best qualified for so important a command. Having fought as an officer in the French and Indian Wars, he had had more experience in command than any other American. And many believed that the appointment of a Southern commander was necessary to win the support of the colonies south of Connecticut. For the Southern party was jealous of a New England army under the command of a New England general.

On the morning of June 15, John Adams rose and spoke briefly to the assembled delegates about the seriousness of the military situation at Cambridge. There would soon be no army, he warned, unless the Congress adopted it as the Continental Army and appointed a commander in chief.

Seated at the President’s table and facing the room, John Hancock leaned forward, an expression of pleased expectancy on his face. He had gloried in being a dashing figure as colonel of the company of cadets in Boston, but how much more dashing he would be as commander of the army, and how much more glorious it would be! He was confident that he was about to hear his name suggested for the high position he coveted. Instead, he heard John Adams say, “I have but one gentleman in mind for that important command, a gentleman from Virginia who is among us and very well known to all of us.”

Hancock’s face darkened and he looked as if he had been struck a blow. “I never remarked a more sudden and striking change of countenance,” John Adams wrote later. “Mortification and resentment were expressed as forcibly as his face could exhibit them.”

When Sam Adams stood up and seconded his cousin’s motion, Hancock felt that he had, indeed, been betrayed. For a long time thereafter he nursed a deep grudge against the Old Puritan to whom he had given so much of his fortune to use for the Whig cause.

Congress did not take the vote that day. But the following day, when Thomas Johnson of Maryland put the motion a second time, George Washington was unanimously chosen as “supreme Commander of the forces raised and to be raised in defense of American liberty.”

The tall Virginian accepted the appointment with moving humility and modesty. “I do not think myself equal to the command I am honored with,” he said. “However, as the Congress desire, I will enter upon the momentous duty and exert every power I possess in their service.”

While the delegates in Philadelphia were choosing a commander in chief, General Gage in Boston was debating what action he should take. When the rebels did nothing but ridicule his offer to pardon all of them, except Sam Adams and John Hancock, the “Old Woman” knew that he had to do something. He was being prodded to take the offensive by three generals who had been sent over from England to assist him—William Howe, Henry Clinton, and John Burgoyne. Plans were finally laid to occupy and fortify the outlying heights of Dorchester and the peninsula of Charlestown, both strategic locations from which rebel cannon could threaten Boston.

The Americans received intelligence of these plans almost as soon as they were made, and the Boston Committee of Safety moved swiftly to counteract them by recommending to General Ward that Bunker Hill be fortified without delay.

There were three hills on Charlestown Peninsula— Bunker Hill, Breed’s Hill, and Morton’s Hill. Bunker Hill, just inside Charlestown Neck, was the highest, and to the southeast it was connected by a ridge with Breed’s Hill. The Americans decided to build a strong redoubt on the slope of Bunker Hill facing the river, and to plant their cannon there. It was an ideal site, and commanded a fine view of Boston. On the afternoon of June 16, Colonel William Prescott marched off with a thousand Massachusetts soldiers to fortify the hill.

Old Israel Putnam came charging up from Connecticut again, this time with two hundred militiamen and, with much huffing and puffing, argued that the better site for a battle would be along the slope of the lower hill. Old Put had a general’s commission, but as he had no authority over the Massachusetts troops, Colonel Prescott could have ignored him. Instead, he ignored the instructions of the Committee of Safety and moved down to Breed’s Hill.

The Massachusetts farmers worked all night to make a forty-foot-square redoubt. At daybreak they were still at it, and “almost beat out” when the British across the river discovered that they were up to some deviltry and began to bombard them with cannon fire.

Dodging cannonballs (one of the men was killed and hastily buried), they labored to get the redoubt finished. In spite of Colonel Prescott’s frantic encouragement, some of them dropped their tools and disappeared over the hill. Later that morning, the earthworks were completed. While the Colonel waited for the cannon and food for the famished men, Old Put came tearing up the hill bellowing that the redoubt should have been built on Bunker Hill. Prescott had had enough of his advice, and when he refused to move his men, Old Put roared that he was a general and would build his own redoubt on Bunker Hill. Some of Prescott’s soldiers elected to go with him, and no more was seen of them that day on Breed’s Hill.

Meanwhile the high British officers in Boston had reached the decision that the rebels must be driven from Charlestown Peninsula. General Howe’s plan to make a direct frontal attack on their redoubt was finally approved, and it was agreed that he should execute it. Howe could have left Boston at once for so minor an action, but he wanted to lift the morale of the long-inactive regulars by making such preparations as a large-scale expedition would have required. Taking victory for granted, he proceeded at a leisurely pace that morning.

When Colonel Prescott saw that the British were in no hurry to cross the river, he sent Captain Thomas Knowlton and Old Put’s Connecticut men down the hill to build a little rail fort closer to the landing place. It consisted of two fence rails with the space between filled with bushes, hay, and grass which the soldiers found on the spot. Knowlton’s detachment was presently strengthened by Colonel John Stark and his New Hampshire regiment that had marched across the Neck through fire from two floating batteries of twelve-pounders.

Shortly after noon, on June 17, barges filled with British soldiers pushed off and moved slowly across the river. Within an hour General Howe had his entire force of about three thousand regulars lined up on the north side of the Charles. He divided them into a left wing under General Robert Pigot and a right wing that he himself commanded. Around two o’clock he gave the order to attack.

Crouched behind the redoubt and the rail fence, the colonials waited. They were wide-awake now, having forgotten hunger and fatigue in the excitement of the battle that was about to begin. The two cannon that had been brought to the hill were useless, for the artillery captain had gone “right off home to Cambridge as fast as he could.”

Those who had remained could watch the spectacle of the precise and beautiful ranks of redcoats advancing up the slope through the tall grass. Brilliant in their scarlet uniforms and with bayonets flashing in the sun, they moved slowly, for the day was hot and they were burdened with heavy equipment. They came on with great confidence, expecting an easy victory and having no inkling of the “chokey mouthful” waiting to receive them.

When the defenders of the redoubt could “see the whites of their eyes,” Colonel Prescott shouted the order to fire. The instant response was a hailstorm of bullets that raked Howe’s lines with punishing effect. Officers and regulars were killed without having fired a shot. There was another charge, and again the bullets from muskets poking through holes and over the parapet took deadly toll of the redcoats and forced them to retreat down the hill to the shore.

During this lull in the fighting, Dr. Joseph Warren suddenly appeared in the redoubt armed with a musket and a cartouche box a retreating sergeant had given him. He had been appointed a major general but as yet had no commission.

When Colonel Prescott offered him the command, he refused, saying that he had not come to take command, but to fight as a volunteer. So Dr. Warren was on the hill dressed in “a light colored coat with a sprig on the buttons, a tie wig, and a white-fringed waistcoat,” ready to fight as a private while General Howe was re-forming his lines to make another uphill charge.

General Pigot, in command of the British left wing which was supposed to flank the hill and surround the redoubt, had been compelled to retreat. But the red-hot cannon balls fired from the ships in the river had set Charlestown ablaze, and the town now lay in smoking ruins.

General Howe’s next charge was repulsed, and again entire companies of redcoats were left dead and wounded in the high grass before the redoubt. With dogged determination to take the fort at any cost, Howe re-formed his shattered lines and for a fourth time drove furiously against the earthworks. His officers were amazed at the stubborn resistance of the defenders. But their ammunition was almost spent, and as the redcoats pressed close to the fort, suddenly the fire of the colonials “went out like an old candle.”

Prescott was forced to order a retreat, but it was a fighting retreat. With rocks, broken muskets, and their bare fists, the colonials fought “from one fence or wall to another” until they were driven off the peninsula of Charlestown.

The body of the beloved Dr. Warren, dead at the age of thirty-four, was left lying close to the redoubt where he had fallen with a musket ball in his head just as the fort was overrun. A British officer reported that “everybody remembered his fine silk-fringed waistcoat.” The men who had fought side by side with him never forgot his cool courage.

Out in the tall salt grass under the hot sun, hearty old Major Pitcairn bled to death after having been shot through the chest.

For the British, Bunker Hill was a “dear-bought victory.” One thousand of their men were killed or wounded, as against four hundred Americans. It was said that General Howe never recovered from the shock of seeing his troops march bravely up the hill only to be mowed down by such fire as they had never faced before.

The Americans lost the hill and Charlestown was reduced to ashes, but for them Bunker Hill was a great moral victory. The stouthearted farmers who stayed to fight with Colonel Prescott proved to their own countrymen and to the British that they could fight—not only Indian fashion, behind trees and stone walls as they had done at Lexington and Concord, but in the open and under continuous attack by the disciplined British regulars. The scarlet-coated troops learned at appalling cost that the rebels were not a “cowardly rabble.”

Not all the minutemen who came to the hill by the river’s edge that hot June day remained to fight. Many, like the artillery captain, went “right off home as fast as they could,” and others left with Old Put to watch the battle from the top of Bunker Hill. General Ward did not send reinforcements to Colonel Prescott after the battle started. The wonder was that with so much confusion and disorganization there were gallant men who did stay with Prescott.

A week later, on Friday, June 23, 1775, General Washington and his military entourage left Philadelphia on the journey northward to Cambridge. It was a clear, bright day with a cooling breeze. Drums beat, bands played, and happy crowds waved flags and cheered the mounted officers as they cantered by. Twenty miles outside the city the cavalcade was stopped by a dusty messenger who paused on his way to Philadelphia just long enough to report that the Battle of Bunker Hill had been fought and that Dr. Joseph Warren had been killed.
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The Fateful Declaration

Late in June 1775, after the Battle of Bunker Hill, Thomas Jefferson arrived in Philadelphia to take his seat among thedelegates at the Second Continental Congress. At thirty-two he was tall, angular, fair-skinned, and freckled, withsandy reddish hair.

Unlike his fellow Virginians, Patrick Henry and Richard Henry Lee, Jefferson was not an eloquent speaker. He wasa learned man, a scholar who could express himself best onpaper. Although he rarely spoke during the sessions of theCongress, he was as impatient as voluble, peppery JohnAdams with the moderates who clung to the hope that peacecould be made with the mother country.

Dickinson’s Petition to the King was sent to London early in July. Dubbed the “Olive Branch Petition” by JohnAdams, it was the final effort to settle differences amicably.For the sake of unity, all the delegates had signed it.

The colonies were so sharply divided that New Jersey threatened to make a separate peace with Britain. SamAdams, losing patience at last with the “half-way patriots,”threatened a New England Confederation, independent ofboth Britain and the American colonies.

In August, the Congress adjourned for a brief vacation. When it reconvened in September, John Hancock broughthis bride back with him. After a long courtship, he hadfinally won the elusive Dolly Quincy. In a quiet ceremonyat which the Reverend Andrew Eliot officiated and upon which Aunt Lydia beamed, “The Honorable John Hancock, Esq., and Miss Dorothy Quincy, both of Boston,were married at Fairfield, August 28, 1775.” John wasthirty-eight and Dolly ten years younger.

The Continental Congress continued to try to run a war and govern a country while its members clashed over theissue of independence. As cold weather came on, problemsmultiplied and gloom deepened. General Washington couldnot act without the approval of the Congress, and fromCambridge he sent urgent messages to Philadelphia almostdaily. John Hancock handled this and a vast amount ofother correspondence during the hours when he was notpresiding over the delegates.

On December 30, 1775, a second American army was defeated in a night assault upon Quebec in driving snow and darkness. General Richard Montgomery was killed andBenedict Arnold was wounded.

Then in January 1776, ships from England brought dire news of the King’s October speech to Parliament and ofthe Prohibitory Act. Clenching his royal fist, George IIIhad spoken angrily of the disturbances in America as a“desperate conspiracy.” It was the intention of his insolentsubjects, he said, to establish an independent empire, andthere was just one way to deal with the rebellion—crush it!

As in the early years of the dispute, there were thoughtful statesmen in Parliament who criticized the King and his ministers and urged that steps toward reconciliation betaken. To that end, Edmund Burke made his great speechon conciliation. Many other Englishmen, including merchants, manufacturers, artisans, and scholars, protested theuse of arms against the Americans and argued that concessions should be made. But the stubborn King and his cabinet refused to listen to sound advice or heed the warningthat “you may bruise America’s heel, but you cannot crushits head.”

The government spurned the “Olive Branch Petition,” and disdained to negotiate with the “illegal” ContinentalCongress. In December 1775, all hope of reconciliationwas dashed when Parliament passed the Prohibitory Act.It was in effect a declaration of war, for it proclaimed thatthe colonies were no longer under British protection andordered a blockade of American ports from Maine toGeorgia and the seizure of American ships at sea.

Even more shocking to the colonists was the news that foreign mercenaries were being recruited to reinforce General Howe’s army. Unable to raise enough troops in Britain,the government was forced to buy the services of German soldiers. Seventeen thousand were bought from thePrince of Hesse-Kassel, and all the German hirelings cameto be called Hessians. The use of these mercenary troopswas, for most of the colonists, the final blow. It was all tooevident that the mother country intended to treat them asforeigners, and hatred of Britain and even of the Britishpeople spread through the colonies.

Before Lexington, few Americans had been with Sam Adams in wanting independence. Even months afterward,the great majority continued to cling to hope of reconciliation. They asked for nothing more than what they considered their rights, and on those terms would have beenhappy to remain within the British Empire.

Now when it was clear that Britain intended to wage war, there were many who still hung back, fearful of taking the bold step of declaring independence. In this moment of indecision, a transplanted Englishman spoke to themin a little pamphlet he had written, and gave them the courage to take that step.

It was at the suggestion of Benjamin Franklin that Thomas Paine had come to Philadelphia late in the year of 1774. He was of humble birth, and in England he had beena failure. But he was a gifted writer and a lover of freedom.Thirteen months after his arrival in America he wrote aforty-seven-page pamphlet called Common Sense. “Nothing more than simple facts, plain arguments, and common sense,” Tom Paine said modestly of his booklet.

It caused a sensation. Soon after its publication in Philadelphia early in January 1776, almost half a million copies were sold. It was written in language that the people couldunderstand and with an emotional fervor that carried enormous appeal: “O ye that love mankind, stand forth! Yethat dare oppose not only tyranny but the tyrant, standforth!”

And it would have been a stolid patriot indeed who would not have thrilled to the single line on the last pageof Common Sense. There in stark black letters could beseen for the first time in print the daring words:

THE FREE AND INDEPENDENT STATES OF AMERICA.

After the appearance of Common Sense, the word independence no longer terrified the colonists. They began to talk about it freely and openly in their homes, in the streets,and in taverns and clubs. There were the timid ones whoargued that disaster would surely follow in the wake of adeclaration of independence. But many more were willingto take the risk, contending that the rights for which patriots had already fought and died would be assured themonly by an independent America.

No argument, though, could budge the moderates in the Congress who held fast to hope of reconciliation. Independence still had a frightening import for them. Onedelegate shouted that he felt “like a child being thrustviolently out of his father’s house.”

In determined opposition, John Adams hammered out, over and over again, the case for independence: “Nothingcan save us but discipline in the army, governments inevery colony, and a confederation of the whole.” JohnAdams was the “main pillar in debate,” and Cousin Sammight well have been called the main pillar in the caucus.His labors here went unrecorded, but he was constantly atwork behind the scenes. And without the aid of the caucus,independence might have been long delayed by the proponents of conciliation.

Late in March there was a pause in the fierce debating when the heartening news of the evacuation of Boston bythe British troops reached Philadelphia. No one rejoicedmore than Sam Adams. At last the hated redcoats had beendriven from his beloved town.

Earlier in the winter of 1775, Washington had almost despaired of breaking the frustrating stalemate. His restlesstroops were inactive in Cambridge, and the British armywas pinned down across the river in Boston. General Gagehad been recalled to England, and Howe was in command.He still held Bunker Hill, but neither the British nor theAmericans had taken Dorchester Heights, the two hills thatoverlooked the harbor to the southwest. With siege gunsWashington could fortify them and starve out the enemy.But where was he to find the necessary artillery?

While the Commander in Chief pondered this question, Henry Knox came up with the daring suggestion that hebe allowed to go to Fort Ticonderoga and bring back thecannon that had been captured by Ethan Allen. The Bostonbookseller accomplished what, even to Washington, hadseemed to be an impossible feat. Yoke upon yoke of oxendragged heavy sleds loaded with cannon, mortars, andhowitzers the three hundred miles from Ticonderoga toCambridge through forested wilderness, across frozen rivers,and over snowy mountains.

On March 1, 1776, the “noble train of artillery” rumbled into Cambridge. A few days later General Howe lookedup at the fortifications on Dorchester Heights, shook hishead in startled disbelief, and at once began preparationsto evacuate his bored, hungry troops. On March 17, theBritish fleet sailed out of the harbor. A thousand BostonTories, miserably crowded in the holds of the ships, leftwith Howe.

A few days later, John Hancock received a letter from General Washington in which he wrote:

It is with the greatest pleasure I inform you that, on Sunday last, the seventeenth, about nine o’clock in theforenoon, the Ministerial army evacuated the town ofBoston, and that the forces or the United Colonies arenow in actual possession thereof. The town, althoughit has suffered greatly, is not in so bad a state as I expected to find it; and I have a particular pleasure inbeing able to inform you, Sir, that your house hasreceived no damage worth mentioning.

Uncle Thomas’s great house and other mansions had been spared because they were occupied by the Britishgenerals. John’s Dolly would return to preside as hostessover the Beacon Hill mansion, for Aunt Lydia had died atFairfield, Connecticut, on April 25 at the age of sixty-two.

The old Whig residents of Boston who came back in the wake of the army found the town more sadly changedthan it could have appeared to General Washington. Mostof all they missed the beautiful trees. Fuel had been soscarce that nearly all of the trees had been cut down. Theelms along the Common and the famous row of sycamoresin front of Dr. Cooper’s church were gone, and LibertyTree itself had been sawed into fourteen cords of wood.Fences and old wooden buildings had been cleaned out,and the old Adams house on Purchase Street was too badly-damaged to be restored. Old North Meeting had beenwrecked for firewood, and Old South Church had beencleared of all its pews except one which was used as apigsty and converted into a riding ring for the Britishcavalry. Close by, the ancient Governor Winthrop househad been razed and a fine row of buttonwood trees choppeddown.

While Bostonians worked to remove all traces of the British occupation and to restore their homes and businesses, the great debate on independence moved toward itsclimax in Philadelphia.

Each of the thirteen colonies now had its own government, free of royal authority, and one by one they had begun to instruct their representatives in the Continental Congress to vote for a declaration of independence. TheMassachusetts delegation had been so authorized in January1776. The representatives of Georgia received instructionsto vote for separation on April 5, and on April 12, NorthCarolina’s delegates joined them.

Virginia took a bolder step. On May 15 the convention ordered its delegates in the Continental Congress “to declare for independence.” Three weeks later, on Friday,June 7, Richard Henry Lee rose and asked leave to proposea resolution “according to the instructions of my constituents.” Every one of the fifty delegates present watched andlistened as Lee read from the sheet of paper in his hand:

Resolved, That these United Colonies are, and of right ought to be, free and independent States; that they areabsolved from all allegiance to the British Crown; andthat all political connection between them and theState of Great Britain is, and ought to be, totally dissolved.

Sam Adams did not have time to nudge his cousin, so fast did John leap to his feet to second the motion. But themoderates had not been won over. These included many ofthe delegates of the five middle colonies from New Yorkto Maryland. Among their leaders were John Dickinsonand James Wilson of Pennsylvania, and Robert Livingstonand James Duane of New York, who argued that it wastoo soon to close the door to reconciliation.

In the Prohibitory Act, there was the vague promise that the Crown would send over commissioners to inquire intocolonial grievances. And now the conciliation men harpedendlessly on the need and the wisdom of waiting for thesepeace commissioners. The colonies of New York, NewJersey, Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland, and South Carolina held back. Thomas Jefferson observed that they “werenot matured enough for falling from the parent stem.” Itwould be most prudent, he advised, to wait awhile forthem and to postpone the final decision to the first of July.And on Monday morning, June 10, that was what the radicals and the moderates agreed to do.

Both factions agreed, too, that it would be prudent to have a Declaration of Independence ready should the finalvote be affirmative. Not even the conciliators wanted tosee such an important proclamation “huddled up in ahurry.” On June 11, Congress appointed a committee offive men to compose the declaration. They were: Jefferson,John Adams, Franklin, Robert Livingston of New York,and Roger Sherman of Connecticut.

In the afternoon these gentlemen walked along the quiet, shady streets to the house at Seventh and Market whereThomas Jefferson was staying. They climbed the stairs tohis second-floor parlor and sat down to discuss how theywould execute their task. It was at once obvious that onehand would be better than five, and since Jefferson had thereputation of a “masterly pen,” he was the committee’schoice to write the declaration.

Jefferson protested that one of the older men should be chosen—John Adams or Franklin. Adams said bluntly thathe should keep in the background because he was fearedand hated in the Congress, and Franklin, with little roundspectacles pushed up on his forehead, bowed to the youngerJefferson. So the Virginian was left alone in his parlor tofind the words and the phrases that would give majestic expression to the Declaration of Independence that wouldeloquently justify the American Revolution to the world.

While Jefferson wrote, the leaders of both factions redoubled their efforts to win the support of the delegates. The champions of independence labored all the harder forknowing how necessary a unanimous vote was. To win bya majority was not enough. What would be the position ofthose colonies which voted against independence? Wouldthey be enemy states aligned with Great Britain?

The Congress should act for all the colonies and for all the people. Nothing but a united independent America wasconceivable to the advocates of independence. New Yorkcontinued to refuse to give instructions for separation, eventhough it was known that General Howe’s fleet was on theway there from Halifax. Since April General Washingtonhad been fortifying the city.

John Hancock was seldom seen at the City Tavern, the Coffee House, or the Indian Queen where men arguedheatedly for and against independence. Of necessity, hehad to give all his time to the correspondence that had become an increasingly heavy burden—letters to Washingtonand the other generals, and to the colonial assemblies. Nowhe was urging the people to greater effort in a letter that wascircularized in the northern colonies. He wrote:

Our affairs are hastening fast to a crisis, and the approaching campaign [Howe’s attack on New York] will, in all probability, determine forever the fate ofAmerica. We have many disadvantages at present tostruggle with, which time and progress in the art ofwar will remove. But this circumstance should rouseus to superior exertions. The militia of the UnitedColonies may be depended upon. They are called uponto say whether they will live slaves or die free men.The cause is certainly a glorious one. In short, on yourexertions together with those of the other colonies thesalvation of America now evidently depends. Quickenyour preparations and stimulate the good people ofyour government and there is no danger, notwithstanding the mighty armament with which we arethreatened, but you will be able to lead them to victory, to liberty, and to happiness.

On July 1, 1776, the members of the Congress assembled in the State House to take action on Richard Henry Lee’sresolution. It was sizzling hot, and the warm air blowing inthrough the tall open windows gave scant relief to the delegates in their stiff coats of plum, sky blue, cherry red, andcanary yellow. Even at nine o’clock in the morning, theymopped their brows and wished they could take off theircoats and their wigs.

A pile of letters and papers lay on the table before President Hancock, and the clock in the State House tower was striking twelve when he finished reading them. Then theimportant business of the day began with his announcement that the Congress would now “resolve itself into acommittee of the whole to take into consideration the resolution concerning independence.”

Again, and for the last time, voices were raised in angry and bitter debate over the burning issue. John Dickinson,looking pale and drawn, spoke most vehemently for thosewho still held out for conciliation. In a voice choked withemotion, he argued that to withdraw from the protectionof Great Britain by declaring independence would be like“destroying our house in winter before we have got another shelter.”

The sky darkened while Dickinson spoke, and the clerk hurried to lower the windows and bring candles to lightthe chamber. When John Adams took the floor, the stormbroke and he had to raise his voice to make himself heardabove the crash of thunder and rain beating against thewindowpanes. No record of his impassioned speech waskept, but Jefferson said afterward that he came out “witha power of thought and expression that moved us fromour seats.”

The tide was running strong for independence. Before the meeting adjourned that stormy afternoon, John Dickinson knew that his faction had lost. Wrongheaded but sincere, he declared, “I would rather forfeit popularity foreverthan vote away the blood and happiness of my countrymen.”

The next morning the delegates met to take the final vote. It was Tuesday, July 2, a gray day with overcast skies.Dickinson and Robert Morris stayed away, and at lastPennsylvania came out for independence. South Carolinacapitulated, and Caesar Rodney, after an eighty-mile ridein darkness and rain, arrived just in time to swing Delawareover to the affirmative side. Twelve colonies voted for independence that day, and New York’s vote was promised ata later date.

For Sam Adams, it was a triumphant moment. By voting to sever all political connection with Great Britain, thepatriots had at long last caught up with his own thinking.

He had almost despaired at times of their ever doing so. Even after Lexington, what most Americans and their leaders wanted was not freedom, but their rights as Englishmen.

All his life Sam Adams had wanted a free America, and he had devoted his life to that end. He had asked nothingfor himself, and had worked behind the scenes while otherstook the center of the stage. Having fired his cousin withpatriotism, Sam Adams sat back and applauded John’s eloquence in the Congress. And now it was Cousin John whobest expressed what both he and Sam felt about the momentous decision:

The second day of July 1776 will be the most memorable in the history of America. I believe that it will be celebrated by succeeding generations as the greatanniversary festival. It ought to be commemorated,as the day of deliverance, by solemn acts of devotion toGod Almighty. It ought to be solemnized with pompand parade, with shows, games, sports, guns, bells, bonfires, and illuminations, from one end of this continentto the other, from this time forwards, forevermore.

But the day that Americans came to celebrate as the most memorable in their history was not the second, when thevote for independence was taken, but the fourth of July1776, when the Declaration of Independence was approved.

Debate on the document that Jefferson had submitted to the Congress started in the afternoon of July 2. From alivery stable across the street, swarms of big blue-blackhorseflies buzzed into the chamber where the delegates sat,stinging the distinguished gentlemen through their whitesilk stockings.

Thomas Jefferson, sitting beside Dr. Franklin, suffered from more than the heat and the horseflies. It was his manuscript that the delegates were criticizing and revising, andhe winced with every change they made. Dr. Franklincomforted him with fatherly pats and amusing anecdotes.Many years later, Jefferson made his own wry little joke bysaying that the Declaration of Independence went throughthe Congress much faster because of the horseflies.

Surprisingly, the great document did not suffer from the revisions of fifty-odd editors. It was, in truth, improvedby every alteration that they made. But for all the additions and deletions, it remained Thomas Jefferson’s masterlywork. No other patriot could have given such moving andexalted expression to the conception of liberty—not libertyfor Americans alone, but for all mankind:

We hold these truths to be self-evident: that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by theircreator with certain unalienable rights, that amongthese are Life, Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness.

The Declaration of Independence was formally approved by the Second Continental Congress on July 4, 1776, butthe amended draft could not be signed by the delegates.The only names it bore were those of John Hancock, thepresident of the Congress, and Charles Thomson, the secretary, who attested John Hancock’s signature. And it wasnot until July 19 when New York joined with the othertwelve colonies that it could be called “The UnanimousDeclaration of the Thirteen States of America.”

Immediately after its adoption on July 4, the Declaration was printed, and copies were circulated in the states forproclamation. Meanwhile, Timothy Matlock worked on an“engrossed copy.” That was ready for signatures on August2, 1776. On that date most of the fifty-six members of theCongress signed it. Some signed still later in 1776, and thelast, Thomas McKean of Delaware, did not sign before1777.

John Hancock’s bold signature was centered beneath the text. The other fifty-five were grouped by states, beginningwith the Georgians on the left and ending with the NewEnglanders on the right.

It is unlikely that the patriots joked as they signed the historic document, so the colorful stories about the signing that have come down through the years are probablylegendary rather than historical. The most familiar is thestory of Hancock’s signing. He is supposed to have saidthat he wrote his name in large, bold letters so that JohnBull could read it without spectacles and double the rewardon his head. Actually, Hancock’s signature was characteristically large, in his personal letters as well as in officialdocuments.

Signing the Declaration that summer of 1776 was no matter for joking. Every man who signed it knew that hemight be signing his death warrant. Five years of war layahead—White Plains, Brandywine, Valley Forge. NewYork and Philadelphia would be occupied by the enemy,and the Continental Congress driven to Lancaster and Baltimore.

The signers were brave men who pledged to one another “our Lives, our Fortunes, and our Sacred Honor.” To King George III, the Declaration of Independence washigh treason.
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Last Years

At the time of the Declaration of Independence, Sam Adams stood at the pinnacle of his career. He was fifty-fouryears old, and he had lived to see his dream of an independent America realized. Moreover, he was honored andacclaimed as the foremost revolutionist—as the man whofor so many years had worked untiringly and unselfishlyto make America independent of the mother country.Thomas Jefferson said of him that he was “truly the Manof the Revolution.”

But Sam Adams’s hour of fame and glory as the chief figure of the Revolution was brief. His great talent was foroverturning governments. He was an astute politician witha bagful of tricks who firmly believed that the end forwhich he labored justified any means. Now that the greatend of independence had been accomplished, by fair meansand foul, Sam Adams was left without a cause. He knewnothing of rebuilding a government. He had none of thequalities of statesmanship that so brilliantly characterizedThomas Jefferson and John Adams.

During the winter of 1779-80, Sam was appointed, along with John Adams and James Bowdoin, to a subcommitteeto draw up a state constitution. But it was John Adams whowrote the Massachusetts Constitution, with the exceptionof Article III. Adopted in June 1780, it brought into beingthe great Commonwealth of Massachusetts.

The shackles of British tyranny had at last been struck off, the yoke lifted. But freedom from English rule was not all that Sam Adams had dreamed of. He had been the ChiefIncendiary, who through the years kept the fires of rebellion burning, and he had been the Old Puritan who foreverhankered for the “good old days.”

He believed the Revolution would do more than establish an independent state. It would also, he confidently expected, usher in another Puritan Age of temperance, frugality, and fortitude. Boston would be another “Christian Sparta” and a refuge for the virtuous now that ThomasHutchinson and the rest of the old aristocracy had beendriven out.

Sam Adams was bitterly disillusioned. To his dismay, Boston was taken over by men who had “hid in holes andcorners” while patriots gambled everything they had forliberty and fought the Revolution. They were the profiteers, the speculators, and the privateers who, with their ill-gained wealth, drove many of the old merchants out ofbusiness and moved into the Tories’ abandoned houses.The “mushroom gentry” moved into high places in society,too, and imitated the British in “every idle amusement andexpensive foppery.” Sam Adams quivered with shock. Norwas that all. He was struck another blow when John Hancock, having returned to Boston from Philadelphia, campaigned for the governorship of Massachusetts and won.

Hancock had suffered no loss of prestige or popularity in Massachusetts during the two and a half years he was president of the Continental Congress. When his coach rolledinto Boston, escorted by mounted soldiers, he was giventhe kind of thundering welcome that was accorded theroyal governors in earlier years, and was wildly cheered bythe people.

He was still the popular idol—still remembered for his generosity to the town and to the poor, for his dashingpatriotism, and for his glamorous showmanship. An aristocrat, and enormously rich, John Hancock had turnedagainst his own class politically to cast his lot with thepatriots and to risk life and fortune as a revolutionist. Hispersonal popularity was so great that there was no publicoffice he might aspire to that the voters of Massachusettswould not give him. And when he ran for the governorship in the fall of 1780, he was elected by an overwhelmingmajority.

The day of his inauguration on October 25 was “remarkably fair and pleasant.” The celebrations started early with the “ringing of bells, the firing of cannon, and other demonstrations of public rejoicing,” and the ceremonies lastedall day. Regal and handsome in crimson velvet, John Hancock was escorted in his coach to the Old State House.There in the Council Chamber, where the appointmentsof eight royal governors had been announced in other years,he made a brief speech and took the oath of office as thefirst governor of the Commonwealth of Massachusetts.

There followed a round of parties and balls that quite scandalized Sam Adams. He observed that even the “soberinhabitants” attended the brilliant governor’s balls to paycourt to John Hancock. Moreover, the Governor set anexample which gave the people such a taste for lavish entertainment as made the “turtle feasts,” the “frolics,” and theconcerts of the old aristocracy and the British customs officials seem modest indeed.

“Why should this new era be introduced with entertainments expensive and tending to dissipate the minds of the people?” the Old Puritan asked sourly, and added, “OurBradfords, Winslows, and Winthrops would have revoltedat such scenes of dissipation and folly.”

He worked zealously to awaken the people to their moral peril. Again, as he had done far back in his early manhood,he cited Greece and Rome as dreadful examples of whathappened when the citizens lost their “manly virtues.” Butthe citizens of this new era were possessed by such “a ragefor ease, luxurious living, and expensive diversions” thatthey only laughed at the quaint ideas of old Sam. Sadlyand pathetically, he wrote, “I love the people of Boston. Ionce thought that city could be a Christian Sparta. Butalas! Will men never be free? There are times when peopleare not worth saving, when they have lost their virtue. Ipray God this may never be said of my beloved Boston.”

Sam Adams, who had been the prime mover of the Revolution, was out of step with the times. Having taken so active a part in creating a new republic, he was now vainlytrying to turn back the clock. The stern virtues of thePuritans had served them well in conquering a wilderness,but that time had passed.

It was a bitter disappointment, too, for the strait-laced Old Puritan to see himself supplanted in the affections ofthe people by vain, worldly John Hancock. With his“peculiar talent for pleasing the multitude,” he had become the leader of the “true Republican party” and thepolitical boss of Massachusetts. Hancock had been schooledby Adams in politics, and he had mastered all the tricks.He was a true patriot, and however dramatically, couldsincerely declare, “I will defend the liberties of the peopleto the last drop of my blood.” John Hancock, governor ofthe Commonwealth of Massachusetts, was now the man ofthe people—not Sam Adams, the Man of the Revolution.

Sam Adams came to accept this and all his other disappointments with resignation. Instead of crusading for the good old days, he began to look around for whatever political crumbs he might pick up. In the spring of 1781, heresigned as a delegate to the Continental Congress and waselected to the Massachusetts Senate. Out of deference to“the good, the worthy old patriot Mr. Adams,” its memberselevated him to the office of president.

Out on Beacon Hill, Dolly Hancock was a charming hostess at the elaborate entertainments in the Hancockmansion. And now she and the Governor had a little son,John George Washington Hancock, who was born in 1778,the year they returned to Boston. But the windows of thegreat house were sometimes dark for weeks at a stretch,and no sounds of music and laughter were heard. At suchtimes John Hancock would be confined to his bed with prolonged attacks of gout. It was an affliction from which hehad suffered for years, and which had worsened as a resultof the strain he had been under while serving as presidentof the Continental Congress. He was ill when the thrillingnews of Washington’s great victory over Cornwallis atYorktown on October 19, 1781, reached Boston, and wasunable to celebrate it.

A visitor to the Governor’s sickroom on a day in June 1782, wrote:

Governor Hancock had the appearance of advanced age, though he was only forty-five. He had beenrepeatedly and severely afflicted with gout. Mr. Hancock was nearly six feet in stature and of slender person, stooping a little and apparently enfeebled bydisease. His manners were very gracious and his facehad been very handsome. At this time, about noon, theGovernor wore a red velvet cap, within which wasone of fine linen, and was dressed in a blue damaskgown lined with silk, a white stock, a white satin embroidered waistcoat, black satin knee breeches, whitesilk stockings, and red morocco slippers.

Early in 1785, Hancock was stricken with such a severe seizure of gout that one day he had to be borne from hiscarriage by servants. They placed him on a sofa in the parlorof his mansion and had to cut off his new suit to relieve thetorture of his swollen joints before carrying him upstairs tobed. For political reasons as well as poor health, he resignedthat year from the governorship.

John Hancock fought his affliction gamely to the end. In 1787 he was back in the governor’s chair. The year hadbegun with a heartbreaking personal loss to Dolly and him.On January 27, their nine-year-old son and only child suffered a fatal accident. Trying out a new pair of skates on theicy sidewalk, he fell and died from a head injury. In spiteof grief and declining health, Governor Hancock carriedon his official duties and at the beginning of 1788, performed a distinctive service for his state and his country.

On September 17, 1787, another great decision had been made in the old State House in Philadelphia. On that date,in the room where the Continental Congress had voted toaccept the Declaration of Independence, the Federal Convention completed the Constitution after four months ofwork. But before the Constitution could be made law, ithad to be approved by the people in popularly elected stateconventions. Opposition to the document was particularlystrong in Massachusetts, but largely owing to GovernorHancock’s work in the convention and his “amazing powerof persuasion,” it was ratified by a small majority in February 1788. George Bancroft, the historian, wrote that his“conduct in support of the Constitution was, from beginning to end, consistent and wise.”

John Hancock was even stronger politically in Massachusetts after the convention, and on April 7, 1788, was reelected governor by a landslide. Prosperity had returned, and he was virtually the undisputed ruler of a great state.But Hancock’s popularity and political success stimulatedhis soaring ambition. Ill as he was, he would have aspiredto no less an office than president of the United States hadhe not realized that George Washington’s election was certain.

Instead, he campaigned as vigorously as his crippled condition would permit for the vice-presidency, but he ran no better than fifth among eleven candidates. John Adams,who had returned to America after serving as minister toEngland, won the election. George Washington was theunanimous choice for president.

Surprisingly and happily, the friendship between John Hancock and Sam Adams was renewed after a break thathad lasted for fourteen years. The hard feelings and harshwords were forgotten. Both men had suffered disappointments and heartache. Like Hancock, Adams had lost hisonly son. Young Dr. Sam had served throughout the waras an army surgeon, and wartime hardships ruined hishealth. He died in 1788 at the age of thirty-seven.

There was no longer a Whig faction. Now there were the Federalists, who favored a strong central government, andthe Anti-Federalists, who believed federal power should belimited and states’ rights protected. Sam Adams was anardent Anti-Federalist who thought the Constitution was amenace to popular liberty. In 1788, he entered the racefor the Federal Congress and was defeated by the Federalistcandidate. He was also defeated that same year when heran for the lieutenant governorship. But the old Whig hadmellowed. “From my youth,” he wrote, “my mind hasbeen strongly impressed with the love of mankind, andthough I am old, the lamp still burns.”

Given John Hancock’s powerful support in 1789, Sam Adams did succeed in becoming lieutenant governor ofMassachusetts. His election attested to Hancock’s strength,however, rather than to his own popularity. Just as in 1772,when they had patched up a quarrel to make war on the Tories, so now they joined forces to fight for states’ rights. At their inauguration they took the oath of office dressedin almost identical suits of American manufacture—darkbroadcloth with silver buckles—for the purpose of encouraging domestic industry.

For the next three years, Hancock and Adams were reelected annually to the offices of governor and lieutenant governor respectively. By 1793 it had become increasinglyevident that John Hancock was losing his battle againstdisease. Now serving his eleventh term as governor, he wasrarely seen at public functions. His association with SamAdams was again as intimate as it had been in pre-Revolutionary days. “My friend, what are we coming to?” Hancock wrote him early in August. “It is time to step forthand oppose the current of opinions and pursuits that arethreatening to establish a system foreign to your ideas andmine.”

Six weeks later, Governor Hancock stepped forth publicly for the last time. After having read to the General Court a message regarding a suit brought against the state,he said: “I feel the seeds of mortality growing fast withinme. But I think I have, in this case, done no more than myduty as the servant of the people.” On Tuesday morning,October 8, 1793, John Hancock died in his fifty-seventhyear.

In death as in life, the people of Massachusetts honored their favorite son as no other in the state had ever beenhonored. It would have pleased John Hancock.

His body lay in state at the mansion on Beacon Hill throughout the week, and thousands of mourners movedslowly past the bier. At sunrise on Monday the fourteenth,the day of the funeral, “the bells in all the public edificesin his town opened the scene by tolling without cessationfor an hour.” Flags in the town, at the Castle, and on theships in the harbor hung at half-mast and at one o’clock allthe stores and shops closed.

In the procession that formed at two o’clock were Vice-president John Adams and the black-robed justices of the federal courts, representatives of Harvard College, municipal officers and church dignitaries. Acting Governor SamAdams walked ahead of the six oldest councilors who servedas pallbearers, and there was an artillery guard of honor.Upwards of twenty thousand people followed in the rearof the cortege that moved out across the Common and eastward to circle the old State House. There Sam Adams,tottering with fatigue, had to drop out.

To the muffled beating of drums and the solemn boom of cannon, the procession wound north to Treamount Streetand then west to the Old Granary Burying Ground. Andhere John Hancock was buried beside his Uncle Thomasin the family tomb as a rifle company fired a volley in farewell.

After Hancock’s death, Sam Adams had the satisfaction of being elected twice to the governorship, in 1795 and in1796. He was still plain Sam Adams who lived frugally andshunned Boston society. He and his wife Betsy lived in anugly frame house on Winter Street and rarely entertained.

The styles for men had changed, but Sam still wore his old-fashioned tie wig, cocked hat, knee breeches, andbuckled shoes. And even as governor, he would have preferred to walk, as he had done when he was tax collectorfor Boston so long ago. But his friends presented him witha horse and carriage and insisted that he ride.

With the rising Federalist tide, Sam Adams knew defeat lay just ahead, so he announced toward the close of 1796that he would not be a candidate for governor at the nextelection. In retirement he was a pathetic, broken-down oldman who shuffled wearily about his house and in his garden.

His face would light up when old friends called and he could talk about the glorious past when, as the Man of theRevolution, he had fought, singlehanded at times, KingGeorge’s “menacing monsters.”

The palsy which had always shaken Sam Adams became so bad that he could no longer write. There was JohnAvery, though, his “faithful friend and secretary,” uponwhom he could depend. He lived to see Thomas Jeffersonbecome president of the United States and was heartenedby what he believed was a victory for his own lifelong principles. “The storm is over, and we are in port,” he wroteJefferson when the Republicans came into power.

The storm was over for Sam Adams in the early morning of October 2, 1803. His wife and daughter and a few closefriends were at his bedside when death came peacefully.His funeral was quiet and simple as was fitting for the OldPuritan, and he was laid to rest in the Old Granary BuryingGround not far from where John Hancock lay.

Sam Adams and John Hancock had been active in the most stirring period of their country’s history. Althoughneither achieved greatness, each played his role in the creation of a new nation with honor and distinction. Theyserved the cause of freedom with a devotion and dedicationfor which they should be honored and remembered as twoof the foremost guardians of liberty.
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