Working Script Justices Nancy Rice and Greg Hobbs

For CLE of the Colorado Bar Association, April 18, 2011

October 4, 1762
Hobbs: Miss Adorable

Rice: [Feigning a sigh]

Hobbs: [holds letter and gives to Rice]

Hobbs: Because the bearer hereof sat up with you last night, I hereby order you to give him as many kisses and as many hours of your company after 9 o’clock as he shall please to demand and charge them to my account.  I have a good right to draw upon you for the kisses as I have given two or three million at least when only one has been received.  As a consequence, the account between us is immensely in favor of you.  John Adams.

Rice: [sighs, kisses letter, and blows John a kiss]

April 20, 1763
Hobbs: Diana

Rice: What a funny name he has for me

Hobbs: Diana.

Love sweetens life, and life sometimes destroys love.  Yet hope springs eternal in the human breast.  I hope to be happier next fall than I am at present and this hope makes me happier now than I should be without it.

[wistful big sigh]

I am at Braintree, but I wish I was at Weymouth!

Rice: Where I am!  With me!

Hobbs: [sigh]

What strange revolutions take place in our breasts and what curious vicissitudes in every part of human life.

[sit down, stretch, look into distance, scratch chin and run hands through hair]

I begin to find that an increasing affection for a certain lady, you know who my Dear . . .

Rice: [flutters]

Hobbs: quickens my affection for everybody else that does not deserve my hatred.  I would be a wonder if the fires of patriotism do not soon begin to burn!

Rice: What about other fires?

[fans herself with the letter]

Hobbs: Philander.  To the great goddess, Diana.

Weymouth, August 11, 1763

Rice: My Friend.  If I was sure your absence today was occasioned by what it generally is, either to wait upon company or promote some good work, I freely confess my mind would be much more at ease.
Accept this hasty scrawl warm from the heart of your sincere.  Diana.

Hobbs: The receipt of your letters always warms my heart.

Weymouth, September 12, 1763
Rice: You easily say that the receipt of a letter from your Diana always gives you pleasure.  Whether this was designed for a compliment–a commodity I acknowledge that you very seldom deal in–or as a real truth, only you know.

Hobbs: Only the truth for you my dear.

Rice: In any event, the original design of this letter was to tell you that I would next week be your fellow traveler provided I shall not be any encumbrance to you.  For I have too much pride to be a clog to anybody.

Hobbs: [shakes head no]
Rice: You are to determine that point.  I remain yours.  Abigail Smith.

April 7, 1964
Hobbs:  My dear Diana.  My departure from your house this morning made an impression upon me that was severely painful.  I thought I left you in tears and anxiety and was very glad to hear by your letter that your fears were abated.  For my own part, I believe no man ever undertook to prepare himself for the smallpox with fewer than I have at present.  I have considered, though roughly, the diet and medicine prescribed me, and am fully satisfied that no durable evil can result from either and any other fear from the smallpox in the modern way of inoculation.  
Thanks for my balm.
Good night my dear.  I’m a going to bed!

Rice: [shakes head] 

April 12, 1764

Rice: My dearest friend.  Here I am, all alone in my chamber, a mere Nun I assure you.  After professing myself thus, it will not be out of character to confess that my thoughts are often employed.

Hobbs: [whispers to himself]

Mine too!

Rice: How kind is it in you, thus by frequent tokens of remembrance to alleviate the pangs of absence.  By this I am convinced that I am often in your thoughts, which is a satisfaction to me, notwithstanding you tell me that you sometimes view the dark side of your Diana, and there is no doubt that you discover many spots which I rather wish were erased.
I know you are a critical observer, and your judgment of people generally pleases me.  Sometimes, you know, I think you too severe and that you do not make quite so many allowances as human nature requires.

Hobbs: Only so many as they deserve.

Rice: Your business naturally leads you to a nearer inspection of mankind and to see the corruptions of the heart, which I believe you often find wicked and deceitful.

Hobbs: [sighs and nods head]

Rice: I surely wish we had been together today.  Last Fast Day, if you remember, we spent together, and why we not this?  Why I can tell you, we might, if we had been together, have been led into temptation.  I don’t mean to commit any evil–unless setting up late, and thereby injuring our health may be called so.
I remain, Abigail Smith.

April 13, 1764
Hobbs: I have one request to make . . .

Rice: Anything for you John, because you have the smallpox

Hobbs:  Which is that you would be very careful in making Tom, our servant, smoke all the letters from me very faithfully before you, or any of the family, reads them.  For although I shall never fail to smoke them myself before sealing, I fear the air of this house will soon be too much infected to be absolutely without danger.  I would not wish that you should take distemper because of a letter from me.  I write at a desk far removed from any sick room and shall use all the care I can, but too much cannot be used.
Undoubtedly though, I have not the least apprehension at all of what is called Danger.

Rice: So, you are saying that danger is your middle name?

Hobbs: I am as ever yours.  John Adams.

Weymouth, April 16, 1764
Rice: My Friend.  I write to you every day.  Have my letters become very cheap?  Don’t you light your pipe with them?  I care not if you do; tis a pleasure to me to write them.  Yet, I wonder why I write to you with so little restraint.  I fear your criticism more than that from any other person on earth.  What say you?  Don’t you think me a courageous being?  Courage is a laudable, a glorious virtue in your sex, why not in mine?  For my part, I think you ought to applaud me for mine.  Abigail Smith.

Boston, May 7, 1764
Hobbs: I promised you, sometime agone, a catalogue of your faults, imperfections, defects, or whatever you please to call them.  I feel at present, pretty much at leisure, and in a very suitable frame of mind to perform my promise.

Rice: Oh dear.  I was hoping that he had forgotten about that.

Hobbs: But I must caution you before I proceed to recollect yourself.  And, instead of being vexed or fretted or thrown into a passion–for this is my sincere aim in laying before you this picture of yourself.

Rice: grumble

Hobbs: In the first place then, give me leave to say, you have been extremely negligent in attending so little to cards.
Rice: [takes out a deck of cards and looks at them]
Hobbs: You have very little inclination to that noble and elegant diversion.  And, whenever you have taken any hand, you have held it but awkwardly and played it with a very uncourtly and indifferent air.  Now I have confidence enough in your good sense to rely upon it you will, for the future, endeavor to make a better figure in this elegant and necessary accomplishment.
Next, you could never yet be prevailed on to learn to sing.  This I take very soberly to be an imperfection of the most moment of any.  An ear for music would be a source of much pleasure and a voice and skill would be a private solitary amusement–one of great value when no other could be had.

Rice: If I did sing, you would think differently.  

Hobbs: You very often hang your head like a bulrush.  You do not sit erected as you ought, by which means, it happens that you appear too short for a beauty, and the company looses the sweet smiles of that countenance and the bright sparkles of those eyes.  This fault is the effect and consequence of another, still more inexcusable in a lady.  I mean a habit of reading, writing, and thinking.  But, both the cause and the effect ought to be repented and amended as soon as possible.
Another fault, which seems to have been obstinately persisted in, after frequent remonstrances, advices, and admonitions of your friends, is that of sitting with the legs across.

Rice: [crosses legs]

Hobbs: This ruins the figure and the air, this injures the health, and springs, I fear, from the former source of too much thinking.  These things ought not to be!
Another imperfection is that of waking with the toes bending inward.

Rice: [walks parrot-toed]

Hobbs: This imperfection is commonly called Parrot-toed, I think.  I know not for what reason.  But it gives an idea, the reverse of a bold and noble air, the reverse of the stately strut, and the sublime deportment.  Lysander.
Weymouth, May 9, 1764

Rice: I thank you for your catalogue.  But, I must confess I was so hardened as to read over most of my faults with as much pleasure as any other person would have read their perfections.  And, Lysander must excuse me if I still persist in some of them–at least until I am convinced that an alteration would contribute to his happiness.  Especially may I avoid that freedom of behavior which, according to the plan given, consists in violations of decency, and which would render me unfit to herd even with the Brutes.  And, permit me to tell you Sir, nor disdain to be a learner, that there is such a thing as modesty without either a hypocrisy or formality.
As to a neglect of singing, that I acknowledge to be a fault which, if possible, shall not be complained of a second time, nor should you have had occasion for it now, [in an ugly voice] if I had not a voice harsh as the screech of a peacock.

As to crossing my legs, I will endeavor to amend of it, but you know, I think that a gentleman has no business to concern himself about the legs of a lady.

Hobbs: [blushes]

Rice: For my part, I do not apprehend any bad effects from the practice.  Yet, since you desire it, and that you may not for the future trouble yourself so much about it, will reform.
The last fault can be cured only by a dancing school.  Abigail Smith.

SLIDE- Despite this exchange, John and Abigail marry in 1764
September 30, 1764
Hobbs: Tomorrow morning I embark for Plymouth–with a fowl disordered stomach, a pale face, an aching head, and an anxious heart.

Rice: Poor John

Hobbs: And what company shall I find there?  Why a number of bauling lawyers, drunken squires, and impertinent and stingy clients.

Rice: Are you not one of those bauling lawyers?

Hobbs: If you realize this, my dear, since you have agreed to run fortunes with me, you will submit with less reluctance to any little disappointments and anxieties you may meet in the conduct of your own affairs.

 I have a great mind to keep a register of all the stories, squibs, gibes and compliments I shall hear through the whole week.  If I should, I would entertain you with as much wit, humor, smut, filth, delicacy, modesty, and decency.
SLIDE- not much happens in the country but John and Abigail have children
Weymouth, September 14, 1767

Rice: My dearest friend.  I know from the tender affection you bear me and our little ones that you will rejoice to hear that we are all well.  Our son is much better than when you left home and our daughter rocks him to sleep.  Sunday seems a more lonesome day to me than any other when you are absent.  For though I may be compared to those climates which are deprived of the sun half of the year, yet upon a Sunday, you commonly afforded us your benign influence.

Hobbs: [looks longingly into the distance]

Rice: I am now at Weymouth.  My father brought me here last night.  Tomorrow I return home, where I hope soon to receive the dearest of friends and the tenderest of husbands, with that unabated affection which has for years past, and whilst the vital spark lasts, burns in the bosom of your affectionate.  Abigail Adams.
SLIDE- historical context- Boston massacre?
Plymouth, May 23, 1772
Hobbs: My Dear.  There are now signs of a gathering storm, so I shall make my self easy here for the Sabbath.  I wish myself at Braintree.

This wandering, itinerating life grows more and more disagreeable to me.  I want to see my wife and children every day.  I want to see my grass and blossoms and corn every day.  I want to see my workmen, nay, I almost want to go and see the Bosse Calves.  But, above all, except the wife and children, I want to see my books.  John Adams.

SLIDE- John gets sent to the Continental Congress
Boston.  May 12, 1774
Hobbs:  We live my dear soul in an age of trial.  What will be the consequence I know not.  The town of Boston, for ought I can see, must suffer martyrdom–it must expire.  And our principal consolation is that it dies a noble cause–the cause of truth, of virtue, of liberty and of humanity, and that it will probably have a glorious reformation, to greater wealth, splendor and power than ever. 

Rice: Keep your spirits up my dear.

Hobbs: Don’t imagine from all this that I am in the dumps.  Far otherwise.  I can truly say that I have felt more spirits and activity since the arrival of this news than I had done before for years.  I look upon this as the last effort of Lord North’s Despair and he will as surely be defeated in it, as he was in the project of the tea.  I am with great anxiety for your health.  Your John Adams.

Braintree.  August 19, 1774
Rice: The great distance between us makes the time appear very long to me.  It seems already a month since you left me.  The great anxiety I feel for my county, for you, and for our family renders the day tedious and the night unpleasant.
I want much to hear from you.  I long impatiently to have you upon the stage of action.  I wish you every public as well as private blessing and wisdom in this difficult day.  The little flock remember Papa and kindly wish to see him.  So does your most affectionate.  Abigail Adams.

August 28, 1774–September 20, 1774
Hobbs: My Dear.  Tomorrow we reach the theater of action.  
Rice: The governor is making all kinds of warlike preparations and the people are much alarmed.  As to the movements of this town, perhaps you might not hear them from any other person.  In consequence of the powders being taken from Charlestown, a general alarm spread through many towns and was caught pretty soon here.  Abigail Adams.
Hobbs: God Almighty grant us wisdom and virtue sufficient for the high trust that is devolved upon us.  The spirit of the people wherever we have been seems to be very favorable.  They universally consider our cause as their own and express the firmest resolution to abide the determination of the congress.

Frugality my dear.  Frugality.  Oh, economy and parsimony must be our refuge.  I hope the ladies are every day diminishing their ornaments, and the gentleman too.  

Let us eat potatoes and drink water.  Let us wear canvass, and undressed sheepskins rather than submit to the ignominious domination that is prepared for us.
[becomes contemplative]

Remember my tender love to my little Nabby.  Tell her she must write me a letter and enclose it in the next you send.  I am charmed with your amusement with our little Johnny.  Tell him I am glad to hear he is so good a boy as to read to his mamma for her entertainment and to keep himself out of the company of rude children.  Tell him I hope to hear a good account of his accidence and nomenclature when I return.  Kiss my little Charley and Tommy for me.  Tell them I shall be at home by November, but how much sooner I know not.

The education of our children is never out of my mind.  Train them to virtue.  Habituate them to industry, activity, and spirit.  Make them consider every vice as shameful and unmanly.  Fire them with ambition to be useful.  Make them disdain to be destitute of any useful or ornamental knowledge or accomplishment.  Fix their ambition upon great and solid objects and their contempt upon little, frivolous, and useless ones.  It is time, my dear, for you to begin to teach them French.  Every decency, grace, and honesty should be inculcated upon them.
My love to my dear ones.  Adieu.  John Adams.

October 8, 1774–May 2, 1775
Hobbs: I am wearied to death with the life I lead.  The business of the congress is tedious beyond expression.  This assembly is like no other that ever existed.  Every man is a great man–an orator, a critic, a statesman–and therefore, every man upon every question must shew his oratory, his criticism and his political abilities.
Rice: But, if we expect to inherit the blessings of our fathers, we should return a little more to their primitive simplicity of manners and not sink into inglorious ease.  We have too many high sounding words and too few actions that correspond with them.
Hobbs: The consequence of this is that business is drawn and spun out to an immeasurable length.  I believe if it was moved and seconded that we should come to a resolution that three and two make five.  We should be entertained with logic and rhetoric, law, history, politics, and mathematics and concerning the subject for two whole days and we should pass the resolution unanimously in the affirmative.  
Rice:  The people in the county to begin to be very anxious for the congress to rise.  They have no idea of the weighty business you have to transact, and their blood boils with indignation at the hostile preparations they are constant witness of.  Abigail Adams.
Hobbs: I am often concerned for you and our dear babes surrounded as you are by people who are too timorous and too much susceptible of alarms.  Many fears and jealousies and imaginary dangers will be suggested to you.  I hope you will not be impressed by them.
Rice: My much loved friend.  I dare not express to you at 300 miles distance how ardently I long for your return.  I have some very miserly wishes and cannot consent to you spending one hour in town till at least I have had you 12.

Braintree.  May 24, 1775

Rice: We expect soon to be in continual alarms until something decisive takes place.  We wait with longing expectation in hopes to hear the best accounts from you with regard to the union and harmony.  Adieu.  Portia.

  June 17, 1775–March 19, 1776
Hobbs:   I can now inform you that the congress has made the choice of the modest and virtuous, the amiable, generous, and brave George Washington, Esq. to be the General of the American Army.  This appointment will have a great effect in cementing and securing the union of these colonies.
I found a strong jealousy of us from New England and Massachusetts in particular.  Suspicions were entertained of designs of independency–an American Republic–Presbyterian Principles–and twenty other things.  The longer we sat, the more clearly they saw the necessity of pursuing vigorous measures.  Every day we sit, the more we are convinced that the designs against us are hostile and sanguinary and nothing but fortitude, vigor, and perseverance can save us.
Rice: I wish I knew what mighty things were fabricating.  If a form of government is to be established here what one will be assumed?  Will it be left to our assemblies to choose one?  And will not many men have many minds?  And shall we not run into dissentions among ourselves?
The reins of government have been so long slackened that I fear the people will not quietly submit to those restraints which are necessary for the peace and security of the community.  If we separate from Britain, what code of laws will be established?  How shall we be governed so as to retain our liberties?  Can any government be free which is not administered by general stated laws?  Who shall frame these laws?  Who will give them force and energy?  This true your resolutions as a body have hitherto had the force of laws.  But, will they continue to have?
Hobbs: But, America is a great, unwieldy body.  Its progress must be slow.  It is like a large fleet sailing under convoy.  The fleetest sailors must wait for the dullest and slowest.  Like a coach and six–the swiftest horses must be slackened and the slowest quickened that all may keep an even pace.  Your distresses which you have painted in such lively colors I feel in every line as I read.  I dare not write all that I think upon this occasion.  
March 31–April 14, 1776
Rice: I long to hear that you have declared an independency.  
Hobbs: As to declarations of independency, be patient.

Rice: And, by the way, in the new Code of Laws which I suppose it will be necessary for you to make, I desire you would remember the ladies and be more generous and favorable to them than your ancestors.  Do not put such unlimited power into the hands of the husbands.  Remember all men would be tyrants if they could.  If particular care and attention is not paid to the ladies, we are determined to forment a rebellion and will not hold ourselves bound by any laws in which we have no voice or representation.
Hobbs: As to your extraordinary code of laws, I cannot but laugh.  We have been told that our struggle has loosened the bands of government everywhere–that children and apprentices were disobedient, that schools and colleges grew turbulent, that Indians slighted their guardians and Negroes grew insolent to their masters.  But your letter was the first intimation that another tribe more numerous and powerful than all the rest were grown discontented.  This is rather too coarse a compliment, but you are so saucy.  I won’t blot it out.
Rice: That your sex are naturally tyrannical is a truth so thoroughly established as to admit of no dispute.  But such of you as wish to be happy willingly give up the harsh title of Master for the more tender and endearing one of Friend.  Why then not put it out of the power of the vicious and the lawless to use us with cruelty and indignity with impunity.  Men of sense in all ages abhor those customs which treat us only as the vassals of your sex.  Regard us then as beings placed by providence under your protection and in imitation of the Supreme Being makes use of that power only for our happiness.
Hobbs: Depend upon it, we know better than to repeal our masculine systems.  Although they are in full force, you know they are little more than theory.  We dare not exert our power in its full latitude.  We are the subjects.  We have only the name of masters, and rather than give up this, which would completely subject us to the despotism of the petticoat, I hope General Washington and all our brave heroes would fight.

Braintree. May 7, 1776
Rice: I believe tis near ten days since I wrote you a line.  I have not felt in a humor to entertain you.  If I had taken up my pen, perhaps some unbecoming invective might have fallen from it.
I cannot say that I think you very generous to the ladies.  For whilst you are proclaiming peace and good will to men emancipating all nations, you insist upon retaining an absolute power over wives.  But you must remember that arbitrary power is like most other things which are very hard–very liable to be broken.  And, notwithstanding all your wise laws and maxims, we have it in our power not only to free ourselves, but to subdue our masters, and without violence throw both your natural and legal authority at our feet.  Portia.

May 22, 1776

Hobbs: Your sentiments of the duties we owe to our country are such as become the best of women and the best of men.  Among all the disappointments and perplexities which have fallen to my share in life, nothing has contributed so much to support my mind as the choice blessing of a wife whose capacity enabled her to comprehend and whose pure virtue obliged her to approve of the views of her husband.  This has been the cheering consolation of my heart in my most solitary, gloomy, and disconsolate hours.  In this remote situation I am deprived in a great measure of this comfort.
Philadelphia, July 3, 1776
Hobbs: Yesterday, the greatest question was decided which ever was debated in America, and a greater perhaps never was or will be decided among men.  A resolution was passed without one dissenting colony “that these united colonies are, and of right ought to be, free and independent states, and that, as such, they have, and of right ought to have, full power to make war, conclude peace, establish commerce, and to do all the other acts and things which other states may rightfully do.”  You will see in a few days a declaration setting forth the causes which have impelled us to this mighty revolution and the reasons which will justify it in the sight of god and man.  A plan of confederation will be taken up in a few days.
The new governments we are assuming in every part will require a purification from our vices and an augmentation of our virtues or they will be no blessings.  The people will have unbounded power.  And the people are extremely addicted to corruption and venality, as well as the great.  I am not without apprehensions from this quarter.  But I must submit all my hopes and fears to an overruling providence, in which, unfashionable as the faith may be, I firmly believe.

But the day is past.  The second day of July 1776 will be the most memorable in epocha, in the history of America.

Boston, July 14, 1776

Rice: By yesterday’s post I received two letters dated 3rd and 4th of July.  And though your letters never fail to give me pleasure, be the subject what it will, yet it was greatly heightened by the prospect of the future happiness and glory of our country.  Nor am I a little gratified when I reflect that a person so nearly connected with me has had the honor of being a principal actor in laying a foundation for its future greatness.  May the foundation of our new constitution be justice, truth, and righteousness.  Portia.
SLIDE- fireworks
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