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Dedication 

 
Genealogy is indeed a labor of love, and this research is dedicated to all my family... my larger 

family, including those early family members that I have, but will never know; those I know of, 

but have never met and possess no or little record of; those I have never met, but have numerous 

documents that describe their interesting lives; those of my immediate family for which I possess  

numerous intimate details and who I continue to watch grow and mature into the wonderful 

individuals that they are and will become. Between the extremes in our family are many that I 

have been proud and honored to know and have shared much of our family history and those I 

only wish that I would have been able to know and appreciate better.  

 

This record is also dedicated to all of the represented family that this account includes. The 

record herein is but a small portion of a large jigsaw puzzle that connects to countless other 

pieces that, if assembled, would portray a large, historic, family life mosaic. 

 

 I have strived to be accurate in my research but there will be errors that I am sure have crept in 

as all of the data has been recorded, filtered and processed through many human minds and 

hands, including mine.  

 

Genealogy has most vividly impressed upon me the paradox found in individual multiplicity, yet 

oneness, diversity, yet commonality, all beautifully blended within our single, but increasingly 

multiple and complex family.   

  

I sincerely thank all of the family members and others who have provided information used in 

this record. I, furthermore, encourage all to add other puzzle pieces to what is hereby presented 

and to expand our connectivity to a wide and growing “peoplescape” of our related family 

members.  

 
I heartfully thank my loving wife, Paula Jeanne (Kanouse) for her encouragement, patience and 

tenacious editing assistance and historical research endured through the countless hours 

expended in my pursuit of our family research.        

  

 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 



iv 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

        

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Family Tree 

  



v 

 

Introduction 
 

The following Genealogical and Biographical Chronicles of the Descendents of John Adams, Sr. 

are intended to describe a historic and photographic documentation of chronological events 

relating to records of early family members that I have found, and a more detailed account of my 

life spent here on our blessed land. This chronicle details events of my early life and my family’s 

history, but does not attempt to portray the lives or memories of other family members and loved 

ones.  In many recollections, I may have recalled incorrectly, although not intentionally. I alone 

stand totally responsible for any errors of fact, and I encourage correction. 

 

 I have strived to be accurate in my research. There will be errors that I am sure have crept in as 

all of the data has been recorded, filtered and processed through many human minds and hands, 

including mine.  

 

A detailed chronicle could have included detailed events and memories of any one of my 

immediate family for which I have much information and even more photographs. Such, 

however, was not my purpose of this writing. If I had no dated record to reference, then the 

described account is what I remember or have remembered being told. I would encourage all 

family members to keep a similar record of their life’s experiences. There is often vital 

information lost in both fact and detail when stories are handed down in typical oral tradition. I 

have experienced many errors passed down to me in well intended and sincere verbal accounts in 

researching my own genealogy. 

   

This chronicle can be viewed as an exercise in futility, an egotistical preoccupation of one’s life, 

an obsession to be remembered, or, all of the above. Actually, the document was initially started 

for a number of reasons.  

 

Firstly, this document was an attempt to divest my files of numerous records I had accumulated 

over the years. I had retained tax records since I was first employed and I wasn’t inclined to 

discard them without extracting the essential information for which I held them for close to sixty 

years. The same could be said for photographs and other records. It appeared logical that they all 

needed a place to be maintained in some organized fashion.  

 

Secondly, while growing up, my family moved around to the degree that I attended more schools 

then my twelve years of secondary education. I desired to sort out various family events in my 

life as to when and where they occurred.  

 

Thirdly, I somewhere had developed an early interest in genealogy wherein all of this family 

type of information could conveniently be organized. Additionally, I have been apparently 

known to some as having a “packrat” sort of nature, wherein I seldom throw anything of even 

meager value away. However, I attribute this nature to my thrifty and proud Ulster-Scott roots. 

Both behaviors are notably neurotic. Hopefully, this record will stand as an account of certain 

experiences in life that I encountered, collected, researched, have been told, remembered and 

recall as accurately as I could document. 

 

In researching my family’s genealogical history, I have been sorely impressed with the paucity 
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of personal information surrounding the historic family data that I have located.  

Such data include census records, birth, marriage, and death certificates, property patents and 

deeds, wills, war records and numerous other documents. Unless these records are assimilated, 

they seldom provide any real and personal insights into the lives of many of our tough and 

courageous pioneers who fought so greatly, and in so many ways, for the liberties we all enjoy 

today. I wish I had an easier way to view into my family’s past and capture a glimpse of their 

loves, joys, trials and tribulations.  

 

Absent personal testimony, we can only imagine in a historical context how our known recorded 

history must have influenced their lives. This chronicle was primarily written to this end; a 

chronological record that includes facts, stories, photographs, history, and memories as I have 

noted, that my 9
th

 generation grandchildren might someday be interested in reviewing to gain a 

glimpse of how they descended through the lives of their patriot great grandfathers. And 

hopefully spare them the effort that I have expended in attempting to learn about my 4
th

 Great 

Grandfather, John Adams, Sen’r. (as he penned). Additionally, we all apparently hold on to the 

memories that have most affected our lives and we retain these memories for undoubtedly 

various reasons. Unfortunately, our ability to recall these events seems to be inversely 

proportional to our age. I wanted to document a record before I lost the capability or inclination 

to do so. Some memories are intentionally not recorded for personal reasons. Periods of 

tribulation that were sorrowful or hurtful, I believed to be better left mentioned, repented and 

forgiven, but not highlighted or embellished.  

 

Lastly, I have learned that there is indeed a direct relationship between the choices we make both 

in and out of the plan that God has for our life. One bears witness to this fundamental cause and 

effect in numerous accounts presented in Scripture. For those who have accepted the Lord and 

are committed to trust Him, we are commanded to follow His heeding and direction. Moving off 

course from God’s will, and onto our own, can bring much tribulation to our lives. We routinely 

fail to follow the historical accounts and wisdom of scripture and erroneously believe we have a 

better plan, or alternately, not consider His will at all. I have experienced both errors of omission 

and commission in my life, and have witnessed apparently similar paths taken by family 

members in my earlier generations. Each time I have stumbled and fallen, the Lord has been 

there to help me repent and get back on my feet, redirect my path, heal wounds and walk 

forward, not in His perfect, but permissive will. I trust that I have gained and will continue to 

learn from my mistakes and am, hopefully, more resistant and less inclined to repeat the same 

trials again. 

 

I have attempted to pass on in later chapters of these chronicles bits and pieces of my 

life…where I, as a son, man, husband, father, brother and uncle have been, what I’ve done, what 

I’ve learned from my life’s experiences and what might be otherwise passed on, positively and 

negatively, to my ascending family.  

 

To the family I recommend having an early, positive dream. Build upon a strong foundation for 

each successive step toward that dream; strongly anchor your faith in Christ and follow where 

He is leading you. There is no easy and fast track, but a slow, strong and secure climb. Keep 

your sights on your climbing handles far enough to stretch yourself but close enough to reach. 



vii 

 

Keep your belay of faith through Scripture taut and well secured, such that when, not if, your 

crampons slip, your fall is arrested and not excessive. Dig the spikes in again and keep reaching. 

 

“Happy is the man who recalls his ancestors with pride, who treasures the story of their 

greatness,  tells of their heroic lives, and with joy too full for speech, realizes that fate has 

linked him with a race of goodly men.”  Goethe 

 

"I saw behind me those who had gone, and before me those who are to come.  I looked back and 

saw my father, and his father, and all our fathers, and in front to see my son, and his son and the 

sons upon sons beyond. And their eyes were my eyes.  

 

As I felt, so they had felt and were to feel, as then, so now, as tomorrow and forever. Then I was 

not afraid, for I was in a long line that had no beginning and no end, and the hand of his father 

grasped my father's hand, and his hand was in mine, and my unborn son took my right hand, and 

all, up and down the line that stretched from Time That Was to Time That Is, and Is Not Yet, 

raised their hands to show the link, and we found that we were one, born of Woman, Son of Man, 

made in the Image, fashioned in the Womb by the Will of God, the Eternal Father."  

From: How Green Was My Valley, by Richard Llewellyn, 1939  
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THE STORY TELLERS.... 

 

We are the chosen.  My feelings are that in each family there is one who seems called to find the 

ancestors.  To put flesh on their bones and make them live again, to tell the family story and to 

feel that somehow they know and approve.  To me, doing genealogy is not a cold gathering of 

facts but, instead, breathing life into all who has gone before.  We are the story tellers of the 

tribe.  All tribes have one.  We have been called as it were by our genes.  Those who have gone 

before cry out to us:  Tell our story.  So, we do. 

 

In finding them, we somehow find ourselves.  How many graves have I stood before now and 

cried?  I have lost count.  How many times have I told the ancestors, you have a wonderful 

family, you would be proud of us?  How many times have I walked up to a grave and felt 

somehow there was love there for me?  I cannot say. 

 

It goes beyond just documenting facts.  It goes to whom I am and why do I do the things I do?  It 

goes to seeing a cemetery about to be lost forever to weeds and indifference and saying I can't let 

this happen. 

 

The bones here are bones of my bone and flesh of my flesh.  It goes to doing something about it.  

It goes to pride in what our ancestors were able to accomplish.  How they contributed to what we 

are today.  It goes to respecting their hardships and losses, their never giving in or giving up, 

their resoluteness to go on and build a life for their family. 

 

It goes to deep pride that they fought to make and keep us a nation.  It goes to a deep and 

immense understanding that they were doing it for us; that we might be born who we are; that we 

might remember them.  So we do.  With love and caring and scribing each fact of their existence, 

because we are they and they are us. 

 

So, as a scribe called, I tell the story of my family.  It is up to that one called in the next 

generation to answer the call and take their place in the long line of family storytellers. 

 

That is why I do my family genealogy, and that is what calls those young and old to step up and 

put flesh on the bones. 

 

Judy Adams Campbell 

 

 

Authored by and included with permission from: 

 

Judy Adams Campbell 

08 December 2004 
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Preface 
 

A comment of explanation for the varied formatting of the following text is believed to be 

needed.  

 

The following text is chaptered by my early Adams’ descendants commencing with John Adams, 

Sr., Generation 7 and ending with the author, Vaughn Paul Adams, Jr., Generation 1. 

 

The large span of time among the seven generations and the available information for each did 

not allow for a simple, uniform chronological increment to be used. The latter Generation 1 

chronicles recorded yearly (1937-1957) were written as an annual record of my personal family 

events from birth to the commencement of my collegiate years and have very little historic value 

today. Hopefully, my 4th Great Grandchildren might find some historic value noted therein. 

 

My extended yearly chronicles (1957-2015), while not included herein, have provided a simple 

means to record the year’s happenings and conveniently provides some information for our 

annual Adams Christmas newsletters. 

 

I trust this preface aids in providing an overall glimpse of a rather confusing undertaking of the 

documentation of a family whose span of documented activities covers nearly 300 years of 

family.  

 

It is my desire that other family members that may read this early history will include their own 

subsequent personal chronicles as I have enjoyed writing and hopefully extend our family history 

to Generation 8 and beyond. 

 

  

 

 

 


