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One

ames Madison was a small, pale, sickly boy with a weak

voice. If he tried to shout, the shout shriveled up in his

throat, but of course he was still young. His voice

might grow as he did. Or he might never need a big
voice.

S0 far he got along fine on his father’s Virginia plantation
where nothing much changed but the weather and the seasons
and the coming of babies. There would be twelve babies in
the Madison family before they quit coming. (Five died
young.) James, or Jemmy, as his father called him, was the
oldest and if he was like his father and his grandfather before
him, he'd spend his life on this land, bounded in the west by
the lovely blue line of mountains that scemed to mark the
end of the world. In 1760 when nine-year-old James helped
his father move the furniture from their old house to the new
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brick one that looked square at the mountains, James under-
stood that this house and the 5000 acres that went with it
would one day belong to him. James loved this place. Partic-
ularly the trees. The grove of walnuts where he played with
his brothers and sisters and the black children who belonged
to the plantation. The two tulip trees that were so much
alike, they were called “The Twins.” And his favorite—the
redbuds that turned themselves into pink froth every spring-
time,

Still, he knew there was more to the world than his fa-
ther's 5000 acres, more than was contained 1n his own
Orange County or in Virginia itself. At nine he was reading,
and although he had always asked questions of his own
(Where do the redbirds fly in winter?), he was discovering in
his father’s library questions he would never have thought of
asking. His father had eighty-five books and by the time he
was eleven, James had read them all. They had titles like
The Duty of Man, The Employment of the Microscope.
There was one on cold bathing; one on children’s diseases.
He may have been especially interested in the discases for he
was sick a great deal. All his life he suffered from fever,
bilious attacks (liver upsets), and from occasional seizures in
which for a few moments he would stiffen and lose control of
his mind. A doctor diagnesed this as a form of epilepsy
caused by nerves, but James simply called it a “falling sick-
ness.” In any case, sickness didn’t often keep him from read-
ing. Nothing ever would.

But here he was, eleven years old and there was not an-
other book in the house to read. So Mr. Madison sent him
off to a school in a neighboring county where he had all the
books he wanted. He learned French so he could read books
that were written in French and he learned Latin and Greek
so he could find out what men thought hundreds of years



; .'. by ..}_.- ; ) .,

ﬁfl f;-'{/( e AT uﬁ’v’.{";’fﬂ-ﬂfm r)?g’r'(:?’.i?'&'m
) - \‘

G Reendly

-
f'ﬁ,

P

e

=

oy 3

F

T.';_' ';»_i :?}
v,

Madison's “universe'

ago. He studied geometry and algebra and the history of
other nations, and to show just how much bigger his notion
of the world had become, he drew a picture of the universe
in his copybook. All the planets were there and the sun, a big
round circle in the center. Then in order to give his universe
a more friendly look, he gave the sun a face—eyes, nose,
and a mouth that was almost ready to smile. Best of all,
however, was his teacher, Mr. Robertson, who raised all
kinds of questions (Were there people on those planets?) and
made his pupils use logic and reason when they spoke. He
couldn't make James speak any louder, but he did make sure
that when he did speak, he had something to say.

James stayed at Mr. Robertson’s school until he was six-
teen and would like to have stayed longer, but his father
called him home. A new minister (Mr. Martin) was living
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with them now, and he could teach James along with the
oldest of his brothers and sisters. At the same time he would
prepare James to enter college. The College of New Jersey
(Princeton) was the place Mr. Madison and Mr. Martin
picked. Most young men in Virginia attended the nearby
College of William and Mary, but that wouldnt do for
James. Too much drinking and partying at that school. Be-
sides, the climate was not healthy.

In the summer of 1769 when James was eighteen years
old, he set out on horseback for New Jersey, accompanied by
Mr. Martin. He didn’t look old enough to be going to col-
lege, although actually he was older than most. His face still
had that young, unset, waiting look. And he was little. At
five feet six, he was not excessively short, but because he was
thin with a slight build and narrow shoulders, people were
forever remarking on his littleness. His voice was still little
too. Moreover, he was shy. Only when he knew a person
well did he speak of what was going on inside him.

He did know Mr. Martin, so he would not have been
afraid to show his excitement, particularly when they reached
Philadelphia. He had known, of course, that Philadelphia
was the biggest city in the country, but how could he have
guessed that the bigness, the busyness, the importance of the
city would give it such a throb of life? This was obviously
where things were happening; this is where life was running
at full rile.

In its own way the college at Princeton was also exciting.
People were asking questions that struck at the very core of
life. What is government! What is man? Because James was
ahead of the freshman class in his studies, he entered as a
sophomore and perhaps this was the happiest year of his col-
lege life. He made close friends, devoured books as if he
couldn't get enough of them, and joined in student fun—



Young Madison

putting greasy feathers on the floor where fellow students
would slip on them, setting off firecrackers in newcomers'
rooms, and eyeing girls through telescopes.

And for the first time James felt caught up in affairs that
were affecting the whole country. Over the last five years he
had been concerned, as everyone was, about Great Britain's
aggravating policy of slapping down taxes on the colonies.
But at Princeton he felt that he was reacting as part of an
aroused body, as if he and his friends were the colonies.
They approved of the fact that American merchants in pro-
test over taxation had stopped buying goods from England,
but in 1770 when the merchants of New York wrote to the
merchants of Pennsylvania, suggesting that they break this
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College at Princeton

agreement, the students were enraged. James Madison was
one of many who marched onto the campus, cheering as a
copy of that New York letter was thrown into a bonfire. The
college bells tolled throughout the demonstration as if they
were grieving for the liberty of the country. Flushed with
patriotism, James cheered as loud as he could. His cheer may
not have amounted to much, but his whole heart was in it.

James loved his Princeton years, so it is surprising that he
wanted to finish them so quickly. He and a friend, Joe Ross,
applied for and received permission to take their last two
years in one year. What was the hurry? Perhaps James was
trying to cut down expenses for his father. Perhaps he was
worrying about his future, After all, he was at college to
prepare himself for something, but what? He could not bear
the idea of simply settling down on his father’s plantation,
which managed quite well without him. He wished he could
find a life for himself that had nothing to do with slaves. He
hated slavery, but the South was so deep into it, he didn't see
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how it could get out. The only way he could escape was to
find a career of his own. He listened to his friends talk of
their plans for the future. Most were choosing to be
preachers or lawyers, but how could James be either? With
his weak voice, how could he stand up in a pulpit and deliver
a thundering sermon about the will of God? How could he
speak out in a courtroom and convince a jury that he was
right? (Besides, he didn’t want to.) Perhaps he worked so
hard because he needed to prove himself. Or forget himself.
Perhaps without realizing it, he was simply trying to over-
come his littleness.

It was a terrible schedule that he and Joe Ross set them-
selves. For the most part James tried to get by with no more
than five hours of sleep a night. He must have felt his body
breaking under the strain but he didn't give up. He finished
his work in time to get his degree but he wasn't at the gradu-
ation ceremony with his ten classmates. One of his college-
mates, Aaron Burr, received a prize for spelling; all in his
class gave speeches, but James was too sick to attend. Still,
sick or well, would James have tried to deliver a speech in
that little voice of his?

He was so sick, he couldnt make the trip home when
college was over so he stayed on, studying Hebrew and the-
ology under the guidance of the college president. Perhaps
his father suspected that James was simply delaying his
homecoming; in any case, in April, 1772, he sent for him.
Come home and teach the younger children, he wrote.

James went. It was a hard, tiring, week-long ride from
Philadelphia, and when he finally arrived home, he must
have been suddenly overwhelmed by what lay ahead. It was
as if he’d been trapped into the slow motion of the seasons.
Almost as if he'd never gone to college, never been excited
by books. As everyone could see, James was not suffering
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from his usual sickness; he was going through a physical and
emotional breakdown. Not even the flowering redbud trees
could raise his spirits. He taught the children, but that only
took a few hours a day, and he read. But to what purpose?
He tried studying law but found it, like everything else,
boring. And then one day a letter came from a college friend
with the news that Joe Ross had died.

Now he had grief to add to his depression and he must
have asked himself if Joe had been suffering in the way he
had. Perhaps this was the inevitable result of two years of
grinding overwork. In any case, James became obsessed with
the idea that he, too, would die young.

James's father sent him to Warm Springs, a health resort
whose mineral waters were supposed to cure all kinds of ill-
ness. James drank gallons of water, but still he came home,
no better. His doctor advised more exercise. Go out and ride
horseback, he said, and actually this did seem to help. In the
end, however, it was not anything that happened on the plan-
tation but what was happening in the country itself that
brought James back to life.

“I do not meddle in Politicks,” he wrote once to a college
friend, but when at Christmas, 1773, this friend wrote him
about Boston's dumping British tea into Boston harbor rather
than paying tax on it, he was as excited as if he’d done the
dumping himself. The following year he was strong enough
to take his brother William to Princeton, where he was en-
tering school. Of course, he had to go through Philadelphia,
and his pulse quickened as it always did in the center of so
much life. This time the city was at a pitch of exciternent for
the Continental Congress was meeting here with delegates
from all thirteen colonies, waving questions like flags, chal-
lenging the future. How much longer would America put up
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with Great Britain? Should the country be preparing for war?
James Madison came away moved by the oneness of Amer-
ica. Separate colonies they might be, but here they were,
acting in union, striving for the right to govern themselves.
QOur right, he would have said, for James counted himself in
the struggle.

At about this same time (September 1774) James bought
two hundred acres of his father’s farm for himself. He
needed to own land in his own right if he wanted to vote or
hold office. In December he and his father were both elected
to the Orange County Committee of Safety, whose job was to
sce that the county was prepared to fight and to make sure
that everyone in the county was loyal to America. Anyone
who still stuck up for England was called a Tory and would
be punished.

Philadelphia
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James entered enthusiastically into the work of the com-
mittee. He knew he could never be a regular soldier because
of his “falling sickness,” but he did become a member of the
local militia. He was commissioned a colonel, and although
on his first day of drill he fainted on the parade ground, this
did not discourage him. In letters to his friends he was soon
bragging about his marksmanship. If he had to, he said, he
could hit a man full in the face at the distance of one hundred
yards. As for Tories or suspected Tories, no penalty was too
severe for them. One man who showed disrespect for a com-
mittee member was tarred and feathered, and according to
James, this was no more than he deserved. If other states
didn't know what to do with their traitors, he said, just send
them down to Orange County. His committee would take
care of them.

Shooting and tar and feathering may have given James an
outlet for his passion for independence, but of course what
James was best at {and had always been best at) was reason-
ing. In May 1776, when it was becoming clear that King
George 111 was not going to back down, James Madison was
elected to represent Orange County at a state convention in
Williamsburg. On May 15 the convention voted unan-
imously (James along with everyone else) to instruct the Vir-
ginia delegates at the Continental Congress in Philadelphia to
propose a Declaration of Independence. Six wecks later inde-
pendence was declared. James Madison was only twenty-five
years old and he might have thought that at last he had found
his career, but he probably gave his own future little
thought. It was only the country that concerned him. Amer-
ica had a chance now to become an independent nation, and it

had better turn out to be a good one.
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mericans had actually been at war a little more than a
Aycar when the Declaration of Independence was

signed. The questions now were: Could they win the
war? And how were they to govern themselves in the mean-
time? In Williamsburg the Virginia Convention set to work
to draw up a state constitution. James Madison was put on a
committee to consider exactly what rights every citizen in
Virginia had that could not be taken away by the government
or anyone else. Inalienable rights, they were called. At infor-
mal gatherings outside the convention, James made friends
and felt free to say what he pleased. But never once in the
convention itself did he speak out. Still, one of his new
friends, Edmund Randolph, reported that James was fan-
tastic at whispering. Indeed, Edmund tried to sit next to him
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at meetings because James always had interesting comments
to whisper in his ear.

James was not only quiet but apparently tried to be in-
conspicuous as well. He often wore black with buckles at the
knees of his breeches and black silk stockings. (Later he
would wear nothing but black.) Following the fashion of his
time, he powdered his hair (dark brown under the powder)
and wore it pulled back and tied behind. On his head he
wore a black hat with a cone-shaped crown that was high but
didn't seem to make him look taller. One delegate wrote:
“Madison was probably the only small man at the con-
vention.”

And of course he was conscious of his small voice. Even if
he dared speak out, how would his voice carry before so
many men? Just looking at the famous orator Patrick Henry
must have made him uneasy. All Mr. Henry had to do was

Patrick Henry
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open his mouth and that mighty voice of his would fill the
room and set it quivering. When he wasn’t talking, Mr.
Henry looked down his long nose at the other delegates as if
they were common dirt. Even so, sometimes it was hard for
James to keep quiet. He had strong ideas about the questions
they were discussing. Religion, in particular.

Nothing made James angrier than to see men punished for
their religious views. And they often were. Baptists and
Presbyterians were the ones most frequently picked on be-
cause they were not members of the church of England or
established church. Only recently five or six people in his
own part of Virginia had been thrown in jail because of re-
ligious opinions that they had expressed. Furious, James
wrote to a college friend: “I have squabbled and scolded
abused and ridiculed so long about it . . . I am without com-
mon patience.” He would never have patience when it came
to religious freedom, which was certainly one of the inaliena-
ble rights. He was against anyone “making laws for the hu-
man mind,” and again and again throughout his life he
would fight to sce that the state had no hold over a person’s
religious beliefs or expression.

Now at the Virginia convention James found himself ob-
jecting to the way the resolution on religion was worded. It
stated that all men should enjoy the fullest toleration in the
exercise of religion. Toleration! That wasnt enough for
James. He couldn’t abide such weak wording, so he wrote
out his proposed version. “All men are equally entitled to
enjoy the free exercise of religion.” His revision was ap-
proved.

When James went home in December after the session in
Williamsburg had adjourned, he had made up his mind that
in the spring he would run for election to the Virginia House
of Delegates, the new legislative body of the colony. Of
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course where he'd really like to be was in Philadelphia where
the Continental Congress was working out problems for the
whole country. From what he had heard, he thought they
could use some help. James read every newspaper he could
lay his hands on. He rejoiced over General Washington's
victory at Trenton and again at Princeton. He helped his
father round up supplies for the army. And he read. He
wanted to understand how governments worked, how some
had fallen in the past, some succeeded. The whole question,
he decided, turned on where the power lay. In Virginia, he
suspected, the people had already made mistakes in their new
constitution. So afraid of tyranny, they had given the gover-
nor too little power and the House of Delegates too much. In

any case, he would soon have the chance to study all this at

first hand. He more or less took for granted that he would

win the election. After all, he was well known in the county

and people scemed to be impressed by his book learning.

Besides, how could he stand on the sidelines of America? He

had to win.

But he didn’t. His opponent, an older man, followed the
old Virginia custom of setting out a barrel of whisky in
front of the courthouse and treating the voters as they came
to the polls. James thought this was old-fashioned nonsense.
He expected people to vote with their heads, with or without
whisky, so he provided no drinks on election day. Perhaps
the voters had originally intended to vote for James
Madison, but if so, they changed their minds. He was either
stingy or proud, they decided, and he ought to take up
preaching instead of politics.

James brooded, but not for long. In the fall the House of
Delegates voted for James to fill a vacancy in the eight-man
Council of State (which, with the governor, made up the
executive branch of the government). James served for two
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years, and as people came to know him, they discovered his
talents. In behind-the-scenes political discussions James was
strong and persuasive and, as Patrick Henry, who was gov-
ernor, soon found out, James wrote easily and clearly. Pat-
rick Henry might be able to send his voice to the rafters, but
he disliked descending to a desk and dealing with pen and
paper. So he gave James the job of writing up state papers.
But the meost important thing that happened to James was
that he made friends with Thomas Jefferson,

The two men had known each other for some time, but
they were thrown more closely together when in June 1779
Jefferson was elected governor to succeed Patrick Henry. As
a member of the governor's council, Madison discovered not
only how well he and Jefferson worked together but how
much they had in common. Tall, red-headed, thirty-six-year-
old Jefferson and small, twenty-eight-year-old Madison
shared the same vision of a strong, united republican govern-
ment. They both liked the same things: reading and collect-
ing books, planting trees, experimenting with science,
talking about history. And they agreed on what they didn’t
like: Great Britain, slavery, the lopsided Virginia constitu-
tion, and Patrick Henry. Neither man could stand Patrick
Henry. “What shall we do with him?” James asked once
when Patrick was being obstructive in his usual eloquent
way. “What we have to do, 1 think,” Jefferson replied, “is
devoutly pray for his death.”

It was a lifelong friendship that Madison and Jefferson
established, although they would often have to depend on
letters for news of each other. In December 1779 they were
separated when James was clected a delegate to the Conti-
nental Congress in Philadelphia. James went home first and
planned to go on from there, but like everyone clse in Vir-
ginia (and throughout the country) he became snowbound. It
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was the coldest winter of the war. In Morristown, New
Jersey, where the army was quartered, the soldiers were run-
nlll'l.g out of food. “The troops, both officers and mt:n,”
George Washington wrote, “have been almost perishing for
want.” Of course had they stopped to think, there were
things that everyone could be thankful for. Philadelphia,
which had been occupied by the British, was back in Amer-
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ican hands and had been for more than a year. The French
were fighting on America’s side. But in Morristown the sol-
diers' stomachs were too empty for them to think of anything
but their next meal. And the British army. It had holed up
in nearby New York.

James Madison arrived in Philadelphia on March 18,
1780, soon after his twenty-ninth birthday. As was fitting for
a delegate to the Congress, he brought a servant with him
(his slave Billey) and settled down in a boardinghouse, ready
for life in Philadelphia. Jefferson, who had been a delegate
to the Continental Congress, would have told him about the
city’s social life, but still James may have been surprised at
just how lively it was. Indeed the way Philadelphians enter-
tained, one would have hardly known that the country was at
war. Women spent entire afternoons dressing their hair into
such towering bechives that when they went out in the eve-
ning, they had to scrunch down in their carriages to keep
their hairdos from scraping the roofs. (Peggv Shippen, the
future wife of Benedict Arnold, had to hang her head out of
the carriage window.) Of course these stylish hostesses were
curious about the young, newly arrived bachelor from Vir-
ginia, but one, who invited him to a party, was not im-
pressed. He was a “gloomy, stiff creature,” she said, “with
nothing engaging or even bearable about his manners.”

At first Madison didn't open his mouth in Congress. He
served on committees, worked behind the scenes as he had in
Virginia, but at the regular meetings he simply listened. And
he was sickened by what he heard. Although all wanted to
win the war, they could not agree on practical measures for
governing. They had a hard time even sending the army all
it needed to survive. It would be another year before Con-
gress would ratify the Articles of Confederation, the nearest
thing the country had to a constitution or “law of the land.”
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Not that this would help Madison. In Madison’s opinion the
Articles were “imbecilic.” “A firm league of friendship”—
that's what the Articles claimed to be, but where was the
friendship among states that showed more interest in main-
taining their own rights than in sacrificing for the common
good! The Articles gave Congress no power to force the
states to do anything for the central government, and in con-
sequence they didn't do much of anything.

James wrote in disgust to Jefferson that nothing was going
as it should. Congress needed more power; it needed better
statesmen; it needed permanent solutions, not flimsy patch-
work measures; and it certainly needed money. James might
be a Virginian, but first and foremost he was and always
would be an American pushing for a genuine union of the
states.

James held his tongue for six months and then, whether he
could be heard or not, he spoke out. His voice was as feeble
as it had always been and, indeed, he didn’t present much of
a figure—this small man with a habit of rocking back and
forth on his feet as he warmed to his subject. The delegates
might smile. “No bigger than a half a piece of soap,” one
observed. They might strain to hear him, but as time went
on, they had to agree that James Madison had sound judg-
ment.

And as time went on, so did the war. When the British
Army moved out of New York in the spring, it moved
south, and although there were spurts of good news now and
then from the American forces, most of the news was bad.
The fall of Charleston, South Carolina, in May 1780—that
was the worst. Then a month later the British decided they
would pounce on members of the Virginia House of Dele-
gates, which was holding an emergency meeting in Charlot-
tesville, Virginia. From there, they would climb the hill to
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Monticello, Jefferson's home. Luckily, the delegates were
warned in time and most (thirty-three including Patrick
Henry) managed to escape. Seven delegates either didn’t take
the warning seriously or were natural slowpokes; in any case,
they were captured. As for Thomas Jefferson, though he sent
his family away at the first hint of trouble, he stayed until he
had looked through his telescope and had actually seen the
redcoats on the streets of Charlottesville. Then he too made
his getaway.

All this was taking place not more than thirty miles from
James Madison’s own home in Orange. (Since all the great
homes in Virginia had names, the Madisons called theirs
Montpelier now.) Had he known what was happening at the
time, James would have been enraged. Already he had heard
enough stories of the British Army’s cruelty to civilians in
Virginia that his hatred of England became so bitter, it
stayed with him for life. But news traveled slowly, and by
the time it reached Philadelphia, James had heard that
Montpelier and his friend Thomas Jefferson were safe, and
he had himself escaped from a near accident. But not from
the British. A bolt of lightning had struck his bearding
house; entering the chimney and conducted by a bell ring, it
ran through several rooms. Luckily no one was hurt, but
why hadn’t they paid attention to Dr. Franklin? they asked
themselves. Why hadn’t they put up one of his electric rods?

In the fall, the attention of the country was suddenly cen-
tered on Yorktown, a small Virginia settlement on Chesa-
peake Bay. The Americans had managed to maneuver the
British under the command of General Cornwallis into a cor-
ner where if all went well, the British might be defeated. It
might even be a final defeat—that is, if American reinforce-
ments arrived in time to keep the British from escaping by
land, and if the French fleet, now in the West Indies, ar-
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rived in time to keep the British from escaping by sea. In
war, seldom do all “ifs” work out right, yet the people hoped
and feared.

In September reinforcements left Philadelphia for Vir-
ginia. James Madison stood in front of the State House with
General Washington and other delegates of Congress as three
thousand Continental troops in all kinds of makeshift uni-
forms paraded past. Two French divisions followed, smartly
dressed, marching with precision. When they reached the
State House, they dropped the points of their swords and
dipped their colors. In return the delegates took off their
hats. It was a solemn send-off.

Six weeks of suspense lay ahead, charged with rumors,
both good and bad. In the end, however, all the ifs did fall
in place, and on October 19 General Cornwallis surren-
dered. When the news reached Philadelphia, all the mem-
bers of Congress walked together to the nearby Dutch
Lutheran church to give thanks. That night would have been
a perfect time to set off firecrackers, and Americans did love
an excuse to make a fireworks display, but the weather was
too dry. There would have been danger of fire, so instead the
people of Philadelphia set lighted candles in every window in
the city. James Madison said he had never been happier.

At last people were beginning to understand James. Yes,
he was stiff and awkward, but only when strangers were
present. Among those he knew, he was, as one friend ob-
served, “charming.” Relaxed after a meal with friends,
Madison was frank and lively in his conversation, delighting
in telling little jokes on himself. Once in Williamsburg, he
said, he left his hat on a window ledge and it was stolen. As
everyone knew, no gentleman would appear outdoors with
his head uncovered, but try as he might, James could not
find another hat. For two days he had to stay away from the
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Governor's Palace where the Council was meeting. Finally a
Frenchman who sold snuff agreed to sell him something he
had. At this point Madison would start laughing, for it was
such a queer-looking affair, that hat—huge, wide-brimmed,
with a crown no bigger than a pimple poking up from a field
of black. No one who heard the story ever forgot the picture
of that enormous hat bouncing down the street to the Gover-
nor's Palace with little Mr. Madison under it.

James felt particularly at home with the group of people
who lodged in the same house as he did. They liked to tease
James about being such a confirmed bachelor, but in the
spring of 1783 they decided that perhaps he wasn't so con-
firmed after all. James was thirty-two years old now, and he
was obviously smitten by pretty sixteen-year-old Kitty Floyd,



28

daughter of a New York delegate living in the same house.
In the evening when the boarders (including a nineteen-year-
old medical student) gathered in the parlor to hear Kitty
Floyd play the harp, James (and the medical student) were
clearly less interested in the music than in Miss Floyd. The
fact that James was so much older than Kitty didn't discour-
age him. Actually it made him bolder. So he began to court
her, then proposed to her, then asked her father for her
hand. Since neither Kitty nor her father were against the
idea, James and Kitty began planning a November wedding.
Joyfully he wrote Jefferson the news in a code they had de-
veloped between them to insure secrecy. It was a complicated
code, like a dictionary with words arranged alphabetically
and numbers beside them that would replace words in their
correspondence. Since the vocabulary was related largely to
politics and business, it was a little difficult for James to talk
about love. In code he said that he had “ascertained her senti-
ments” and the event would take place in the fall.

At the end of April Kitty and her family went home for
the summer, and though he hated the separation, James tried
to be patient. He couldn’t have imagined that he’d be called
on for more than patience, but in July Kitty wrote that she
had changed her mind. She felt “indifferent” to him now
and had decided to marry that nincteen-year-old medical stu-
dent. She sealed the letter not with sealing wax but with a
picce of rye dough. Maybe this was what was handy, but
many have interpreted the rye dough as a deliberate insult.

James wrote to Jefferson and Jefferson, whose wife had
died the previous year, sent his sympathy, What James had
to do, Jefferson said, was to keep busy. This was the only
way to get over such grief.

Well, there would be plenty for James to do. Two months
later, in September, the peace treaty with Great Britain was
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signed and the independence of the United States was for-
mally recognized. And now what! James asked. George
Washington described the country as limping along under

the Articles of Confederation,

“moving upen crutches and

tottering at every step.” How could the country survive like
this?
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Key to code Jefferson and Madison used



Three-

ames had only two more months to serve before his term
in the Continental Congress was over and he wanted to
do what he could in the time that was left. If only the
question of taxation could be resolved! As always, Amer-
icans balked at being taxed and the states balked at being
required (or requested) to pay the central government a defi-
nite sum, even though the government had run up huge
debts in the war, even though the government couldn’t pay
the soldiers all that was owed them. James had tried to add
an amendment to the Articles of Confederation to take care of
the taxation problem, but one Virginia delegate said he'd
crawl to Richmond on his hands and knees before he'd let
that go through.
For Jefferson and Madison, of course, there was always
the problem of slavery, but they agreed that there was noth-
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