Talk to Your Wife

James Madison very much wanted to become the 4th President of the United States. But in order to become president, he needed his mentor, Thomas Jefferson, the 3rd President, to openly support him. Jefferson was reluctant to do that, until now. 

Jefferson had invited Madison to his home, Monticello, to discuss his “possible support” for Madison’s candidacy in late September, 1808. Madison regarded this written invitation as so important that he pushed aside other campaign commitments to be with Jefferson. His carriage arrived at Monticello at the appointed hour.  He was escorted to Jefferson’s study. 

He was surprised to find Jefferson alone. Usually, the 3rd President had many people in attendance at his parties. Madison was relieved. Usually, he had to fight to get the President’s ear. 

Jefferson was writing in his diary, so Madison stood quietly. Eventually, Jefferson put down his quill pen. “Ah, Jemmy, there you are.” Using the very personal name he had given to Madison, Jefferson extended his hand and vigorously shook Madison’s hand.  

“Mr. President,” said Madison, “a pleasure to see you, sir.” 

 “Do you want something to eat or drink?” Jefferson asked. 

“No, sir. Thank you. I’ve already eaten (it was, after all, 10:00 PM). And I don’t need a drink.”

“You may, Jemmy, after you hear what I have to propose. Please. Sit down.” Jefferson pointed at the chair next to his desk. Madison sat there.

“You are probably wondering why you and I are the only ones here tonight,” Jefferson began. “It’s because we have something very personal to discuss.” Madison frowned. For the life of him, he could not imagine what matter was so personal that it required such secrecy. “These walls have ears, Jemmy. And I wouldn’t want what I’m about to say to get out.”

“You want my support for your candidacy, don’t you?” Jefferson asked. “Why yes, sir. Of course,”  Madison replied. 

“Well, I’m willing to give it, if you are willing to give me something in return,” Jefferson said. With a quizzical look on his face, Madison asked, “But sir, what can it be?”

“I want a night with your wife, the great (and beautiful) Dolly Madison,” Jefferson replied. As Madison angrily started to rise from his chair, Jefferson held up his hand. “I knew you might get angry. But ask yourself, how badly do you want to be President? How much do you need my endorsement?”

Madison kept listening while Jefferson kept talking. 

“You may win without my endorsement – then again, you may not. You definitely will win if I endorse you. The election is in just 42 days.  Think about it. 

And ask your wife. She is a very ambitious lady. Who knows – maybe she’ll agree with the arrangement?” Jefferson finished, sat back in his chair and waited, watching Madison but not speaking. 

There was a very long pause. Madison sat thinking, staring out the window. He could hear the crickets in the forest that surrounded Monticello. Finally, he said, “Why Dolly?” 

Jefferson smiled and said, “Because she is beautiful, because I’ve lusted after her for 20 years and because I can. Next year, I will be 60 years old. Before I go to meet my maker, I would like to be able to know that I fucked Dolly.”

“I”ll have to talk with her. I can’t promise anything,” Madison said. 

Jefferson responded, “Just tell her that if she doesn’t, her husband may not be President in 42 days.”

“Anything else?” Madison asked. 

“Yes,” said Jefferson. “The sooner I get my wish, the sooner I make my announcement. Tell her not to dawdle.” 

