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    To make this book easier to read, I have taken some liberties with titles. The term White House was not applied to the president's home until the late 1830s and early 1840s. It would be difficult to continually refer to his residence as the President's Mansion or the Executive Mansion, as it was known when Madison was president. So I simply called it the White House.


    The title of First Lady, to acknowledge the president's wife, was not coined until the death of Dolley Madison. Until then, the president's wife was called “the president's lady” or, in some cases, “the presidentress,” or simply “Mrs. Madison.” To make all of that easier, I just referred to Dolley as the First Lady throughout the book.
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    Just after sunrise on August 24, 1814, Dolley Madison stood on the roof of the White House, holding her hands steady around a spyglass in the balmy summer morning. She squinted with one eye and peered through the spyglass with the other, in a vain effort to find her husband, the president, who was said to be riding back to the White House from an army camp in Bladensburg, Maryland, about seven miles away, and spurring his horse to run as fast as possible down narrow dirt roads of the green countryside to meet her. She could see from her perch atop one of the two highest buildings in the city (the other being the still-unfinished Capitol) all of the wide thoroughfares and the side streets of Washington, DC. They were nearly deserted; most of the residents had fled the day before, after they read in the newspapers that the British Navy, with fifty-two ships in all and thousands of men, horses, and cannon, had landed in Maryland on Friday, after a brief trip up the Patuxent River from the nearby Chesapeake Bay, in the War of 1812.


    It was a jolt; the news panicked the region. The capital attacked? Impossible. The editor of the National Intelligencer, the capital's leading newspaper, told his readers, “all citizens must join in the common defense.”1


    All were surprised by the landing. The war had been winding down. Peace talks were being held. Why should the British invade the Chesapeake? Washington? And if there was an attack, everybody expected the British to assault Baltimore, not Washington. The surprised residents of the capital now shuddered that the nightmare was about to come true, that Englishmen in their blazing red coats, carrying their muskets and pistols and lugging dozens of cannon behind them, would soon enter the city.


    Wild rumors flew all over town. One had Dolley Madison surrendering the White House to the British commander and begging him not to burn the city. Another had the British torching all of the government buildings but sparing residential homes. A third had all of the residential homes set on fire. A fourth put the British troop strength at sixteen thousand (it was closer to five thousand). Another said that the American defensive force was well over ten thousand troops (it was barely three thousand). Yet another had dozens of other enemy ships landing at different seaports on the Maryland shore.


    The rumor about the torching of the capital raised eyebrows. Nearly a year and a half earlier, in the spring of 1813, that same rumor had floated through Washington and made everybody nervous. Dolley Madison wrote in that spring that she had heard that the British planned to land several hundred soldiers below Alexandria and attack Washington from across the Potomac in boats “so that they may be on hand to burn the President's house and offices.” She told this to Edward Coles, who had just left as Madison's secretary. She added that she kept a sharpened Tunisian sword near her in the White House every day just in case the Redcoats did appear.2


    In the previous day's edition of the National Intelligencer, General R. G. Hite, the commander of the military's tenth district, put out a call for volunteer troops. “To see their capital threatened by an insolent foe who insists upon dictating terms to them, after desolating their shores and sacking their cities,” he cried, “the spontaneous efforts of the people are demanded.” That same day, Washington James Blake, a physician serving as mayor of Washington, also begged for volunteers to defend the city and established a 10 p.m. curfew. “Every man will come forth in this glorious cause,” he said.3


    Dolley had become an enemy of the British, almost as much so as her husband. The feisty First Lady had sent off letter after letter to her friends in Europe that scalded the British and their armed forces as the war droned on. “The British on our shores are stealing & destroying private property, rarely coming to battle, but when they do are always beaten…. If the war should last six months longer the U.S. will conquer her enemies,” she told a friend in Paris, writing the letter in positive tone in case someone else read it and forwarded it to the British.


    She was hated by the British army, the British diplomats and the British press. British admiral Sir George Cockburn, head of the British Navy and one of its heroes in the Napoleonic Wars, had written Dolley a letter. In it, he told her that he planned to take the White House and have dinner there in two days. He urged her to flee because if he caught her there, the president's home would be “burned over your head.” An insulted Dolley replied, “I do not tremble at this, but feel affronted that the Admiral…should send me notes that he would make his bow at my drawing room soon.”4


    Not satisfied with his threat, the cocky Cockburn then told America's First Lady that his men would capture her, put her on a boat, and take her to England, where she would be held hostage, imprisoned in a dark, dank jail, and then paraded through the streets of London in disgrace as hundreds of thousands of Brits jeered at her as her cart was hauled by.


    Similar threats had been made by the British against Martha Washington during the American Revolution. She paid no attention to them. Martha told friends that she wanted to know when she would be paraded through the streets of London so that she could wear her best dress.


    President Madison's wife of twenty years was a tiny figure on the roof of the President's Mansion that day. The oversized White House was one of the largest and most impressive buildings in the country. The sprawling, twenty-three-room building stood three stories high, with two upper floors reached by outside staircases and a ground-floor level with the street. It had lengthy, covered walkways on each side of it. The building sat near the Potomac River in the middle of a series of tree- and shrub-filled fields with no structures on them, making the president's home seem even larger. Pennsylvania Avenue, one of the capital's main thoroughfares, ran past the front of it. Several chimneys, one with a huge metal lightning rod, stuck up out of the roof. All of the rooms on all three floors had huge windows that overlooked the city.


    President John Adams and his wife, Abigail, had moved in during the winter of 1800, when it was still incomplete. Abigail Adams complained bitterly that there was not enough wood to make fires and no bells to summon people, and that she had to hang her family's washed clothing on lines in the big rooms of the house to dry. She wailed that there was no yard, no fence, and few complete rooms. She warned her sister that she had to “keep all of this to yourself and when asked how I like it, say that I write you the situation is beautiful.”5 Even so, Abigail wrote upon leaving the home in 1801 that it was “a beautiful spot…the more I view it, the more I am delighted with it.” Eight years later, when Dolley became First Lady, her husband persuaded Congress to let her refurbish the entire interior of the building, making it as classy as any European monarch's home.


    Of course, the building had its critics, such as the teenaged daughter of a politician who visited in 1808. “The President's House is surrounded by dark stone which looks very like the wall belonging to the state prison,” she snapped.6


    In 1814, Washington, DC, was not a large metropolis. The 1810 census showed that it had just over eight thousand residents. They lived on a series of streets connected in a huge grid designed by Pierre L'Enfant, the French architect who laid out the town over empty meadows and chopped down forests along the banks of the river. Most of the streets where people lived in 1814 connected to Pennsylvania Avenue, a very wide street filled with horses and carriages all day long. They kicked up huge clouds of dust throughout the summer months. Most of the homes in the town were two stories high, although some were three. In 1814, Washington was still physically small in geography, and everyone was just a ten-minute horseback ride from everyone else. To give it even more distinction, L'Enfant had planted hundreds of high, green trees on the sides of Pennsylvania Avenue. They not only gave the street a majestic look, but also served to provide extra shade and cool spots in the town, which was oppressively hot in the summer.


    L'Enfant had planned the capital with considerable help from the first president, George Washington, who wanted an imperial city whose large government buildings would make it, in just a few years, one of the most admirable capital cities in the world.


    As Dolley stood on the roof of the President's Mansion that morning—a lone, tiny figure—servants, on her orders, were starting to set a large table and prepare a scrumptious dinner for dozens of generals, cabinet officers, the president, and friends of the Madisons who lived in the capital. Servants hurried from the kitchen and wine cellar to bring drink and food to the side tables in the dining room. Large ice buckets were prepared for the wine bottles that were expected to be used that night. Sets of candles were placed at various spots on the large table to provide light. Dolley expected all of those invited to meet there that night. She had assured her staff, friends, and the president that she would run the White House while the president was at the front, working with his generals in Maryland to battle the British, who were clashing with American forces in nearby Bladensburg. She paid no attention to the stories in the local newspaper that covered not only the imminent British attack at Washington but also the war in the Great Lakes, with lengthy American death and casualty lists.


    She looked forward to the dinner party, as she looked forward to all the social events at the White House. It was not unusual for the president's house to host a dinner or party every night, sometimes two or three. The First Lady would wander through each, within minutes becoming a dazzling lightning rod of attention.


    Those who met Dolley never forgot her. She was “a handsome woman, tall and majestic. Her manners were affable but a little affected. She has been very much admired and still fond of admiration. [She] loads herself in finery and dresses…her complexion is brilliant, her neck and bosom the most beautiful I ever saw. Her face expresses nothing but good nature. There is something very fascinating about her,” wrote one woman who met her in 1808.7


    “[She wore] a gown of brick colored silk with a train two yards long trimmed in white. On her head she wore a small cap with a large bunch of flowers…she moved with much ease and grace,” another woman wrote of Dolley.


    Her husband, the president, was nowhere in sight, so Dolley put down the spyglass. Just one day earlier, she was on the roof of the building and watched as panic spread through the streets of Washington when people learned that the British had landed and were marching toward the capital. The American army, really nothing more than a collection of badly trained militiamen, was not expected to stop them at any of the encounters they planned in the Maryland countryside. Thousands of Washingtonians packed up their belongings in carts, carriages, and buggies and sped out of town as fast as their horses could carry them. They all also fled at about the same time, so their huge numbers created traffic jams. They were headed for Alexandria, Virginia, or Georgetown, and had to walk or ride across the few bridges that crossed the Potomac to those destinations from Washington. The people fled as individuals, couples, and entire families. Many families went in large carriages or wagons, some with their children sitting in the backs of the wagons, waving to friends that they saw on their way out of town. Some brought their pets with them, and others left them at home. Cats purred and dogs barked as they fled, providing the exodus of residents with a cacophony of sound. Many fled past the slave market near the capital.


    Some departed in long trains of carriages, with different members of families and servants in each one. They looked like any other nervous horde of refugees leaving their hometown in any war and headed for an unknown and dangerous destination. They comprised thick crowds pouring past the White House and the Capitol, all intent on getting as far away from the city as possible, and quickly. There was great worry that the British would seize and perhaps even burn the city to the ground.


    Dolley waited, and waited, for her husband to return, long after everyone else had fled to safety. The hours and minutes ticked by ever so slowly. She used the spyglass to look north toward Bladensburg; east toward the American naval yard and its ships and warehouses; and northwest, to Georgetown. She could not spot him anywhere.


    She had feared this day for over a month. At the end of July, she wrote Hannah Gallatin, the wife of Treasury Secretary Albert Gallatin, that “we have been in a state of perturbation here for a long time—the depredations of the enemy approaching within twenty miles of the city & the disaffected, making incessant difficulties for the Government.” She was nervous. “Such a place as this has become I cannot describe it—I wish (for my own part) we were at Philadelphia.”


    She feared for the safety of her husband and herself, but not necessarily from the British. Americans, unhappy with the progress of the war, which the press had early on called “Mr. Madison's War,” or lack of progress, had been threatening the Madisons with harm. “Among other exclamations and threats, they say if Mr. M attempts to move from this House, in case of an attack, they will stop him and that he shall fall with it. I am not the least alarmed at these things, but entirely disgusted and determined to stay with him,” wrote Dolley.


    Back then, in late July, she never thought the day would come when she, the First Lady, and her husband, the president, would be forced to leave the White House and flee for their lives. Now, on the hot morning of August 24, that seemed the most likely course of action. That afternoon, Dolley Madison did not even know where the people scheduled to dine with her were or if they were alive. No matter where she looked on the roof with her spyglass, she saw refugees and the landscapes of a war.


    And she worried about her husband. “I am determined not to go myself until I see Mr. Madison safe, so that he can accompany me, as I hear of much hostility towards him. Disaffection stalks around us,” she wrote with a chill that day.


    She had been worried all day. “Since sunrise I have been turning my spyglass in every direction, and watching with unwearied anxiety, hoping to discover the approach of my dear husband and his friends, but, alas, I can descry only groups of military, wandering in all directions.”8


    She should have been worried. Madison had joined his troops in the rural countryside of Maryland and had given his generals a pep talk in order to get them to defend Washington. They were surrounded by several thousand American soldiers, mostly members of militia units, who seemed overwhelmed in their skirmishes with the British army. President Madison was misled by Secretary of War John Armstrong and General William Winder, who assured him that the British had no intention of marching on Washington. Thanks to that view, the governor of Maryland, entrusted by the president to protect his own state, had done little. He also had no intelligence on the British because neither the federal nor the state governments had bothered to set up a spy network. Madison, who rode about and walked through the bustling camp, greeting the soldiers, seemed bolstered by their promises and wrote a hopeful note to his wife.9


    “I have passed the forenoon with the troops who are in high spirits and make a good appearance. The reports as to the enemy have varied every hour. The last and probably truest information is that they are not very strong, and are without cavalry or artillery and of course that they are not in a condition to strike at Washington. It is believed also that they are not about to move from Marlboro,” he said.10


    Madison was placing much of his estimate of the war in Maryland on the word of Secretary Armstrong, a controversial figure throughout the war. Madison's friend and fellow Virginian, Secretary of State James Monroe, who would succeed Madison as president, continually warned Madison that Armstrong was trying to use victories in the war to make himself president, putting the safety of his own men at risk to do so.


    A few hours later, troops brought in two British soldiers who said they were deserters. Madison, taking more of a hands-on role as commander in chief, interrogated the men himself for quite some time. He learned that the British total force was just as large as he had feared and that men were still getting off large boats in the harbor in Maryland. An aide, Major Thomas McKenney, told the president that he now believed that Armstrong and Winder, a former Baltimore lawyer, were wrong. The British planned to attack and capture Washington itself, something everybody thought unthinkable. Madison was too late. All now looked hopeless. His generals told him that the Americans had to pull back from fighting the English in the field because they were poorly prepared, outnumbered, frightened, and, frankly, had no chance. “They will limit themselves to disputing the crossing of the eastern branch at Bladensburg, six miles from the capital,” wrote the French minister that day.11


    Madison, angry and tired from another long day in the saddle, now feared not only for the army but also for his wife, unprotected back in Washington. He sent her a note that she said later was an emergency letter to let her know that the British army was on its way toward her. It was, she said, “alarming.” “He desires I should be ready at a moment's warning to enter my carriage, and leave the city; that the enemy seemed stronger than had been reported and that it might happen that they would reach the city with intention to destroy it,” she wrote.12


    The president ordered his generals to send men to the capital to protect it, and they did, but orders that went through Winder and Armstrong were misdirected and misunderstood. The next day, instead of having a strong fighting force ready to meet the British at the point where local roads would take them into the capital, the American forces were split in half. General Winder had bollixed his orders and that morning, the twenty-fourth, and had placed two armies, each consisting of 2,500 men, five miles apart from each other at river crossings. Both were tired and, at their size, neither were large enough to defend the city against a well-rested and heavily armed British force of nearly five thousand men.


    Just before midnight that night, a worried President Madison received a frantic note from Monroe, whose scouts monitored every move the British made. “The enemy is in full march for Washington,” read Monroe's short note, written shortly after 9 p.m.13


    Monroe had worked hard since his arrival in Washington earlier. He found disorganization wherever he went and rode to the Maryland countryside as quickly as he could to help officers reorganize their troops in order to defend the area against the British. Monroe, who had fought with George Washington's army in the American Revolution, even changed battlefield assignments at the last minute.14


    The next day, on a hot August morning, Madison sent orders for his forces to stop the English troops at the village of Bladensburg. He hoped that if they could do so, the British would give up the quest to seize Washington, turn around, and head back to their ships. No one had much hope that would happen, even the optimistic Madison. He was in charge of amateur soldiers and didn't even have enough of them. “Extensive and pressing calls have been made for militia and we hope they will be prompt,” he wrote Monroe.15


    They were prompt but could not stem the British tide. After an initial bold attempt to hold back the British, the Americans, few with any combat training, turned and fled southward. They fired a few cannon, a few hundred rounds with their muskets and pistols, and that was it. President Madison, using his own spyglass, watched them retreat. Locals joked that it was the “Bladensburg Races.” General Winder winced. “Our force was principally militia and that of the enemy was all regulars and picked men,” Winder told a newspaper editor in an effort to defend himself.16


    The door to Washington was now wide open.


    All of Dolley's friends had left town, accompanied by the troops who were supposed to guard the White House. “My friends and acquaintances are all gone, even Colonel C. with his hundreds, who were stationed in this enclosure,” wrote the First lady as she looked around the White House.17


    Dolley waited, a last sentinel in the White House, as the day progressed and there was no sign of her husband. Had he been captured? Killed? She heard the dull, muffled sounds of booming cannon to the north, and had been informed that the American army had been routed at Bladensburg. The soldiers had fought for a while, then given up and fled. The British were headed toward Washington and moving rapidly. They might be there by nightfall. Rumors flew. Couriers kept telling people to leave town. Friends sent each other messages with slaves and servants, who hurried through the streets of the city with their notes.


    Everything was chaos that afternoon. Secretary Armstrong rode into town. He kept telling Dolley that there was no danger, that the British would not enter the city, but the mayor of Washington, James Blake, rode over to the White House twice to beg her to get out of town before the British arrived. She kept returning to the roof to look out on the desperate scene with her spyglass in a last-ditch effort to find her husband. Off in the distance, she could see hundreds of American soldiers fleeing the Bladensburg battle and walking down the roads toward Washington. Far over the treetops, she heard the last low blasts of British and American cannon as the Bladensburg battle died down. The American soldiers that she did see did not encourage her. They showed “a lack of arms or of spirit to fight for their own firesides,” she wrote.18


    She was right. Many of the men who did sign up to fight with the militia had little interest in the war and hated their American compatriots as much as they hated the British. The case of an unruly man dismissed from a Pennsylvania regiment just two weeks later was typical. An officer wrote that “there was a man drummed out of camp for disobedience of orders. He said he did not care a damn for all the officers [and] that he would be damned if he did not shoot some of them.”19


    Hastily written notes from friends and relatives arrived all day. Her sister Anna sent a slave running to the White House with a short letter. “Tell me for God's sake where you are and what [you are] going to do…we can hear nothing but what is horrible there—I know not who to send this to—and will say but little.”20


    Dolley waited, and waited, for her husband. She had enormous confidence that he would return, that he would not be captured, and that, eventually, he would lead America out of this war. People who knew her husband shared that confidence. Former president Jefferson wrote a friend a few months earlier, “I say so with great satisfaction, when I contemplate the person to whom the powers were handed over. I have known [Madison] from 1779, when he first came into the public councils and from three and thirty years trials, I can say conscientiously that I do not know a man in the world of utter integrity more disinterested and devoted to genuine Republicanism, than himself. He may be seconded by others, betrayed by the Hulls and Arnolds of our country, for such there are everywhere. We shall only appreciate his true value when we have to give him up.”21


    Charles Carroll, a wealthy landowner, drove to the White House shortly after 3 p.m., his carriage horses kicking up large clouds of dust from the dirt street, to urge Dolley to leave the town and travel with him to his large estate at Bell Vue outside of the city. Several other men did the same. Everyone seemed to know that the president was with the army and that she was alone at the White House. They worried about her more and more as soldiers fled town and the city was wide open to an attack. Word that the British troops were approaching the city spread like wild fire.


    Dolley told all of the White House staff except a few servants to get out of town and to find safety. A French servant named Jean Pierre Sioussat, a fifteen-year-old slave named Paul Jennings, and Dolley's trusty servant, Sukey, remained with her all day. By late afternoon, in a huge mix-up, there were no troops protecting the White House or the First Lady. Finally, in late afternoon, when there were reports that the British were on the outskirts of the capital, she finished packing. She had been loading boxes for over a day. “I have pressed as many Cabinet papers into trunks as to fill one carriage; our private property must be sacrificed as it is impossible to procure wagons for its transportation,” she wrote her sister Anna.22 She packed up her much-talked-about blazing-red drapes, a copy of the Declaration of Independence, several boxes of important government papers, some silver, a crate of books, and a small clock. She left a lot of government things behind, as well as personal possessions, such as her own wardrobe and the clothing of the president.


    “It would fatigue you to read the list of my losses, or an account of the general dismay, or particular distresses of your acquaintance,” she later wrote to her friend Mrs. Benjamin Latrobe.23


    She and her servants carried everything to the wagon standing in front of the White House. On the way out, she passed the huge, eight-foot-high and five-foot-wide painting of George Washington by famed artist Gilbert Stuart that had hung on the wall of the dining room of the White House for more than twelve years, since Jefferson moved in. The painting had been purchased by the US government in 1800 for $800 and then secured on the wall shortly afterward. She stared at it. When she redecorated the White House in 1809, she had insisted that Washington's portrait be placed on that wall as the centerpiece of the room and that portraits of all succeeding presidents should hang on the wall of the room around it. Washington, she had told her decorators, as not just the centerpiece of the room; he was the centerpiece of the nation.24


    In a flash, she saw the painting as symbolic of all that America stood for—the revolution, independence, equal rights, prosperity, and democracy. That stirring painting of George Washington, the father of the country, of her country, could not fall into the hands of the dastardly British. If they captured George Washington, they captured America. She could not let that happen. She told her servants that they had to take the huge painting with them. They begged her to forget about the painting and leave. There was little time left to save themselves. They reminded her that thousands of British troops were about to stream into the streets of Washington and that her life was in danger.


    And then there was Carroll, there again with his carriages. He fumed at her delay over the painting. “Mr. Carroll has come to hasten my departure and is in a very bad humor because I insist on waiting until the large picture of General Washington is secured and it requires to be unscrewed from the wall,” she wrote. She did not care about anyone; she took her time to get the picture down from the dining-room wall. As she did, precious minutes ticked away and the enemy moved closer and closer.25


    Hatchets were apparently used by the doorman, servant Jean Pierre Sioussat, and one of the gardeners to break the large, heavy wood frame that held it. The portrait was to be rolled up, but then someone warned that doing so would cause the paint to crack. So it was carefully cut out of the frame with sharp knives by Dolley and others. She did not want their haste to ruin the treasure.


    “It is done!” Dolley wrote triumphantly to her sister moments after she put her knife down and helped take the painting down from the wall.


    Dolley and the servants then carried the painting out of the building as passersby shouted at her to flee, that British troops had been seen at the edge of town. She now had a second fear about the painting. It would fall into British hands if she herself was captured. She needed someone else to hide it. Dolley saw two New Yorkers she knew, Robert De Peyster and Jacob Barker, a ship owner and close friend of her husband, respectively, passing the White House on horses and asked them to take the painting and hide it somewhere safe so that the British could not grab it.


    “Save that picture!” yelled Dolley to the two men. “Save that picture if possible. If not possible, destroy it. Under no circumstances allow it to fall in to the hands of the British.”26


    The men took the portrait and headed northwest. “Carried off, upheld whole in the inner wooden frame, beyond Georgetown, the picture was deposited by Barker in a place of safety. The presidential household got the image of the father of his country—by whom its chief city was fixed near his home, and by whose name it was called—was then snatched from the clutch or torch of the barbarian captors,” wrote Charles Ingersoll later.27


    Ironically, Barker found a wagon to bring some of his prized goods out of town and put the painting in the wagon. In letters, diaries, and journals, many Washingtonians later wrote that they saw the painting sticking up from Barker's furniture as he rode slowly out of town with everyone else. It seems that everybody except the British saw the portrait that day.


    A few moments later, James Smith, a freed black man who worked as a courier for the president rode up and saw Dolley in the front yard. “Clear out! Clear out! Secretary Armstrong has ordered a retreat!” he roared.28 Carroll soon returned in his coach, full of nervous family members, and picked up Dolley and her servants. He had her sister Anna and Anna's husband, Richard Cutts, with him. Their driver, Joe Bolden, then headed northwest and sped out of town, through deep, green forests, across Rock Creek, to the village of Georgetown, some five miles away. Another servant drove a second wagon full of trunks and a bed, the only piece of furniture removed, tied hard to the back of the wagon.


    Dolley had one last mission. She told Frenchman Jean Pierre Sioussat to take her well-known pet macaw bird to Octagon House, a mansion owned by friends of hers, the Tayloes, but today temporarily occupied by French diplomats. She knew the handsome bird, a favorite for White House visitors, would be safe there.29 As they left, Carroll told them that it would be a long journey to Bell Vue; he had reports from servants and friends that the thick string of refugees had clogged up all the roads. Mrs. Madison planned to stay for a short time at Bell Vue and then head south into Virginia, over one of the Potomac River bridges. Carroll told her that the crossing of the river bridges would be very time-consuming because of the crowds of refugees trying to get over them. He heard that families had spent an entire afternoon clambering their way across the bridge, jammed with carts, wagons, carriages, horses, and buggies, all piled high with trunks and boxes.


    Dolley wrote just before she jumped up into Carroll's carriage, “I must leave this house, or the retreating army will make me a prisoner in it by filling up the road I am directed to take. Where I shall be tomorrow, I cannot tell.”30


    The events of the day raged within Dolley Madison for quite a long time. She wrote a friend later that year, just before Christmas, that she had been so depressed over losing the White House that she had not even mourned for the substantial invaluable losses she suffered in destroyed or stolen clothing and jewelry. And she was mad, too. Dolley wrote, “I was free from fear, and willing to remain in the Castle. If I could have had a cannon through every window; but alas, those who should have placed them there fled before me…my whole heart mourned for my country.”31


    The calm, cool behavior of Dolley in the middle of the panic in Washington impressed all and rekindled their admiration for her. “Mrs. Madison commanded the situation with grace and dignity,” wrote Margaret Bayard Smith. “The most valiant soul in the White House, she remained at her post, guarding its treasures, as the President had admonished her to do when he set forth for Bladensburg. Unintimidated by the sight of friends and acquaintances making their escape from the city, of the officials of the State and Treasury Departments withdrawing with valuable papers, or even by the sound of guns, Mrs. Madison calmly awaited the return of her husband.”32


    As they disappeared from view northwest on Pennsylvania Avenue, a few dozen British troops began to move to within sight of the city. So did James Madison. He and his friends arrived from the battlefield at Bladensburg on horseback and had some refreshments a short time after Dolley left. Scouts told him of British troops throughout the countryside around the city and other troops that were only a mile or so behind him on the road he had traveled.


    President Madison was not happy. He had waged a so-far-unsuccessful war against England. He had stuck with it for more than two years now, using a small, regular army and thousands of inexperienced and untrained militia, plus a largely untested navy, and the results were not promising. Even members of his own party, the Republicans, were angry with him. Many referred to him as “the little man at the palace.”33


    The British high command had boasted that it would capture the president and the First Lady and bring them back to England for trial as war criminals. They were intent on finding him and arresting him. Soldiers were out with specific orders to abduct him. He knew that and finished his drink quickly. He took off his holster with two pistols that he had been carrying for days and set them down gently on a wooden table. He sent off some military letters and then entrusted a note for his wife to a rider. He told his wife to meet him the next day at Foxall's Foundry in Georgetown. He gave it to the rider, then called him back. He wrote another note telling his wife to cross the Potomac the next day and meet him at Wiley's Tavern, an alehouse they both knew. Then he and his party rode away on horseback toward the Potomac River, barely in time, after he sent his wife yet another note that he would meet her the next day at a friend's home near Georgetown.34


    The president rode out of town with his small entourage of military personnel, leaving his two pistols behind in the White House. He did not retreat in haste or in panic, but as the commander in chief should, full of confidence. A French minister still in town saw the president ride out that afternoon and wrote that he “proudly got on his horse and, accompanied by a few friends, slowly reached the bridge separating Washington from Virginia.”35 The British began to move in as Madison rode out. They had triumphed in the battle of Bladensburg, sending the American soldiers running away like scared rabbits, and now they had the capital of the United States lying at their feet.
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    Late in the afternoon, around 5 p.m., just a few hours after President Madison was seen riding toward the bridge to Virginia, the US Army fell into confusion. Several regiments were in the capital and several just outside of it, but no one seemed to know what to do. One regiment marched to the Capitol building, intent on defending it and expecting orders to arrive at any moment instructing them to do so. They passed hundreds of empty houses and some that were still occupied by owners who just could not believe that the British would attack. These residents also believed that the American army would protect the city, and them. They were angry about the war and angrier still that they were stuck in their homes. They had waited too long to flee and now faced the prospect of being seized by the British and held prisoner. Many moved in with neighbors in the same predicament. Every few moments, a rider would gallop through the streets, shouting at the top of his lungs for residents to evacuate immediately. “Fly! Fly! The Ruffians are at hand!” was a call heard often that afternoon.36


    One of the first groups of American soldiers in the city, sixty cavalrymen on tired horses with their commander, Colonel Jacint Laval, all exhausted from a hard ride down from Bladensburg, trotted to the east side of the Capitol building. They stopped in front of the enormous structure, not yet complete, that sat amid large fields dotted with clumps of brush and a few trees. From there, they had a nearly interrupted view of the city. Laval thought he had orders to defend the capital but was not sure. If he did, then where were the hundreds of other troops who should be there to join him in what might be the final fight of the war? No one was there. Then he heard from a passerby who walked up to Laval, who was mounted on his horse, a rumor that the American troops had been ordered to leave the Capitol and to go down Pennsylvania Avenue to the President's Mansion to defend it when the long columns of British troops arrived. Laval and his men did the same, but when they arrived in front of the White House, they found no one there, either. It was eerie to see the usually busy home completely empty. He waited nearly an hour, with few sounds in the air except the distant retreat of scared residents across the bridges to Virginia. No other soldiers arrived. There were no military couriers. Nothing. He did not see any other soldiers in the city, either. Had they fled? Were they ordered out? “I could not, nor would not, believe that the city was to be given up without a fight,” he wrote, adding that would cause “sorrow, grief and indignation for his troops.”37


    Men in the American regiments, apprehensive and frightened, broke ranks throughout the neighborhoods of the town. Many with permission and some without it left their regiments and visited friends and family to fill them in on the building disaster. Some returned to the army and some did not. Some could be found and some were missing. The departure of hundreds of men undercut whatever fighting strength was left in the army. “The idea of leaving their families, their houses and their homes at the mercy of an enraged enemy was insupportable,” General Walter Smith said later.38 “To preserve that order which was maintained during the retreat was now no longer practicable.”


    Within an hour, General Winder rode up to the Capitol, where some more troops had gathered after Laval's men left. Winder told them all that it was futile to make a final stand in the city; they were outnumbered and had been battered at Bladensburg. He ordered the American army to head for the heights in Georgetown, five miles away, where they would fight the British if necessary. The army had to abandon the city and leave it to the British. One regiment of seven hundred troops had finally been equipped that morning. They headed toward Bladensburg to fight but were turned back and told to defend Washington. At the Capitol, ready to give their lives, they met Winder, who ordered the troops, who had not yet even lifted their rifles, to flee once again—this time to Georgetown. The men in the regiment never fired a shot.39


    Southeast of the Capitol building and the White House, loud explosions were heard late in the afternoon. It was the Navy Yard being blown up by Americans to prevent the British from using it. Destroyed were several entire ships, hundreds of carriages, and thousands of pounds of ammunition. Flames and thick smoke from the carnage rose quickly in the summer air and could be seen for miles on both land and sea. Residents of Baltimore, forty-five miles away, claimed they saw the smoke.40


    Sometime in late afternoon, close to 6 p.m., seeing stores and homes evacuated and the rivers of residents on roads headed out of town, dozens of looters descended on the streets of the city. Residents still there reported groups of young men running into stores and emerging with armloads of stolen goods. Some even ran through the empty White House, stealing china, jackets, and other goods.


    On a narrow street just north of the Capitol, the first British troops to enter town were fired upon by a resident taking sharp aim with his musket from a two-story house. The British dove off their horses and sought cover; none were hurt. They fired at will on the house, driving out the sniper. Furious, they set fire to the building, using their commander's philosophy that it was proper to burn down any structure, home, or barn, from which hostile fire had come. It was the first of many torches used on the nation's capital that day.


    The British troops reached both the White House and Capitol building at about 8 p.m., as darkness was slowly falling on Washington. The decision had already been made by Admiral Cockburn and others to burn at least several government buildings in order to teach the Americans a lesson (he himself did not have orders to do that). The soldiers expected the torching to take place and were fully prepared for it, but many were reluctant to carry out those orders. They realized that the burning of the Capitol and/or White House would not only destroy the most important and lovely buildings in America but also enrage the American people. The invaders had captured the city; they did not have to burn it. To do so was a historical insult that would resonate for generations between the two countries.


    “I had no objection to burning arsenals, dockyards, frigates, buildings, stores, barracks etc…. but we were horrified at the order to burn the elegant Houses of Parliament,” wrote one young British officer.41 Weeks later, the British press bitterly criticized the army for torching Washington, DC, and singled out Admiral Cockburn for their most vicious scorn. The London Statesman called him “a buccaneer” and wrote that “the cossacks spared Paris, but we spared not the capital of America.” The British Annual Register of 1814 called the burning of the capital “barbarism.”42


    The Capitol building was immense. It sat on a slight hill overlooking the rest of the town. The structure was three stories high. It was not finished. The two enormous wings, the Senate and House of Representatives, were intact, but to get to either, one had to take a wooden plank walkway that connected them. The dome above the building, soon to be one of the most famous in the world, was not there.


    Troops entered through doors to the House of Representatives. Many said later that they were stunned at the beauty of the large chamber, with its elegant desks and seats and sixty-seven-foot-high ceiling. The British fired rockets into the ceiling, expecting it to burn, fall down, and set the rest of the chamber on fire. They did not realize that the ceiling was metal; it did not burst into flames. Then they piled up all the wooden furniture that they could find and made a large bonfire. The heat and flames from the bonfire ignited the desks and walls and the entire structure soon started to burn. Within a half hour, most of the building was engulfed in flames. It was a dark and cloudless night, and the sight of the rising flames, soaring into the night sky like crimson fingers, could be seen for miles. Those who had fled Washington watched from their safe houses in Georgetown or Virginia, miles away, and grimaced as the sky was lit bright orange with the flames.43


    “You never saw a drawing room so brilliantly lighted as the whole city was that night,” wrote Mary Hunter from her home in town. “Few thought of going to bed—they spent the night in gazing on the fires and lamenting the disgrace of the city.”44


    Nearby villages like Georgetown were overcrowded with refugees. “Night. Ten o'clock. The streets of this quiet village [Georgetown], which never before witnessed confusion, are now filled with carriages bringing out citizens, and baggage wagons and troops. Mr. Bentley's house is now crowded; he has been the whole evening sitting at the supper table, giving refreshment to soldiers and travelers. Every house in the village is equally full,” wrote Margaret Bayard Smith, so stricken with fear that she told friends the government would have to abandon Washington and move somewhere else.45


    At about 11 p.m., after the Capitol was set on fire, dozens of troops rode up to and walked into the vacant White House of James and Dolley Madison. They trudged through the house on an inspection tour and to survey the building in order to determine the best way to set it ablaze. They were astonished when they entered the dining room. They may have noticed that a large painting had been removed from the wall, but their eyes focused on the table. It was laid out for a dinner party for thirty or forty people, and a dozen or more bottles of wine lay in buckets of ice, all set earlier by Paul Jennings and other servants on the orders of the First Lady. The British had not eaten much all day, had been in combat, and had marched six long miles down the highway to Washington. They were tired and hungry. Dozens of them sat down in the dining room and enjoyed a delicious dinner and some of America's best wines. The spectacle enraged the American people.


    Finished with their surprise dinner party, the soldiers went about their work to destroy the White House. First, the men looted the building, stealing everything they could find that marauders who went through it earlier had not taken. One man grabbed one of the president's hats and held it aloft on the tip of his bayonet. He said that if the troops were unable to capture “the little President,” they could at least bring his hat to England. Another soldier stole the president's dress sword. Others took some of his clothing and jewelry that probably belonged to Dolley.


    The mansion was still full of stacks of kindling wood for the many fireplaces. The troops spread the wood in front of wooden furniture, drapes, and other items that seemed combustible. Others simply set wallpaper, books, and drapes on fire in individual rooms and let them burn. Within minutes, all of the rooms in the building, the heart of American heritage and freedom, were on fire. The troops and officers, happy with their work, withdrew and watched the structure incinerate from the street. They were disappointed that the thick, sandstone walls of the outer structure did not burn, though, permitting reconstruction of the building much later.


    That night, the troops, on orders, burned down the Treasury building, one block from the White House. They were going to burn the nearby War Department building, but the high command rejected that. There was an attempt to burn a local bank, but that was
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    Dolley Madison and her niece Annie Payne Cutts—who took care of her during her later years in Washington, DC—in an 1848 daguerreotype by Matthew B. Brady. (From Greensboro Historical Museum Archives.)
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    Dolley in an 1848 daguerreotype by Matthew B. Brady, one of the very last images of her. (From Greensboro Historical Museum Archives.)
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    Portrait of Dolley Payne Todd Madison, ca. 1850, attributed to John Vanderlyn after a portrait by Gilbert Stuart. (From Greensboro Historical Museum.)
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    Payne Todd was the reckless, impulsive, sociopathic son of James and Dolley Madison. The president had to bail him out of jail on several occasions and pay about $1 million to cover his debts. Payne, who never married, ruined the Madisons financially in later life. Watercolor on ivory by Joseph Wood, ca. 1817. (Currently held at the Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York.)
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    The government gave President James Madison free lifetime franking, or mailing privileges, and, as an act of courtesy, extended them to Dolley when the president died. (From Greensboro Historical Museum Archives.)
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    The British army burned down the US Capitol, which was still under construction, when it attacked Washington, DC, in the summer of 1814. Hand-colored aquatint by William Strickland (engraver) and George Munger (artist), 1814. (From the Library of Congress.)
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    Not content with burning the Capitol, the British army moved to the White House. There, soldiers first ate a dinner set for American diplomats who had fled, and then they torched the building. The act enraged the American public. This lithograph by R. Farnham depicting the aftermath was completed in 1848. (From the Library of Congress.)
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    The naval heroes of the War of 1812 were turned into historical legends by the media, as shown in this large portrait of some of them by Currier & Ives, completed by N. Currier in 1846. (From the Library of Congress.)
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    The battle of New Orleans was actually fought after the treaty to end the War of 1812 was signed, and the victory of Andrew Jackson and the American forces there turned the war into a public-relations triumph for the United States. The battle is depicted in this lithograph by Peter Duval, 1840. (From the Library of Congress.)
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    The US frigate United States, commanded by Stephen Decatur, defeated the HBM frigate Macedonian in the War of 1812. Painted by Thomas Birch and engraved by Benjamin Tanner, 1813. (From the Library of Congress.)
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    Madison lived at his Montpelier mansion most of his life. In 1797 and in 1809, he renovated it. The first floor was changed by Madison to provide more room for his new wife and her sister when they arrived with him in 1797. A new front door (to the left on the map) was installed to offer access to the new wing of the home. He expanded the number and size of his mother's quarters on the right side of the floor, too. (Courtesy of Montpelier, a National Trust Historic Site.)
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    The second floor included more living space and terraces built on the roof of the first floor. Guests filled the terraces at parties. (Courtesy of Montpelier, a National Trust Historic Site.)
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    For decades, the original Montpelier building was buried beneath a larger structure. This is the actual plantation home, finally restored in the early 2000s. (Courtesy of Montpelier, a National Trust Historic Site.)
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    President John Adams and Madison were at first rivals, but Adams later became Madison's friend and lent him his full support when the War of 1812 began. Painting by Charles Willson Peale, ca. 1791–1794. (From Independence National Historical Park.)
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    Alexander Hamilton and Madison lobbied together to have the US Constitution ratified in 1788, but they split over political differences during George Washington's second term as president. Painting by Charles Willson Peale, ca. 1790–1795. (From Independence National Historical Park.)
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    James Madison in his forties. In midlife he had married and planned to retire from public life at his Montpelier plantation, but the Adams administration's unpopular Alien and Sedition Acts brought him back to the public stage, where he would remain. Painting by James Sharples Sr., 1796–1797. (From Independence National Historical Park.)
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    Madison and longtime friend James Monroe split when Monroe ran against him for president, but Thomas Jefferson brought the pair back together. Monroe was Madison's secretary of state and succeeded him in the White House. Painting attributed to Felix Sharples, ca. 1807–1811. (From Independence National Historical Park.)
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    Thomas Jefferson and Madison were longtime friends; Jefferson made Madison secretary of state. Madison succeeded Jefferson as president, and the two remained close all of their lives. Painting by Charles Willson Peale, 1791–1792. (From Independence National Historical Park.)
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    The Madisons frequently visited Richmond, Virginia, seen here in an 1808 painting completed just before Madison's inauguration, and they often stayed there for weeks. Watercolor on paper by J. L. Bouqueta de Woiseri, 1882. (From Virginia Historical Society [1953.2].)
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    This map, drawn shortly after the American Revolution ended, shows the United States during Madison's lifetime. Map by John Wallis, 1783. (From the Colonial Williamsburg Foundation. Museum Purchase.)
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    Independence Hall, in Philadelphia, was the setting for the signing of the Declaration of Independence and the US Constitution. Photograph by Carol M. Highsmith, ca. 1980–2006. (From the Library of Congress.)
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    James Madison was the driving force at the US Constitutional Convention. Painting by Thomas Pritchard Rossiter, 1872. (From Independence National Historical Park.)

  


  
    

    [image: images]


    Madison, Dolley. Dolley Madison Digital Edition. Edited by Holly C. Shulman. Charlottesville: University of Virginia, 2004–.


    Washington, George. The Writings of George Washington. Edited by John C. Fitzpatrick. Washington, DC: US Government Printing Office, 1932.


    BOOKS


    Abernathy, Tom. The South in the New Nation, 1789–1819. Baton Rouge: Louisiana State University Press, 1961.


    Adams, Abigail. The New Letters of Abigail Adams, 1788–1801. Edited by Stewart Mitchell. Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1947.


    Adams, Henry. History of the United States during the First Administration of James Madison. Condensed vol. New York: Literary Classics of the United States, Library of America, 1986.


    ———. John Randolph. Boston: Houghton-Mifflin, 1898. Reprint, Armonk, NY: M. E. Sharpe, 1996.


    Adams, John Quincy. The Diary of John Quincy Adams, 1794–1845: American Diplomacy and Political, Social and Intellectual Life, from Washington to Polk. Edited by Allan Nevins. New York: Frederick Ungar Publishing, 1928.


    ———. Lives of Celebrated Statesmen. New York: W. H. Graham, 1846.


    Allgor, Catherine. A Perfect Union: Dolley Madison and the Creation of the American Nation. New York: Henry Holt, 2006.


    Ambler, Charles. Thomas Ritchie: A Study in Virginia Politics. Richmond: Bell, Book and Stationary, 1913.


    Ames, Seth. The Works of Fisher Ames. 2 vols. Boston: Little, Brown, 1854.


    Ammon, Harry. James Monroe: The Quest for National Identity. New York: McGraw-Hill, 1971.


    Annals of the Congress of the United States, 1789-1824. Washington, DC: US Government Printing House, 1834–1856.


    Anthony, Katherine. Dolley Madison: Her Life and Times. Garden City, NY: Doubleday, 1949.


    Arnett, Ethel. Mrs. James Madison: The Incomparable Dolley. Greensboro, NC: Piedmont Press, 1972.


    Bagot, Mary. Exile in Yankeeland: The Journal of Mary Bagot, 1816–1819. Edited by David Hosford. Washington, DC: Historical Society of Washington, DC, 1984.


    Banning, Lance. The Sacred Fire of Liberty: James Madison and the Founding of the Federal Republic. Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 1995.


    Barnard, Daniel. Lecture on the Character and Services of James Madison, Delivered before the “Young Men's Association for Mutual Improvement in the City of Albany,” February 28, 1837. Albany, NY: Power Press of Hoffman and White, 1837.


    Bartholomew, Ann. The Delaware and Lehigh Canals. Easton, PA: Center for Canal History, 1989.


    Boller, Paul, Jr. Presidential Campaigns. New York: Oxford University Press, 2004.


    ———. Presidential Wives: An Anecdotal History. New York: Oxford University Press, 1988.


    Borth, Christy. Mankind on the Move: The Story of Highways. Washington, DC: Automotive Safety Foundation, 1969.


    Brant, Irving. James Madison. 6 vols. Indianapolis, IN: Bobbs-Merrill, 1941–1946.


    Brodie, Fawn. Thomas Jefferson: An Intimate History. New York: W. W. Norton, 1974.


    Brookes, George S. Friend Anthony Benezet. Philadelphia: University of Pennsylvania Press, 1937.


    Brookhiser, Richard. Gentleman Revolutionary: Gouverneur Morris, the Rake Who Wrote the Constitution. New York: Free Press, 2003.


    Brown, Roger. The Republic in Peril: 1812. New York: Columbia University Press, 1964.


    Brugger, Robert, and Robert Rutland, Robert Crout, Jeanne Sisson, Dru Dowdy, William Hutchinson, William Rachel, eds. The Papers of James Madison: Secretary of State Series, Presidential Series, Retirement Series, Personal Papers. 36 vols. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1986.


    Bryant, William Cullen. The Embargo. Facsimile reproduction. Gainesville, FL, 1955.


    Calhoun, John C. Papers of John C. Calhoun. Edited by Robert Meriweather et al. Columbia: University of South Carolina Press, 1959.


    Chamberlayne, C. G. Ham Chamberlayne—Virginian; Letters and Papers of an Artillery Officer in the War for Southern Independence 1861–1865. Richmond, VA: Deitz Press, 1932.


    Chernow, Ron. Alexander Hamilton. New York: Penguin Press, 2004.


    Clark, Allen. Life and Letters of Dolley Madison. Washington, DC: Press of W. F. Roberts, 1914.


    Coles, Harry. The War of 1812. Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1965.


    Crawford, William. Report on the Penitentiaries of the United States. Montclair, NJ: Patterson Smith, 1969.


    Cunningham, Noble, Jr. In Pursuit of Reason: The Life of Thomas Jefferson. Baton Rouge: Louisiana State University Press, 1987.


    ———. The Jeffersonian Republicans: The Formation of Party Organization, 1789–1801. Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1957.


    ———. The Process of Government under Jefferson. Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1978.


    Cutler, William Parker. Life, Journals and Correspondence of Rev. Manasseh Cutler, LL.D. 2 vols. Cincinnati, 1888.


    Cutts, Lucia. Memoirs and Letters of Dolley Madison, Wife of James Madison, President of the United States. 2 vols. Port Washington, NY: Kennikat Press, 1971. Reprint, 1886.


    Davis, David Brion. Slavery in the Age of Revolution, 1770–1823. Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 1975.


    De Warville, J.-P. Brissot. New Travels in the United States of America, 1788. Translated by M. S. Vamos and Durand Echeverria. Edited by Durand Echeverria. London: J. S. Jordan, 1794.


    Dunaway, Wayland. History of the James River and Kanawha Company. New York: Columbia University Press, 1922.


    Eberlein, Harold, and Cortlandt Van Dyke Hubbard. Historic Houses of George-Town and Washington City. Richmond, VA: Dietz Press, 1958.


    Elkins, Stanley, and Eric McKitrick. The Age of Federalism. New York: Oxford University Press, 1993.


    Ellet, E. F. Court Circles of the Republic. Hartford, CT: Hartford Publishing, 1869.


    Ellis, Joseph. American Sphinx: The Character of Thomas Jefferson. New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1994.


    Elting, John. Amateurs, to Arms! A Military History of the War of 1812. New York: Da Capo Press, 1995.


    Ewell, James. The Planter's and Mariner's Medical Companion. 3rd ed. Philadelphia: Anderson and Meehan, 1816.


    Farrand, Max, ed. The Records of the Federal Convention of 1787. 4 vols. New Haven, CT: Yale University Press, 1937.


    Ford, Paul. Writings of Thomas Jefferson. 10 vols. New York: G. P. Putnam's Sons, 1892–1899.


    Fritz, Jean. The Great Little Madison. New York: G. P. Putnam's Sons, 1989.


    Gallatin, Albert, and Henry Adams. Writings of Albert Gallatin. 3 vols. New York: Antiquarian Press, 1960.


    Gerson, Noel. The Velvet Glove: A Life of Dolley Madison. Nashville: Thomas and Nelson, 1975.


    Goodwin, Maud. Dolley Madison. New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1940.


    Green, Constance McLaughlin. Washington: Village and Capital, 1800–1878. Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1962.


    Greene, Jack, ed. The Ambiguity of the American Revolution. New York: Harper and Row, 1968.


    Grigsby, Hugh. The Virginia Convention of 1776. Richmond, VA, 1855.


    Hamilton, Alexander. The Papers of Alexander Hamilton. Edited by Harold Syrett. Vol. 11. New York: Columbia University Press, 1961–1987.


    Herold, J. Christopher. The Age of Napoleon. New York: American Heritage Publishing, 1963.


    Hickey, Donald. The War of 1812: A Forgotten Conflict. Urbana: University of Illinois Press, 1990.


    Howard, Hugh. Mr. and Mrs. Madison's War: America's First Couple and the Second War of Independence. New York: Bloomsbury Press, 2012.


    Hunt, Gaillard. Life in America One Hundred Years Ago. New York: Harper and Brothers, 1914.


    Hyland, Matthew. Montpelier and the Madisons: House, Home and American Heritage. Charleston, SC: History Press, 2007.


    Ierley, Merritt. Traveling the National Road: Across the Centuries on America's First Highway. Woodstock, NY: Overlook Press, 1990.


    Ingersoll, Charles. History of the Second War between the United States of America and Great Britain Declared by Act of Congress, the 18th of June, 1812, and Concluded by Peace, the 15th of February, 1815. 2 vols. Philadelphia: Lea and Blanchard, 1845–1849.


    Isenberg, Nancy. Fallen Founder: The Life of Aaron Burr. New York: Viking Press, 2007.


    Jackson, George. The Bath Archives: A Further Selection from the Diaries and Letters of Sir George Jackson, from 1809–1816. Edited by Lady Catherine Charlotte Jackson. London, 1873.


    Jefferson, Thomas. The Papers of Thomas Jefferson. Edited by Julian Boyd and Barbara Oberg. 37 vols. Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 2007.


    Jennings, Walter Wilson. The American Embargo, 1807–1809. Iowa City: University of Iowa Press, 1921.


    Jordan, Philip. The National Road. Indianapolis, IN: Bobbs-Merrill, 1948.


    Kapsch, Robert. Potomac Canal: George Washington and the Waterway West. Morgantown: West Virginia University Press, 2007.


    Ketcham, Ralph. James Madison: A Biography. New York: Macmillan, 1971.


    ———. The Madisons at Montpelier: Reflections on the Founding Couple. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 2009.


    Koch, Adrienne. Jefferson and Madison: The Great Collaboration. Birmingham, AL: Palladium Press, 2005.


    Koch, Adrienne, and William Peden. The Life and Selected Writings of Thomas Jefferson. New York: Modern Library, 1944.


    Leibiger, Stuart. Founding Friendship: George Washington, James Madison and the Creation of the American Republic. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1999.


    Leichtle, Kurt, and Bruce Carveth. Crusade against Slavery: Edward Coles, Pioneer of Freedom. Carbondale: Southern Illinois University Press, 2011.


    Link, Eugene. Democratic and Republican Societies, 1790–1800. New York: Columbia University Press, 1942.


    Lipscomb, A. A., and A. E. Bergh. Writings of Thomas Jefferson. 20 vols. Washington, DC: Thomas Jefferson Memorial Association of the United States, 1903.


    Lloyd, Alan. The Scorching of Washington: The War of 1812. Washington, DC: Robert B. Luce, 1974.


    Longacre, James, and James Herring, eds. “Mrs. Madison.” In National Portrait Gallery of Distinguished Americans. New York: Herman Bancroft, 1836.


    Macasek, Joseph. Guide to the Morris Canal in Morris County. Morristown, NJ: Morris County Heritage Commission, 1996.


    Madison, Dolley. The Selected Letters of Dolley Payne Madison. Edited by David Mattern and Holly Schulman. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 2003.


    Madison, James. James Madison's ‘Advice to My Country.’ Edited by David Mattern. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1997.


    Madison, James, and Gaillard Hunt. The Writings of James Madison. 9 vols. New York: Russell and Russell, 1968.


    Malone, Dumas. Jefferson and His Time. 6 vols. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 2005.


    ———. Jefferson and the Ordeal of Liberty. Boston: Little, Brown, 1962.


    Marshall, John. The Papers of John Marshall. 12 vols. Edited by Charles Hobson. Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1993.


    Martineau, Harriet. Retrospect on Western Travel. London: Saunders and Otley, 1838. Reprint, New York: Greenwood Press, 1969.


    ———. Society in America. 2 vols. New York: Saunders and Otley, 1837.


    McCants, David. Patrick Henry: The Orator. New York: Greenwood Press, 1990.


    McClellan, Robert. The Delaware Canal: A Picture Story. New Brunswick, NJ: Rutgers University Press, 1967.


    McGregor, James. Washington from the Ground Up. Cambridge, MA: Belknap Press, 2007.


    McIlwaine, H. R., and J. P. Kennedy. Journals of the House of Burgesses of Virginia. 13 vols. Richmond, VA: Colonial Press, E. Waddey, 1905–1915.


    Miller, William. The Business of May Next: James Madison and the Founding. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1992.


    Moore, Virginia. The Madisons: A Biography. New York: McGraw-Hill, 1979.


    National Geographic Society. The Capital of Our Country. Washington, DC: National Geographic Society, 1923.


    Pancake, John. Samuel Smith and the Politics of Business, 1752–1839. Birmingham: University of Alabama Press, 1972.


    Payne, Robert. The Canal Builders: The Story of Canal Engineers through the Ages. New York: Macmillan, 1959.


    Peterson, Merrill, ed. Political Writings of Thomas Jefferson. Charlottesville, VA: Thomas Jefferson Memorial Foundation, 1993.


    Pitch, Anthony. The Burning of Washington: The British Invasion of 1814. Annapolis, MD: Naval Institute Press, 1998.


    Plumer, William, Jr. The Life of William Plumer. Boston: Phillips, Sampson, 1857.


    Randall, Willard. Thomas Jefferson: A Life. New York: Henry Holt, 1993.


    Ress, David. Governor Edward Coles and the Vote to Forbid Slavery in Illinois, 1823–1824. Jefferson, NC: McFarland, 2006.


    Rice, David. A Kentucky Protest against Slavery: Slavery Inconsistent with Justice and Good Policy—Proved by a Speech, Delivered in the Convention, Held at Danville, Kentucky. New York, 1832.


    Richardson, James. A Compilation of the Messages and Papers of the Presidents 1789–1902. Washington, DC: Washington Bureau of National Literature and Art, 1897–1917.


    Ringwalt, J. Luther. Development of Transportation Systems in the United States. Philadelphia, 1888.


    Shulim, Joseph, ed. The Old Dominion and Napoleon Bonaparte: A Study in American Opinion. New York: Columbia University Press, 1952.


    Skeen, C. Edward. Citizen Soldiers in the War of 1812. Lexington: University of Kentucky Press, 1977.


    Smith, Sir Harry. Autobiography of Lieutenant-General Sir Harry Smith. London: John Murray, 1903.


    Smith, James, ed. The Republic of Letters: The Correspondence between Thomas Jefferson and James Madison, 1776–1826. 3 vols. New York: W. W. Norton, 1995.


    Smith, Margaret Bayard. The First Forty Years of Washington Society. Edited by Gaillard Hunt. New York: Charles Scribner's Sons, 1906.


    ———. A Winter in Washington; or, Memoirs of the Seymour Family. New York: E. Bliss and E. White, 1824.


    Stagg, J. C. A. Mr. Madison’ s War: Politics, Diplomacy and Warfare in the Early American Republic, 1783–1830. Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1983.


    Steiner, Bernard. The Life and Correspondence of James McHenry, Secretary of War under Washington and Adams. Cleveland: Burrows Brothers, 1907.


    Story, William, ed. The Life and Letters of Joseph Story. 2 vols. Boston: Charles Little and James Brown, 1851.


    Sutherland, Stella. Population Distribution in Colonial America. New York : Columbia University Press, 1936.


    Tansill, Charles Callan. The Making of the American Republic: The Great Documents, 1774–1789. New Rochelle, NY: Arlington House Press, 1972.


    Tugwell, Rexford. The Enlargement of the Presidency. Garden City, NY: Doubleday, 1960.


    Ward, Henry, and Harold Greer Jr. Richmond during the Revolution, 1775–83. Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 1977.


    Wharton, Anne Hollingsworth. Social Life in the Early Republic. Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott, 1903.


    White, Leonard. The Jeffersonian: A Study in Administrative History. New York: Macmillan, 1951.


    Williams, John. History of the Invasion and Capture of Washington, and the Events Which Preceded and Followed. New York: Harper and Brothers, 1857.


    Williams, William Appleton. America Confronts a Revolutionary World, 1776–1976. New York: William Morrow, 1976.


    Wills, Garry. James Madison. New York: Henry Holt, 2002.


    Willson, Beckles. Friendly Relations: A Narrative of Britain's Ministers and Ambassadors to America (1791–1930). London: L. Dickson and Thompson, 1934.


    Wirt, William. The Letters of a British Spy. New York, 1803.


    Wood, William, ed. Select British Documents of the Canadian War of 1812. Toronto: Champlain Society, 1920–1928.


    Worrall, Jay. Friendly Virginians: America's First Quakers. Athens, GA: Iberian Publishing, 1999.


    Young, Jeremiah. A Political and Constitutional Study of the Cumberland Road. Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1902.


    Zahniser, Martin. Charles Cotesworth Pinckney: Founding Father. Chapel Hill: University of North Carolina Press, 1967.


    PAPERS


    Adams Family Papers, Massachusetts Historical Society.


    Anna Maria Brodeau Thornton Papers, Library of Congress.


    Cutts Family Papers, Library of Congress.


    George Shattuck Papers, Massachusetts Historical Society.


    Hunter Family Papers, New York Historical Society.


    Meikleham-Randolph-Trist-Coolidge Family Papers, Alderman Library, University of Virginia.


    Otho Holland Williams Papers, Maryland Historical Society.


    Papers of Anthony Benezet, Quaker and Special Collections, Haverford College, Haverford, Pennsylvania.


    Papers of Hetty Ann Barton, Historical Society of Pennsylvania.


    Papers of Joseph Story, Library of Congress.


    Sedgwick Family Papers, Massachusetts Historical Society.


    Samuel Latham Mitchill Papers, Museum of the City of New York.


    William Plumer Papers, Library of Congress, New Hampshire State Library.


    JOURNALS


    Adams, Charles. “The Madison Papers.” North American Review 53 (1841).


    Cunningham, Noble, Jr. “The Frances Few Diary.” Journal of Southern History 29, no. 3 (August 1963).


    Mitchill, Samuel. “Dr. Mitchill's Letters from Washington: 1801–1813.” Harper's New Monthly Magazine 58 (April 1879).


    Smith, James Morton. “Sedition in the Old Dominion: James T. Callender and ‘The Prospect before Us.’” Journal of Southern History 20, no. 2 (May 1954).


    Tinkcom, Margaret. “Caviar along the Potomac: Sir Augustus John Foster's ‘Notes on the United States,’ 1804–1812.” William and Mary Quarterly 3rd series, 8 (January 1951).


    NEWSPAPERS


    Albany Register, May 1809.


    Alexandria Advertiser and Commercial Intelligencer, February 28, 1800; December 16, 1800; July 12, 1803; July 22, 1803; July 27, 1803.


    Alexandria Gazette, September 15, 1814.


    American Citizen, June 5, 1801.


    Aurora, May 15, 1799; January 3, 1809; January 5, 1809; January 18, 1809; January 19, 1809; February 11, 1809; March 4, 1809; March 8, 1809; March 10, 1809; March 22, 1809; April 14, 1809; April 21, 1809; April 23, 1809; May 23, 1809; June 2, 1809; June 6, 1809; July 1, 1812.


    Baltimore American, May 1809.


    Baltimore Patriot, August 31, 1814.


    Boston Chronicle, November 22, 1813.


    Boston Evening Post, July 31–August 10, 1812.


    Connecticut Courant, December 12, 1796.


    Corbett's Weekly Register, May 7, 1814.


    Essex Register, December 16, 1812.


    Federal Republican, January 12, 1815.


    Gazette of the United States, April 24, 1798.


    Lexington Reporter, January 1809; August 7, 1813.


    London Courier, December 5, 1811; January 1814.


    London Times, January 1, 1813; January 6, 1813; January 12, 1813; April 1817.


    National Gazette, December 19, 1791; February 18, 1792; March 3, 1792.


    National Intelligencer, March 9, 1800; March 4, 1801; March 5, 1801; June 3, 1801; June 8, 1801; October 15, 1801; October 20, 1801; October 26, 1801; October 30, 1801; December 6, 1802; December 10, 1802; February 18, 1803; April 15, 1803; March 7, 1808; December 29, 1808; April 1809; April 4, 1809; April 19, 1809; May 3, 1809; June 21, 1809; September 6, 1809; October 16, 1809; February 5, 1810; April 21, 1810; June 27, 1812; July 1, 1812; August 20, 1814; September 7, 1814; September 8, 1814; September 28, 1814; October 28, 1814; January 2, 1839; July 17, 1849.


    New England Palladium, April 12, 1803.


    New York Columbian, June 19, 1812; June 21, 1812; June 22, 1812; June 23, 1812; June 27, 1812; June 30, 1812; July 1, 1812; July 3, 1812.


    New York Commercial Advertiser, July 12, 1809; July 19, 1809.


    New York Express, January 2, 1839.


    Niles Register, April 22, 1815.


    Palladium, June 19, 1812; June 23, 1812; June 30, 1812; July 1812; July 3, 1812; July 7, 1812; July 10, 1812; July 21, 1812; July 24, 1812; July 28, 1812; July 31, 1812; August 7, 1812; August 11, 1812; August 14, 1812.


    Pittsburgh Gazette, November 28, 1833.


    Richmond Daily Dispatch, August 27, 1853.


    Richmond Enquirer, February 6, 1806.


    Richmond Examiner, May 5, 1802.


    Salem Gazette, June 23, 1812.


    Spirit of Seventy-Six, January 26, 1809; January 16, 1810.


    Virginia Gazette, July 24, 1774.


    Washington Expositor, December 4, 1807; February 17, 1808; March 1808; April 16, 1808; May 4, 1808; March 12, 1809.


    Washington Federalist, February 6, 1805; January 19, 1806; February 2, 1806; December 3, 1806; December 18, 1806; November 7, 1807; January 9, 1808; January 21, 1808; January 23, 1808; January 25, 1808; January 28, 1808; February 3, 1808; February 20, 1808; March 3, 1808; April 8, 1808; May 4, 1808; May 7, 1808; October 1808; December 1, 1808; December 13, 1808; December 31, 1808; March 12, 1809; March 19, 1809.

  


  
    

    [image: images]


    BRUCE CHADWICK is the author of twenty-eight books, most recently Lincoln for President and I Am Murdered. He is professor of history and journalism at New Jersey City University and a part-time lecturer in American Studies at Rutgers University.


    [image: images]

  

OEBPS/Images/194-5.png
Macderss

Gcdiite

o
“





OEBPS/Images/194-6.png





OEBPS/Images/194-3.png





OEBPS/Images/194-4.png





OEBPS/Images/194-9.png





OEBPS/Images/194-20.png





OEBPS/Images/194-7.png





OEBPS/Images/194-22.png





OEBPS/Images/194-8.png





OEBPS/Images/194-21.png





OEBPS/Images/194-1.png





OEBPS/Images/194-2.png





OEBPS/Images/ch1.png
I URD
7

SAVING GEORGE WASHINGTON
IN A CITY ON FIRE





OEBPS/Images/ack.png
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS





OEBPS/Images/bib.png
SELECT BIBLIOGRAPHY





OEBPS/Images/194-13.png





OEBPS/Images/194-12.png
[






OEBPS/Images/194-15.png





OEBPS/Images/194-14.png





OEBPS/Images/194-11.png





OEBPS/Images/194-10.png





OEBPS/Images/an.png
AUTHOR’S NOTE





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
AMERICA’S FIRST
POWER COUPLE

Sores 5ol
MADISON





OEBPS/Images/design.png





OEBPS/Images/451-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/451-1.png
ABOUT THE AUTHOR





OEBPS/Images/194-17.png





OEBPS/Images/194-16.png





OEBPS/Images/194-19.png
o






OEBPS/Images/194-18.png





