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			To Professor Irwin Corey—

			friend, comedy legend, and always too hip for the room

	
			Introduction

			Which President Would You Have a Beer With?

			In the two years I spent researching and writing Party Like a President—from reading nothing but political biographies and archived periodicals, to conducting dozens of interviews with presidential museum librarians, university professors, and National Park Service rangers—this was one of the questions that friends wanted me to answer. And why wouldn’t they? Such sentiments have plagued elections since 1840. It’s perhaps the dumbest thing anyone could contemplate within 300 feet of a polling place’s entrance. And yet, Americans are comforted to know that the incoming leader isn’t some animatronic black ops experiment—that he or she does, in fact, have an appreciation for a generous pour of 12-year Glenlivet or the salted rim of a margarita glass. We are reassured to learn that they, too, require a stiff one at the end of a long day.

			Indeed, alcohol provides a departure from workplace hells—whether one is steaming milk for a teenager’s latte or negotiating an armament control treaty. Burdened with establishing precedent at his every move, George Washington plowed through three to four glasses of Madeira during his midday dinners. In the Cold War era, Harry Truman threw back an ounce of Old Grand-Dad each morning “to get the engine going.” And let’s not dismiss the joys of sex and drugs. John F. Kennedy admitted that he could not “get to sleep” without “a lay.” In retirement, an ailing Ulysses S. Grant mixed cocaine with both water and wine to help him finish writing what would become a best-selling memoir. On some level, the fact that even the president of the United States finds sanctuary inside of a bottle or in a mistress’s bed might give us a sense of national unity. Or we should elect more responsible leaders. Go figure.

			The when, what, and why for each president’s need (or aversion) to getting drunk, stoned, and off is pretty much the thesis for this book. Some chapters take a biographical approach to examine the likes of Grover Cleveland’s reputation as a soused street fighter and Franklin Pierce’s alcoholic depression. Other chapters focus on zeitgeist and culture. (That includes times when they didn’t partake. Herbert Hoover craved gin as much as the next man, but you’d be damned to find any at his table setting during Prohibition.) Throughout the book, sidebars delve into topics such as the impacts of the beer and wine industries on the eighteenth-century working class and the evolution of health hazards. Cocktail recipes at the end of each chapter should (hopefully) give a sense of fleeting trends, as well as traditions, popularized in U.S. nightlife.

			Two years ago, I set out to write a definitive guide to presidents and their vices because I thought that “getting completely blasted is funny.” And it is, especially when applied to men of importance who vomited on a horse’s mane (Grant) and were soaked with whiskey by a poker-playing monkey (Harding—a man of dubious importance). But my initial interest expanded from collecting fratty anecdotes to presenting these accomplished figures in a more relatable light. I became determined to find the humanity within the most inane subject matter: explicit love letters, slurred speeches, and nude swims at Bing Crosby’s house, among other shameless moments.

			But which president would you most want to have a beer with? More importantly, why do we care? Because maybe our leaders’ vices are just as telling as their accomplishments. After reading the chapter that depicts a hungover George W. Bush regrettably staring at himself in a bathroom mirror, my neighbor put it best: “Presidents, they’re just like us.” Just like us, as in, no matter one’s IQ score or social status, we’re all idiots sometimes? Yes, I would say that is an accurate assessment. Whether that’s a comforting or terrifying realization is entirely up to you.

			Brian Abrams

			New York City, 2014

	
			PARTY KEY

			Here’s your guide to the vices, which are noted at the beginning of each chapter. However, the extent to which each president indulged—whether moderately, compulsively, or simply administering illegal substances to interns as if they were lab rats—should be considered on a case-by-case basis.

					
			[image: ] Ale ale \’āl\

			It was the joy of working-class America ever since the Framers breathed germs onto the Declaration of Independence. Beginning with hard cider, fermented brew was the country’s first successfully mass-produced alcoholic beverage, overwhelming the nation with pride and flatulence. Over time, the basic working recipe branched out to include lagers, pilsners, pale ales, stouts, and pumpkin-honey-mint holiday-flavored atrocities. 

 

			
			[image: ] Amyl nitrite am·yl ni·trite \’a-mәl ‘nĪ-,trĪt\

			Denizens of the mid- to late-twentieth century’s gay underworld might have more familiarity with the term “poppers,” a pressurized glass capsule (“pearl”) that, when snapped open beneath the nostrils, emits a “pop” and releases the chemical compound of amyl nitrite into the body, giving inflated senses of time and sexual prowess. Send samples to author’s attention at Workman Publishing (address, inside front cover).
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			Beer may forever hold the honorable title of Choice Beverage in Everyman’s public house, but drier varietals of bubbly from European regions have always stocked the cellars of upper-class families. An average bottle clocks a modest 12 to 14 percent alcohol, but rich people do not mind. The effervescent wine still packs enough potency to wreck one’s head. 

 

			
			[image: ] Cigar ci·gar \si-’gär\

			Fired up on men’s golf courses and at basement poker tables, the flavorful rolled tobacco, popularly grown in the southern United States and Central American regions, continues to symbolize celebration and stature. It also acts as an apparent relaxant before or after meals. Some users prefer a quicker fix by the less distinguished habits of lighting a cigarette or “dipping” a pinch of finely ground tobacco in their lower lip. All are risks actively and joyfully taken, despite the inevitable cancer.

		 

			
				[image: ] Cocaine co·caine \kō-’kān\

			In the late 1500s, South American natives ingested coca and tobacco leaves to get a remarkably tingly, soothing buzz. This recreational habit later expanded across the Earth—and would be administered via snorting; rubbing into the oral tissue; gargling a mixed, water-based solution; and, according to the mythology of Stevie Nicks, blown into the rectal cavity with a straw.

	 

			
			[image: ] Coitus co·i·tus \’kō-ә-tәs\

			Simultaneously the great motivator and an Achilles’ heel, making whoopee strengthened personal constitutions in several commanders in chief, be it with first wives, second wives, flight attendants, teenage slaves, fanatical admirers, Russian spies, or White House staff.

  

			
			[image: ] Gluttony glut·ton·y \’glәt-nē\

			Before the arrival of television and the twenty-four-hour news cycle that followed, the highly distinguished hungry hungry hippos of yesteryear could suck down giant slabs of beef with no concern for public scrutiny. Perhaps their impulsive nature helped set a tone for what would become widely accepted as a shameful precedent in U.S. culture. And you wonder why Americans are known for eating like they have five assholes.
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			Sticky icky has inspired and dwarfed American artists for nearly two centuries. As far back as Colonial times, farmers reaped hemp for the purpose of producing paper, clothing, rope, and oakum—whatever “oakum” is. But the percentage of THC content in the hemp would have been too low for recreational use. (Later, more potent leaves from India, Mexico, and the Caribbean would be used for medicinal purposes.) It was not until 1854 that the New York Times recognized the “physiological and psychological effects” of the plant in a trend piece titled “Our Fashionable Narcotics.”
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			The martini underwent several permutations before arriving at its cleanest form: gin and vermouth with a twist. When the Prohibition era ended, so did the elaborate masking of otherwise gag-inducing moonshine poured into V-shaped cocktail glasses. “With the 1930s, America settled down,” according to William Grimes’s Straight Up or On the Rocks. “The overheated inventiveness of the Jazz Age cooled, the frantic rattling of the cocktail shaker gave way to the gentle clinking of ice cubes in a highball glass and peace settled over the land.” 

		 

			
			[image: ] Prescription medication pre·scrip·tion med·i·ca·tion \pri-’skrip-shәn me-dә-’kā-shәn\

			If you’re trying to find a lenient physician to dole out those coveted medications that double as mind candy, throw a dart. Historically, the dispensing of drugs from licensed practitioners has been, to say the least, liberal. In the late nineteenth century, medical studies reported that female patients were prescribed cordials with 40 to 60 percent alcohol content as well as addictive, opiate-derived elixirs for diagnoses as simple as “being nervous.” The pharmaceutical industry has not changed much since. 

		 	 

			
						[image: ] Punch punch \’pәnch\

			Serving the masses on the cheap? This one’s the oldest trick in the bartender’s book. In the Age of Discovery, European world explorers stocked up on exceptionally potent, dump-it-all-in-at-once alcohol soups. Batches lasted forever on expeditions, and they cured any ailments (and probably worsened seasickness). One of these butt-kicking concoction’s descendants went on to occupy giant bowls at the White House. In the 1880s, journalist Benjamin Perley Poore related “the barbaric reports of former years, when . . . tangle-fast whiskey punch was the fashionable table beverage.”

			  

			
			[image: ] Scotch scotch \’skäch\ 

			In the eighteenth century, aged-oak barrels of Scotland’s exhilarating swill first landed ashore from the old kingdom. New Englanders were so taken by its blissful taste, they would try to copy its complexity in their own backyards. Whatever their homemade result, it must have satisfied. Case in point: Farmers became gun-wielding berserkers when George Washington slapped a tax on their precious contraband in 1791.

	 

			
					  			[image: ] Whiskey whis·key \’hwis-kē\

			The American-distilled beverage made of corn or grain cost next to nothing. High society did not partake in the drink that was commonly and mistakenly called “rum” in texts from these wee olden days; for years it was exclusively considered a signature item on every saloon’s value menu. 
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			It remains the only refreshment in history that was endorsed by practically every character in the Bible. Way before the United States was smitten with Alexander Payne’s Sideways and experimental pinot noirs from Oregon, wealthier settlers relied on overseas shipments from France, Italy, and other old countries with proper vines. Notable Virginian forefathers, such as Thomas Jefferson and James Monroe, gave grape-growing a few whirls. But, like sports cars and The Office, their stateside versions did not compare.

			

	
		

		

			The pause between the errors and trials of the day and hopes of the night.

			—HERBERT HOOVER, on cocktail hour
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			APRIL 30, 1789–MARCH 4, 1797

			George Washington
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			independent

						THE HIGH AND MIGHTY GENERAL


			Toward the end of Richard Linklater’s 1993 stoner mosaic Dazed and Confused, high school student Ron Slater waxes revisionist on the father of his country. 

			“Absolutely, George toked weed,” Slater says. “He grew fields of that stuff, man.” The scraggly upperclassman goes on to suggest that the first president of the United States and commander in chief of 

			the Continental Army encouraged marijuana cultivation as “a good cash crop for the Southern states” and that his wife, Martha (“a hip, hip, hip lady”), oversaw horticultural endeavors at the White House and packed “a big fat bowl” for her husband every night.
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			Washington’s mythical harvest.

			

			The mythologizing of George Washington began long ago—before the tall tales of John Henry and Paul Bunyon, before the JFK conspiracy theories, before the unsolved murder of Washington’s fellow American hero Tupac Shakur. Entire books have been written on debunking the legend that was not. Young Washington hacked a cherry tree into pieces? False! The general was actually a down-to-earth guy, not some military stiff? True! His dentures were made of wood? False! (See “Washington’s Pearly Whites.”) As an eighteen-year-old, he was bathing naked in the Rappahannock River when two chicks ran off with his clothes? Er . . . yep! (He went so far as to get the women arrested: Spotsylvania County’s courthouse notes that one of the thieves received fifteen lashings on her bare back.) 

			Even Washington’s grandson, a portly college flunkout nicknamed “Washtub,” published several half-truths about the old man’s war stories. (Tub also painted sloppily exaggerated battle scenes of bullets whizzing past his gramps—an eighteenth-century superhero as conceived by a half-wit.) But within the Grand Encyclopedia of Bullshit that circulates in our collective consciousness, Washington’s alleged marijuana usage might be the stankiest lie of them all.

			Before his service in the American Revolutionary War and his unanimous election to the presidency in 1789, Washington was a Virginia farmer. From 1765 to 1767, of the many crops that sprouted in the fields at his Mount Vernon estate, hemp was indeed in the mix. Those who study this type of thing repeatedly cite a line from Washington’s diary in which the green thumb described how he would “separate the male from the female hemp.” As readers with lifetime subscriptions to High Times and no jobs already know, this would have been for the sole purpose of discerning worthless plants apart from those worth burning. 

			However, Edward G. Lengel, editor in chief of George Washington’s papers at the University of Virginia, has never run across such a line. “People take Washington to be the Johnny Appleseed of marijuana,” Lengel said. “You’ll see these quotations, and they are partially or entirely fabricated. I don’t believe he ever used hemp for anything other than the standard industrial purposes.”

			Stoner myths aside, Washington did love to party. One might even suggest that, had it not been for the general’s inclinations toward whiskey and wine, America might still be part of the British Empire. Lengel maintains that “alcohol helped save the revolution,” particularly on account of the relationship that was forged between Washington, then the Continental Army general, and François-Jean de Chastellux, a major-general in the French army. In 1781, Chastellux acted as liaison between Washington and Jean-Baptiste Donatien de Vimeur, Comte de Rochambeau, aka the leader of the French forces that joined America in the fight against the British and helped win the war. Rochambeau uttered not a word of English, and Washington had a mouth full of bar snacks. Both generals depended on Chastellux to translate their headache-inducing conversations and manage the alliance between the thirteen colonies and France. 

			Along the way, Washington and Chastellux bonded over booze. During most of the war, according to expense reports, Washington enjoyed more pedestrian drinks such as beer and rum; but, thanks to Chastellux, he discovered a greater appreciation for wine. On July 19, 1781, around the time the Colonial and French armies united, Washington wrote a note to Chastellux thanking him for a barrel of red. “You have taken a most effectual method of obliging me to accept your Cask of Claret,” Washington wrote. “I shall, by a refusal, bring my patriotism into question, and incur a suspicion of want of attachment to the French Nation . . . my only scruple arises from a fear of depriving you of an Article that you cannot conveniently replace in this Country.” Even a patriot like Washington knew that the Two-Buck Chucks of 1700s Virginia—bleh!—couldn’t compete with Chastellux’s collection.

			Three months later, British army general Charles Cornwallis surrendered his regiment to Washington in Yorktown, Virginia, and the three generals sat down to dinner and exchanged toasts. Rochambeau raised his glass in praise of “The United States!” Washington courteously returned with “The King of France!” When the defeated Cornwallis dedicated a drink to simply “The King!” Washington interrupted, “—of England! Confine him there and I’ll drink him a full bumper!”

			While president, Washington kept a keen eye on his pocket watch for mealtime. When the first dinner bell rang a little before 3 p.m., Washington would charge his horse back to Mount Vernon. A frequent dish on the menu was fresh catch from the Potomac River, plus the usual three to four glasses of Madeira wine. “Even though he took several glasses of wine with dinner, this was considered acceptable in an age of immoderate alcohol consumption,” wrote Ron Chernow in his biography Washington: A Life. For the rest of the day, the fishy-breathed, teetering Washington retired to the library before suppertime. The president was tucked in bed by 9 p.m., like a modern-day infant. (In fairness, in a painful schedule later adopted by Howard Stern, Al Roker, and the elderly, he started each day around 4 a.m.)

			This might seem like an awfully tame routine for a foulmouthed military veteran and outspoken wine enthusiast who lost his teeth in an eighteenth- century version of happy hour. But by the time Washington entered the presidency, he and his wife of thirty years were determined to show the rest of the nation’s leaders that they weren’t some couple plucked from the back of the woods. Martha’s first husband had died in 1757—Washington swooped in just two years later—and left her enough money to make the new couple wealthy. Still, congressmen and cabinet members considered them hicks. 

			Biographer W. E. Woodward described Washington as “intensely masculine,” with Herman Munster–esque hands and feet. At government functions, Pennsylvania senator William Maclay took note of Washington’s tipsy demeanor and also called out the general’s awkward manners. “At every interval of eating or drinking,” according to Maclay’s diary of March 4, 1790, “he played on the table with a fork or a knife, like a drumstick.” But, critics be damned, the first couple persisted in their pursuit of social respectability. When not banging on the table like a bored little boy, Washington read books. He cut down on gambling. And while he was known as a first-rate curser, the president held back his vulgarities and attempted to lead by example—all this effort, despite the fact that the majority of newly minted Americans were all defecating in rivers like cavemen. Nevertheless, Southern gentlemen such as Secretary of State Thomas Jefferson—he who famously cavorted with slaves while wearing a wig—still saw the first prez as a bumpkin. 

			In 1796, Washington decided to step down at the end of his second term, one of many precedent-setting acts that would help define the office. Back at Mount Vernon, he launched a business that actually got people high. He constructed a 75-foot-by-30-foot distillery on his property in which he would process neighboring farms’ unused grains into whiskey. In 1798, the former president produced approximately 4,000 gallons of white lightning that sold for 50 cents per gallon. The drink was, according to historians, particularly harsh. Or, as a former associate employed by the Mount Vernon Ladies’ Association more politely put it, “a pretty sharp taste.” In 2013, Mount Vernon reproduced approximately 1,100 bottles’ worth, if you’re interested.

			
				Washington’s Pearly Whites

			Washington’s false teeth were not made of wood, and the fact that the entirety of America believes this to be the case should make us question the gullibility of everybody in the country. In truth, his teeth were a ghastly mix-and-match of ivory and human teeth supported by a metal frame. The inside of his trap looked like a rundown construction site, and probably felt worse. According to biographer Ron Chernow, the false teeth were created after Washington ruined his God-given set from years of afternoon dinners. Wine filled silver cups to the brims, conversation lasted for hours, and the head of the table, against better judgment, snacked from bowls of questionably ripened nuts—effectively ruining his chompers.

			

Martha’s Cherry Bounce

			Washington kept a canteen of this brandy-flavored beverage at his side while surveying the Allegheny Mountains in September 1784.

		

			10 to 11 pounds fresh sour cherries, preferably Morello, or 3 jars (1 pound, 9 ounces) preserved Morello cherries

			4 cups brandy

			3 cups sugar

			2 cinnamon sticks

			2 or 3 whole cloves 

			1 piece fresh whole nutmeg 

			Pit the cherries and place them in a large bowl. Crush the fruit and strain the juice into a jar.  Add the brandy and sugar, cover, and refrigerate for 24 hours. Shake the mixture occasionally. 

			Put 2 cups of the juice in a saucepan over medium heat and add the cinnamon sticks, cloves, and nutmeg. Let simmer for 5 minutes, then strain back into the jar. Store for another 2 weeks. Shake occasionally. Serve at room temperature. 

			/////////// Serves 12///////////
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			March 4, 1797–March 4, 1801 

			John Adams
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			Federalist

						HIS ROTUNDITY’S MORNING ROUTINE


			John Adams quenched his thirst with a tankard of hard cider at every breakfast, a habit our second president picked up at age fifteen while attending Harvard. It was cider that helped him choke down school-provided meals. “I shall never forget,” he recollected, “how refreshing and salubrious we found it, hard as it often was.”

			The refreshing habit became the best part of waking up for the rest of Adams’s life. 

			[image: ]

			
			Adams is often portrayed as a disagreeable public servant,  a wet blanket who found the push-and-pull of democracy to be one giant pain in the hindquarters. True enough, our second president possessed a low tolerance for Oval Office headaches. His feisty, sometimes hostile behavior might have derived from the fact that he began drinking at sunrise and did not take his first cup of coffee until mid-afternoon. 

			What’s more, he succeeded George Washington, who was flawless in the eyes of America. Where Washington was the model patriot and celebrated revolutionary macho, Adams was the cantankerous intellect—a misunderstood wonk, exceptionally schooled in the ways of diplomacy at a time when battlefield heroics captured the imagination of a politically infantile country. It was the presidential equivalent of coming onstage just after Prince. 

			Prior to his four years as president and eight years as the first vice president, Adams served on ninety different committees in the Continental Congress. The Bostonian was the U.S. ambassador to France, England, and the Netherlands. He once wrote that bars are “the nurseries of our legislators,” which likely explains how he cultivated his nickname, “His Rotundity.” At a modest height of five-foot-seven, His Rotundity maintained a beer belly of historic proportions.

			Of course, emptying bottles of ale is part of the job for politicians of any era. However, in the late eighteenth century, swilling back the suds was a medicinal necessity as much as it was an occupational obligation. Congress wouldn’t pass its first piece of environmental legislation for another one hundred years, and rivers were hardly a trustworthy source for safe drinking water. Garbage mucked up the tributaries that ran through major cities, and wells cost far too much for developing rural areas. So breakfast, for many, was an eye-opener of a meal.

			To complement said eye-opener, staff would serve Adams a variety of his native New England cuisine, including poached salmon with egg sauce, toast and apple butter, hasty pudding (porridge), ham steak, “scootin’-long-the-shore” (hash browns cooked in bacon fat with diced onion), and johnnycakes.

			Order the John “His Rotundity” Adams Heart-Stopper Breakfast at IHOP today!

			Hard Cider 

			Back in the early 1800s, before railroads made transport affordable  for farmers, New England had more hard cider than it could handle.  The massive amounts scrounged from apple orchards resulted in families  keeping “a pitcher on every table and a jug in every field,” according to  W. J. Rorabaugh’s The Alcoholic Republic. Each year, the average household knocked back fifty-two barrels’ worth, and, despite the lack in profits,  all that domestic production created a sweet sense of patriotism among Northerners, who collectively regarded hard cider as “the common drink  of . . . rich and poor alike.” Here’s your chance to drink your pride.

			

			1 gallon pure apple juice

			half-gallon jug*

			1 packet champagne yeast

			stopper and airlock*

			2 to 3 ounces cheap vodka

			plastic tubing*

			*Available at any homebrew retailer.

			Heat the apple juice on the stovetop to just below boiling point and simmer for  5 minutes. Be sure to sanitize kitchenware beforehand. (Unwanted bacteria may  impair the brewing process.)

			When the cider cools, shake it in a capped jug mixed with the contents from the yeast packet. Fill the airlock with vodka and replace the jug’s cap with the stopper and airlock. 

			Store for 4 to 6 weeks at room temperature.

			Use the plastic tubing to transfer the mixture from the jug into a new container. Refrigerate for a few hours. Drink.

			/////////// Serves 20 ///////////
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			March 4, 1801–March 4, 1809

			Thomas Jefferson
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			Democratic- republican

						RIDING, DINING, AND A LITTLE UN-BENDING

			On any given day, the contents of Thomas Jefferson’s fridge could blow away that of any Mario Batali restaurant. The president allocated more than $16,500 to wine during his two terms from 1801 to 1809 and, according to the head steward, up to $50 a day for food. (Economists at the U.S. Bureau of Labor Statistics loosely estimate that Jefferson’s $16,500 wine bill would run between $300,000 to $350,000 in today’s dollars and his $50 daily food allowance close to $1,000.) The kitchen and underground brick wine cellar, nicknamed the “ice house,” were replete with partridges, wild ducks, courtyard ducks, venison, squab, goose, pâté, rabbit, squirrel, crabs, and oysters. One of Jefferson’s servants back at Monticello, his renowned Virginia palace/slave prison, recalled that Jefferson “never would have less than eight” courses even when dining alone.

			His wine collection grew to twenty thousand bottles. A typical monthly order would include 630 gallons of Madeira, one barrel of sherry, 540 bottles of sauterne, and 400 bottles of claret. In 1804, Jefferson’s champagne bill alone racked up to nearly $3,000—probably enough to buy five whole black people. But did the president ever reel from sticker shock? “Let the price be what it has to be,” Jefferson wrote to a wine merchant. 

			Smooth operator that he was, the revered “Sage of Monticello” would not allow his weakness for delicacies to contradict his politics. A populist who believed in decentralized government—an agenda contrary to that of his predecessors, George Washington and John Adams—Jefferson recognized the need to rebrand his penchant for loins of veal and 1785 Bordeaux. He influenced American dining trends with a revolutionary atmosphere that didn’t call for awkward toasts and uppity dress codes. Imagine a scene comparable to a rustic chic bistro in ritzy modern-day Brooklyn: multiple oval-shaped tables, spread throughout the room and without seating assignments (versus, say, your typical bowling alley–length table, found at WASPy Thanksgivings). Jefferson’s guests would serve themselves and clean up afterward, as if dining at a poorly staffed Chipotle.

			“He didn’t want a servant at every elbow,” said Susan Stein, a senior curator at Monticello. “At the president’s house and here at Monticello, he had dumbwaiters, which allowed people to remove their own soiled plates and stack them. It was a friendly atmosphere where people commented on the conversation. It was about ideas and discussions. It was about intellectual vitality.” 

			Often clad in his bedroom slippers, Jefferson was known to ladle meals onto his guests’ plates, at least for those seated in his immediate area. Whenever a bottle needed opening, he would brandish a custom pocketknife, which included a corkscrew. But don’t judge a man by his booze tools. Jefferson’s drinking was moderate at best: three glasses per night, or, as New York wine merchant Theodorus Bailey observed, he drank “to the digestive point and no further.” His preference was usually to imbibe after the meal—a haughty trick he picked up across the pond.
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			Jefferson:  Virginia locavore.

			In 1784, five years before Washington’s inauguration and more than a decade before his own, Jefferson was appointed U.S. minister to France. For five years, the six-foot-two ginger rubbed elbows with Europe’s political elite while filling up on fine wines and rich cuisine. As one might imagine, it was not a horrible five years. At the time, Jefferson ate better than pretty much anyone in American history (at least until the advent of truffled macaroni and cheese). He collected silver, paintings, china, and sculptures to adorn Monticello and transformed himself into something of a connoisseur. 

			Oh, and he appreciated more than just what Europe offered in the way of fine arts. Unlike his prudish colleagues back home, Long Tom didn’t get his cravat in a knot at the sight of prostitutes. If anything, the international man of mystery admired those individuals committed to the world’s oldest profession.

			“St. Paul only says that it is better to be married than to burn,” he wrote in 1764. “Now I presume that if that apostle had known . . . to furnish them with other means of extinguishing their fire than those of matrimony, he would have earnestly recommended them to their practice.” Fast-forward to 1784, and one can imagine Jefferson’s excitement when he discovered the Palais-Royal—Paris’s newly renovated entertainment complex, inhabited by cafés, bookstores, gambling, and, when evening came, a pack of hot-to-trot call girls. Jefferson considered it one of the “principal ornaments of the city” and had hopes that the business community of Richmond, Virginia, would replicate it. (If only they had listened! “What happens in Richmond . . .”)

			Despite his enthusiasm for the sex trade, no evidence suggests Jefferson ever indulged—and why would he bother, when he had a gaggle of comely slave women at his disposal? In 1787, a half-black teenager named Sally Hemings arrived in Paris to serve the forty-four-year-old statesman. Described by Jefferson’s grandson as “light colored and decidedly good-looking,” Hemings was also the half-sister of Jefferson’s wife, Martha, who died from childbirth complications five years prior. The teen slave attended to the widower’s daily needs—yes, those needs—in exchange for clothing, medical attention, and 12 livres a month, which today could buy you a one-week trial membership to a yoga studio. Upon their return to the U.S., while the diehard romantic would serve presidents Washington and Adams as secretary of state and vice president, respectively, Hemings would bear six (!) of his bastard children. (He also had six children with Martha.)

			Indeed, five years in Paris will class up just about any old Southern farm boy.

			The years inside “the president’s mansion,” as the one-year-old White House was known back in 1801, hardly measured up to Jefferson’s good times in the City of Lights or his lavish retirement at Monticello. Hemings did not travel with her master to the city of Washington; she remained in Virginia to care for the plantation and her sextet of illegitimate children. Meanwhile, as commander in chief, Jefferson wrote that he and Meriwether Lewis, his personal secretary, lived like “mice in a church” inside the “great stone house” that was theoretically large enough to fire Munchkins out of a cannon without the neighbors bothering to notice.

			Afternoons were quiet enough. Jefferson spent the better part of ten to thirteen hours each day at his writing table, grumbling over policy or, more enjoyably, reading the latest literature on wine or the arts and sciences. Anatomy in particular interested the president. One room in the mansion was reserved for his fossil collection, an assortment of tusks and skulls “spread in a large room,” Jefferson once bragged, “where you can work at your leisure.” In the evening, he would abandon his desk for “riding, dining, and a little un-bending,” successfully avoiding the bear cubs he kept in the yard for a couple of months in 1807. Throw in some Elvis memorabilia and Macaulay Culkin, and Michael Jackson would have felt right at home.

			White Wine Spritzer

			During Jefferson’s retirement at Monticello, one of his granddaughters recalled a picnic in which he oddly “mixed the wine and water to drink  with it.” Leave it to one of America’s first foodies to experiment with what was presumably a prototype for a light and refreshing summer cocktail.

			

			dried strawberries, chopped

			strawberries

			white wine (Sauvignon blanc or Gewürztraminer varietals recommended)

			soda water

			Store the dried, chopped strawberries in the freezer ahead of time to use as ice cubes. Muddle the fresh berries in a bowl with a fork until the consistency is all pulp and juice. Fill a glass halfway with wine, then top with the strawberry pulp, a splash of soda water, and berry ice cubes. 
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