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II. “Time wastes too fast” 
 
 

Narrator:  
Having authored the American Declaration of Independence, Jefferson was thrust into the forefront of 

political life, serving as a member of the House of Burgesses, and being elected Governor of Virginia. But 

even with this outward success, he continually sought to convince everyone, including his closest friends and 

himself, that his true desire was to spend the rest of his days at Monticello, and to take his place in society as 

a Virginia Gentleman Farmer with his beloved wife and family.  

 

Thomas met his wife during one of his treasured afternoon strolls while working as a lawyer in 

Williamsburg. Struck by beautiful singing and harpsichord playing coming through an open window, young 

Thomas, having his small, pocket violin ever ready for a serenade, began to accompany this music with both 

his violin and voice from outside the window. This first duet between Martha Skelton and Thomas Jefferson 

was merely the beginning of an intense romance that would develop into true love and loyalty for years to 

come. They were married on New Year’s Day in 1772 and then set out for Jefferson’s hill top home he 

named Monticello, meaning “little hill” in Italian. Reaching Monticello in a snowstorm after dark, the couple 

toasted their new house with a leftover bottle of wine and, as Thomas recalls, “with song, merriment and 

laughter.”  

 

Within the following ten years, Martha and Thomas had six children. Sadly, though, only two of their 

children survived childbirth - Martha, nicknamed Patsy, and Maria, nicknamed Polly - and only Martha 

would survive both her parents. The strain of frequent pregnancies eventually weakened his wife so gravely 

that Thomas curtailed his political activities to stay near her. As a result of Mrs. Jefferson’s last pregnancy 

and birth, she became gravely ill and remained bedridden for four months. Throughout her sickness, Thomas 

never left her side. 

 

Laurence Sterne was one of Thomas and Martha’s favorite popular authors, and his book, Tristram 

Shandy, included a poem that they both loved and often shared together. As his wife lay dying in September 

1782, unable to speak, struggling, she copied these lines from Tristram Shandy to Thomas: 

 

     (Soprano and Tenor stand) 

 

Soprano (speaks):  
“Time wastes too fast: every letter I trace tells me with what rapidity life follows my pen. The days and 

hours of it are flying over our heads like clouds of a windy day never to return...” 

 

Narrator:  
Martha then collapsed, not able to reach the finishing point of the poem. Thomas took up her pen and 

completed the words: 

 

Tenor (speaks):  
“and every time I kiss thy hand to bid adieu, every absence which follows it, are preludes to the eternal 

separation which we are shortly to make!” 


