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			Praise for AMERICAN RADICALS

			
				“Teeming with colorful and long-forgotten characters, Holly Jackson’s dazzling new history—at once wide-ranging and fine-grained—recovers anew the restless and improbable spirit of reform that animated America in the nineteenth century. American Radicals is a timely and powerful reminder that America has always been a work in progress—and that voices of protest echo with purpose and urgency across the generations. Amid the din of our daunting times, here is a history lined with hope.”

				—Brian Matthew Jordan, finalist for the 2016 Pulitzer Prize in History for Marching Home: Union Veterans and Their Unending Civil War

				“American Radicals is a wise and vivid history of the women and men who imagined a nation that would live up to the ideals of untrammeled personal liberty and direct democracy and then dared to build movements and communities dedicated to that purpose. This is a book that will educate and thrill progressives of all ages.”

				—Michael Kazin, author of War Against War: The American Fight for Peace, 1914–1918 and professor of history at Georgetown University

				“Jackson gives readers stories that are inspiring, infuriating, hilarious, frustrating, and meaningful for our complicated present. An outstanding book that any modern radical should read.”

				—Erik Loomis, associate professor of history at the University of Rhode Island and author of A History of America in Ten Strikes
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			Introduction

			A Second and More Glorious Revolution

			On July 4, 1826, Americans woke before dawn. Some squeezed into blue coats that had been folded in trunks for decades and covered what was left of their hair with tricornered hats, long out of fashion. At sunrise, cannons boomed, church bells pealed, and across the nation’s scattered villages and modest cities, aged “heroes of ’76” fired salutes from flintlock muskets, marching down dirt thoroughfares to drum and fife and the cheers of the crowd. Most parades then proceeded to a grove or a town square for a reading of the Declaration of Independence, followed by high-flown speeches honoring this momentous day: the semicentennial, or “Jubilee,” as they called it. Some addresses spun wild visions in which the twenty-four states dotted with family farms and the vast forested territories beyond would one day become a powerful empire. The listeners adjourned to eat barbecue and then headed to the taverns for rounds of toasts—to George Washington, to the flag, to the eagle, to the first half-century of American life.

			As orators waxed poetic on “the imperishable names of the founders” who had risked execution as traitors to the Crown in order to bequeath the everlasting legacy of freedom, Thomas Jefferson died in his bed in Virginia. Hours later, sitting in a chair at home in Massachusetts, John Adams followed him. It was exactly fifty years after the Declaration they had drafted together was approved, founding the United States of America. Many regarded this strange historical coincidence as a divine message, God’s seal of approval on the American Revolution and a promise of perpetuity for its outcomes. Unmistakably, it was the threshold of a new era, the end of the beginning. The young nation had outlived the men who made it. What was next?

			
			One man in Indiana claimed to know. Robert Owen was a rich industrialist, renowned in this country and in Europe for running philanthropic experiments in a cotton mill he owned in New Lanark, Scotland. As the nation celebrated its Jubilee, he mounted the stage at New Harmony Hall, a former church that he had purchased, along with the twenty thousand acres surrounding it. Intrigued by communal groups like the Shakers and emboldened by his experience applying his social theories to the factory workers he employed, Owen had sailed for the United States to propose a project on a far grander scale. His fame had spread after he addressed the assembled leaders of the federal government the previous year in Washington, D.C., pitching a wholesale reorganization of American life that was surprisingly well received. It was pouring rain on the Wabash River that Fourth of July, but a thousand people packed the building, traveling to this rural outpost from all over the country to hear what this slight Welsh gentleman had to say.

			While orators in other cities and towns sang the praises of the American founders, Owen focused instead on the limits of their achievement. They had been forced to settle for mere “political independence,” he claimed, hemmed in by the old-world prejudices that still dominated their era. But they could glimpse “a stronger and clearer light at the distance,” he explained, and the founders trusted that their descendants would pick up where they left off, completing the transformation they had only begun. Indeed, a second revolution was required, a new battle for freedom “superior in benefit and importance to the first revolution.” He asked the crowd, “Are you prepared to imitate the example of your ancestors? Are you willing to run the risks they encountered? Are you ready, like them, to meet the prejudices of past times, and determined to overcome them at all hazards, for the benefit of your country and for the emancipation of the human race?” To launch this revolution, Owen presented his Declaration of Mental Independence to supplant the founding document adopted fifty years before that day. Its object was to slay a “Hydra of Evils” enslaving mankind the world over: specifically, the “threefold horrid monster” of private property, religion, and marriage.

			
			From our vantage point, almost two hundred years later, Owen’s social revolution seems destined to fail, his interpretation of the founders as heralds of secular communism laughable at best. Capitalism, evangelical Protestantism, and the nuclear family would ultimately win the day, becoming far more deeply entrenched in American culture during Owen’s lifetime. But from where he stood, the future of the United States was wide open, rolling out like a screen on which marvelous utopian visions could be projected. And indeed, Indiana looked a little like Eden in 1826. The woodland areas around New Harmony abounded that summer with persimmons, wild grapes, and flowering vines, punctuated with flashes of tropical green and yellow from wheeling Carolina parakeets, which are now extinct. Fertile land was practically endless, offering the rapidly multiplying population the natural plentitude of timber forests and lakes and rivers teeming with fish.

			European visitors like Owen were astounded by the simple, direct dealings of the people carrying out the experiment that was early America: their free and easy manners, the “extreme equality” across classes, and their universal, near-fanatical engagement in politics as a form of social engineering. They seized every local election or civic debate as a new opportunity to invent the country of the future. Railroads and the telegraph would soon join steamships and canals in the network of new technology connecting the expanding country for trade, the exchange of ideas, the development of new towns, new states, new industries. This restless mobility and ambition turned away from the past, pushing further into the vast and magnificent West. The booming agriculture of the South fed the beginning of the Industrial Revolution in the North, where new systems of integrated manufacturing processed these abundant raw materials for global commerce, auguring the great wealth that would one day drive a great nation.

			Viewed in another light, of course, this scene was not so utopian. The workers in these new factories might labor sixteen hours a day, six days a week. Married women were relegated to the status of dependent children, unable to control property, vote, attend college, or sue in a court of law. The land, of course, was far from vacant; it was inhabited by long-established nations battling against extermination at the hands of white settlers. And the economic dynamo driving the young nation to prominence on the world stage was the forced labor of a million and a half people of African descent enslaved in this land of radical freedom, a number that would more than double in the coming decades. The conditions under which they lived were unspeakably brutal, and American law unambiguously doomed their children and their children’s children to the same outrages.

			
			Owen was right: a Hydra of Evils threatened the most profound ideals of the American project, and the recently departed founding generation would not be the ones to slay it. As his overflow audience suggests, many were ready to take up the mantle of a social revolution to right the many wrongs created or left unaddressed by the political revolution of their grandfathers. In the next half a century, hundreds of thousands of Americans pledged themselves to a vision of the nation based on collectivity, equality, and freedom. In social movements overlapping and diverging, they built a tradition of radical resistance that would reshape American life. Protest movements influenced westward expansion, southern secession, northern victory, and Reconstruction. They changed American law right up to the Constitution and transformed innumerable aspects of American culture—the breakfast table, the marital bed, and the church pew among them. Carrying the fight from the urban centers of the Eastern Seaboard to Kansas, Ontario, Haiti, Tennessee, Nigeria, and elsewhere, they extended their legacy through centuries and across the globe. This is the story of one constellation of these agitators and the second revolution they effected, though incompletely and imperfectly, in the most turbulent era of our history.1

			

			 

			

				
				THE FIGURES WHO come to the fore in this story worked across three entwined fields: slavery and race; sex and gender; property and labor. Each of these areas opened into other concerns—prisons, housing, birth control, religious belief, free speech, imperialism, child rearing, and diet among them. Drawn into one flash-point issue, they would soon find that it was inextricable from other oppressive systems. Owen’s figure of the Hydra of social evils was apt: one deadly organism with many faces. As Wendell Phillips reflected after thirty years agitating for abolition, universal suffrage, and labor rights, he had been awakened as a young man to the fact that slavery “had poisoned everything it touched.” It was not a single institution but the invisible, toxic framework of the entire society. He realized that everyone in power had a stake in preserving it—the press, the merchants, the historians, and the churchmen—so every aspect of the culture was merely another face of the same corruption: “When we tore off the mask the same hideous features were behind it—a sneering and gibbering spectre. This was America.”2

			Inequality was multiple, but so was the resistance that would strike at its root. The abolitionist vigilante John Brown was wild-eyed and armed to the teeth, with a scrawled manifesto and an appetite for martyrdom. Marx Edgeworth Lazarus was a Jewish southerner, writing anti-marriage screeds from a socialist commune but convinced he was slowly dying from nocturnal emissions. James Forten was an affluent black business owner and urban real estate investor. Sarah Bagley was a New England farm girl turned factory worker, editor, and socialist organizer. Some of these radicals were ostentatiously countercultural, wearing bloomers or dashikis, full beards in a clean-shaven era, flowers in their long hair. Some ate only raw vegan foods and whole grains. Some communed with the dead, interpreted skull bumps, douched with prodigious amounts of cold water, abstained from orgasm. Even participants in these movements sometimes found such oppositional affectations to be a distraction from real politics, and for most Americans, they were further evidence that progressive activists were troublemaking misfits. But even the wackiest features of what Henry James called “humanitary bohemia” were protests against mainstream values that helped define the communities of dissent that shaped the era’s momentous struggle over the meaning of American democracy.

			
			As we will see, some protests involved battering in a courthouse door and fist-fighting the police. There were strikes, raids, rallies, boycotts, secret councils, hidden weapons, endless rounds of conventions, lectures, resolutions, and petitions. But opposition was also a dance party with a whispered entry password, a group of worshippers walking silently out of a segregated church, a white woman casting an illegal ballot, a couple refusing to recite marriage vows, a woman of color stepping out of her comfortable carriage into a mob of frenzied white men that might have killed her.

			Before Owen arrived with his plan to make America more radically free, African American activists across the North were organizing to protest slavery and racial inequality, establishing community institutions to support those whose very lives were a form of resistance. As their struggle mounted in the 1820s for emancipation and citizenship, the first major wave of socialism and workingmen’s organizations raised their voices in protest, further revealing American social equality to be a myth. Around 1830, a radical turn in antislavery activism led to the first national social movement to bring together Americans across race, class, and gender, aiming not only to free enslaved people but to rout out tyranny wherever it remained. This intensifying culture of dissent met a violent backlash from the American mainstream. But even as protesters were mobbed, assaulted, and prosecuted, their printing presses smashed, their lecture halls burned to the ground, even as they were murdered, the field of activism expanded.

			The country’s first philosophical movement called for the end of all external authority and inherited institutions at this time, feeding an increasing embrace of civil disobedience. Many came out of the churches, leading some to “come out from the world” as a new wave of utopian socialism flowered in communes and a growing labor movement. From the beginning, this tradition of protest took aim at private life just as much as traditional politics; marriage was a lightning rod issue for socialists, women’s rights activists, and Free Lovers who would liberate women from the bonds of maternity and domestic servitude. But in the midst of debates about the abolition of “wage slavery” and “marriage slavery,” westward expansion triggered a national crisis over the fate of millions literally held captive.

			
			As the founding compromise between the North and the South wore thin, antislavery activism took a militant turn around 1850. White activists began calling for the end of the Union. Black activists renewed their deliberations about a walkout on a national scale, abandoning the United States in search of a more promising land. Blood spilled on city streets, across the prairie, and in the halls of Congress. Genteel reformers embraced violence and treason, speeding a civil war waged not against slavery but against abolitionists. After four years of bloody internecine warfare, activists celebrated the victory of emancipation and an unprecedented opportunity to right the wrongs of the country’s first revolution. With Reconstruction, ideas that had once seemed fringe were now squarely on the national agenda. But as former fanatics turned to politics, they found their values and their movements tested. By the time the nation rang in its one hundredth anniversary in 1876, patriotic fervor could not mask its tailspin into lawless violence. In the following year, the federal government would permit a white supremacist counterrevolution in the South but crack down brutally on aggrieved workers across the North, watershed reinforcements of inequality that threatened to undo the advances of the preceding half-century.

			

			 

			

			ROBERT OWEN’S CHOICE of the Fourth of July to launch his attack on American society, and his revision of the nation’s founding document into a radical manifesto, were common tactics among the agitators of his century. While most Americans saw the Fourth as a day of celebration, activists remembered that it commemorated a protest and kept up that tradition by forcing the nation to reckon with its own ostensible values. Native Americans, industrial workers, women’s rights advocates, Free Lovers, insurgent militias, and many others seized the symbolic richness of Independence Day and the language of the Declaration to raise their own calls for freedom and equality. After all, that initial manifesto was a reminder that the United States of America had only recently been no more than an idea for a radical utopian community—a set of principles and practices that a group of men made up together. Perhaps it could be done again, but better.

			
			Thus, even as they aimed to “disorganize” society at its roots, these radicals saw themselves as the true inheritors of the American project who would keep its ideals alive. Indeed, they embraced many elements of the founders’ thought that had been jettisoned during the more conservative period of state-making that followed the revolution. Thomas Paine, for instance, an antislavery, working-class immigrant, had rallied the colonies with his pamphlet Common Sense, calling not for a simple separation from England but for a new kind of society based on untried social theory: the “United States of America,” a phrase he coined. But by the time Paine died in 1809, he was so hated by the American people for his variance from orthodox religious belief that no cemetery would bury him. Clearly, the country had a peculiar relationship to radicalism from the beginning. The Declaration was a monumental articulation of human rights, the Constitution a bulwark of slavery, hanging the union between the states on a morally and politically untenable compromise. These strands remained inextricable in the nation they formed.3

			Nineteenth-century radicals’ battle for social justice, freedom, and equality was defined by their struggle with the nation and its meaning: They refused to vote, demanded to vote, served in the government, and plotted armed coups to overthrow it. They burned the Constitution, hung the flag upside down, and yet returned to the specific form and language of the founding documents again and again to articulate the new versions of America they hoped to bring about. They spearheaded schemes to leave the country en masse, then signed up for military service, ready to die for it. In relation to the founders, they heeded both Owen’s injunction to “imitate the example of your ancestors” and the abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison’s call to “blush for their self-evident injustice, to shun the evil example they set.” They revered Paine but denounced George Washington as a “man stealer.” Even those whose solutions involved abandoning the United States altogether, aligning with international networks and denouncing the violent chauvinism of national identity, often declared that they acted in the “spirit of ’76.” Despite its galling and destructive hypocrisy, the nation never seemed to exhaust itself as a source of radical promise.4

			
			Robert Owen believed that his Declaration of Mental Independence would spread around the globe at once and usher in an era of happiness and freedom, inspired by the American founders but reaching heights they had only contemplated in secret. Alas, he did not personally produce this transformation, and his project at New Harmony lasted only two chaotic years. But he indicated a groundswell under way and would remain a touchstone for some, one node in the nineteenth-century activist network that sought at various times to overthrow not only capitalism, Christianity, and the domestic family, as he proclaimed that day, but a range of other systems, most of all slavery, that they believed to be obstructing the nation’s radical mission.

			And in truth, something along these lines did seem to open up for the next fifty years, a period of upheaval that few of Owen’s listeners could have imagined. Indeed, by the nation’s centennial, American society would change so rapidly and dramatically that it was common to say that one had lived through a second revolution: even the youngest child alive would never again see the republic into which he was born.

		

	
		
		
			
			PART I

			 

			Foul Oppression in the Wind of Freedom, 1817–1840

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 1

			 

			A Tremendous NO

			On the morning of August 16, 1824, a majestic flotilla appeared on the water in New York harbor: a series of ships decorated like floating palaces, all in the service of escorting one man safely to port. The Marquis de Lafayette stepped ashore to the sound of fifty thousand people cheering wildly, among them the vice president of the United States and two hundred of the city’s leading citizens. After a month at sea, the cacophony must have been overwhelming: cannons booming, bells ringing, flags flapping, the West Point band in full swing. Militias stood at attention, wearing Lafayette’s portrait over their hearts. Elderly veterans embraced him, openly weeping. Mothers thrust their children into his arms. Men and women fainted. Others approached him so choked with emotion they could not speak. They placed a crown of fresh cypress and laurel boughs on his head and ushered him into a grand carriage drawn by four white horses. The parade proceeded up Broadway to city hall, passing flag-draped buildings and banners stamped with the name of the returning hero, fresh flowers raining down from the windows. The shops were all closed, the business of New York City standing still for the day.1

			As a mere teenager, the Frenchman had joined the Americans in their War for Independence, not only risking his life in battle, but volunteering his own money to feed, clothe, and pay his battalion. His leading role in the Battle of Yorktown had earned him a place in the pantheon of military heroes whose victory brought into being a new nation. Now that nation was nearing its fiftieth anniversary, and Lafayette was back to help celebrate: the only general from the Revolutionary army alive, and still a robust presence a month before his sixty-seventh birthday. But underneath all the patriotic pride was an undeniable note of anxiety.

			
			The election year of 1824 was the very first in which no founding father appeared on the ticket. From Washington to Monroe, the first five presidents had been active participants in the conception of the new republic, but the country would soon outlive the men who had created it. To survive, it would need to transition from an experimental republic steered and administered directly by its makers to a permanent state, which would require a particular interpretation of its history. Thomas Jefferson had argued that every generation ought to be able to remake American society and all of its laws so that they would not be tyrannically ruled by his generation’s dead hand. But by 1824, Americans were looking not for constant reinvention but for stability. Most wanted to believe that the words and deeds of the founders were final and the era of insurrection closed. France loomed as a cautionary tale, having torn up a number of constitutions by this time, its revolution followed by periods of terrible violence, a dictatorship, and finally the restoration of the monarchy in 1814. American society bolstered itself in this troubling changing-of-the-guard moment with a near-religious commemoration of the founding generation—a worshipful attitude that Ralph Waldo Emerson would denounce as the tendency to “build the sepulcres of the fathers,” to be “retrospective,” or conservative of what had been, rather than following the lead of the founders in daring to imagine what else might be. In short, revolutionary iconoclasm had been replaced with filial piety in American political culture.2

			Lafayette’s return was a landmark event in this culture of commemoration. He and his compatriots were to be remembered no longer as militant radicals, high on Enlightenment theory and ready to die for untried ideals, but as patriarchs of a static lineage that must be revered and preserved. While most of the other founders were dead or nearly so, Lafayette still had the physical wherewithal to reassure the American people at a moment when a certain crucial thread threatened to snap. Congress felt it was so important for him to visit at this time that it offered to send a ship to any port in France to convey him to the United States, to live on America’s dime for two years, and receive payments in stock and land for his contributions to the revolution, a show of largesse that made the young nation feel strong and rich as its semicentennial Jubilee approached.

			
			So they rolled out a welcome like no other. Before he left New York, Lafayette was honored by “the fete” at Castle Garden, which one attendee described as “the most brilliant and magnificent scene ever witnessed in the United States.” This seems to have been the actual party of the century, a dazzling visual spectacle more lavish than anything anyone present could remember, surpassing even royal coronations. Six thousand partiers with two hundred servants in tow danced the cotillion under an arrangement of chandeliers reflecting the light of a thousand torches. Lafayette went on to tour all twenty-four of the states, paraded around in fine style as the “guest of the nation.” Wherever he went, he was greeted with festivals, dances, and speeches. Maidens robed in white and wearing crowns of myrtle marched under newly constructed triumphal arches in choreographed formation with engraved lances aloft. They named streets, towns, counties, and city squares for him; at least one newborn was saddled with the name “Welcome Lafayette.” On one occasion, a young army officer sang some verses he had composed, but when he came to the climax of the song, his voice faltered with emotion and he was unable to say the general’s name. He fell at Lafayette’s feet crying and rushed away.

			But on the day of his arrival, Lafayette’s mind was occupied with thoughts of one woman, who was at that moment still in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean en route to the United States. From the center of the celebratory hubbub, he wrote to a friend how eagerly he awaited the coming ship that would reunite him with his “beloved.” A month behind his hero’s welcome in New York, a far less distinguished vessel pulled in to the harbor with no fanfare, with a woman aboard who was too indispensable to Lafayette to be left out of his American tour but already too controversial to have arrived by the same boat or to be mentioned in any of the official accounts of his visit. As the general’s intimate friend, she would soon be entertained in the homes of the nation’s first families, only to be regarded in the years to come as the most notorious radical in its history.

			
			Lafayette was the revolutionary past, but she was the revolutionary future; the press would call her “the female Tom Paine.” No one worshipped the founders more than she did, and for that very reason she refused to regard their accomplishment as mere symbolism, their rhetoric as empty, or their project complete. In 1824, she was the hushed-up younger woman behind the man who was bringing the country they both idolized to its feet. But within five years, her name would be denounced from pulpits and splashed across the front pages of newspapers, shorthand for a festering fusion of interracial sex, Free Love, gender-bending, and atheism that threatened to bring down the Republic: “that she-demon and unprincipled profligate, FANNY WRIGHT.”3

			

			 

			

			FRANCES WRIGHT WAS an orphaned Scottish aristocrat who had been raised, along with her younger sister, Camilla, by a string of relatives in England. She spent most of her youth with an aunt who lived in a twenty-room mansion in a tiny town called Dawlish, on the southern seacoast of Devonshire. When she was seventeen, Wright happened upon a history of the American Revolution in the library of a family member’s estate, later recalling how strange it had been to find a “subject so politically heterodox” in that patrician context. Opening the book had awoken her to “a new existence” in an instant. “From that moment my attention became riveted on this country,” she would later write, “as on the theater where man might first awake to the full knowledge and the full exercise of his powers.” Restless and bored with the limited round of activities available to a genteel young lady under the watch of a persnickety aunt, she began to dream of the United States as a nearly magical new world “consecrated to liberty,” where traditional constraints and distinctions had been abandoned, and vowed to see it in person one day.4
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			Wright went off to live with one of her father’s relatives, James Mylne, a professor of moral philosophy at the University of Glasgow, a hotbed of the Scottish Enlightenment; her uncle held the faculty position that had once been occupied by Adam Smith. In this environment, Wright imbibed a devotion to reason and empiricism, a suspicion of received wisdom, traditions, and religious authority that would animate her activist career. Women would not be admitted as students at Glasgow until 1883, so Wright’s free access to the university library enabled an education that would remain unavailable to other women for generations. She wrote poetry, a philosophical treatise, later a play.

			Realizing her dream at the age of twenty-three, she sailed for the United States with her sister. In 1821, she published a book of her observations, Views of Society and Manners in America. It brimmed with praise for the young country, which seemed to live up to her idealized view of its prospects, except for a particularly glaring contradiction of the founding principles she held so dear: “The sight of slavery is revolting every where, but to inhale the impure breath of its pestilence in the free winds of America is odious beyond all that the imagination can conceive.” Because she saw “so many seeds of excellence, so bright a dawning of national glory, so fair a promise,” she regarded American slavery with “regret, impatience, and anxiety.”5

			
			Wright’s book was widely read and quite popular with what was left of the Enlightenment elite. Corresponding with Jeremy Bentham, who had praised the work, she called the United States “our Utopia.” But she was especially exhilarated by an approving note from the Marquis de Lafayette—one of the heroes from the book that had inspired her trip, a Revolutionary legend who would soon change the course of her life. On a visit to France, she set out to meet him on her own and eventually came to live in his house. Perhaps, as Wright claimed, they talked about America until the wee hours of the morning. But rumors soon flew that they were lovers, and it is likely enough that they were: everything about Wright’s life indicates that she cared not at all for the rules of sexual propriety, and the French writer Stendhal later described Lafayette at this stage of his life as “solely occupied, in spite of his age, in fumbling at pretty girls’ plackets, not occasionally but constantly, and not much caring who saw.”6

			Wright had countless friendships with men as an intellectual equal, not a love interest or a sex object, so it is possible that friendship and philosophical connection truly were the limit of her relationship with Lafayette. But her letters to him were full of romantic pining: “I am only half alive when away from you” or simply “I love you very, very, much.” His letters told her she was “beloved” and “cherished” and that he could not wait to hold her in his arms again. Wright proposed that he either marry her or formally adopt her and her sister in order to legitimate their extremely close relationship in the face of the rumors. He did neither. The couple was determined, though, that she would return to the United States as the personal guest of the “nation’s guest.” Lafayette’s family would not hear of them making the voyage together, however, and ultimately Wright agreed to follow a couple of weeks behind. She would rejoin him in New York to begin a tour of her cherished America on the arm of its French hero.7

			But only a month after she arrived, she wrote, “My heart is sick.” Her awareness of “the breadth of distance between American principles and American practice” was finally shaking her faith in the nation’s perfection. Her book had already revealed her awareness of the glaring problem of slavery in the land of the free, but now she was no longer willing to countenance this paradox with which all admirers of America must grapple. Her creeping feeling of disappointment began to compromise her enjoyment of all the pomp and celebration for Lafayette. She was both morally and politically offended by the hypocrisy of a nation that was in love with its revolution but had failed to do anything to end slavery half a century later. “The enthusiasm, triumphs and rejoices exhibited here before the countenance of the great and good Lafayette have no longer charms for me,” she wrote. “They who so sin against the liberty of their country, against those great principles for which their honored guest poured on their soil his treasure and his blood, are not worthy to rejoice in his presence. My soul sickens in the midst of gaiety, and turns almost with disgust from the fairest faces or the most amiable discourse.”8

			
			It must have been with some trepidation, then, that she approached one of the tour’s highlights: a visit to Monticello, the plantation where Thomas Jefferson, icon of Revolutionary Enlightenment thought, enslaved well over a hundred people. Wright missed Lafayette’s emotional reunion with the elderly founder, who walked out bareheaded over his vast lawn overlooking the Blue Ridge Mountains, clenching his friend in a long and tearful embrace. Keeping up the charade of respectability, she and Camilla showed up a day or two later. She didn’t make the best impression, at least with the women in Jefferson’s household, who plainly disliked her unconventional ways and were unsparing in their evaluation of her as a “bluestocking” who was not interested in conversing with ladies and who proudly displayed “masculine proclivities.” They were not charmed by Lafayette’s anecdotes of occasions on their travels in which she would “harangue the men in the public room of a hotel and the like.” Jane Cary, a Jefferson cousin, offered this caustic account of Wright’s appearance: “In person she was masculine, measuring at least 5 feet 11 inches, and wearing her hair a la Niñon in close curls,” that is, cut short in the style of a French courtesan. She described Wright’s complexion as “thoroughly English,” which she seems to have intended as a bitter insult, and charged that “she always seemed to wear the wrong attire.”9

			
			Wright never cared about clothes or any of the other social niceties that might have made her acceptable to the elite American women among whom she circulated at this time. She was no doubt more concerned with the strange and poignant American outrage on garish display at Monticello. Lafayette’s personal secretary, Auguste Levasseur, wrote an account of their tour that offers us the best sense of what Jefferson’s home looked like to these European visitors. When one enters Virginia, he reflected, “the soul feels suddenly chilled and the imagination alarmed, in learning that at many points of this vast republic the horrible principle of slavery still reigns with all its sad and monstrous consequences; we demand with astonishment the source of this contradiction between such sublime theories, and a practice so shameful to humanity!” His horror and disbelief plainly shine through his attempt to write cheerfully and respectfully about Jefferson. He observed that the people enslaved at Monticello appeared to be healthy, and he conversed with many who assured him that they were never treated badly and were “nearly certain of not being torn from their homes to be sent elsewhere, during Mr. Jefferson’s life.”10 Faint praise indeed.

			For Wright as well, seeing firsthand that this titan of the American founding held so many people in bondage was troubling and disillusioning. She talked to Jefferson about slavery while she was his guest, as did Lafayette, who openly opposed the institution, maintaining that he had contributed to the Revolutionary War because he believed it was fought in the name of freedom for all humanity. Jefferson himself had long acknowledged that slavery was immoral and likely to bring down divine retribution. In his Notes on the State of Virginia, he wrote, “I tremble for my country when I reflect that God is just; that his justice cannot sleep forever: that considering numbers, nature and natural means only, a revolution of the wheel of fortune, an exchange of situation is among possible events.” He hoped that the American Revolution would prepare the way “for a total emancipation” to head off a disastrous race war, so that slaves might be freed “with the consent of the masters, rather than by their extirpation.”

			
			But in the same work, he opined that black people were biologically inferior to whites and claimed that this natural inequality made the end of slavery unrealizable, unless the millions of black people currently in bondage could be removed from the population. “Nothing is more certainly written in the book of fate than that these people are to be free,” he wrote. “Nor is it less certain that the two races, equally free, cannot live in the same government. Nature, habit, opinion has drawn indelible lines of distinction between them.” The solution, for Jefferson and countless others, was to round up all people of African descent for deportation once they were freed. Like all proponents of what came to be called colonization, he believed that it was the only way to avoid much worse outcomes: an uprising that would dwarf the Haitian Revolution, in which slaves had taken up arms and overthrown their enslavers, or (perhaps even more horrifying) the further sexual intermixing of black and white populations.11

			Indeed, in her time with Jefferson, Wright gathered that the prejudice against interracial sex was the ultimate consideration making it impossible for white Americans to end slavery. From Virginia, she wrote to a friend in London that this taboo “is so deeply rooted in the American mind that emancipation without expatriation…seems impossible.” One can only imagine how she squared this idea with the conspicuous presence of enslaved people at Monticello with light skin, red hair, and freckles, much resembling Jefferson himself.

			Wright was not alarmed by the idea of sex across the color line and noted that the “amalgamation” of the races Americans so feared was already “taking place slowly but surely under the present system…in the most degrading and dangerous way possible.” But she was hopeful that the panic over interracial sex might motivate white Americans to do something about slavery. “The apprehension of this amalgamation,” she wrote, might operate as a “powerful incentive toward active measures.” It was an insight that emerged not only from her time with Jefferson but also from a recent brush with the Haitian emigration movement under way in free black communities across the North. On her whirlwind tour of the country in the previous two months, as she became increasingly sickened by the sight of slavery in the land of the free, she learned of a proposal from the Haitian president, Jean-Pierre Boyer, to help black Americans settle in Haiti. She sent word to Jonathas Granville, a Haitian military officer sent to the United States to recruit emigrants, that she wanted to meet with him in Philadelphia when she passed through with Lafayette.12

			
			The general met with the aristocratic Haitian in his own quarters and made a point of personally escorting him through the packed front rooms of the boardinghouse, a small protest against American racial prejudice. Wright met Granville at the more private family home where he was staying, but the scandalous news that she had socialized with a man of color spread anyway, leading Martha Washington’s granddaughter to freeze her out on the next leg of their visit, blocking her from accompanying Lafayette to the family plantation at Mount Vernon. By the time she left Monticello, Wright had discussed in rapid succession the prospects of elective black emigration with a Haitian gentleman and forced colonization with an American founder, and, in between, had caught a tiny whiff of the panic and disdain that mere conversation between a white woman and a black man could incite. She filed these observations away, but not for long.

			

			 

			

			GRANVILLE HAD BEEN in Philadelphia a number of times that summer before he met Wright, working with the leaders of one of the most robust and politically active free black communities in the country, one that had been debating for many years the question of whether people of African descent should insist on a future in the United States or look elsewhere. Back in January 1817, word reached them that a powerful group of white men, including the incoming president and the Speaker of the House, members of the clergy, and a number of white philanthropists claiming to have their best interests at heart, had met in the nation’s capital the previous month to form the American Colonization Society. These men were committed to a large-scale plan that would pluck free people of color out of their hard-won American lives and deport them to West Africa. Alarm spread through Philadelphia’s black neighborhoods. They would be dragged from their homes, they whispered, and shipped across the globe to die of disease in a country most had never seen.

			
			Around the time that the first snow of the year fell, more than three thousand free people of color crammed into the sanctuary of Mother Bethel in Philadelphia, the first African Methodist Episcopal church, to learn about the ACS and register their dissent. Founded by Richard Allen, a community leader and organizer, the church was one of the flourishing institutions made by and for the free people of Philadelphia in the previous decades. This particular meeting might have been the first of its kind and scale in history. Despite their considerable worry and agitation, the crowd waited in breathless quiet, sitting stock still through introductory remarks by James Forten, the finely dressed black gentleman who presided. Forten owned his own business—plus a three-story brick town house two blocks away and investment properties around the city—employing both black and white tradesmen in his sail-making loft. Despite his great wealth, he shared with the crowd of poor laborers the vexed position of free black people at this time: they were not enslaved, as hundreds were in Philadelphia in 1817, not to mention the millions beyond, but despite their nominal freedom they were despised, worse than shunned, subject to capricious violence and structural discrimination every day.

			Forten, Allen, and other leaders in Philadelphia had been working for a time with Paul Cuffee, another wealthy black gentleman in the seafaring business. Cuffee lived in Massachusetts but hoped to settle African Americans in the new British colony of Sierra Leone in West Africa, where, he believed, they would have brighter prospects than in the United States. Although Forten had no interest in leaving the country himself, he well understood why others might, given the conditions they all faced. He helped promote Cuffee’s project, recruiting four black Philadelphians to emigrate at the end of 1815.

			
			Although some free African Americans liked the idea of a home abroad, where they and their children might enjoy the rights and opportunities denied to them in the United States, the idea took on a different valence when white men picked it up and ran with it. Among them was Robert Finley, a minister and educator concerned that “if the people of color remain among us, the effect of their presence will be unfavorable to our industry and morals,” who wrote to Cuffee to ask about his experience settling black emigrants in West Africa. Cuffee responded that Sierra Leone was not big enough for the mass exodus that Finley had in mind and instead floated the idea of establishing one colony in West Africa and another all-black colony within the United States. But the prospect of any black population remaining in proximity to white Americans did not appeal to Finley. Although he acknowledged that “to colonize them in Africa would be a much more arduous undertaking” than the far less expensive idea of dedicating a place for them in “our own wild lands,” he feared that if free black people controlled a nearby colony, their resentment might make them formidable military enemies. Moreover, their presence would render America’s “slaves uneasy in their masters’ service” and give them a safe destination for escape. Removing them to a distant shore would create a more sharply bifurcated America: white citizens and black slaves. This was, of course, exactly Finley’s aim. In December 1816, he and other prominent white citizens founded the American Colonization Society, an organization backed by both state and federal government funding that would aim “to rid our country of a useless and pernicious, if not dangerous portion of its population,” as its first president explained.13

			The founding of the ACS by pro-slavery whites had the unintended consequence of mobilizing organized resistance from the very community that it sought to eliminate. That January day in 1817, when Forten asked the thousands assembled in Mother Bethel if they were interested in returning to the continent of their ancestors, beginning a new country of their own making, “you might have heard a pin drop, so profound was the silence.” Reframing the question, he asked again for the crowd to speak for or against the idea of emigration—did they wish to seek a new life, leaving America behind? In response, “one long, loud, aye, TREMENDOUS NO, from this vast audience, seemed as if it would bring down the walls of the building. Never did there appear a more unanimous opinion. Every heart seemed to feel that it was a life and death question.” In a single voice of dissent, they shouted their determination not to be exiled, to claim their place as Americans, despite overwhelming opposition.14
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					Mother Bethel AME Church in Philadelphia, 1829.

				
			
			Forten and a colleague wrote up a series of resolutions to represent the community’s protest: “WHEREAS our ancestors (not of choice) were the first successful cultivators of America, we…feel ourselves entitled to participate in the blessings of her luxuriant soil, which their blood and sweat manured.” They viewed “with deep abhorrence the unmerited stigma attempted to be cast upon the reputation of the free People of Colour” by those who wanted them deported. Moreover, they affirmed their unity with enslaved people, refusing to leave millions behind in captivity: “We never will separate ourselves voluntarily from the slave population of this country; they are our brethren by the ties of consanguinity, of suffering, and of wrongs.” It was a sweeping statement of black solidarity, free and enslaved, and a categorical rejection of any plan to sever their connection to the United States. Free black communities across the North joined the Philadelphians in denouncing the ACS as a racist scheme and refusing to relinquish their claim to American citizenship. As Allen affirmed, the “land which we have watered with our tears and our blood, is now our mother country.”15

			
			James Forten had demonstrated by any measure his belonging and allegiance to the young country. Born free to a father who was also born free, his was the fourth generation of his family to live in Philadelphia; his great-grandfather had arrived around the same time as William Penn, the colony’s founder. As a nine-year-old boy, Forten squeezed through the crowd gathered outside the Pennsylvania State House as its two-thousand-pound bell—not yet called the Liberty Bell, and not yet cracked—called citizens to hear the first public reading of the Declaration of Independence. A man with powdered hair stood on a platform and read from a sheet of parchment, proclaiming it to be “self-evident” that “all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness.” These high-flown phrases must have revolved in the young Forten’s mind with thrilling but uncertain import.
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			Given his dubious position in the project of this new nation, Forten approached it with an almost unaccountable sense of hope and duty. As the war raged on, he begged his mother to let him volunteer and shipped out in 1781, before he was fifteen years old. His first tour saw a bloody battle with a Royal Navy vessel, resulting in many casualties on both sides. But he survived, returning to port in time to watch George Washington’s army parade through Philadelphia, marching south where they would combine with the forces under the Marquis de Lafayette to fight the British at Yorktown. The tall general who would become the country’s first president likely commanded the attention of most of the crowd, but Forten’s eyes were glued to the “several Companies of Coloured People” from New England who marched into battle with him, rows of black American revolutionaries, “as brave Men as ever fought.”16

			Weeks later, Forten embarked on his second voyage, and just as the troops under Washington and Lafayette were securing the surrender of Cornwallis, his ship was captured by a British warship and he was taken captive—a disastrous occurrence, because black prisoners were usually shipped to the Caribbean and sold into slavery. But the captain had a twelve-year-old son on board and pressed the young Forten into service as a playmate and babysitter. Indeed, as he got to know him, he proposed that Forten accompany his son back to England, offering him a new start as the friend of a rich landowner. But Forten would not cast his lot with the enemy of the United States, replying, “I have been taken prisoner for the liberties of my country, and never will prove a traitor to her interest.” Stymied but perhaps a little impressed, the captain wrote a note to the head of the prison ship, recommending that Forten be exchanged for a British POW and returned safely home.17

			The Philadelphia to which he returned was the new nation’s capital and also the capital of free black America, home to organizations for mutual support and elevation founded by and for the nation’s largest free black population. Though these projects faced significant government and social opposition (as they did in other northern cities), Philadelphia offered a uniquely favorable context for African American institution building, in part because of its Quaker roots. The city was home to a school for black children, founded by Quakers, as well as the first American abolitionist society, which had been supported by a number of the country’s founders, including Thomas Paine, Benjamin Franklin, and Benjamin Rush. The Pennsylvania Assembly passed the earliest American law abolishing slavery in 1780. Grateful for their own deliverance from the “tyranny of Great Britain,” the assemblymen declared, “we conceive that it is our duty, and we rejoice that it is in our Power, to extend a Portion of that freedom to others, which hath been extended to us.”18

			
			But the statute, while groundbreaking, did not actually free anyone. Aiming to phase out the institution very gradually, it provided for children born to enslaved people to be freed when they reached the age of twenty-eight. Some Pennsylvanians remained enslaved until the 1840s. In the meantime, members of the free black community exerted what pressure they could, asking Congress, still meeting in Philadelphia at that time, to end the slave trade. But Congress declined even to consider their petitions, rightly perceiving that affirming black Americans’ rights as citizens under the Constitution would be the first step toward a national activist movement and eventually black representation in the government. One member asked his philanthropically inclined colleagues if they wished “to see those people sitting by their sides, deliberating in the councils of the nation.” Another declared, “It would teach them the art of assembling together, debating, and the like, and would soon, if encouraged, extend from one end of the Union to the other.”19

			Failing to make inroads at the national level, Philadelphia’s free black leadership also approached the state legislature to propose that the city’s black residents be taxed to generate the money to free Pennsylvania’s remaining slaves. Although this proposal appealed to the house, it was killed in the state senate. It is particularly striking that free African Americans were willing to assume a financial burden to free enslaved people—even against the advice of the city’s white abolitionist society—considering that on the whole they were poor, severely disadvantaged by their limited educational and employment opportunities. Forten was an exception, but he knew that even his astonishingly rare position as a wealthy black man did not protect him, or his wife and children, from being kidnapped and sold into slavery on any given day.

			
			Indeed, even as the number of free black Americans grew, their situation was getting worse. After the revolution, other northern states passed gradual abolition statutes, and some scattered white individuals manumitted the people they enslaved, unable to keep up the hypocrisy of holding black men and women as property after waging war in the name of freedom. Moreover, as many as 100,000 enslaved people had self-emancipated during the war period, escaping from large plantations, modest family farms, and urban homes in a time of upheaval. There had been around 1,000 free black people in Philadelphia at the end of the Revolutionary War; in 1810, there were nearly 10,000. White Americans already hated and feared free blacks, and now their numbers seemed to be swelling at an alarming rate, destabilizing the institution of slavery and threatening the ideal of an all-white America.20

			There were already a number of state and federal laws aimed at managing the perceived threat of racial “mixing” and ensuring the permanent subordination of free people of color, including antimiscegenation statutes and other formal indications that white citizens intended to keep this population permanently separate and subordinate. The fugitive slave law, which first appeared as a clause in the Constitution but was strengthened in 1793, stipulated that enslaved people who escaped to a free state must be returned to their lawful owners. This made free black people easy prey for kidnappers, who could abduct them under the auspices of this law and then sell them into slavery for a tidy profit, regardless of their previous status. In 1813, Pennsylvania passed a new set of laws cracking down even further. One bill required all free black people, including children, to officially register themselves with the local government. Police could demand to see proof of this registration at any time and, if they were unsatisfied, a free person could end up in jail or on the auction block.

			
			Forten published an outraged response to this bill, opening with a sentiment by then familiar to all Americans but that he had been among the first to hear: “We hold this truth to be self-evident, that God created all men equal.” Unlike the founders, he left no ambiguity about how this last phrase should be interpreted: “This idea embraces the Indian and the European, the Savage and the Saint, the Peruvian and the Laplander, the white Man and the African.” Because all men have the natural rights described in the Declaration and, he added, many free black men own property on which they pay taxes, they claim their rights as citizens under the Constitution. Underscoring the injustice of their position, he noted that many of them shed blood in the revolution but could not now venture outdoors on the Fourth of July without becoming the target of gang violence from drunken white men.21

			Four years later, when the founding of the ACS again threatened the status of black Americans, Forten was resolute, despite his earlier support of Cuffee’s black-led emigration plan: black people in the United States were indeed Americans and must be given the full rights and equality of citizens. The opposition of free black communities did not, however, encourage the organization to change course. After a delay due to freezing temperatures that locked the ship into the North River, the ACS’s maiden voyage launched from New York City in February 1820 with three white agents and eighty-eight black emigrants, a group mainly from New York and Pennsylvania that included farmers, carpenters, a nurse, and dozens of children. The ship was christened the Elizabeth, but the organization referred to it as the black Mayflower in honor of the two hundredth anniversary of the landing at Plymouth Rock, hoping to position these emigrants as new Pilgrims, the seed of a future black republic. But within three weeks of their arrival, all three whites and twenty-two of the black settlers were dead. Between food scarcity, attacks from the people who already lived there, and a malaria outbreak, conditions were hard. Although the ACS continued to send settlers to the colony of Liberia, founded with the support of the slave-owning president James Monroe, it seemed to many that the plan was turning out to be an exorbitantly expensive failure.22

			
			Although most free black communities opposed the ACS and its projects, the possibility of a black nation still appealed to many, and in the 1820s a black-led emigration movement coalesced around a destination much closer to home. The postcolonial republic of Haiti had long been a source of inspiration for black Americans and terror for whites. Its revolution in the 1790s against France proved not only the organizational and military wherewithal of black people but their commitment to the Enlightenment political ideals that had also inspired the American founding. Beginning around 1818, African Americans became interested in moving to Haiti to enjoy freedom and equal rights under a government of black men. The Haitian president, Jean-Pierre Boyer, saw an opportunity: new settlers would bring economic growth, as well as the possibility of diplomatic recognition from the United States, which was eager to off-load its black population. He offered to subsidize the travel of African American emigrants, to meet them personally at the dock, and to provide them with land, provisions, and immediate citizenship rights. He corresponded with Forten and Allen, both of whom embraced the plan and helped promote it. The editor and activist Benjamin Lundy, the most prominent white abolitionist of the time, also backed the Haitian emigration movement, printing a series of supportive articles in his newspaper, the Genius of Universal Emancipation, and traveling to Haiti at least twice himself with emigrating free people, sending firsthand accounts of life there back to Philadelphia.23

			In 1824, Boyer mounted a major publicity push with the help of his American colleagues. That summer, he sent Granville to the United States to drum up interest among potential emigrants. Finding the racism of the United States deeply offensive as he traveled from city to city, Granville earnestly appealed to free African Americans across the North with stories of the better life that awaited them in Haiti. He met repeatedly with Forten and Allen in Philadelphia, holding one particularly large meeting at Mother Bethel in July, during which fifty members of the congregation signed up to emigrate. But he was soon summoned back to the city, not by James Forten, but by another Revolutionary veteran, the one with superstar status touring the country as the nation’s honored guest: the aged Marquis de Lafayette, accompanied by his strange young mistress, on their way to Monticello.

			
 

			

			THE WRIGHT SISTERS stayed on in Virginia after Lafayette departed, taking in some local sights with their host, including Harpers Ferry, where the Shenandoah River meets the Potomac amid forested rolling foothills. Jefferson likely pointed out the national armory that had been built there during his presidency, one of two sites in the young nation where the government manufactured and stockpiled weapons. Decades later, it would play a pivotal role in American history and the fight against slavery that neither Jefferson nor Wright could have imagined nor would live to see.

			Rejoining Lafayette in Washington, D.C., the sisters accompanied him that winter through rounds of celebration by the capital city’s elite as the previous year’s controversial and still unresolved presidential election continued to unfold. Andrew Jackson had received more popular votes and more electoral votes than his rival, John Quincy Adams, but neither had the number of electoral votes required to declare a victory, so the decision went to the House of Representatives. Wright went to the Capitol to witness the vote on February 9. Henry Clay, the Speaker of the House, handed the presidency to Adams, who had been the loser by any measure, and was promptly appointed his secretary of state. This deal would go down in history as a “corrupt bargain,” and historians date the end of “the Era of Good Feelings” in American politics to this day. From the visitors’ gallery, Wright had a front-row seat at this circus, which she felt turned the presidency, “that office, the noblest that exists upon the globe,” into a trifling and crooked game. America’s grand institutions were quickly losing their utopian sheen.24

			Fatefully, another event in the very same room later that month sparked Wright’s imagination with renewed hope for the republic she had once loved. Kept in D.C. by a bad cold, she happened to be in town when Robert Owen delivered his lectures in the Hall of Representatives. Although he would soon be known as the leader of the first national socialist movement in the United States, he was welcomed by American leaders as a successful capitalist who had improved workers’ lives in his cotton mill in addition to extracting their labor, providing them with education, childcare, and high-quality affordable goods in the company store, all while turning a tidy profit for himself. To the sitting president, the president-elect, and members of Congress and the cabinet, Owen proposed to help Americans realize “a much more perfect system of equality and liberty” than the War for Independence had achieved. “By a hard struggle you have attained political liberty,” he explained, and yet Americans remain in a state of “mental bondage.” Like Wright, he deplored the inequality still to be found in the country, declaring that capitalism gives “surplus of wealth and power to the few” and inflicts “poverty and subjection on the many.”

			
			His plan to end inequality through communal living rested on a theory of social determinism he had previously outlined in his book A New View of Society, published in 1813. In it, he wrote that man is the passive product of his environment, “formed to be irresistibly controlled by external circumstances.” Inequality was the result of faults in society, not natural and unavoidable in human nature. Thus, to create true equality, every citizen would need to be shaped by the same environment, receiving an identical, communal education and upbringing. Owen believed that if the influences all around them were properly calibrated, children could be “formed” to have “any human character.” In designing a new system to supplant the private family, he believed he could design a new people.

			In the United States, Owen’s philosophy morphed into a vision for the country and the world that struck an unmistakably utopian chord: “Old things shall pass away, and all shall become new, and beautiful, and delightful.” Over the course of two lectures, he described to this assembled government body a socialist commune situated on “1,000 or 2,000 acres of land,” a magnificent square palace enclosing schools for students from infancy through the university level, facilities for cooking and eating, a brewery, laundry, laboratories, and chapels, as well as rooms for lectures, committee meetings, concerts, and dancing. As a parting gift, he left a scale model of this gorgeous American community of the future, and it was displayed for a time in John Quincy Adams’s White House.25

			
			Wright was deeply stirred by Owen’s radical call for a second revolution that would address inequality and invent a new society, just as Lafayette and his brothers-in-arms had done fifty years earlier. Owen’s plan offered a solution to one manifestation of the contradiction and corruption that had troubled her for the past six months. She shared his Enlightenment belief in the perfectibility of all people, in education rather than inborn traits and inherited status. Moreover, she must have longed for a plan that would uproot private as well as public life, freeing women from their circumscribed sphere. As for Owen’s “science of circumstances,” she already believed that gender, race, and other aspects of identity were the product of culture, not nature. She had written to Lafayette three years earlier, “Trust me…the mind has no sex but what habit and education give it, and I who was thrown in infancy upon the world like a wreck upon the waters have learned, as well to struggle with the elements as any male child of Adam.”26

			She determined to visit the property Owen had recently purchased in Indiana and intended as the site of his utopian community, breaking off from Lafayette’s grand tour. At the side of a founding hero, she had seen how short the United States had fallen of its full potential, hampered even by the very people who had put it into motion. Now she turned from the nation’s mythic past toward an unprecedented future, a new horizon for the unfinished American Revolution.

			When Owen and his followers arrived in Indiana in 1825, they walked into a ready-made utopia on the banks of the Wabash River set up by the Rappites, German peasants who had fled persecution in their homeland for following a Christian splinter sect with a charismatic leader. Their lives were simple and celibate, united in their devotion to Jesus Christ and George Rapp. The beautiful and prosperous town they called Harmony was nestled in the midst of over two thousand acres of fertile land they had fenced and cultivated with orchards, vineyards, and vast vegetable gardens. They built manufacturing facilities for everything they needed to live independently on the rural frontier, to brew beer and distill whiskey, to spin fabric and dye it, to make soap, candles and glue, boots and shoes. They had massive granaries to store wheat and a gristmill to grind it into flour. There were rows of neat log cabins and several two-story homes, as well as five or six large community buildings housing sixty to eighty people each and two magnificent churches. In this prosperous, well-ordered town, they lived much more comfortably and abundantly than other settlers in the surrounding area. Owen bought them out for $135,000, and the Rappites moved on to build a new commune in Pennsylvania.

			
			Wright arrived just before the Rappites’ departure and was amazed at the wealth they had generated through hard work carried out in cheerful, organized equality, with all their worldly goods held in common. In fact, it gave her an idea. Owen specifically excluded people of color from his community, unless they were brought along as servants by white people joining him “to promote the happiness of the world.” But Wright conceived of another project that would combine Owenite socialism with the Rappite system of united labor to prepare enslaved people for freedom and resettle them outside the United States. Like Forten and other free black activists, Wright opposed the ACS because it did not take direct aim at the institution of slavery. But having seen how deeply prejudice was ingrained even in the North, she doubted there was anywhere in the United States where black people could enjoy their full rights as Americans. Remembering what Jefferson had told her about white
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