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			“Great writers always lead you to see an issue in an entirely new light, and Daniel Greenfield is a great writer. His eye-opening analysis in Domestic Enemies, that America has several times in its history faced challenges from the Left that were startlingly similar to what we face, is as convincing as it is audacious and innovative. Domestic Enemies is a marvelously original and enlightening look at American history, with a host of insights for our own age.”

			–Robert Spencer, author of The Sumter Gambit and Rating America’s Presidents

			“In a superb analysis of the early American Left, Daniel Greenfield offers overwhelming evidence how the Left from the founding of the American republic opposed its emphasis on personal liberty and constitutional government. Our present struggle against wokism, globalism, utopianism, socialism, media bias, election rigging, racial essentialism, and the weaponization of government is hardly new. Greenfield shows how and why they were essential to the America Left and the Democratic Party from the very beginning.

			“A concise and lucid account of the little-known, but extremely important history of today’s American Left—and why it was and is so dangerous.”

			–Victor Davis Hanson, The Hoover institution, Author of The Dying Citizen

			“Daniel Greenfield’s new book Domestic Enemies: The Founding Fathers’ Fight Against the Left, is an important and fascinating, fine-grained analysis of radical leftist influence and subversion in the United States since its beginning to the Civil War. With lively, clear writing, copious historical evidence new to most readers, and entertaining storytelling, Daniel Greenfield’s history of the left in America is a must-read, instructive revelation of how our oldest enemy has assaulted our country, and how to fight today’s attempts to transform it.”

			–Bruce S. Thornton, Research Fellow at Stanford’s Hoover Institution and Shillman Journalism Fellow at the David Horowitz Freedom Center
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			To my mother, my wife, and my daughter.

			 

			The three women who make me believe in the past, the present, and the future.

		

	
		
			Preface

			America’s Longest War

			In 2020, history repeated itself. The Left exploited a pandemic and set off race riots to steal a presidential election. But these weren’t new strategies; they are as old as this country.

			The Left has been plotting against America for more than two centuries. And today’s radicals use the same tactics that their ancestors employed against the Founding Fathers.

			Pandemics, stolen elections, race riots, fake news, globalism, terrorism, class warfare, inflationary spending, school indoctrination, and socialism aren’t new problems.

			A disease outbreak that depopulated entire cities allowed a traitor to rig the 1800 presidential election with a flood of new voters.

			Socialists seized power in Rhode Island and blocked the adoption of the Constitution.

			Globalists and radicals used fake news to try to bring down President George Washington.

			There were socialists in Congress 150 years before Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez.

			The Communist “communes” of the 1820s abolished marriage and private property.

			Democrats set off massive race riots during the Civil War to bring down President Lincoln.

			Domestic Enemies reveals the secret history of the Left’s long war against America in a grand tour of the conspiracies, street fights, secret societies, debates, smear campaigns, naval engagements on the high seas, and urban firefights that shaped our nation’s history.

			This is not just history. It’s our story today.

			Domestic Enemies shows how we arrived here and reveals how the great men and women of our nation’s history took on the same challenges we face now, and how America prevailed against the Left.

			This is their story. And that means it’s not just the story of our past, but also of our future.

			If we learn from the past, we can defeat the Left again.

			The Left isn’t a new threat. For more than two centuries, America has confronted the radicals. We haven’t always won, but throughout all the political battles and street fights, we survived.

			That’s why America is still standing.

			We fought these battles before. We will fight them again. And we can win.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			Horses, Revolutions, and the Left

			To the Romans, the right hand was dexter and the left, sinister. In Ecclesiastes, King Solomon warned that, “A wise man’s understanding is at his right hand; but a fool’s understanding is at his left.” To the Jews, as to the Indians, the Arabs and many ancient peoples, the left side was the wrong way. And the wrong way was evil. Even when it wasn’t evil, it was still a poor idea.

			In English, the word left is derived from the old English lyft, meaning weak, foolish, and worthless. In French, the term for the left was gauche, a word also meaning awkward which is how gauche is still used in English.

			How then did the Left—the sinister, the lyft, and the gauche—conquer France and much of the world?

			The answer begins with horses and ends with a guillotine.

			A year after Americans had ratified the Constitution, another nation was embarking on its own grand experiment in a new form of government.

			In the fall of 1789, the men who would change France crowded into a Parisian riding academy. The prancing horses were replaced by politicians who implored, threatened, and railed at each other and at the audiences who gathered to listen to them debate the future of their nation.

			Radical mobs filled the galleries, whistling, hissing, and hurling abuse at the remaining conservatives who had yet to flee the city or the country. Even the most illiterate radical could easily spot them sitting where they had moved, as one conservative deputy described, “to the right of the president, in order to avoid the shouts, oaths, and indecencies that enjoyed free rein in the opposing camp.”1

			The Left had marked out its territory and driven out the moderates and the conservatives.

			The National Assembly chose a riding academy whose floors, some said, still stank faintly of horse manure, after passing up churches, theaters, and even the Sorbonne as their meeting place. The horseshoe shape of the hall became more than just an arena that students navigated with their steeds, it turned into the ultimate metaphor for American politics two centuries later.

			As Scottish philosopher Thomas Carlyle observed in his History of the Revolution in France, “There is a Right Side (Côté Droit), a Left Side (Côté Gauche); sitting on M. le President’s right hand, or on his left: the Côté Droit conservative; the Côté Gauche destructive.”2

			François Mignet, respected historian of the French Revolution, wrote: “The terminology thus invented has passed into the political language of every Continental parliament to-day. The Right of European legislatures is the conservative party, the Left the radical.”3

			Left and Right in the stuffy hall of a hijacked riding academy appeared accidental, but it was not. The conservatives had chosen the right-hand side, the one that appeared natural and proper to them, while their radical opponents had taken the “wrong” side as their ideological redoubt.

			French conservatives were discovering, as conservatives around the world soon would, that their radical opponents thrived on embracing what conventional society thought of as “wrongness.” By reversing the moral polarities of the culture, the radicals transformed the immoral into the moral, and turned a political weakness into a revolutionary strength. France’s radicals would go on to change not only the implicit moral order of the right-hand and left-hand sides, but language, religion, and even the calendar, while their opponents futilely urged a return to norms.

			And the world would soon see how passionate rhetoric mobilized for radical change could leave a nation unrecognizable. Change caught the imagination not only of French radicals, but of those in Europe and America. While some agonized over the bloodshed, others believed that a better world could only be achieved by ruthlessly forcing a complete break with the past.

			* * * * *

			The Right urged a return to a stable order while the Left promised that utopia was almost here. But not even the members of the Left were safe from its ruthless search for absolute purity.

			The devouring radicalism of the Left destroyed everything it touched. It was not a safe place where anyone could take shelter, but the leading edge of a wave drowning everyone who did not keep up with its politics of the moment. In the feverish heat of the French Revolution, the purges came so quickly that yesterday’s radicals became tomorrow’s reactionaries. Positions that were safely leftist, suddenly became too conservative and before he knew it, a former radical who had proven not radical enough was on the way to the guillotine.

			“As the revolution becomes radical, the Right disappears, and the Left of one assembly becomes the Right of the succeeding assembly,” Mignet explained, describing how each new political incarnation became more radical than the last. “The Left of the national assembly became the Right of the legislative assembly,” he wrote, and then “the Left of the legislative assembly became the Right of the convention.”

			Finally, he concluded, “the Left of the convention were those red terrorists known as the Mountain party.”4 These “red terrorists,” including Robespierre, were the worst of the Jacobins and would cover France in blood as they purged not only conservatives, but fellow leftists.

			Each new phase of the French Revolution began with a purge of the old Left by a new Left. Many of the radicals sitting comfortably on the left of the riding academy would not be radical enough for the revolution. And their heads would roll at a stroke from Madame Guillotine.

			The American Revolution had been a passing phenomenon. The Constitution, ratified a year before the French invented the Left and the Right, put a final end to the revolution, bottling up its radicalism and potential instability into the conservative institutions of limited government.

			French and American radicals did not want revolutions to end. What they sought was a permanent state of revolution until the ideal society, a utopian order, had finally been achieved.

			George Washington, Benjamin Franklin, James Madison, and other Founding Fathers had offered one approach to the world with the U.S. Constitution.

			France offered the world another with the Left.

			More than two centuries later these two approaches, born a year apart, are still at war with each other.

			And Americans are still fighting those battles passed down to us by the men who once walked the streets of Philadelphia and Paris, arguing, laughing, shouting, and dreaming of freedom.

			Rise of the “Democrats”

			The Left was in America long before a group of Frenchmen met up in a former riding academy to argue over the ideal form of government. The riding academy’s horseshoe arrangement just gave it a name.

			And it was a name that felt simple and right.

			But before the concept of the Left spread from the floors of a riding academy to the world, moderate revolutionaries often called themselves Republicans, while the more extreme might refer to themselves as Democrats. Both of these names would go into forming the first political opposition party in the U.S., the Democratic-Republican Party, uniting moderates and radicals, until the time came when the Democrats shed the Republican part to emphasize their radicalism.

			The future name of the Democratic Party was forecast when agents and emissaries of the French Revolution helped to name and set up Democratic Societies inside America.

			Historian Charles Downer Hazen noted that, “The Democratic clubs…also played an important part in introducing French levelling principles in revolutionary vernacular. It was through them that the word ‘democrat’ was ushered into our politics.”5

			The origins of both Democrats and the Left lie in the radical upheavals of the French Revolution.

			There had been radicals in America all along, but the French Revolution showed them what was possible. And, like the Communists of Moscow, the Jacobins of Paris led a global leftist movement that trained, organized, and plotted to expand their revolution around the world.

			Including to America.

			American radicals believed that our revolution had fallen short of achieving true equality. They accused George Washington of having betrayed the cause of liberty and cheered the guillotine and its promise to bring down aristocrats, including Washington, and all men of wealth. They dreamed of the French Revolution coming to transform America into an egalitarian utopia.

			At the Democratic Society in Wythe County, Virginia, outraged radicals furious about the lack of American support for France drank toasts wishing that, “George Washington—may he be actuated by Republican principles and remember the spirit of the Constitution, or cease to preside over the United States,” and “The Guillotine—may it have an attractive virtue to draw despots to it.”6

			The French revolutionary principles that they longed for went beyond removing a king to eliminating all that stood in the way of full equality by enforcing what is today known as “equity.”

			And the only way forward was by eliminating all distinctions between people.

			In France, property was confiscated as the bankrupt revolutionary regime seized the lands of the church and the wealth of the émigrés who had fled the upheaval. Titles were abolished, with the French and their American radical imitators calling each other “citizen” and “citizeness.”

			Local dialects were purged to create a country where everyone spoke the same way. The Revolution’s obsession with conformity even extended to mandating that everyone wear red, white, and blue cockades. Religious differences were swept aside under the Cult of the Supreme Being. The Revolution even began its own calendar to further bury the past.

			This truly comprehensive revolution that would level all of society appealed to American radicals dreaming not only of a change of government, but of a new world order. Unsatisfied with a republic, they wanted to eliminate “aristocratic principles” and impose “democratic principles.”

			The Democratic Societies formed the backbone of what would become the country’s first true political party as part of a radical plan to bring the French Revolution to America.

			A toast at the Democratic Society of Philadelphia envisioned France’s revolutionary movement spreading until it will “have the whole earth for its area, and the arch of heaven for its dome.”7

			“Ten thousand People in the Streets of Philadelphia, day after day, threatened to drag Washington out of his House, and effect a Revolution in the Government, or compell it to declare War in favour of the French Revolution,” John Adams would later write to Thomas Jefferson.8

			Aaron Burr, the nation’s third vice president and the only one to be tried for treason, would later offer proposals “for throwing the United States into confusion, and separating the States under the influence and with the aid of France.”9

			“We are ready for a state of revolution and the guillotine of France,” David Bradford, a key figure in the Whiskey Rebellion and one of the leaders of the Mingo Creek Democratic Society in Pennsylvania, had declared.10

			George Washington became the only sitting president to command troops in the field when he rode out to confront the Whiskey Rebellion, which he described as “the first formidable fruit of the Democratic Societies” and one of “the most diabolical attempts to destroy the best fabric of human government.”11

			But the radicals believed that they had a better idea of government and in pursuit of that ideal, leftist newspapers berated Washington and even depicted him being sent to the guillotine.

			The Philadelphia Aurora, the leading Democratic and radical paper, responded to Washington’s retirement and his Farewell Address by celebrating that, “This man who is the source of all the misfortunes of our country is this day reduced to a level with his fellow citizens.”12

			Those words were likely written by James Reynolds, the radical author of America’s first utopian socialist novel, which envisioned a society where private property, money, and marriage were banned.

			In Equality; or A History of Lithconia, a vision that radical leftists like Reynolds wished to see implemented in America, “the lands are in common,” “labour is a duty required of every citizen,” and with “children being the property of the state,” no one worries over the parentage of any child.

			“Turn your eyes, my brethren, to France,” the Aurora urged. “She will afford you an example well deserving of your imitation—there you will see none but citizens, nothing but equality.”13

			The unfulfilled promise of total equality continued to burn in the hearts of American radicals.

			“We must have a revolution,” George Logan, the Democratic-Republican whose name would be given to the Logan Act after his private outreach to France, exclaimed. “That alone can save us: but would you believe it, our people do not want to hear talk of it. They are already corrupted. Ah! if I were now in France, if I might see all that goes on there, how I would rejoice.”

			“Madman, you do not know what you want; you have a large and comfortable house, fields which give you four times your need. You live under wise and free laws and pine after upheaval and blood. You are a fanatic, my friend, your brain is sick,” Julian Niemcewicz, the revolutionary Polish poet visiting America, recalled thinking. “You feel the need of being aroused and shaken up, even if it means the ruin of your house or of your country. But go to France, go to Europe, see what goes on there and you will return cured of your madness.”14

			After the French Revolution’s experiment in enforced egalitarianism fell apart, the radicals turned once more to America. The failures of violent European revolutions convinced many of them that they would be wiser to pursue gradual change in a more forgiving environment.

			The New World had always been the promised land for utopian enthusiasts seeking space and limited regulations for their social experiments. What they could not accomplish by force in Europe, they would endeavor to achieve through social experiments in America.

			Utopia in America

			In the 1620s, Thomas Morton created Merrymount, a utopian neopagan settlement in what is today a residential neighborhood in Massachusetts.

			“Morton became lord of misrule and maintained (as it were) a school of atheism,” Governor William Bradford of the Plymouth Colony wrote. “They also set up a maypole, drinking and dancing about it many days together, inviting the Indian women for their consorts.”15

			The Pilgrims, led by Myles Standish, broke up Merrymount’s festivities at gunpoint. Unhindered by the Bill of Rights, Morton was marooned on an island, “without gun, powder, or shot, or dog or so much as a knife to get anything to feed upon,” and then sent back to England.16 That was the end of one of the most outrageous utopian experiments in colonial times, but not the last.

			The new land with its virgin forests, untouched rivers, and endless vistas seemed ideally suited for the birth of a new mankind far from the confining civilizations of Europe. And the clash between Merrymount and Plymouth Colony would continue to echo again as both utopian radicals and socially conservative settlers built New England communities to live out their ideals.

			The Pilgrims had come to found a religious society. Others, however, came to reinvent religion, or abolish it entirely, along with most conventional morals and economics. The two sets of dissenters, the religious and the radicals, began a slow-burning civil war over what America was to be that continues to this day.

			Two centuries after Merrymount, the influential European radicals arriving to build new settlements had achieved an unprecedented degree of influence in the new nation.

			In 1825, Robert Owen, the Father of British Socialism, delivered an address to Congress. Two presidents, former President James Monroe and President John Quincy Adams, along with numerous congressmen and senators, listened as he laid out his vision.

			Owen told his audience that he came to “introduce into these States, and through them to the world at large, a new social system” that would provide “perfect” equality, resolve the “inequality of wealth,” eliminate the “trading system,” and replace it with socialism.17

			The high-profile event showed how deeply the radical utopian vision had penetrated America.

			The socialist leader advocated that “all individuals should be united and combined, in a social system as to give to each the greatest benefit from society.” While Karl Marx was still a child in Prussia, an echo of “from each according to his ability, to each according to his needs” resounded in Washington, DC.

			Owen created his commune, New Harmony in Indiana, where he called for a “mental revolution” that would eliminate “private or individual property,” and “absurd and irrational systems of religion.”18

			Like most communes, New Harmony and other Owenite outposts fell apart—but the dream did not.

			“The failure never for a moment weakened my faith in the value of Communism,” a former Owenite wrote.19 The inhabitants of these early nineteenth-century utopian communities called themselves “Communists.”

			Frances “Fanny” Wright, the daughter of a wealthy Scottish merchant, was in the audience for Owen’s speech to Congress. The charismatic radical, who befriended General Lafayette, and used the French hero’s name to gain access to an elderly Thomas Jefferson and to Andrew Jackson, created her own Nashoba commune in Tennessee populated by slaves.

			Nashoba abolished marriage, private property, and religion. In the commune, the “school, and the loving community” would serve as an “alternative to the home itself”20 while “all communication between the parents and children shall in future be prevented.”21

			The utopian commune fell apart when it was learned that the slaves were whipped and sexually exploited, but Wright would become a key figure in advocating a public education system.

			She proposed that every child beginning with “infants between two and four” be sent to a “juvenile institution” to live “under the protective care and guardianship of the state.” Parents would only be allowed to “visit the children at suitable hours, but, in no case, interfere with or interrupt the rules of the institution.”22 This system would be funded using property taxes.

			Alongside Owen’s son, Robert Dale Owen, a future Democratic congressman and a founder of the Smithsonian, Wright has been credited as a visionary force for universal public education.

			The utopian communes failed, but their founders saw them as testbeds for trying out their ideas on a small scale. The collapse of the communes did not persuade them that their ideas were impractical, rather they came away believing that they would have succeeded with more money, manpower, and discipline. Like Fanny Wright, their vision for the next phase of experiments was to carry them out with taxpayer funds, slave labor, and all the powers of the government.

			How the Radicals Became the Mainstream

			“A secret society was formed and the whole country was to be organized somewhat on the plan of the Carbonari of Italy, or as were the revolutionists through Europe,” Orestes Brownson, a former radical associate of Wright’s, alleged.

			Whether an American counterpart of the Carbonari—a radical secret society whose members were among the first modern terrorists—existed is unknown, but secret societies pervaded the Western world. The rise of these organizations offered European leftists recovering from the failure of their revolutions and American radicals bouncing back from the collapses of their utopian communes a way forward to pursue their goals while minimizing the political risks.

			Secret societies had played a fundamental role in the rise of the Democratic Party and the Left.

			The 1800 presidential election had been swung by the activities of Aaron Burr and New York’s Tammany Hall. Tammany—which had begun as a secret society with costumes, rites, and rituals—became the nation’s most successful leftist secret society, forming the power base of New York’s Democratic Party, extending its influence to other states and even selecting presidents—including Tammany Hall boss Martin Van Buren.

			The urban political machines built by Tammany continue to dominate American cities today. And it was not the only example of radicals using secret societies to enter mainstream politics.

			Radicalism and utopian experiments were popular among elites but frowned upon by the general public. Wealthy leftists, social experimenters, and labor radicals joined secret societies that operated in the shadows without having to fear the political consequences of being exposed.

			President Martin Van Buren blamed his election defeat on Orestes Brownson, one of his political appointees—later known as “America’s Karl Marx”—whose pamphlet predicting a war of “the poor against the rich” was used as evidence that Democrats embraced “the worst doctrines of the French Jacobins.”

			Secret societies avoided such problems by keeping their radicalism hidden behind rituals.

			By the 1850s, the Brotherhood of the Union was conducting its secret rites and symbolic blood-drinking in darkened rooms while envisioning a second revolution to seize power and pursue “nothing but Socialism—pure Socialism.”23

			The Brotherhood faded away, but it led to another secret society: the Knights of Labor.

			The Knights with their secret oaths, handshakes, and names concealed a program to “check” the “unjust accumulation” of “aggregated wealth” through a “graduated income tax,” a “national monetary system,” and a plan to nationalize “all telegraphs, telephones, and railroads.”24

			The powerful union doubling as a secret society then paved the way for the American Federation of Labor and Congress of Industrial Organizations (AFL-CIO).

			Secret societies like Tammany Hall and the Brotherhood of the Union played key roles in the evolution and emergence of the Democratic Party and labor unions. While they appeared to vanish when their time was done, they functioned as incubators, organizing, radicalizing, and imbuing their members with an ambitious vision before paving the way for a new generation of mainstream organizations that would go on to implement their radical visions.

			Cloaked in secrecy, leftists were able to develop hidden plans, enlist allies, and build organizations to transform the country without having to worry about public outrage. The radical secret societies might begin with dreams of violent revolution, but often discovered that they could be more effective taking over the country’s institutions from the inside.

			The natural conservatism of Americans made them much more reluctant to embrace radical solutions. But the emerging mainstream movements learned to break up the grand visions of the secret societies—like the ones that had upstaged the reelection prospects of President Van Buren—into smaller pieces as reforms for specific ills, making radicalism seem progressive.

			The apocalyptic utopianism of the French Revolution was reinvented as incremental “progress” that was not radical or threatening, but a humane, rational, and “better” way of doing things.

			Americans might not be keen on a war between the poor and the rich, but they could be persuaded to accept taxation if they were promised that it would be limited to the rich. Government control of the economy would be rejected, but not labor unions. Few parents would turn over their children to the full-time “nurseries of the state,” but they would welcome a public education system, and learn to send infants and toddlers to programs run by the state.

			Broken up into smaller pieces, radical change became progress. Americans inhabited a slow-motion utopian social experiment that reshaped their lives without their awareness of it. The vanguard of secret societies made way for familiar organizations, like the AFL-CIO’s unions, whose existence was taken for granted. Once hidden, they learned to hide in plain view.

			The romance of the French Revolution, the neopagan communes, and the rites of the secret societies that had captured the imagination of American radicals, gave way to the drab details and bureaucratic minutia of implementing a phased revolution in stages from within the system.

			The violent revolution that the secret societies had planned never arrived. It did not need to.

			Utopia or Freedom

			What was it that brought those Frenchmen to a riding academy so long ago? Was it the same force that drew our Founding Fathers to Independence Hall in Philadelphia?

			A casual observer of events might have thought that the two groups gathering a few years and thousands of miles apart were similar enough aside from the language differences. The men wore tricorns, powdered their hair, or displayed the wigs that would shortly go out of style as symbols of the aristocracy. They spent their days debating liberty and the rights of men, and how to construct a form of government that would protect those rights.

			In the years before the bloody purges of the French Revolution, the revolutionaries of both nations admired each other. Thomas Paine, the pamphleteer of the American Revolution, came to Paris, participated in debates, and worked on the French constitution before being imprisoned and nearly executed. Some of our Founding Fathers saw France’s revolution as the next step in the progress of freedom destined to sweep across the world. And France’s revolutionary figures, especially General Lafayette, a hero of both revolutions, celebrated America’s revolution as an inspiring model that they would build on to transform their nation and all of Europe.

			And yet the two revolutions divided America from France and continue to divide Americans between the Left and the Right long after most have forgotten where those terms originated.

			The radicals of France, Europe, and of America saw our revolution as fatally incomplete. The U.S. Constitution limited the power of government to change how we live, and the American Left still agitates to modify or reinvent it to fully empower the government to form a perfect society.

			“We the People of the United States, in Order to form a more perfect Union,” the preamble to the Constitution begins.

			America’s first effort had been the Articles of Confederation and Perpetual Union that did not stand the test of time and was replaced by the Constitution we still live under today.

			“When these Articles were found to be inadequate to the exigencies of the country, the Constitution was ordained ‘to form a more perfect Union,’” George Washington wrote to Congress.

			France’s revolutionaries were unwilling to settle for anything less than total perfection. Not a “more perfect union,” but an absolutely perfect system that would transform all of mankind.

			“Eternal providence called on you, you alone, since the world began, to reestablish on earth the empire of justice and liberty,” Maximilien de Robespierre rhapsodized.25

			Where the Declaration of Independence stated that all men had been endowed with the unalienable rights to “Life, Liberty, and the pursuit of Happiness,” France’s Declaration of the Rights of Man and of the Citizen founded a government whose principles “may always be directed toward the maintenance of the Constitution and the happiness of all.”

			Happiness was an individual pursuit in America and a collective endeavor in France.

			Americans were at liberty to pursue their happiness without the interference of the state, while the French radicals promised happiness through the state—an ideal happiness—and not just within the borders of their own nation, but the “universal happiness of mankind.”

			During the Reign of Terror, Robespierre assured fellow radicals that it would all be worth it for, “by sealing our work with our blood, we may witness at least the dawn of universal happiness.”26

			The perfect had not only become the enemy of the good, it was drowning it in blood.

			The radical theoreticians, revolutionaries, and mobs imagined that a perfect world could be achieved through absolute principles enforced by an omnipotent state.

			“The French Revolution is the first that was founded on the theory of the rights of humanity, and on the principles of justice. The other revolutions only required ambition; ours imposes virtues,” Robespierre boasted.27

			John Adams offered a more modest take on the limitations of our ideals in the face of human frailties: “We have no Government armed with Power capable of contending with human Passions unbridled by morality and Religion.”

			These two approaches defined not only the great divide between America and France, but the two opposing ideologies that gained a “sense of direction” from the French Revolution—the Left and the Right.

			The two revolutions ushered in two very different approaches that define today’s world. The debates from two centuries ago by men who are long dead, whose fashions seem curious and quaint, and whose language appears antiquated, still lie at the heart of our battles today.

			Are we striving for a perfect society or a free society—a society that answers all our questions or leaves us to find our own answers?

			Do we want a strong government that imposes its ideas of right and wrong on us or a weak government that takes its ideals and virtues from us?

			Should government solve all our problems or let us figure out our individual solutions?

			Will we pursue our individual happiness, or have it provided for us by the state?

			The radicals in both nations wanted a perpetual revolution that would destroy everything standing in the way of their ideals, but the U.S. Constitution was enacted to end the cycle of violent change, providing for, in Benjamin Franklin’s words, “A republic, if you can keep it.”

			While most people know Franklin’s reply to the woman who asked him what kind of government the Constitutional Convention had created, fewer have heard the full exchange:

			“And why not keep it?” the woman asked Franklin.

			“The people, on tasting the dish, are always disposed to eat more of it than does them good,” he reportedly answered.

			The American Revolution was not meant to go on forever in search of a perfect society. By ratifying the Constitution, Americans accepted the human realities of our imperfections. Fifteen years after the events in that Parisian riding academy, France had an emperor. Fifteen years after the ratification of the Constitution, America had survived its first partisan transfer of political power and Jefferson had doubled the size of the nation through the Louisiana Purchase from that emperor.

			Americans had “kept” their republic and built what would become the closest thing to utopia by accepting the limitations of government and turning away from the search for utopia. France, still pursuing perfection, had butchered its best and brightest and surrendered to an emperor.

			The French Revolution created the model for the endless leftist revolution that can only end in utopia or death. As Charles Dickens wrote sardonically in A Tale of Two Cities, “Liberty, equality, fraternity, or death—the last, much the easiest to bestow, O Guillotine!”

			Americans built the model for a free society through realism about mankind and government.

			While the Americans and the French both made their decisions more than two centuries ago, those decisions still continue to be revisited in the political and cultural struggles of both countries. Revolutions do not begin and end: they are, as the revolutionaries of both nations understood, an ongoing process.

			The perpetual revolution is seductive. It promises that the perfect society is just around the corner, and that with the right rules and regulations, we can have it. The search for utopia is every bit as compelling today as it was two centuries ago. Millions have died in search of it and millions more may die still. The youth, above all others, are drawn to the ideal over the real.

			That choice between the ideal and the real, aspirations and limitations, collective utopia and individual freedom, is still at the heart of the battle between the Left and the Right.

			The language has changed, and the terminology may be different. The men no longer wear tricorns or powdered wigs, but the fundamental arguments are still the same ones that we have been fighting over in every generation. And the choice—utopia or freedom—has not gone away.

			George Washington may never have held a smartphone, Alexander Hamilton may not have waited at a gate at Reagan National Airport to board a flight to New York, and Abraham Lincoln may never have read his own Wikipedia entry, but those men and others who founded and fought for our nation would not have been confused by the fundamental issues confronting us.

			They knew the arguments and they would have understood our fight because they fought it, too.

			Domestic Enemies is the story of how that struggle began. Our current events tell how it continues today. To know how we arrived here, we must go back to the beginning, and learn how our Founding Fathers fought the same battles that we are fighting today.

			
			
		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			1793–1800: How America’s First Community Organizer Used a Pandemic to Build the Democratic Urban Political Machine and Steal an Election

			Using a disease outbreak to change voting rules and rig an election isn’t a new idea.

			Two hundred years ago, the father of the Democratic urban political machine used the fear of a virus to stuff the voting rolls, win an election, change the course of history, and nearly become the president of the United States.

			The Founding Fathers had different visions for America. Thomas Jefferson, the author of the Declaration of Independence, envisioned an agrarian republic of independent states expanding westward under a tiny federal government. Alexander Hamilton saw a mighty nation whose trade and manufacturing would bring in vast wealth and build great cities presided over by a national government of noble leaders recreating the best of Greece and Rome.

			But there was another darker vision of America from a shadow founding father.

			You won’t find his pictures on our currency or his portrait in the White House. And yet his vision of America is the one that prevailed in the old capitals of our country—New York and Philadelphia—across the great cities of the country, and in the politics of the Democratic Party.

			The old Jeffersonian party of small government and family farms is dead. Aaron Burr not only killed Hamilton, but—even though Jefferson became president and eventually ousted him—Burr’s vision of urban political machines controlling elections, stuffing the voter rolls, and exploiting crises came to define the country, the Democratic Party, and the 2020 election.

			Aaron Burr has become a footnote in American history, remembered mostly as the man who killed Hamilton in a duel. But Washington, Jefferson, and Hamilton nearly became footnotes in Burr’s story.

			And if their America falls, it will be to Burr’s tactics and vision.

			While the statues of the Founders and Framers fall, Burr’s ghost stalks America’s cities.

			This is the story of how it happened.

			The Founding Fathers’ Epidemic

			In the spring of 1793, the nation’s first president had taken his second oath of office in Congress Hall. By the fall, the new country’s government and much of Philadelphia’s population had fled the city’s yellow fever epidemic.

			In a letter to James Madison, President George Washington, who had joined the Philadelphia exodus of 1793, discussed convening Congress somewhere else: “If cool weather accompanied with rain does not put a stop to the Malady, distressing indeed must be the condition of that City—now almost depopulated by removals & deaths.”28

			The federal government—which had only recently moved to Philadelphia—fell apart, as Washington returned to Virginia, and Vice President Adams withdrew to his home in Massachusetts.

			“Being removed from the public offices—intending when I left Philadelphia not to have been absent from that City more than fifteen or eighteen days, I brought no public papers of any sort,” the president wrote, explaining why he could not answer a question from a subordinate.29

			Those Philadelphians who could afford to fled the center of the nation’s government. Those who couldn’t turned to homespun cures, from leeches to pieces of tar. Men covered their faces in public, and put garlic in their shoes, while women and children took to smoking cigars.30

			For some, the outbreak was no more serious than the flu; others died painfully within a week.

			Yellow fever or “yellow jack” had raised its flag in the nation’s capital. Its name came from the jaundiced eyes and skin of the infected, while the Spanish name, vómito negro or black vomit, graphically described the bloody vomit that marked more serious cases.

			The outbreak spread death to those who fell ill and terror to everyone.

			“The fever is all around us,” wrote a member of the household staff of Supreme Court Justice James Iredell. “Business of every kind is stopt, and provisions double price.”31

			The city’s Municipal Hospital was set up in a rented circus tent while angry mobs threatened to set fire to it and the dying men and women inside with it. What was left of the city’s political elites exchanged blame in broadsheets and feuded over dueling ineffective cures, while the houses left empty by the 20,000 who had fled the city were picked over by robbers.32

			Philadelphia was filled with the smells of death, with vinegar, and gunpowder, as some carried handkerchiefs soaked in vinegar over their faces, and gunpowder was detonated on the theory that it would clear away the “miasma” to which some physicians attributed the fever.

			“The old custom of shaking hands fell into such general disuse, that many shrank back with affright at even the offer of a hand,” Mathew Carey, a local printer, wrote in his popular book, A Short Account of the Malignant Fever Lately Prevalent in Philadelphia.33

			Alexander Hamilton, Washington’s secretary of the treasury, ghostwriter, and close adviser, had come down with it. He wrote, “I have myself been attacked with the reigning putrid fever, and with violence.”34

			“It is called a yellow fever, but is like nothing known or read of by the Physicians. The week before last the deaths were about 40. the last week about 80. and this week I think they will be 200. and it goes on spreading,” Secretary of State Thomas Jefferson, who had stayed on, recorded.35 He also began working on a plan to de-urbanize cities by spreading out buildings.

			Jefferson’s estimates were conservative. The yellow fever outbreak, which would come to be called the American Plague, would kill 5,000 people—10 percent of Philadelphia.36

			“I overtook the President at Baltimore, and we arrived here yesterday, myself fleeced of seventy odd dollars to get from Fredericksburg here,” Jefferson later wrote to Madison. “As a great favor, I have got a bed in the corner of the public room of a tavern; and must continue till some of the Philadelphians make a vacancy by removing into the city.”

			“Ross and Willing are alive. Hancock is dead,” he added.37

			The next major outbreak in 1798 led to two-thirds of the city fleeing and the destruction and reconstruction of part of Philadelphia.

			And yet it was the outbreak in New York that would nearly bring the nation to its knees, not through the sheer numbers of its death toll, but because of the political exploitation of the outbreak.

			Americans were terrified of the virus.

			Philadelphians fleeing the city were beaten and refused food and shelter on the road out of fear that they might be carrying the disease. One woman was stripped, tarred, and feathered, and her wagon was burned. A man “taken sick on the road” was allowed to lie in a village “calling for water for a considerable time in vain” until a woman brought him a pitcher, and “laid it at a distance, desiring him to crawl to it.”38

			Other states, fearing that the mail would spread the disease, tried to sterilize letters from Philadelphia by using tongs to dip them in vinegar, which occasionally made them illegible.39

			New Yorkers reacted hysterically to the 1793 outbreak.

			“A Boat arrived at New York from Jersey with passengers the Mob collected and insisted upon it they were infected, and after they had landed the Mob forced them on board again,” Secretary of War Henry Knox, who was officially in charge of the country, wrote to Washington.

			“I have yet six days quarantine to perform, which of the choice of evils is the least,” the former general, who stood an inch taller than Washington and weighed 250 pounds, joked of his enforced stay before being allowed to enter New York. “It is of the highest personal importance to me that I should go to Boston, and I am too bulky to be smuggled through the Country.”40

			More than the virus itself, the fear of another outbreak would devastate New York and America.

			The Man Who Almost Became America’s First Community Organizer President

			A visitor freshly arriving in Manhattan two centuries ago, peering through the window of a large coffeehouse, might have spotted a short slim man dressed in dark clothing: wealthy, cynical, and cultured, his dark hair lightly powdered, and his large hazel eyes roving everywhere, even while entertaining conspirators and rivals with tales of his political and romantic exploits.

			Among the elites, a small man with “peculiarly small” hands and feet, and “ears so small as almost to be a deformity”41 was making himself the biggest man on the island and in America.

			“There was a power in his look—a magnetism—which few persons could resist,” one account described.42

			Aaron Burr—the shadow founding father of the Left—was the atheist grandson of one of America’s leading theologians, a feminist who used and discarded women, a radical leftist obsessed with power, and America’s third vice president who would be tried for treason.

			But even his most intimate acquaintances at the Old Tontine Coffee House could not have imagined the mad fantasies behind the “high, protruding forehead” and the piercing eyes which—as one writer observed—had “an expression which no one who had seen it could ever forget.”43

			“He really meant to make himself emperor of Mexico. He told me I should be the legislator and he would send a ship of war for me,” Jeremy Bentham, the English philosopher, described his encounter with Burr in later years, after he had turned traitor and went seeking support from the British for his plots. “He seemed to be a man of prodigious intrepidity: and if his project had failed in Mexico, he meant to set up for a monarch in the United States.”44

			Burr wore dark clothes, outwardly mimicking the garb of his theologian father and grandfather, but in his cynical fashion, the cloth worn by the decadent atheist was richly luxurious. He had piled up many debts in his pursuit of the pleasures of the flesh, and the Old Tontine Coffee House was the place to find the men of means willing to lend him more, subsidize his lifestyle and his schemes, and enlist those men of lesser means into his endless conspiracies.

			Burr had left the Senate to return to the New York State Assembly. Local politics appeared to be a step down in a brilliant career that had taken the young lawyer from the trials that had captivated a nation to Attorney General of New York, to the United States Senate, and then to the prestigious offer of an appointment to the New York State Supreme Court.

			But Burr would not settle for anything less than the presidency of the United States.

			Even when it had served as the nation’s capital, New York’s true center of power had not been at Federal Hall, but in the taverns and coffeehouses around it where deals were made, and temporary alliances forged over hot mulled wine and coffee in the colder days of the year.

			The Old Tontine Coffee House had become the center of the island’s trading operations. The New York Stock Exchange was organized here, and the coffeehouse and lodging house served as its headquarters. Even before that, speculators, traders, and brokers gathered to gossip and exchange rumors about ships and cargoes, and developments in local and national politics.

			On the right sort of day, you could find Alexander Hamilton and his friends here, or Aaron Burr and his radicals, or even both at the same time. And when Burr shot Hamilton, it was the first place where the killing was announced.

			Here—at the heart of Wall Street—was a natural place for ambitious politicians like Burr to see and be seen, to watch who was talking to whom, to gauge who had come into money, who needed it, and what they wanted in exchange for it. And Burr, who wanted money and power, had found the perfect vantage point for acquiring unlimited amounts of both.

			During the Revolution, Burr had lasted six weeks as George Washington’s aide-de-camp, disdaining him as a “bad general” who “knew nothing of scientific warfare.” Burr not only believed that he understood war better than Washington, but that he knew more about government than Jefferson, and had a better handle on economics than Hamilton.

			Burr’s boundless ego demanded that he become the second man to occupy the White House that was still under construction.

			“By all that I have known and heard, Colonel Burr is a brave and able officer, but the question is whether he has not equal talents at intrigue,” Washington had politely observed.

			While Burr still wore the dark colors of his boyhood as a student in the theological halls of Princeton, he had drifted far from the religious ideals of Aaron Burr, Sr., his famous father, and even more famous grandfather, Jonathan Edwards—the two presidents of Princeton University.

			Burr possessed the rebellious passion of Edwards, one of the most compelling theologians, philosophers, and religious rebels of his day, who, along with Burr’s father, had taken part in the Great Awakening, abandoning Yale to build Princeton as a rival theological institution. But he lacked their piety and principles. Instead, he abandoned the faith of his fathers for the new radical philosophies sweeping the nation. On his deathbed, he was reputed to have replied to a question about faith in God with a quip: “On that subject I am coy.”

			A reading list from the New York Society Library shows Burr doggedly making his way through Voltaire in 1790. His final Voltaire volume is the one in which the French writer coolly noted, “The welfare of the republic is spoken of, while all that is signified is love of self.”

			Grounding the good of the nation in personal desires was a philosophy that spoke to the radical.

			“Had I read [Laurence] Sterne more and Voltaire less, I should have known the world was wide enough for Hamilton and me,” Burr was later said to have philosophically observed.

			His grandfather was most famous for his sermon “Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God,” while his libertine grandson was happy to dive into a hell of his own making.

			“The rule of my life is to make business a pleasure, and pleasure my business,” Burr would later quip to the French chargé d’affaires.45

			“For more than half a century, seducing women seemed to absorb his whole thoughts,” Matthew Davis, Burr’s biographer, literary executor, confidante, occasional bagman, and admirer would later write, after having burned a voluminous collection of his letters involving women. “His intrigues were without number. His conduct most licentious. The sacred bonds of friendship were unhesitatingly violated when they operated as barriers to the indulgence of his passions.”46

			The biographer mentions that he suspected the great man of having seduced a British officer’s daughter “before she had reached her fourteenth year.”

			Burr was an early feminist who spent his life exploiting and destroying women. He had participated in New York’s abolitionist society alongside Hamilton, but owned slaves, including one named Black Sam. He was a “democrat” who used a secret society to build a political machine personally loyal to him, an opponent of monarchy and privilege who appointed relatives to prominent positions, and a fighter for the underprivileged who robbed them.

			The hypocrisies and paradoxes of the nation’s first community organizer were those of the Left.

			Burr preached one thing and lived another. These contradictions made him the ideological father of two centuries of Democratic politicians who claimed to be feminists while abusing women, to care about the poor only to exploit them, and to labor for democracy even as they made elections meaningless by rigging the system with their crooked political machines.

			The conquest of American politics by Democrats and the Left began with a daring plan by Burr over two centuries ago. It was a plan that only a mind like his could have conceived.

			Seated at the Old Tontine Coffee House, Burr was at the crossroads of the country and the world. The products of Southern plantations and the luxury cargoes of Europe flowed through the ports of that narrow island where great poverty and wealth existed side by side. And here, Burr was certain, was where the outcome of the 1800 presidential election would be decided.

			So much wealth and power passed through New York—why not the presidency?

			Burr knew that all that wealth and all that trade could be undone in weeks by another yellow fever outbreak. And the men passing through the coffee house would do anything to avert that.

			All he had to do was use the fear of an epidemic to seize control of the city and the nation.

			It might have been sitting there in the coffeehouse, as Aaron Burr sipped the finest coffee available dissolved in the cleanest water, carted over by hand, that the cunning mind in that birdlike head, “the nose rather large with open, expanding nostrils,”47 hit upon the scheme that would allow him to conquer New York and almost take over America.

			Clean water of the sort that Burr and the patrons of Old Tontine expected to find in their coffee, tea, or hot chocolate, might be transported and sold by “tea water men” from the better nearby “tea water pumps” that offered a superior quality of water. Or it might be the even more expensive water carted from the springs in the unspoiled wilderness that in another century would become the busy streets of uptown Manhattan. The uptown water would be cleaner than what the tea water men sold from buckets for “one penny half-penny per day,” but even that murkier water might be peddled at premium prices in a plague season.

			Why should clean water be the exclusive privilege of the rich or of rural farmers working what would one day become some of the most expensive city blocks in the world, and not of the urban dwellers who thronged Water Street near Old Tontine and yet had only bad water?

			The yellow fever epidemic of 1798 would be Burr’s master stroke in power politics, built on an alliance with a secret society worshiping a phony Indian saint they called Saint Tammany whose name would become the country’s most infamous byword for political corruption, that would never provide clean water—or do anything to stop the epidemic that the nation’s third vice president and Tammany Hall would exploit to rig an election.

			“Yellow jack” had created an opportunity for the nation’s first true community organizer. The urban wastelands of Democratic cities run by his machine would become Burr’s gift to the future. And while Burr would see limited gain from his exploitation of a disease outbreak beyond a brief tenure as Vice President, the true beneficiaries would be the early community organizers, machine politicians, and leftist radicals dreaming of a terrible final revolution. Through Burr’s scheme, they would come to dominate the politics of the city and the other cities of the nation.

			A Radical Age

			The Founding Fathers had unleashed a revolution and then bound it within the confines of the principles of the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution.

			Burr, a devotee of French radicals, knew that a revolution, once unleashed, could roll on endlessly, lubricated by a never-ending wave of blood. Some of the ships docked within sight of the Old Tontine Coffee House had come from France, where radical leftists had seized on a popular revolution against a monarchy to overturn society, culture, and religion.

			“We are lovers of the French nation,” Burr’s Democratic Society of New York had declared. “We esteem their cause as our own.”48

			That endorsement came after Robespierre closed churches and replaced religion with the Cult of the Supreme Being. Thomas Paine, who had gone to support the French Revolution and whose birthday would be annually celebrated by the Democratic Societies and Tammany Hall, had been arrested as a “dangerous enemy of liberty and equality” and faced a death sentence.49

			Antoine Lavoisier, France’s father of modern chemistry, had been killed earlier that month. A revolutionary judge had coldly declared, “The Republic needs neither scientists nor chemists.”

			At the Festival of Unity and Indivisibility, one of the holidays of the new Cult of the Supreme Being whose “Temples of Reason” had replaced France’s churches, a giant papier-mâché statue of the Goddess of Nature—modeled on the Egyptian goddess Isis—had been erected. The politicians of the new revolutionary regime ceremonially filled cups with the water being pumped from her pagan breasts, consecrated the ground with the water, and then drank the sacred fluid.50

			The mass drownings, guillotine beheadings, and pagan orgies were the crimes of a murderous leftist regime that Burr’s Democratic Society had made into its cause.

			The American radicals who flocked to Burr’s banner and who helped form the Democrats as a political movement were trapped in a country they found stultifyingly conservative, surrounded by the descendants of Puritans seeking little more than a comfortable bourgeois existence. The beginnings of the American dream were drawing masses of immigrants, free blacks, and itinerant laborers to cities like New York, and the nation’s radicals, like Burr, were plotting to destroy the dream before it could rise by exploiting the tensions of a booming city.

			America’s first true community organizer had returned to focus on provincial New York politics, building a power base around those mobs and the leftist infrastructure that fueled them.

			There were fistfights in the streets between American Patriots wearing black and pro-French radicals in red. German, Irish, and English revolutionaries were mobilizing support for their own uprisings in New York and Philadelphia. Yellow fever outbreaks had unleashed a wave of crime, and mob violence was never far from the streets.

			New York, always busy, frantic, and angry, was also always on the verge of an explosion. And so was the nation.

			In his sixth address to Congress, President George Washington had warned of the threat of “certain self-created societies.” Burr—then still in the Senate and a member of the Democratic Society of New York, one of the imported French Jacobin groups that Washington blamed for spreading havoc and treason—tried to strike the reference to his organization and its allies.

			Theodore Roosevelt later described them as “Democratic societies on the models of the Jacobin Clubs of France,” and their influence as “noxious” and “distinctly evil.”51

			The Democratic Societies were set up in America during the height of the Reign of Terror as the Jacobin leftists who had emerged from its clubs were butchering tens of thousands of people. While George Washington was striving to build a nation, a network of leftist societies allied with France and foreign revolutionaries was constructing an early socialist international.

			Burr became the covert patron of radicals like John Burk, an Irish revolutionary who was one of the first to be arrested under the Alien and Sedition Acts. Burk’s paper, The New York Time Piece, described as “the most radical newspaper in the city,” was actually a front for Burr.52

			Burk’s partner in the paper, Dr. James Smith—an alleged spy—had been involved in the Gordon Riots during which Catholic churches had been burned and looted.53 Burk would be accused of asserting that “he believed the French would come here, and he wished by God they would, when every scoundrel in favor of this government would be put to the guillotine.”54

			The radicals in the Democratic Societies were part of a larger global web of political organizations that were evolving into more sophisticated versions of what would eventually become not only the Democratic Party, but also the American Left.

			And America was on the cusp of its future destiny, but also potential destruction.

			The yellow fever outbreak had forced the evacuation of the national government and crushed any hopes that Philadelphia’s civic leaders had of retaining the national capital. The government had already been forced to flee in 1783 after unpaid soldiers had occupied Congress.

			Even before the outbreak, Adams described how leftist riots stirred up by “Citizen Genet,” the radical envoy of the French revolutionary regime who would marry into the Democratic elite, had sent “ten thousand People in the Streets of Philadelphia, day after day, threatened to drag Washington out of his House, and effect a Revolution in the Government, or compell it to declare War in favour of the French Revolution.”55

			Federalists and Southern Democratic-Republicans were happy to leave Philadelphia for a new city on the banks of the Potomac, but Burr was much more interested in where the real power lay—in the vast fortunes of New York and the angry radical mobs eager to take to its streets.

			His means to that end would be a “self-created society” whose name still lives in infamy.

			The Democratic Party’s Urban Political Machine was Born in a Tavern

			The Democratic Party’s political machine that would dominate New York for 150 years, extend its reach across cities and even states, elect presidents, and become a byword for political corruption began in the back room of a tavern.

			Over time as Tammany Hall’s power grew, it would build grander “halls” or “wigwams” as its fake costumed Indians styled their power base. Its palatial headquarters would even be modeled on Federal Hall, where George Washington took his oath of office, and the Bill of Rights was ratified.

			Imitating the original home of the first Congress and the Supreme Court with its headquarters expressed the boundless arrogance of Tammany Hall’s masters.

			When the future Democratic rulers of the city moved their political club out of the tavern into their first headquarters in a small wooden building, they called it their wigwam, while their critics dubbed it “pig-pen.” But Tammany would not have to stay in its pig-pen.

			With Burr’s assistance, Tammany Hall would eventually be able to spend tens of thousands and then far more on new and grander headquarters.

			But the future masters of the emerging Democratic-Republican party—itinerant artisans and aspiring swindlers, radicals who admired the French Revolution and dreamed of ruling the city—began their rise to power in the humbler surroundings of Barden’s Tavern. Before the Revolution, Barden’s Tavern had hosted moots for a club of aspiring lawyers, including future Supreme Court Justice John Jay, and Gouverneur Morris, the “Penman of the Constitution.”56

			Tammany’s scoundrels drinking there were a distinct step down.

			But Tammany Hall was not the first New York political powerhouse to come out of a tavern. The Dutch had turned their city tavern into New Amsterdam’s City Hall. Barden’s Tavern faced the site of the new City Hall soon to be under construction and was a short distance from the former City Hall. And New York’s old second-hand City Hall that had once held a prison and a firehouse had been transformed into Federal Hall and the center of the United States government.

			Fifty years ago, the northern boundary of the city had been a mere 500 feet beyond Barden’s Tavern. Beyond it lay the African burial ground and the Collect Pond that would be the engine of Burr and Tammany’s scheme to seize power in the city and the country. But it was a mile away from the more prosperous Fraunces Tavern where George Washington, Hamilton, and fellow officers who had served in the war toasted each other. That had been the heart of New York’s old center of power, close to the harbor and the growing financial institutions around Wall Street, while Barden’s Tavern lay in the direction of where the new power was expanding. And if Tammany couldn’t grab a seat at the old centers of power, it intended to stake its claim to the new powers in the city.

			The veterans of the Revolutionary War belonged to the Society of the Cincinnati and drank at Fraunces Tavern. But where would low men who—like William Mooney, had disgraced themselves in the war or afterward, who cheered on the French Revolution because they dreamed of imitating its looting and killing sprees—find not only liquor, but likeminded souls?

			The Society of St. Tammany became a home for those men.

			No church had ever made “St. Tammany” a saint. The Indian chief the society was named after had probably never existed. But that only made the fake Indian and fake saint the ideal mascot for the fake Indians and their Society of St. Tammany which mocked the Catholic Church.

			William Mooney, Tammany’s founder, was an upholsterer, paperhanger, and a former soldier who some said had deserted to join the British. When Tammany’s power grew in later years, Mooney would be appointed superintendent of the city’s almshouse for the poor, and make off with $5,000, but not before contriving to sell alcohol to the needy to bolster his profits.

			The downfall of Tammany’s founder became typical of the Democratic machine’s corruption.

			Tammany recruited from the Democratic Societies, and its members addressed each other as “Citizen” in the French radical style, but they also wore face paint, brandished tomahawks, and joined fake tribes. They covered their heads with animal bladders to appear bald or wore buckskin hats, drank heartily, preached revolution, and got into fights.

			Behind the costumes, however, was a secret society. The Society of St. Tammany claimed to stand for liberty, yet its democratic order was covertly run by an elite. Testifying to its nature as a secret society, its constitution stated: “The constitution of this society shall consist of two Parts, viz., The External or public, and the internal or private.” Unlike the Constitution, the Democratic constitution was secret, and its true leaders, like Burr and his “little band” of liaisons, also known as the Tenth Legion, were hidden. Outwardly, Tammany was dedicated to liberty and democracy; internally it was a secret society serving its true leaders in the shadows.

			Like its Democratic urban political machine successors, what Tammany claimed to stand for was the opposite of its true agendas.

			Although Burr did not play an official role in Tammany’s leadership, the Society would have remained a costume party run by a bunch of crooks, thugs, and aspiring revolutionaries, without him.

			Tammany Hall became Burr’s pathway to the vice presidency and was meant to eventually take him all the way to the presidency. While that dream died in accusations of murder and treason, other presidents backed by Tammany—including Burr’s protégé and alleged illegitimate son, Martin Van Buren—would achieve what Burr never did. They owed their power to Burr’s work of turning Tammany into the first true urban political machine that could rule cities and make presidents.

			Aaron Burr never became president, but the long line of those Democrats who did, to the present day, owe their rise to the strategies and machines that he spun two centuries ago.

			A Hell of a Town

			In 1798, New York was a long way from the future metropolis of millions of souls spanning five boroughs, welded together with river-spanning bridges and topped with glass skyscrapers.

			Tens of thousands of people crammed into the narrow streets around the base of Manhattan. The Indians had little use for the swampy land with its bad water, except as a spot to moor their canoes. The Dutch and the English however moored great ships and a vast economy of financial speculators, shops, taverns, and brothels grew around the city’s bustling ports.

			New Yorkers, ever that curious mix of the parochial and the gregarious, had not ventured very far beyond the boundaries of a lower Manhattan whose Wall Street had been an actual wall built a century before by the Dutch settlers of New Amsterdam. Most New Yorkers lived crammed together into a square mile where fine mansions and crumbling wooden shacks, dirt roads and great avenues, elegant parties and angry mobs crowded together side by side.

			Manhattan was a green island of farms and woods with a massive teeming city at the very bottom.

			The future sites of landmarks like Rockefeller Center and Madison Square Garden were rolling farmland that along with all the island above lower Manhattan were part of the Seventh Ward of quiet farms and suburbs with summer cottages. The land where the Empire State Building would one day stand was sold for 482 pounds and ten shillings. Over the famous streets on which a thousand cop shows, movie chase scenes, and alien invasions would play out lay a silence broken only by birdsong in the woods, deer darting across meadows, and farmers cutting hay.

			At the bottom of the island were the ports, the exchanges, and the taverns making up a teeming city that lived by its ports. From the financial speculators watching the wharves to the brothels whose prostitutes made up 2 percent of the population before the Revolutionary War, the harbor trade had made New York what it was. The city was constantly growing, but only as long as the ships and the wealth they brought kept coming in. When wars, massive fires, or plague struck, tens of thousands officially on the census rolls could vanish as the rich absconded to their summer homes, tradesmen to any place that would have them, and the poor took to the roads to survive by any means.
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