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Jurgis! talked lightly about work, because he was young. They told him stories about the
breaking down of men, there in the stockyards of Chicago, and of what had happened to
them afterward—stories to make your flesh creep, but Jurgis would only laugh. He had only
been there four months, and he was young, and a giant besides. There was too much health
in him. He could not even imagine how it would feel to be beaten. "That is well enough for
men like you," he would say, "silpnas, puny fellows—but my back is broad."

Jurgis was like a boy, a boy from the country. He was the sort of man the bosses like to get
hold of, the sort they make it a grievance they cannot get hold of. When he was told to go to
a certain place, he would go there on the run. When he had nothing to do for the moment,
he would stand round fidgeting, dancing, with the overflow of energy that was in him. If he
were working in a line of men, the line always moved too slowly for him, and you could pick
him out by his impatience and restlessness. That was why he had been picked out on one
important occasion; for Jurgis had stood outside of Brown and Company's "Central Time
Station" not more than half an hour, the second day of his arrival in Chicago, before he had
been beckoned by one of the bosses. Of this he was very proud, and it made him more
disposed than ever to laugh at the pessimists. In vain would they all tell him that there were
men in that crowd from which he had been chosen who had stood there a month—yes, many
months—and not been chosen yet. "Yes," he would say, "but what sort of men? Broken-down
tramps and good- for-nothings, fellows who have spent all their money drinking, and want to
get more for it. Do you want me to believe that with these arms"--and he would clench his
fists and hold them up in the air, so that you might see the rolling muscles—that with these
arms people will ever let me starve?"....

Promptly at seven the next morning Jurgis reported for work. He came to the door that had
been pointed out to him, and there he waited for nearly two hours. The boss had meant for
him to enter, but had not said this, and so it was only when on his way out to hire another
man that he came upon Jurgis. He gave him a good cursing, but as Jurgis did not
understand a word of it he did not object. He followed the boss, who showed him where to
put his street clothes, and waited while he donned the working clothes he had bought in a
secondhand shop and brought with him in a bundle; then he led him to the "killing beds."
The work which Jurgis was to do here was very simple, and it took him but a few minutes to
learn it. He was provided with a stiff besom, such as is used by street sweepers, and it was
his place to follow down the line the man who drew out the smoking entrails from the carcass
of the steer; this mass was to be swept into a trap, which was then closed, so that no one
might slip into it. As Jurgis came in, the first cattle of the morning were just making their
appearance; and so, with scarcely time to look about him, and none to speak to any one, he
fell to work. It was a sweltering day in July, and the place ran with steaming hot blood--one
waded in it on the floor. The stench was almost overpowering, but to Jurgis it was nothing.
His whole soul was dancing with joy—he was at work at last! He was at work and earning
money! All day long he was figuring to himself. He was paid the fabulous sum of seventeen
and a half cents an hour; and as it proved a rush day and he worked until nearly seven
o'clock in the evening, he went home to the family with the tidings that he had earned more

1 Jurgis, the main character in The Jungle, is a Lithuanian immigrant to Chicago.
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Jurgis was determined that Teta Elzbieta stay at home to keep house, and that Ona should
help her.2 He would not have Ona working—he was not that sort of a man, he said, and she
was not that sort of a woman. It would be a strange thing if a man like him could not
support the family....He would not even hear of letting the children go to work—there were
schools here in America for children, Jurgis had heard, to which they could go for nothing.

[Months later, Jurgis saw things in a different light....The pace [the factory owners and
foreman] set here, it was one that called for every faculty of a man—from the instant the first
steer fell till the sounding of the noon whistle, and again from half-past twelve till heaven only
knew what hour in the late afternoon or evening, there was never one instant's rest for a
man, for his hand or his eye or his brain. Jurgis saw how they managed it; there were
portions of the work which determined the pace of the rest, and for these they had picked
men whom they paid high wages, and whom they changed frequently. You might easily pick
out these pacemakers, for they worked under the eye of the bosses, and they worked like men
possessed. This was called "speeding up the gang," and if any man could not keep up with
the pace, there were hundreds outside begging to try.

[Jurgis] was quite dismayed when he first began to find it out--that most of the men hated
their work. It seemed strange, it was even terrible, when you came to find out the
universality of the sentiment; but it was certainly the fact--they hated their work. They hated
the bosses and they hated the owners; they hated the whole place, the whole neighborhood—
even the whole city, with an all-inclusive hatred, bitter and fierce. Women and little children
would fall to cursing about it; it was rotten, rotten as hell—everything was rotten. When
Jurgis would ask them what they meant, they would begin to get suspicious, and content
themselves with saying, "Never mind, you stay here and see for yourself."

[As time passes, a series of misfortunes befalls the extended family—Jurgis’ father gets a job
that wrecks his health, then Jurgis’ wife and children have to get jobs after the family finds out
that they’d been swindled on the house they’d thought they’d bought and would have to pay
much more money per month to keep living in it. The worst development occurs when Jurgis
severely injures his leg at work, cannot work for months and then is forced to take dangerous
and filthy work for less pay. The section below starts with a description of Jurgis’ nephew and
his new job, Jurgis’ father’s death, followed by a portrait of the meat-packing plants and then a
section about the drudgery of Jurgis’ new job.]

Meantime Teta Elzbieta had taken Stanislovas [Jurgi’s 14-year old nephew] to the priest and
gotten a certificate to the effect that he was two years older than he was; and with it the little
boy now sallied forth to make his fortune in the world. It chanced that Durham had just put
in a wonderful new lard machine, and when the special policeman in front of the time station
saw Stanislovas and his document, he smiled to himself and told him to go—"Czia! Czia!"
pointing. And so Stanislovas went down a long stone corridor, and up a flight of stairs, which
took him into a room lighted by electricity, with the new machines for filling lard cans at work
in it. The lard was finished on the floor above, and it came in little jets, like beautiful,
wriggling, snow-white snakes of unpleasant odor. There were several kinds and sizes of jets,
and after a certain precise quantity had come out, each stopped automatically, and the

2 Ona is Jurgis’ wife. Teta Elzbieta is Jurgis’ older aunt, treated as a mother by him and his wife.
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wonderful machine made a turn, and took the can under another jet, and so on, until it was
filled neatly to the brim, and pressed tightly, and smoothed off....

And so, after little Stanislovas had stood gazing timidly about him for a few minutes, a man
approached him, and asked what he wanted, to which Stanislovas said, "Job." Then the man
said "How old?" and Stanislovas answered, "Sixtin." Once or twice every year a state
inspector would come wandering through the packing plants, asking a child here and there
how old he was; and so the packers were very careful to comply with the law, which cost
them as much trouble as was now involved in the boss's taking the document from the little
boy, and glancing at it, and then sending it to the office to be filed away. Then he set some
one else at a different job, and showed the lad how to place a lard can every time the empty
arm of the remorseless machine came to him; and so was decided the place in the universe of
little Stanislovas, and his destiny till the end of his days. Hour after hour, day after day, year
after year, it was fated that he should stand upon a certain square foot of floor from seven in
the morning until noon, and again from half-past twelve till half-past five, making never a
motion and thinking never a thought, save for the setting of lard cans. In summer the stench
of the warm lard would be nauseating, and in winter the cans would all but freeze to his
naked little fingers in the unheated cellar. Half the year it would be dark as night when he
went in to work, and dark as night again when he came out, and so he would never know
what the sun looked like on weekdays. And for this, at the end of the week, he would carry
home three dollars to his family, being his pay at the rate of five cents per hour—just about
his proper share of the total earnings of the million and three-quarters of children who are
now engaged in earning their livings in the United States....

Then there was old Antanas.3 The winter came, and the place where he worked was a dark,
unheated cellar, where you could see your breath all day, and where your fingers sometimes
tried to freeze. So the old man's cough grew every day worse, until there came a time when it
hardly ever stopped, and he had become a nuisance about the place. Then, too, a still more
dreadful thing happened to him; he worked in a place where his feet were soaked in
chemicals, and it was not long before they had eaten through his new boots. Then sores
began to break out on his feet, and grow worse and worse. Whether it was that his blood was
bad, or there had been a cut, he could not say; but he asked the men about it, and learned
that it was a regular thing—It was the saltpeter. Every one felt it, sooner or later, and then it
was all up with him, at least for that sort of work. The sores would never heal—in the end
his toes would drop off, if he did not quit. Yet old Antanas would not quit; he saw the
suffering of his family, and he remembered what it had cost him to get a job. So he tied up
his feet, and went on limping about and coughing, until at last he fell to pieces, all at once
and in a heap, like the One-Horse Shay. They carried him to a dry place and laid him on the
floor, and that night two of the men helped him home. The poor old man was put to bed, and
though he tried it every morning until the end, he never could get up again. He would lie
there and cough and cough, day and night, wasting away to a mere skeleton. There came a
time when there was so little flesh on him that the bones began to poke through—which was
a horrible thing to see or even to think of. And one night he had a choking fit, and a little
river of blood came out of his mouth. The family, wild with terror, sent for a doctor, and paid
half a dollar to be told that there was nothing to be done. Mercifully the doctor did not say
this so that the old man could hear, for he was still clinging to the faith that tomorrow or
next day he would be better, and could go back to his job. The company had sent word to
him that they would keep it for him—or rather Jurgis had bribed one of the men to come one

3 Jurgis’ old father.
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Sunday afternoon and say they had. Dede Antanas continued to believe it, while three more
hemorrhages came; and then at last one morning they found him stiff and cold....

*kkkk

And then there was the condemned meat industry, with its endless horrors. The people of
Chicago saw the government inspectors in Packingtown, and they all took that to mean that
they were protected from diseased meat; they did not understand that these hundred and
sixty-three inspectors had been appointed at the request of the packers, and that they were
paid by the United States government to certify that all the diseased meat was kept in the
state. They had no authority beyond that; for the inspection of meat to be sold in the city
and state the whole force in Packingtown consisted of three henchmen of the local political
machinel!...

There were the men in the pickle rooms, for instance, where old Antanas had gotten his
death; scarce a one of these that had not some spot of horror on his person. Let a man so
much as scrape his finger pushing a truck in the pickle rooms, and he might have a sore that
would put him out of the world; all the joints in his fingers might be eaten by the acid, one by
one. Of the butchers and floorsmen, the beef-boners and trimmers, and all those who used
knives, you could scarcely find a person who had the use of his thumb; time and time again
the base of it had been slashed, till it was a mere lump of flesh against which the man
pressed the knife to hold it. The hands of these men would be criss-crossed with cuts, until
you could no longer pretend to count them or to trace them. They would have no nails—they
had worn them off pulling hides; their knuckles were swollen so that their fingers spread out
like a fan. There were men who worked in the cooking rooms, in the midst of steam and
sickening odors, by artificial light; in these rooms the germs of tuberculosis might live for two
years, but the supply was renewed every hour. There were the beef-luggers, who carried two-
hundred-pound quarters into the refrigerator-cars; a fearful kind of work, that began at four
o'clock in the morning, and that wore out the most powerful men in a few years. There were
those who worked in the chilling rooms, and whose special disease was rheumatism; the time
limit that a man could work in the chilling rooms was said to be five years. There were the
wool-pluckers, whose hands went to pieces even sooner than the hands of the pickle men; for
the pelts of the sheep had to be painted with acid to loosen the wool, and then the pluckers
had to pull out this wool with their bare hands, till the acid had eaten their fingers off. There
were those who made the tins for the canned meat; and their hands, too, were a maze of cuts,
and each cut represented a chance for blood poisoning. Some worked at the stamping
machines, and it was very seldom that one could work long there at the pace that was set,
and not give out and forget himself and have a part of his hand chopped off. There were the
"hoisters," as they were called, whose task it was to press the lever which lifted the dead
cattle off the floor. They ran along upon a rafter, peering down through the damp and the
steam; and as old Durham's architects had not built the killing room for the convenience of
the hoisters, at every few feet they would have to stoop under a beam, say four feet above the
one they ran on; which got them into the habit of stooping, so that in a few years they would
be walking like chimpanzees. Worst of any, however, were the fertilizer men, and those who
served in the cooking rooms. These people could not be shown to the visitor,--for the odor of
a fertilizer man would scare any ordinary visitor at a hundred yards, and as for the other
men, who worked in tank rooms full of steam, and in some of which there were open vats
near the level of the floor, their peculiar trouble was that they fell into the vats; and when
they were fished out, there was never enough of them left to be worth exhibiting,--sometimes
they would be overlooked for days, till all but the bones of them had gone out to the world as
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.... Later came midsummer, with the stifling heat, when the dingy killing beds of Durham's
became a very purgatory; one time, in a single day, three men fell dead from sunstroke. All
day long the rivers of hot blood poured forth, until, with the sun beating down, and the air
motionless, the stench was enough to knock a man over; all the old smells of a generation
would be drawn out by this heat—for there was never any washing of the walls and rafters
and pillars, and they were caked with the filth of a lifetime. The men who worked on the
killing beds would come to reek with foulness, so that you could smell one of them fifty feet
away; there was simply no such thing as keeping decent, the most careful man gave it up in
the end, and wallowed in uncleanness. There was not even a place where a man could wash
his hands, and the men ate as much raw blood as food at dinnertime. When they were at
work they could not even wipe off their faces—they were as helpless as newly born babes in
that respect; and it may seem like a small matter, but when the sweat began to run down
their necks and tickle them, or a fly to bother them, it was a torture like being burned alive.
Whether it was the slaughterhouses or the dumps that were responsible, one could not say,
but with the hot weather there descended upon Packingtown a veritable Egyptian plague of
flies; there could be no describing this—the houses would be black with them. There was no
escaping; you might provide all your doors and windows with screens, but their buzzing
outside would be like the swarming of bees, and whenever you opened the door they would
rush in as if a storm of wind were driving them.

....During the summer the packing houses were in full activity again, and Jurgis made more
money. He did not make so much, however, as he had the previous summer, for the packers
took on more hands. There were new men every week, it seemed—it was a regular system;
and this number they would keep over to the next slack season, so that every one would have
less than ever. Sooner or later, by this plan, they would have all the floating labor of Chicago
trained to do their work. And how very cunning a trick was that! The men were to teach new
hands, who would some day come and break their strike; and meantime they were kept so
poor that they could not prepare for the trial!

But let no one suppose that this superfluity of employees meant easier work for any one! On
the contrary, the speeding-up seemed to be growing more savage all the time; they were
continually inventing new devices to crowd the work on--it was for all the world like the
thumbscrew of the medieval torture chamber. They would get new pacemakers and pay them
more; they would drive the men on with new machinery--it was said that in the hog-killing
rooms the speed at which the hogs moved was determined by clockwork, and that it was
increased a little every day. In piecework they would reduce the time, requiring the same
work in a shorter time, and paying the same wages; and then, after the workers had
accustomed themselves to this new speed, they would reduce the rate of payment to
correspond with the reduction in time!

*hkkkk

In the beginning [Jurgis] had been fresh and strong, and he had gotten a job the first day;
but now he was second-hand, a damaged article, so to speak, and they did not want him.
They had got the best of him—they had worn him out, with their speeding-up and their
carelessness, and now they had thrown him away! And Jurgis would make the acquaintance
of others of these unemployed men and find that they had all had the same experience.

There were some, of course, who had wandered in from other places, who had been ground
up in other mills; there were others who were out from their own fault—some, for instance,
who had not been able to stand the awful grind without drink. The vast majority, however,
were simply the worn-out parts of the great merciless packing machine; they had toiled there,
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and kept up with the pace, some of them for ten or twenty years, until finally the time had
come when they could not keep up with it any more. Some had been frankly told that they
were too old, that a sprier man was needed; others had given occasion, by some act of
carelessness or incompetence; with most, however, the occasion had been the same as with
Jurgis. They had been overworked and underfed so long, and finally some disease had laid
them on their backs; or they had cut themselves, and had blood poisoning, or met with some
other accident....All this while that he was seeking for work, there was a dark shadow
hanging over Jurgis; as if a savage beast were lurking somewhere in the pathway of his life,
and he knew it, and yet could not help approaching the place. There are all stages of being
out of work in Packingtown, and he faced in dread the prospect of reaching the lowest. There
is a place that waits for the lowest man—the fertilizer plant!

The men would talk about it in awe-stricken whispers. Not more than one in ten had ever
really tried it; the other nine had contented themselves with hearsay evidence and a peep
through the door. There were some things worse than even starving to death. They would
ask Jurgis if he had worked there yet, and if he meant to; and Jurgis would debate the
matter with himself. As poor as they were, and making all the sacrifices that they were,
would he dare to refuse any sort of work that was offered to him, be it as horrible as ever it
could? Would he dare to go home and eat bread that had been earned by Ona, weak and
complaining as she was, knowing that he had been given a chance, and had not had the
nerve to take it?—And yet he might argue that way with himself all day, and one glimpse into
the fertilizer works would send him away again shuddering. He was a man, and he would do
his duty; he went and made application—but surely he was not also required to hope for
success!

The fertilizer works of Durham's lay away from the rest of the plant. Few visitors ever saw
them, and the few who did would come out looking like Dante, of whom the peasants
declared that he had been into hell. To this part of the yards came all the "tankage" and the
waste products of all sorts; here they dried out the bones—and in suffocating cellars where
the daylight never came you might see men and women and children bending over whirling
machines and sawing bits of bone into all sorts of shapes, breathing their lungs full of the
fine dust, and doomed to die, every one of them, within a certain definite time. Here they
made the blood into albumen, and made other foul-smelling things into things still more foul-
smelling. In the corridors and caverns where it was done you might lose yourself as in the
great caves of Kentucky. In the dust and the steam the electric lights would shine like far-off
twinkling stars—red and blue-green and purple stars, according to the color of the mist and
the brew from which it came. For the odors of these ghastly charnel houses there may be
words in Lithuanian, but there are none in English. The person entering would have to
summon his courage as for a cold-water plunge. He would go in like a man swimming under
water; he would put his handkerchief over his face, and begin to cough and choke; and then,
if he were still obstinate, he would find his head beginning to ring, and the veins in his
forehead to throb, until finally he would be assailed by an overpowering blast of ammonia
fumes, and would turn and run for his life, and come out half-dazed.

On top of this were the rooms where they dried the "tankage," the mass of brown stringy stuff
that was left after the waste portions of the carcasses had had the lard and tallow dried out of
them. This dried material they would then grind to a fine powder, and after they had mixed it
up well with a mysterious but inoffensive brown rock which they brought in and ground up
by the hundreds of carloads for that purpose, the substance was ready to be put into bags
and sent out to the world as any one of a hundred different brands of standard bone
phosphate. And then the farmer in Maine or California or Texas would buy this, at say
twenty-five dollars a ton, and plant it with his corn; and for several days after the operation
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the fields would have a strong odor, and the farmer and his wagon and the very horses that
had hauled it would all have it too. In Packingtown the fertilizer is pure, instead of being a
flavoring, and instead of a ton or so spread out on several acres under the open sky, there are
hundreds and thousands of tons of it in one building, heaped here and there in haystack
piles, covering the floor several inches deep, and filling the air with a choking dust that
becomes a blinding sandstorm when the wind stirs.

It was to this building that Jurgis came daily, as if dragged by an unseen hand. The month
of May was an exceptionally cool one, and his secret prayers were granted; but early in June
there came a record-breaking hot spell, and after that there were men wanted in the fertilizer
mill.

The boss of the grinding room had come to know Jurgis by this time, and had marked him
for a likely man; and so when he came to the door about two o'clock this breathless hot day,
he felt a sudden spasm of pain shoot through him—the boss beckoned to him! In ten
minutes more Jurgis had pulled off his coat and overshirt, and set his teeth together and
gone to work. Here was one more difficulty for him to meet and conquer!

His labor took him about one minute to learn. Before him was one of the vents of the mill in
which the fertilizer was being ground—rushing forth in a great brown river, with a spray of
the finest dust flung forth in clouds. Jurgis was given a shovel, and along with half a dozen
others it was his task to shovel this fertilizer into carts. That others were at work he knew by
the sound, and by the fact that he sometimes collided with them; otherwise they might as
well not have been there, for in the blinding dust storm a man could not see six feet in front
of his face. When he had filled one cart he had to grope around him until another came, and
if there was none on hand he continued to grope till one arrived. In five minutes he was, of
course, a mass of fertilizer from head to feet; they gave him a sponge to tie over his mouth, so
that he could breathe, but the sponge did not prevent his lips and eyelids from caking up
with it and his ears from filling solid. He looked like a brown ghost at twilight—from hair to
shoes he became the color of the building and of everything in it, and for that matter a
hundred yards outside it. The building had to be left open, and when the wind blew Durham
and Company lost a great deal of fertilizer.

Working in his shirt sleeves, and with the thermometer at over a hundred, the phosphates
soaked in through every pore of Jurgis' skin, and in five minutes he had a headache, and in
fifteen was almost dazed. The blood was pounding in his brain like an engine's throbbing;
there was a frightful pain in the top of his skull, and he could hardly control his hands. Still,
with the memory of his four months' siege behind him, he fought on, in a frenzy of
determination; and half an hour later he began to vomit—he vomited until it seemed as if his
inwards must be torn into shreds. A man could get used to the fertilizer mill, the boss had
said, if he would make up his mind to it; but Jurgis now began to see that it was a question
of making up his stomach....

Of course Jurgis had made his home a miniature fertilizer mill a minute after entering. The
stuff was half an inch deep in his skin—his whole system was full of it, and it would have
taken a week not merely of scrubbing, but of vigorous exercise, to get it out of him. As it was,
he could be compared with nothing known to men, save that newest discovery of the savants,
a substance which emits energy for an unlimited time, without being itself in the least
diminished in power. He smelled so that he made all the food at the table taste, and set the
whole family to vomiting; for himself it was three days before he could keep anything upon
his stomach--he might wash his hands, and use a knife and fork, but were not his mouth
and throat filled with the poison?
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And still Jurgis stuck it out! In spite of splitting headaches he would stagger down to the
plant and take up his stand once more, and begin to shovel in the blinding clouds of dust.
And so at the end of the week he was a fertilizer man for life—he was able to eat again, and
though his head never stopped aching, it ceased to be so bad that he could not work....

....There was never the least attention paid to what was cut up for sausage; there would come
all the way back from Europe old sausage that had been rejected, and that was moldy and
white--it would be dosed with borax and glycerine, and dumped into the hoppers, and made
over again for home consumption. There would be meat that had tumbled out on the floor, in
the dirt and sawdust, where the workers had tramped and spit uncounted billions of
consumption germs. There would be meat stored in great piles in rooms; and the water from
leaky roofs would drip over it, and thousands of rats would race about on it. It was too dark
in these storage places to see well, but a man could run his hand over these piles of meat and
sweep off handfuls of the dried dung of rats. These rats were nuisances, and the packers
would put poisoned bread out for them; they would die, and then rats, bread, and meat
would go into the hoppers together. This is no fairy story and no joke; the meat would be
shoveled into carts, and the man who did the shoveling would not trouble to lift out a rat
even when he saw one—there were things that went into the sausage in comparison with
which a poisoned rat was a tidbit. There was no place for the men to wash their hands before
they ate their dinner, and so they made a practice of washing them in the water that was to
be ladled into the sausage. There were the butt-ends of smoked meat, and the scraps of
corned beef, and all the odds and ends of the waste of the plants, that would be dumped into
old barrels in the cellar and left there. Under the system of rigid economy which the packers
enforced, there were some jobs that it only paid to do once in a long time, and among these
was the cleaning out of the waste barrels. Every spring they did it; and in the barrels would
be dirt and rust and old nails and stale water--and cartload after cartload of it would be
taken up and dumped into the hoppers with fresh meat, and sent out to the public's
breakfast. Some of it they would make into "smoked" sausage—but as the smoking took time,
and was therefore expensive, they would call upon their chemistry department, and preserve
it with borax and color it with gelatine to make it brown. All of their sausage came out of the
same bowl, but when they came to wrap it they would stamp some of it “special,” and for this
they would charge two cents more a pound.

[By the end of the novel, Jurgis is not only a committed union member, but has rallied to the
Socialist Party, which managed to elect many local candidates to offices in Chicago in the late
1800s and early 1900s. At the end of the novel he is listening to a speech by a Socialist Party
representative with a massive crowd of workers who support the Party’s efforts.]

....The orator had been the head of the city's relief bureau in the stockyards, until the sight of
misery and corruption had made him sick. He was young, hungry-looking, full of fire; and as
he swung his long arms and beat up the crowd, to Jurgis he seemed the very spirit of the
revolution. "Organize! Organize! Organize!"--that was his cry.... Fifty thousand Socialist
votes in Chicago means a municipal-ownership Democracy in the spring!.... the greatest
opportunity that has ever come to Socialism in America! We shall have the sham reformers
self-stultified and self-convicted; we shall have the radical Democracy left without a lie with
which to cover its nakedness! And then will begin the rush that will never be checked, the
tide that will never turn till it has reached its flood--that will be irresistible, overwhelming--
the rallying of the outraged workingmen of Chicago to our standard! And we shall organize
them, we shall drill them, we shall marshal them for the victory! We shall bear down the
opposition, we shall sweep if before us--and Chicago will be ours! Chicago will be ours!
CHICAGO WILL BE OURS!"
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