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It is the question of the hour in America, an i

find the answer under penalty of civil v'var.d éxx;:fer;;a ;2:::

ago the answer was given to Robert Collier, and if he had had

the courage to stand out against his father, if Norman Ha

god had been what he pretended to be, an editor they wouﬁd-
ve taken up the truth which I put before them,' they would

it—and to-day we should not be tryi i
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CHAPTER IV '
THE REAL FIGHT

There was a strike of the wage-slaves of the Beef Trust
in Chicago, and I wrote for the “Appeal to Reason” a broad-

side addressed to these strikers, trying to point out to them & M

the truth Whi(l.‘.’l%'P_ﬁf_r_CQl]ie_rJ'lad concealed from his precious
half million subscribers. This broadside was taken up by the
Socialists of the Stockyards district, and thirty thousand copies
were distributed among the defeated strikers. The “Appeal
to Reason” offered me five hundred dollars to live on while
I wrote a novel dealing with the life of those wage-slaves of
the Beef Trust; so I went to Packingtown, and lived for seven
weeks among the workers, and came home again and wrote
“The Jungle.” .
Now so far the things that had been done to me by the
world of American Journalism had been of a mocking nature.
I had been a sort of “guy”; a young poet—very young—who
believed that he had “genius,” and kept making a noise about
it. So I was pigeon-holed with long-haired violinists from
abroad, and painters with fancy-colored vests, and woman suf-
fragists with short hair, and religious prophets in purple robes.
All such things are lumped together by newspapersywhich are
good-naturedly tolerant of their fellow fakers. ” The public
likes to be amused, and “genius” is one of the things that
amuse it: _such js_the attitude of a_world which understands |

D)

is the one thing"in life really” Worth While, the

minded ‘mem-—"
But™from now on you will see that there enters into my
story a new note. The element of horse-play goes out, and
something grim takes its place. And what is the reason for
this change? Was there any change in me? Did I suddenly
become dissipated, dishonest, self-seeking? No, there was no
change in me; I was the same person, living the same life. _But

I ceased to oppose social wickedness with the fragile weapon

.0t poet
wnstead, I took a sharp sword of contemporary fact, and thrust

with visions ang__igggjg_ations and consecrations ;.
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it into the vitals of one of those monstrous parasites which
are sucking the life-blood of the American people. That was
the difference; and if from now on you find in this story a
note of fierce revolt, please understand that you are listening
to a man who for fourteen years had been in a battle, and
has seen his cause suffering daily wounds from a cruel and
treacherous foe.

My first experience, it happened, was with “Collier’s .

Weekly.” But it was not a dinner-party experience this time,
thére was no element of friendliness or sociability in it.

“The Jungle” was appearing serially, and was causing a
tremendous lot of discussion; it occurred to me that it might
be possible to persuade “Collier’s” to take up the matter, so
I wrote an article, telling quite simply some of the things
that were going on in the packing-houses of Chicago. I had
been there, and had seen—and not as a blundering amateur,
as the packers charged. It happened that I had met in Chicago
an Englishman, Mr. Adolph Smith, the world’s greatest
authority on packing-houses, He had studied methods of
meat-packing all over Great Britain, and all over the continent
of Europe, for the “London Lancet,” the leading medical
paper of Great Britain. He had come, as authorized represent-
ative of the *“Lancet,” to investigate conditions in An_1enm.
I had his backing in what I wrote; I also had the backing of
various State and Federal authorities; I had the text of the
Federal meat-inspection law, which had been written b_y the
packers to enable them to sell diseased meat with impunity.

I took all these facts to Norman Hapgood and Robert
Collier. I offered them the opportunity to reap the fame and
profit which I subsequently reaped from the book-publication
of “The Jungle,” and incidentally to do a great public service.
They were interested, but not convinced, and they employed
a United States army-officer, Major Louis L. Seaman, who
went out to Chicago and accepted the hospitality of the packers,
and reported that all my charges were exaggerated, and most
of them entirely false. And Collier and Hapgood accepted
Lffajox;i Seaman’s word against my word and the authorities I
offered.

That was all right; I had no complaint against that; they
used their editorial judgment. My complaint was of the way
they handled the story. In their preliminary announcement
(April 15, 1905) they said:

v
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Some very brilliant articles have been sent us about the un-
hygienic methods of the Beef Trust. In order mot to run any risk
of wronging that organization we engaged Major Seaman to go to
Chicago, and his first report will appear next week.

So, you see, they were going to give an illustration of
editorial fairness, of scrupulous regard for exact truth; and
having thus prepared their readers, on April 22, 1905, they
presented their material—a long article by Major Seama
praising the Chicago Stockyards, and pretending to refute
my charges. At the same time they published only three
paragraphs of my charges—the great bulk of my articles they
left unpublished! They gave their readers a few paragraphs
from the “London Lancet,” but so far as concerned me, the
readers got only the answers of Major Seaman, and an in-
troductory editorial condemnation of me, explaining that I had
submitted my articles to the editors, and they, “desirous of
securing the unexaggerated facts,” had sent Major Seaman to
Chicago, and now gave his findings. ,

And this not being enough, they added a discussion of the
matter on their editorial page. This editorial they headed,
“Sensationalism” ; and they subtly phrased it to give the im-
pression that the paragraphs they were publishing constituted
all T had to say: “Mr. Sinclair’s article, published alone, would
have produced much more of a sensation than it will produce
as mitigated by the report of Major Seaman . . . . Having
some doubt, however, about the real facts, we induced Major
Seaman to make the trip to Chicago. This incident will serve
as an example of the policy mapped out for the conduct of
this paper.”

How dignified and impressive! And how utterly and un-
speakably knavish! And when I wrote to them and protested,
they evaded. When I demanded that they publish my entire
article, they refused. When I demanded that they publish my
letter of protest, they refused that. And this was done by

_ﬂowg{_ag@%iﬁ_who posed as a liberal, a lover of justice;
a man who spent his editorial time balancing like a tight-ro
walker on the narrow thread of truth, occupying himself li
a medieval schoolman with finding the precise mathematical
or metaphysical dead centre between the contending forces of
conservatism and radicalism. A friend of mine talked with
him about his treatment of me and reported him as saying,
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with a smile: “We packed the wrong horse.” The truth was,
he had backed the horse of gold, the horse that came tO his

office Toaded down Wit -page advertisements of packing-
house products.

wCollier’s” calls itself «The National Weekly,” and has
obtained a reputation as 2 fiberal organ, upon the strength of
several useful campaigns. It attacked spiritualist fakers an
land-fraud grafters; also it attacked dishonest medical adver-
tising. It could do this, having arrived at the stage of security
where it counts upon full-page advertisements of automobiles
and packing-house products. But when it was a question O
attacking packing-house advertisements—then what a dif-
ference!

Robert J. Collier was 2 gentleman and a “good fellow” ;
but he was a child of his world, and his world was a rotten
one, a “second generation” of idle rich spendthrifts. The run-
ning of his magazine *‘on a personal basis” amounted to this:
a young writer would catch the public fancy, and Robbie wquld

send for him, as he sent for me; if he proved to be a possible

person—that is, if he came to dinner in a dress-suit, and didn’t

discuss the socialization of “Collier’s Weekly”—Robbie would
take him up and introduce him to his “set,” and the young
writer would have 2 perpetual market for his stories at a
thousand dollars per storys he would be invited to country-
house parties, he would motor and play golf and polo, ani
flirt with elegant young society ladies, and spend his after-
noons loafing in the Hoffman House bar. 1 could name not
one but a dozen young writers and illustrators to whom
have seen that happen. In the beginning they wrote about
America, in the end they wrote about the “smart set” of
Fifth Avenue and Long Island. In their personal life they
became tipplers and café celebrities; in their intellectual life
they became bitter cynics; into their writings you saw creeping
year by year the subtle poison of sexual excess—until at
last they became too far gone for «Collier’s” to tolerate any
longer, and went over to the “Cosmopolita.n}y which
them no matter how far gone they are. ‘

And now young Collier is dead, and the magazine to which

for a time he gave his generous spirit has become an instrument -

s of reaction pure and simple. It opposed and ridiculed
President Wilson’s peace policies ; it called the world to war
against the working-class of Russia; it is now calling for

T byt e i
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,epres,.sion-of all social protest in America; in short, it is an
:Amerlcaﬂ capitalist magazine. As I write, word comes that
it has been taken over by the Crowell Publishing Company,
%thgherg of the “Woman’s Home Companion,” “Farm and

1_1'e51de, and the “American Magazine.” I shall have some-
t};g]ng to the point to say about this group of publications very
s .

P. g —A well known jcurnalist writes m tha!

injustice to Norman Hapgood in telling the agove :t::yfae:g‘ uIl gat;li:ng
to give credit to Hapgood for other fine things he has done. The writer

prings facts, and 1 am always read i
D e: 1 quote his letter: Y’ y to give place to the man with

“Do you know the circumstances of Hapgood’s break with Col- &—

fier? Hapgood was the highest paid editor, of iodi
country. The business side was encroaching z:ytggnggil:::i;ll::ihéf
m?nqmg that advertising be not jeopardized, and with it the com-
missions that were its part. Collier, as you know, for years had mixe
his whiskey_ with chorus girls, and needed all the property could milk
to supply his erratic needs. So the business office had his ear. And
Hapgood left—and made his leaving effective. He took Harper's and
gave the country some of the most important exposés it had, Do
you know the story of the Powder Trust treason? I wrote it. It
v{‘as gravgn f’ll"om official records, and could not be contradicted, that
the dowﬁer rust had once made a contract with a German mi,litary
powder firm—in the days when military smokeless powder was the
goa}_ of every government—to keep it informed as to the quantity
?\l.tadxt{ﬁ'etc., of the smokeless powder it furnished to our govemment:
m:nt gghwag in the days when we were in the lead in that depart-
anytﬁ‘ he owder Trust y_umped .Hapgood hard. He could have had
an ing ! de l:\raanted by making a simple disavowal of me, any loophole
| ey woul L ve accepted—and do _you have any doubt that he could
da‘;‘el named his own terms? He declined point blank, and threw the
chal eti‘ged to %\le heaviest and most important client his weekly could
ha t?\ 31] s at he guessed wrong and ‘backed the wrong horse’
i h_e ﬁut;g ¢ may be true. But isn't it fair to assume, in the light
is fina challenge to the Collier advertising autocracy, that he was
t;:’e:t:;gﬂll):otti)};?s fmslildih asfbest he could—and that he could not tell
of a A A > N
T e o stary 1" e factors involved in the Collier handling of




CHAFTER V
THE CONDEMNED MEAT INDUSTRY
.

“The Jungle” had been accepted in advance by the Mac-
millan Company. Mr. Brett, president of the company, read
the manuscript, and asked me to cut out some of the more
shocking and bloody details, assuring me that he could sell ten
times as many copies of the book if I would do this. So here
again I had to choose between my financial interest and my
duty. I took the proposition to Lincoln Steffens, who said:
“The things you tell are unbelievable. I have a .rule in my
own work—TI don’t tell things that are unbelievable, even when
they are true.” :

Nevertheless, I was unwilling to make the changes. I

- offered the book to four other publishers, whose names I do

not now remember; then I began preparations to publish it
myself. I wrote to_Jack London, who came to my help with
his usual impetuoils generosify, writing a resounding call to
the Socialists of the country, which was published in the
“Appeal to Reason.” The result was that in a couple of months
I took in four thousand dollars. The Socialists had been
reading the story in the “Appeal,” and were thoroughly
aroused.

I had the book set up and the plates made, when some one
suggested Doubleda}‘ygage and Company, so I showed the
work to them. Walfer H. Page sent for me. He was a dear
old man, the best among business-men I have met. There
were several hustling young money-makers in his firm, who
saw a fortune in “The Jungle,” and desperately wanted to
publish it. But Page was anxious ; he must be sure that every
word was true. We had a luncheon conference, and I was
cross-questioned on every point. A week or two passed, and
I was summoned again, and Herbert S. Houston of the firm

explained that he had a friend, James Keeley, editor of the

“Chicago Tribune,” to whom he had taken the liberty of sub-

mitting my book. Here was a letter from Keeley—I read the

letter—saying that he had sent his best reporter, a trusted man,

to make a thorough report upon *“The Jungle.” And here was
32

Tae CoNpEMNED MEAT INDUSTRY 33

rt, thirty-two typewritten pages, taking up every state-
g::nrteg%out conditions in the yards, and denying one after
iher.

anoihn:ad vhe report, and recall one amusing detail. On page

one hundred and sixteen of “The Jungle” 1s a_description o‘;f1

the old packing-houses, their walls covered with grease anf

soaked with warm moist tteam. “In these rooms the germs o

tuberculosis might live for two years.” The comment upon

this statement was: “Unproven theory.” So it was necessary
for me to consult the text-books on bacteriology, and demon-

strate to Doubleday, Page and Company that qnlcellulay p:u'a-

sitic organisms are sometimes endowed with 1mrr_10rta11ty.

Isaid: “This is not an honest report. The thing you have
to do, if you really wish to know, is to send an investigator of
our own, somebody in whom you have confidence.” They
decided this must be done, and picked a young lawyer, McKee
by name, and sent him to Chicago. He spent some time there,
and when he came back his verdict was that I had told the
truth. I went to dinner at McKee’s home and spent the
evening hearing his story—incidentally getting one of the
ks of my life.

ShO(I:VIcKee h)a'\d done what T had urged him not to do: he had
one first to the packers, to see what they had officially to show
im. They had placed him in charge of a man—I do not recall

the name, but we will say Jones—their publicity agent, a

former newspaper man, who served as host and entertainer to

inquiring visitors. He had taken McKee in charge :and shown
him around, and in the course of their conversation Mque

mentioned that he was looking into the charges made in a

novel called “The Jungle.” “Oh, yes!” said Jones. “I know _ R
that book. I read it from beginning to end. I prepared a

thirty-two page report on it for Keeley of the ‘Tribune’.
So here was a little glimpse behind the curtain of the news-
paper world of Chicago! James Keeley was, and still is the
beau ideal of American newspaper men; 1 have never _;_x_}g_t_b_gg;,
But T have read artictes aboit him, the kind of “write-ups”
which the capitalist system _Eilrfes to its heroes. ~He had begun
ife as a poor boy and risen from the ranks by sheer ability
and force of character—you know the “dope.” Now he was
one of the high gods of newspaperdom; and when it was a
question of protecting the great predatory interest which sub-
sidizes all the newspapers of Chicago and holds the govern-
3
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ment of the city in the hollow of its hand, this high god sent

to Armour and Company and had a report prepared by their:

publicity-agent, and sent this report to a friend in New York
as the result of a confidential investigation by a trusted
reporter of the “Chicago Tribune” staff!

And maybe you think this must be an unusual incident ;
you think that capitalist Journalism would not often dare to
play a trick like that! T happen to be reading *“Socialism
versus the State,” by Emile Vandervelde, Belgian Minister
of State, and come upon this paragraph:

It will be remembered, for example, that the “London Times”
published, a few years ago, a series of unsigned articles, emanating,
it was said from an impartial observer, against the municipal lighting
systems in England. These articles made the tour of Europe. They
furnish, even today, arguments for the opponents of municipalization.
Now, a short time after their publication, it was learned that the
“impartial observer” was the general manager of one of the big
electric light and power companies of London.

Doubleday, Page and Company published “The Jungle,”
and it became the best-selling book, not only in America, but
also in Great Britain and its colonies, and was translated into
seventeen languages. It became also the subject of a terrific
political controversy.

The packers, fighting for their profits, brought all their
batteries to bear. To begin with, there appeared in the
“Saturday Evening Post” a series of articles signed by ]J.
‘Ogden Armour, but written, I was informed, by Forrest
Crissey, one of the staff of the “Post.” The editor of this
paper, George Horace Lorimer, was for nine years an employee
©f the Armours; he i5 duthor of “The Letters of a Self-Made

erchant 'to His Son,” a text-book of American business
depravity., From first to last his paper was at the service of
the packers, as it has always been at the service of every great
financial interest.

Some of the statements made under Armour’s signature
made me boil, and I sat down to write an answer, “The Con-
demned Meat Industry.” I had the facts at my fingers ends,
and wrote the article in a few hours, and jumped on the train
and came up to New York with it. I took it to the office of

“Everybody’s Magazine” and asked to see E. J. Ridgway, the
puﬁhsﬁer. T was wise enough by this time to understand that
it is the publisher, net the editor, you need to see. I read the
DUV, pet e e
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article to Ridgway, and he stopped the presses on which
«Everybody’s Magazine” was being printed, and took out 2
short story and shoved in “The Condemned Meat Industry.

“Everybody’s Magazine” at this time was on the crest of’
a wave of popularity, It had finished Tom Lawson’s exposé
of Wall Street, upon the strength of which it had built up a
circulation of half a million. Its publishers, Ridgway and
Thayer, were advertising men who had bought a brokqn-down
magazine from John Wanamaker,/and had made the discovery
that there was a fortune to be made by the simple process of
letting the people have the truth. They wanted to go on making
fortunes, and so they welcomed my article. It gave the af-
fidavits of men whom the Armours had employed to take con-
demned meat out of the destructors and sell it in Chicago.
It told the story of how the Armours had bribed these men
to retract their confessions. It gave the reports of State
health authorities, who showed how the Armours had pleaded
guilty to adulterating foods. It was a mass of such facts
fused in 2 white heat of indignation. United States Senator
Beveridge told me that he considered the article the greatest
piece of controversial writing he had ever read.

You may find it in the library, “Everybody’s” for May, 1906.
Whatever you think of its literary style, you will see that it
is definite and specific, and revealed a most frightful condition
in the country’s meat supply, an unquestionable danger to the
public health. It was therefore a challenge to every public
service agency in the country; above all, it was a challenge to
the newspapers, through which the social body is supposed to
learn of its dangers and its needs. .

It was my first complete test of American Journalism.
Hitherto I had tried the newspapers as a young poet, clamoring
for recognition ; they had called me a self-seeker, and although
I felt that the charge was untrue, I was powerless to disprove
it to others. But now I tried them in a matter that was
obviously in the public interest—too obviously so for dispute,
I was still naive enough to be shocked by the result. I had
expected that every newspaper which boasted of public spirit
would take up these charges, and at least report them; but
instead of that, there was silence—silence almost complete !
I employed two clipping-bureaus on this story, and received a
few brief items from scattered papers here and there. Of all

o
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the newspapers in America, not one in two hundred went 8o -

far as to mention “The Condemned Meat Industry.”

Meantime “The Jungle” Had been published in book form.
I will say of “The Jungle” just what I said of the magazine
article—whatever you may think of it as literature, you must
admit that it was packed with facts which constituted an appeal
to the American conscience. The book was sent to all America
newspapers; also it was widely advertised, it was boosted b
one of the most efficient publicity men in the country. And
what were the results? I will give a few illustrations.

The most widely read newspaper editor in America is

as a radical; he told me that he drank in Socialism with his
mother’s milk. And Brisbane now took me up, just as Robbie
Collier had done; he invited me to his home, and wrote one
of his famous two-column editorials about “The Jungle”— a
rare compliment to a young author. This editoriail treated me
personally with kindness; I was a sensitive young poet who had
visited the stockyards for the first time, and had been horrified
by the discovery that animals had blood inside them. With a
fatherly pat on the shoulder, Brisbane informed me that a
slaughter-house is not an opera-house, or words to that effect.

I remember talking about this editorial with Adolph Smith,

representative of the “London Lancet.” He remarked with
dry sarcasm that in a court of justice Brisbane would be en-
tirely safe; his statement that a slaughter-house is not an
opera-house was strictly and literally accurate. But if you
took what the statement was meant to convey to the reader—
that a slaughter-house is necessarily filthy, then the state-
ment was false. “If you go to the municipal slaughter-houses
of Germany, you find them as free from odor a§ an opera-
house,” said Adolph Smith; and five or six years later, when
I visited Germany, I took the opportunity to verify this state-
ment. But because of the kindness of American editorial
writers to the interests which contribiife Iixu-ﬁ:n gdyertige- _
ments to newspapers, the American people still have their meat
prepared in filth, ,

Or take the “Outlook.” The “Outlook” poses as a fiberal
ublication; its editor preaches what he calls “Industrial
emocracy,” a very funny joke. I have dealt with this organ

of the “Clerical Camouflage” in five sections of “The Profits
of Religion”; I will not repeat here, except to quote how the

% ‘u"f Arthur Brishane. Brisbane poses as a liberal, sometimes even

pious “Outlook” dealt with “The Jungle.”

Tar CoNDEMNED MEAT INDUSTRY 37

The “Outlook”

i ils in the packing-
d no doubt that there were genuine evi
hi‘auts; the conditions of the workers ought of course to be
improved, BUT— -
isgust the reader by dragging him through every conceivable
horr’gl? %ﬁgriscal and mora‘,yto depict with lurid excitement atndov:;t;l:
oﬁensi've minuteness the life in jail and brothel—all th:sbts o ver-
reach the object . ... Even things actually terrible may become

i i i nd in a
hen a writer screams them out in a sensational way al
g;;ttfdpir::hid key . . . . More convincing if it were less hysterical.

Elbert Hubbard rushed to the rescue of his best
adv?r!tsiging clients. Later in this book you will find a chaptelt' I
dealing especially with the seer of East Aurora; for the preset}

I will merely quote his comments on my packing-house re\ril -
ations. His attack upon “The Jungle” was reprinted by“_t e
Chicago packers, and mailed out to the extent of a mi ion
copies; every clergyman and every physician in the country
received one. I have a copy of his article, as it was sent 01;:
by a newspaper syndicate in the form of plate-mz;tter:

occupies four newspaper columns, with these head-lines:

ELBERT HUBBARD LASHES THE MUCK-RAKER CROWD.
Says “The Jungle” Book is a Libel and an Insult to gntel_l(;genc;é
and that This Country is Making Headway as Fast as Stupidity
Reformers Will Admit.

After which it will suffice to quote one paragraph, as
follows: .

Can it be possible that any one is deceived by this insane rant (:
and drivel? J

13 D
And also the friend of my boyhood, my beloved “New Yorl; P/
Post”! This organ of arm-chair reSpectability—

mn €
E::: reierence to the large leather receptacles w ich you fl'md
in the Fifth Avenue clubs—had up_bralde;g me for a harm Tg;s
rank, “The Journal of Arthur Stirling.” Now comes . ke
ungle” ; and the “Evening Post” devotes a column to the book.
t is “lurid, overdrawn . . . . If the author had been a man
who cared mote for exact truth,” etc, Whereupon ‘I sit my-
self down and write a polite letter to the editor of the Evemhn.g
Post,” asking will he please tell me upon what he bases t hls
injurious charge. I have made patient investigations in the
stockyards, and the publishers of “The Jungle” have done t _tz
same. Will the “Evening Post” state what investigations ¢
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has made? Or does it make this injurious charge against my p

book without investigation, trusting that its readers will accept
its word, and that it will never be brought to book?

This is a fair question, is it not? The organs of arm-
chair respectability ought not to make loose charges against
radicals, they ought not condemn without knowledge. So I
appeal to my beloved “Evening Post,” which I have read six
times per week for ten or twelve years; and the answer
comes: “It is not our custom to permit authors to reply to
book-reviews, and we see no reason for departing from our
practice in order to permit you to advertise your book and to

insult us.”_ And so the matter rests, until a couple of months} .

later, the President of the United States makes an investiga-
tion, and his commission {ssues a report which vindicates every
charge 1 have made. And now what? Does the “Evening
Post” apologize to me? Does it do anything to make clear to
its readers that it has erred in its sneers at “The Jungle”?

- The “Evening Post” says not one word; but it still continues

to tell the public that I am unworthy of confidence, because
I once played a harmless joke with “The Journal of Arthur
Stirling” !

CHAPTER VI
AN ADVENTURE WITH ROOSEVELT

I was determined to get something done about the Con-
demned Meat Industry. I was determined to get something
done about the atrocious conditions under which men, women
and children were working in the Chicago stockyards. In my
efforts to get something done, I was like an animal in a cage.
The bars of this cage were newspapers, which stood between
me and the public; and inside the cage I roamed up and
down, testing one f)ar after another, and finding them im-
possible to break. I wrote letters to newspaper editors; I
appealed to public men, I engaged an extra secretary and ran
a regular publicity bureau in my home,

It happened that I had occasion to consult the record of
the congressional investigations held after the Spanish-
American War, into the quality of canned meat furnished by
the Chicago packers, Here was Theodore Roosevelt on the
witness-stand, declaring: “I would as soon have eaten my old
hat.” And now Theodore Roosevelt was president of the
United States, with power to help me if he would! In a
moment of inspiration I decided to appeal to him.

He had already heard about *The Jungle,” as I learned
later; his secretary, Loeb, told me that he had been receiving
a hundred letters a day about the book. Roosevelt now wrote,
saying that he had requested the Department of Agriculture to
make an investigation. I replied that nothing could be ex-
pected from such an investigation, because the Department
of Agriculture was itself involved in my charges. If he
wanted to get the truth, he must do what Doubleday, Page and
Company had done, get an independent report. He wrote me
to come to Washington, and I had several conferences with
him, and he appointed two of his trusted friends to go out
to Chicago and make a “secret” investigation. Three days
after this decision was made I forwarded a letter to Roosevelt
from a working-man in the Chicago stockyards, saying that
it was known all over the yards that an investigation was to
be made by the government, and that a mad campaign of
tleaning up was in progress.
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Roosevelt asked me to go with his commission. I was
too'bgsy to Go this, but I sent Mrs. Ella Reeve Bloor, a
Socialist lecturer, and her husband as my representatives
paying the cost out of my own pocket. I kpew that thej;
would be trusted by the workers who. had trusted me, and
thought they might be able to get at least a few of the ‘facts
to Roosevelt’s commission. As a matter of fact they were
not able to do very much, because they were shadowed during
the entire time by detectives of the packers, and every work-
ingman knew ttlat it would cost him his job to be seen near
the commission’s rooms. I found the Socialists of Chicago
bitterly distrustful of the commission, and disposed to ridicule
me for trying to work with it.

¢ news of what w i i '
nftwsll()apers ot G as going on soon leaked into the
attacks upon “The Jungle”; and upon me. On — -
get the name—had remarked thatpit was quiteeel:f;g:;t tIhaftng

-,

They had already published vicious -

knew more about the inside of the brothels of Chicago than -

I knew about the stockyards.
gook-rcview !

e interested to know the exact facts in the

k | 2 case: I had spent
seven weeks patiently investigating every corner of the stgck-
yards, and I have never been inside a brothel in my life.

" Now there began to be dispatches from Washington, so
phrased as to turn the investigation against me instead of
2gacné115t the pacl:ers. fF inally there appeared in the “Tribune”

umn or two from Washington, signed by Ra d
Patterson, editor of the paper. This %‘ilspatcﬁ sﬁ'fy;naoﬁn
(sipecg C an precise de ail that resident Roosevelt was con-

ucting a confidential nvestigation into the truth of *‘The
Jungle, Intending to issue a denunciation and annihilate a
guilﬁ;ra‘lfghg authqlx:. 'bOn ’t,heI day when this story appeared
“Chicago Tribune, recei ams

frorél)n friends in Chicago! fved seventeen telegr

e of the telegrams—from A. M. Simons—decl

egray m A, M. ared that
the author of the “Tribune” dispatch was Roosevelt’s personal

This, you understand, in a

- friend. So, of course, I was considerably disturbed, and spent

the day trying to get Roosevelt on the tele hone fr i
> om Prin
tgn, not an easy achievement. First he wasit a cabinet sessigtel.
:) en he was at luncheoq, then he had gone horseback riding:
ut finally, after spending my day in the telephone-office in1
Princeton, I heard his voice, and this is what he said: “Mr.,

I replied to this that possibly the editor might

+
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Sinclair, I have been in public life longer than you, and I will
give you this bit of advice; if you pay any attention to what
the newspapers say about you, you will have an unhappy time.”
So I went home to bed. ~ The next time I saw Roosevelt he
told me that he had not seen Raymond Patterson, nor had
he said anything about his intentions to anyone. “I don’t see
how Patterson could have done such a thing,” was Roosevelt’s
comment,

The commissioners came back to Washington, and I went

- down to see them. They were amazingly frank; they told

me everything they had seen, and everything that was in their
report to the President, nor did they place any seal of con-
fidence upon me. I realized that I was dealing with people
who desired publicity, and I had sufficient worldly tact to know
that it would be better not to mention this point, but simply
to go ahead and do what all parties concerned wanted done.
" The report was known to be in the President’s hands, and
he had summoned the chairmen of the agricultural committees
of the House and Senate, and was holding the report as a
threat over their heads to force them to amend the Federal
meat inspection law, The newspaper reporters all knew what
was going on, and were crazy for news. I returned to my
little farm at Princetop; and packed up a suit-case full of
documents, letters, affidavits and official reports, and came to
New York and called up the offices of the Associated Press

Here was a sensation, not only nation-wide, but interna- |
tional ; here was the whole world clamoring for news about
one particular matter of supreme public importance. There
had been an investigation by the President of the United States
of one of America’s greatest industries, and I had been tacitly
commissioned to make the results known to the public, for the
benefit of the public, whose physical health was at stake. I
came to the great press association, an organization represent-
ing at that time some seven hundred newspapers, with scores
of millions of readers, hungry for news. The Associated Press
was the established channel through which the news was sup-
posed to flow; and in this crisis the channel proved to be a
concrete wall,

I was about to describe the thickness of the wall, but I
stop myself, remembering my pledge to tell the exact facts.
I do not know the thickness of this wall, because I have never
been able to dig through it. I only know that it is as thick
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: ‘ - as all the millions of dollars of all the vested interests of

America can build it. I first telephoned, and then sent a
letter by special messenger to the proper officials of the Asso-
ciated Press, but they would have absolutely nothing to do
with me or my news. Not only on that day, but throughout
Hi: : my entire campaign against the Beef Trust, they never sent
: out a single line injurious to the interests of the packers, save
o for a few lines dealing with the Congressional hearings, which

i . hey could not entirely suppress.

l -z It is the thesis of this book that American newspapers as a
i - whble Tepresent private interests and-notpublic interests.  Bat
there will be occasions upon which_exception to this rule is

_musthave circulation, and to get circulation they must preten

‘made; for in order to be of any use at all. the newspapers

To_care about the public, ~There is keen competition among

valuable to be thrown away. Newspapermen are human, and

e

|

i

i ‘ i to the temptation to publish the news. So I had found it
it | with “Everybody’s Magazine,” and so now I found it when I
!‘I \w‘m went with my suit-case full of documents to the office of the
|

i

\{/\' “New York Times.”
W 1 arrived about ten o’clock at night, having wasted the da
waiting upon the Associated Press \;’

| a 2 i . I was received by C. V.
i \[0 Van Anda, managing editor of the “Times”—and never before
| QA"” or since have I met such a welcome in a newspaper office. 1

told them I had the entire substance of the confidential report
t of. Roosevelt’s investigating committee, and they gave me a
' private room and two expert stenographers, and I talked for
I a few minutes to one stenographer, and then for a few minutes
: to the other stenographer, and so the story was dashed off in
about an hour. Knowing the “Times” as I have since come
to know it, I have often wondered if they would have published
this story if they had had twenty-four hours to think, and to
be interviewed by representatives of the packers. But they
didn’t have twenty-four hours, they only had two hours. They
were caught_in a whirlwind of excitement, and at one o’clock
in the morning my story was on the press, occupying a part
of the front page and practically all of the second page.
b Tt\lf qtqutticzln had been raised as hto how the story should
e authenticated. “Times” met the problem b utting the
story under a Wa:{:ltil:—Ims\"—QE— gton *‘date-line”—that is, tﬁey told their

them, and once in a while it will happen that a “scoop” is too

cannot be blamed by their owners if now and then they yield’

R ————
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readers that one of their clever correspondents in the capital

fad achteved this“3c00p.”  Being new to the newspaper game,

-Twas suiprised at this, but I have since observed that it is a

lar trick of newspapers. When the Socialist revolution
fﬁﬁﬁ place in Germany, T happened to be in Pasadena, and the
“Los Angeles Examiner” called me up to ask what I knew
about the personalities in the new government. So next morn-
ing the “Examiner” had a full description of Ebert and a

tailed dispatch from Copenhagen!
de The “Ngw York Times,” having put its hand to the plough,
went a long way down the furrow. For several days they

published my material. I gave them the ac}dress.of the Bloors,

and they sent a reporter to Delaware to interview them, and

get the inside story of the commission’s experiences in (';hlpago’i

this also went on the front page. All these stories the “Times

sold to scores of newspapers all over the country—newspapers
which should have received them through the Associated Press,

had the Associated Press been a news channel instead of a
concrete wall. The “Times,” of course, made a fortune out ! _
of these sales; Vet it never paid me a dollar for what I gave! .
‘It, nor did it occur to me to expect a dollar. I only mention \
fhis element to show how under thé @ht-syg;tggﬂ__gygq_th:
wotrk of reform, the service of humanity, is exploited g |
fiave done things like this, not once but hundreds of times in

my life; yet I read continually in the newspapers the charge
that I am in the business of muck-raking for money. I have
read such insinuations even in the “New York Times"!

Also T had another experience which threw light on the
attitude of the great metropolitan newspapers to the subject of
money. It is the custom of publishers to sell to newspaper
syndicates what are called the “post-publication serial rights
of a book. *The Jungle” having become an international sen-
sation, there was keen bidding for these serial r_xghts', and they ‘H M}‘/
were finally sold to the “New York American” for two
thousand dollars, of which The author received half. . Forth-
with the editorial writers of both the Hearst papers in New
York, the “American” and the *“Evening Journal,” began to
sing the praises of “The Jungle.” You will recall the patron-
izing tone in which Jﬁ\mﬂxmhm had spoken of my charges
agamst the Chicagd packers. But now suddenly Brisbane lost
all his distrust of my competence as an authority on stock-
yards. In the “Evening Journal” for May 29, 1906, there

1Y
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appeared a double-column editorial, running over into another
double column, celebrating “The Jungle” and myself in em-
phatic capitals, and urging the American people to read my
all-important revelations of the infamies of the Beef Trust:

In his book—which ought to be read by at least a million
Americans—Mr. Sinclair traces the career of one family. It is a
book that does for modern INDUSTRIAL slavery what “Uncle
Tom’s Cabin” did for black slavery. But the work is done far better
and more accurately in “The Jungle” than in “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.”

Mr, Sinclair lived in the stockyards.
work there are treated, how the people that buy dreadful, diseased

products are treated. HE TOLD THE TRUTH SIMPLY AND

CONVINCINGLY. He went there to study life, not merely to tell
a story.

As a result of the writing of this book, of the horror and the .

shame it has aroused, there is a good prospect that the Beef Trust
devilries will be CHECKED at least, and one hideous phase of modern
life at least modified. . . . .

Meanwhile, the public should be thankful to Mr. Sinclair for the
public service he is rendering, and his book “The Jungle” should sell
as no book has sold in America since “Uncle Tom's Cabin.”

And then on May 31st, two days later, appeared another
editorial of the same character, conveying to the readers of
the “Evening Journal” the fact that they might read this
wonderful novel in the Hearst newspapers ; the first chapter
would be published in both the “Evening Journal” and the
“American,” and after that the complete story would run in
the “American.” The ordinary capitals used by Mr. Brisbane
in his editorials were not sufficient in this crisis; he used a.
couple of sizes larger—almost an advertising poster. I quote
the closing paragraphs from his editorial:

It will please our readers to know that for the right to publish

Mr. Sinclair’s book serially in our newspapers—which includes no
interest whatever in its publication in book form—we pay to him an
amount of money exceeding all that he has been able to earn in six
years of hard literary work.
.. This newspaper, which has opposed the Beef Trust and its in-
iquities for years, and which first published the facts and the affidavits
that form part of Mr. Sinclair’s indictment, rejoices that this young
man should have had the will, the courage and the ability to write a
work that HAS FORCED NATIONAL ATTENTION, including the
attention of the President of the United States. . ... .

We urge that you read the first installment of Mr. Sinclair’s
book in this newspaper to-day, and that you continue reading it daily
as the various installments appear in THE AMERICAN.

He saw how the men that

——

CHAPTER VII
JACKALS AND A CARCASE

Roosevelt had hoped to get the new inspection bill througf!,‘vv

Congress without giving out the report of his commission. But
the packers and their employes in Congress blocked his bill,
and so finally the report was given out, and caused a _perfect
whirlwind of public indignation. The packers, fighting for
their profits, made their stand in the Agricultural Committees
of the House, which apparently they owned completely. Cour-
teous hearings were granted to every kind of retainer of the
Beef Trust, while the two representatives of the President
were badgered on the witness-stand as if they had been
criminals on trial. I sent a telegram to Congressman Wads-
worth of New York, chairman of the committee, asking for a
hearing, and my request was refused. I then wrote a letter
to Congressman Wadsworth, in which I told him what I
thought of him and his committee—which letter was taken
up later by his democratic opponents in his district, and resulted
in his permanent removal from public life. .

But meantime, Wadsworth was king. In the fight against
him, I moved my publicity bureau up to New York, and put
three stenographers at work. I worked twenty hours a day
myself—nor was I always able to sleep the other four hours.
I had broken out of the cage for a few weeks, and I made
the most of my opportunity. 1 wrote articles, and sent
telegrams, and twice every day, morning and evening, a room-
ful of reporters came to see me. Some of these men became
my friends, and would tell me what the packers were doing
in the New York newspaper-offices, and also with their lobby
in Washington. I recall one amusing experience, which gave
me a glimpse behind the scenes of two rival yellow journals,
the “New York Evening World” and the “New York Evening
Journal.”

The “Evening Journal” sent a reporter to see me. Would
I write an article every day, telling what I knev: about con-
ditions among working-girls in New York? I signed a con-
tract with the “Journal” for a month or two, and that same
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evening all the wagons which delivered papers for the *journal”
were out with huge signs over them: “Upton Sinclair will
write, etc., etc.” Then next day came my friend William Din-
widdie, representing the “Evening World.” Would I write a
series of articles for the *“Evening World”? Certainly I
would, I said, and signed a contract for a number of articles
at five cents a word; so all the wagons of the “World” ap-
peared with the announcement that I would tell in the “World”

what I knew about conditions in the packing-houses of New
York. And the editorial writers of the “%vening World,” *

who had hitherto ignored my existence, now suddenly dis-
covered that I was a great man. They put my picture at the
top of thegr editorial page, celebrating me in this fashion:

A BOOK THAT MADE HISTORY

Not since Byron awoke one mornin i
g to find himself famous h
there been such an example of world-wide celebrity won in a d:;
by a‘})o?k gs has tl:(ome to Upton Sinclair.
Yesterday unknown, the author of “The Jungle” is to-
'fl?mllxaxi n;lme onutw}rlo colgtinex}}s. kParis, Londgn gned IIBS'erligl dl?zo;
im only less well than New York and Boston,
him even in far-off Australia. on. They know about

., Forthwith came the man from the “Journal,” all but tear-
ing his hair with excitement, What unspeakable treachery
was this I had committed? Was it true that I had promised
to write for the “World,” as well as for the “Journal”? I
answered that it was, of course. “But,” said this man, “you
gave me an exclusive contract.” “I gave you nothing of the
so;’t,” I said, and pu_lled out the contract to prove it. “But,”
said he, “you promised me personally that it would be an
exclusive contract.” “I promised you nothing of the sort,”
I'said. “I never thought of such a thing.” But he argued and
insisted—I must have known, my common-sense must have
told me that my stories for them were of no value, if at the
same time I was writing for their deadly rival. I was rather
shocked at that statement. Were they entirely interested in

|

‘.

_a “scoop,” axtld rtll?t at all in the working gifls of New York?
To Eeﬁ with the worl&'n% girls of ﬁew York " said the

IIearst reporter ; whereat, ot course, I was still more shocked.

For three days this man from the “Journal” and
: ] other
men from the “Journal” kept bombarding and besieging me;
and I, poor devil, suffered agonies of embarrassment and dis-
tress, being sensitive, and not able to realize that this was an
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every-day matter to them—they were a pack of jackals t
to tear a carcase away from another pack of jackals. Bu
when I stood by my contract with the “Evening World,” the
“Journal” dropped its contract, and lost its interest, not merely
in the working-girls of New York, but also in the sins of the
Chicago packers. )

The lobbyists of the: packers had their way in Washington;
the meat inspection bill was deprived of all its sharpest teeth,
and in that form Roosevelt accepted it and prepared to let the
subject drop. I was bitterly disappointed, the more so be-
cause he had made no move about the matter which lay nearest
my heart. L@M@ﬂﬁ&ﬂmm&lﬂi&l
was found amusing—that “I aimed at the public’s heart and

By accident I hit it in the stomach.” It is a fact that I had
fiof been nearly so interested in the “condemned meat in-
dustry” as in something else. To me the diseased meat graft
had been only one of a hundred varieties of graft which I
saw va that inferno of exploitation. My main concern had
been for the fate of the workers, and I realized with bitterness
that I had been made into a “celebrity,” not because the public
cared anything about the sufferings of these workers, but sim-
ply because the public did not want to eat tubercular beef.

I had objected to Roosevelt that he was giving all his at-
tention to the subject of meat-inspection, and none to the
subject of labor-inspection. His answer was that he had
power to remedy the former evils, but no power to remedy the
latter. I tried to persuade him to agitate the question and
obtain the power; but I tried in vain. “The Jungle” caused
the whitewashing of some packing-house walls, and it furnished
jobs for a dozen or two lady-manicurists, but it left the wage-
slaves in those huge brick packing-boxes exactly where they
were before. Ten years later the war broke out, and as these
wage-slaves became restive, an investigation was made. Here
are a few paragraphs describing the adventures of the Federal
investigators:

The first four homes brought expressions of horror from the

l‘v‘viocn;len of the party, dark, insanitary, pest-ridden rooms and foodless

tchens.

Mrs. Belbine Skupin. Working in_the yards. The six Skupin

children in their home at 4819 Laflin Street, hugging the stove and

waiting for “mother to return” “I didn’t think such things exist

outside the books,” said one indignant young lady visitor, Miss Walsh.
In one home, seven children found. Youngest, a baby of fourteen

—
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months; oldest, a boy of eight years. Baby “mothered” by girl of
four. Father :’nd mother work in stock-yards. Children had no shoes
or stockings and flimsy underwecar. No food in house except pot
of weak coffee, loaf of rye bread and kettle containing mess of
cabbage, But in the basement was a ‘conservation’ card, bearing the
motto “Don’t waste food.”

I look back upon this campaign, to which I gave three year;-:1
of brain and soul-sweat, and ask what I really accomplished.
Old Nelson Morris died of a broken conscience. I took a few
millions away from him, and from the Armours and the
Swifts—giving them to the Junkers of East Prussia, and to
Paris bankers who were backing enterprises to pack meat in the
Argentine. I added a hundred thousand readers to “Every-
body’s Magazine,” and a considerable number to the “New

York Times.” I made a fortune and a reputation for Double- |
day, Page and Company, which immediately became one of
the most conservative publishing-houses in America—using
“The Jungle” money to promote the educational works of
Andrew Carnegie, and the autobiography of John D. Rocke-
feller, and the obscene ravings of the Reverend Thomas Dixon,
and the sociological bunkum of Gerald Stanley Lee. I took
my next novel to Doubleday, Page and Company, and old
Walter Page was enthusiastic for it and wanted to publish it;
but the shrewd young business-men saw that “The Metropolis”
was not going to be popular with the big trust companies and
insurance companies which fill up the advertising pages of the
“World’s Work.” They told me that “The Metropolis” was
not a novel, but a piece of propaganda; it was not “art.” I
looked them in the eye and said: “You are announcing a new
novel by Thomas Dixon. Is that ‘art’?”

Quite recently I tried them again with “King Coal,” and
they did not deny that “King Coal” was “art.” But they said:
“We think you had better find some publisher who is animated
by a great faith.” It is a phrase which I shall remember as
long as I live; a perfect phrase, which any comment would
spoil. I bought up the plates of “The Jungle,” which Double-
day, Page and Company had allowed to go out of print—not
being “animated by a great faith.” [ hope some time to issue
the book in a cheap edition, and to keep it in circulation until
the wage-slaves of the Beef Trust have risen and achieved
their freedom. Meantime, it is still being read—and still being
lied about. I have before me a clipping from a Seattle

P
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. Some one has written to ask if “The Jungle” is a
?rt%efbook. The editor replies, ex cathedra, that Ptées:%t
Roosevelt made an investigation of the charges o e
Jungle,” and thoroughly disproved them all! i

And again, here is my friend Edwin E. Slosson, 1te;-lary
editor of the *“Independent,” a man who has sense enoug R;o
know better than he does. He reviews “The Profits of -
ligion” in this brief fashion:

ungle” has taken to muck-raking the
churg‘;—a-v‘:%:rsi:éla:{ggcegs agt unearthing malodorous features and
similar failure to portray a truthful picture.

I write to Slosson, just as I wrote to the “New York Eve-
ning Post,” to ask what investigation he has made, and ‘v‘vhat
evidence he can produce to back up hig charge that “The
Jungle” is not a “truthful picture”; and there comes the suti
prising reply that it had never occurred to Slosson that
myself meant “The Jungle” for a truthful picture. I had :(1101:
portrayed the marvelous business efﬁc1enf:y of the Stockyati-l ii
their wonderful economies, etc.; and nb picture that. faile
to do that could claim to be truthful! That explanation a,l[:-
parently satisfied my friend Slosson, but it did not satisfy the
readers of the “Independent”—for the reason that Slosson
did not give them an opportunity to read it! He did not
publish or mention my protest, and he heft his readsrs to
assume, as they naturally would, that the *“Independent cog—
sidered that I had exaggerated the miserv of the Stockyards
workers. .

Note: The “Congressman Wadsworth” referred to on page 45 is
not the present Senator Wadsworth, but his father.
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CHAPTER XXXV '

THE CAVSES OF THINGS

1 studied Latin for five years in college, and from this
study brought away a dozen Latin verses. One of them is
from Virgil: “Happy he who has learned to know the causes
of things.” The words have stayed in my mind, summing up
the purpose of my intellectual life: Not to rest content with
observing phenomena, but to know what they mean, how they
have come to be, how they may be guided and developed, or,
if evil, may be counteracted. I would not have taken the
trouble to write a book to say to the reader: 1 have been .

ersecuted for twenty years by prostitute_Journalism._ The
thing I am_interested in sayifig is: The prostitution of
ournalism is due to such and such factors, and may be
remedied by such and such changes. ’

Here is one of the five continents of the world, perhaps
the richest of the five in natural resources. As far back as
history, anthropology, and even zoology can trace, these
natural resofirces have been the object of competitive struggle. .
For the past four hundred years this struggle has been ;
‘ . ordained by the laws and sanctified by the religions of man. ‘

“Each for himself,” we say, and, “the devil take the hind- i
most.” “Dog eat dog,” we say. “Do others or they will do
you,” we say. ‘‘Business is business,” we say. ‘‘Get the stuff,”
we say. “Money talks,” we say. “The Almighty Dollar,” we
say. So, bya thousand native witticisms, we Americans make
clear our attitude toward the natural resources of our
continent.

As a result of four centuries of this attitude, ordained by
law and sanctified by religion, it has come about that at this
beginning of the twentieth century the massed control of the
wealth of America lies in the hands 6f perhaps a scofe of

owerful individuals, We in America spei% of steel kings and
5 coal barons, of lords of wheat and lumber and oil and rail-
; : roads, and think perhaps that we are using metaphors; but the
Q simple fact is that the men to whom we refer occupy in the
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world of industry precisely the same position and § .
the same roles ?;pwere filled in the political wor]g ’;’,"’?{*b
uis, who said, “I am the State.” 4 ing

This power of concentrated wealth which ruleg Amer:
is known by many names, It is “Wall Street,” it is ‘e'gg
Business,” it is “the Trusts.” It is the “System” of Linco
Steffens, the “Invisible Government” of Woodrow Wilson coly
“Empire of Business” of Andrew Carnegie, the “Plutoc,.'athe
of the populists. It has been made the theme of gq m‘t;y;
stump-oratory that in cultured circles it is considered po
form to speak of it in quotation marks, with 2 playful apq
skeptical implication ; but the simple fact is that this ower
controlled American public life since the ci%— .
greater at this hour than ever before in our history, .

' Theone difference betweefi the Emij ire of Business and the
Empire of Louis is that the former exists side by side with o
political democracy. To keep this political democracy subsger.
vient to its ends, the industria autocracy maintains and sy
‘sidizes two rival political machines, and évery now and then
stages an elaborate zDattle, contributing millions of dollar
to the campaign funds of both sides, burning thousands of tons
‘of réd fire, pouring out millions of reams of Paper propaganda
and billions of words of speeches. The people take interest
in this sham-battle—but all sensible men understand that which.
ever way the contest is decided, business will continue to be
business, and money will continue to talk,

So we are in position to understand the facts presented in
this book. ism i e of th vices whereby indus-|
trial autocracy keeps its control over political democracy: it is
the day-by-day, between-elections propaganda, whereby the
minds of the people are kept in a state of acquiescence, so that
when the crisis of an election comes, they go to the polls and
cast their ballots for either one of the two candidates of their
exploiters. Not hyperbolically and contemptuously, but literally
and with scientific precision, we define Journalism in America
as the business and practice of presenting the news of the day

in the interest of economic privilege,

modern newspaper is an enormously expensive institu-
tion. The day is past when a country printer could set up a
hand-press and print news about the wedding of the village
blacksmith’s daughter and the lawn-party of the Christian
Endeavor Society, and so make his way as a journalist. Nowe
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he battle-field
want the last hour’s news from t
s Eopcial I ey o . el o,
£ it I e e O b franchise which entitles a
they £ ¢ast express-trains. The franchise Sotly: in
€ this news from all over the world is ve ;
P‘P'ircgge:-,h;;g towns it is an iron-glz:d mqggptcl)‘lé. :E{‘:: C:tt‘llléts);
$ his service, and to pri y U
afford 10 ?g:-gf: 1;:if-culation, and for that you need con&phclat:g
" hav? : resses, a big building, a highly trained staft. In
and costy I:x will find yourself running an advertising agency
dentally bl(;c employment service ; you will find yourself giving
and 3 pl; r news-boys, investigating conditions in the cou?)ty-
““‘.CSI 0aising subscription funds for a monument to Our
o Francg. In other words, you will be an enormous
Heroe mlex institution, fighting day and night for the attﬁn-
and cofmtll)xe public, pitting your composite brain against ot e;
xap%site brains in the struggle to draw in the pennies o

the ﬁg’;;::ily of course, you are anlin§titugpn ;ur:lr;ingetrzggg -
italist sy You are employing hundreds,_
the capitalist sys'e™ d child You are paying them
f men, women and children.
:l'::;::srmt‘g: ?ron law of wages, wo}r{kmghtlu::nf ;r;l::ntl;i cxl'u‘I: a:f-
d il take the hindmost.” You hav an
; ":.-isd:::i directors, precisely as if you were a steel xénll oarn :
:cgml-mine ; also you have policemen zﬁr_nd detectwe;, L‘:logr‘;swith
1 jailers, soldiers with machine-guns and s
Eﬁ?ﬁ?ﬂi’;‘g :o protect you and yout; 1n;1e_r;sts——prec1:e]l?5; raés does
f the predatory system of which you are -
the lr\e:(ti oof cogrse, yg have thoi,e capltt:ﬁxstl . psytcl;c;lrczggf, t};‘(::/
- 4 . - - ves '
have it complete and vivid—you mgh e li :
our by hour; you are
system. You know what is going (;ln by hour; you are
more class-conscious, more alert to t 1€ meaning
anyone else in the capitalist community. You knol:w w‘t'lgct:li}\,r%‘:
want from your wage-slaves, and you see that they F
the goods.” You know what you are furnishing to yoz}xlr adver-
tisers, and your terms are *net cash.” You ‘l‘cnow w vﬁf z(::
t your money, your “credit” ; so you know “Who’s d(;
America, you know whom to praise and whom to hate an ‘fgr.
There are perhaps a dozen newspapers in An'gencaf w :'k .
have been built up by slow stages out of the pennies I‘Zi wo!
ingmen, and which exist to assert the “nghts of on'a.l rlx gt
The ones I happen to know are the “New York Call,’ :
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%mmmms’ the “Milwaykee er,” the

eattle Union Record,” the “Butte Daily Bulletin,” ShOllld
be understood that in future discussions ] €xcept such Dewy,
Papers from what I say about American Journalism Th;
Teservation being made, I assert there is no daily newspape:
in America which does not represent and serve vested w, th
and which has not for jtg ultimate aim the Protection of
economic privilege,

I am trying in thijs book to state the exact facts,

Idop
expect to please contemporary Journalism, but I €Xpect fn :nt
'ngﬁrmhe student of the future wij] I€COgTize

oor]
2s just. " So Iet me explain that I realize fully the differencey
etween newspapers. Some are dishonest, and some are
more dishonest; some are capitalistic, and some
capitalistic,

gularly, it may
es and counter-currents,

deceive you for 2 while; but if you study this great stream

truth-telling of a capitalist newspaper is to expect asceticism
at a cannibal feast

A It would be ins.tructive to take the leading newspapers of
M America and classify them according to the nature of their
. fi i

nancial contr(?/«;howmg precisely how and where this control
shapes the pol Cy of the paper. There will be certain imme-

diate financial interests—the great

family which owns the

are mor,
But great as are the differences between them
and clever asﬁm
‘6ni¢ which does not Scrve vested wealth, which has not 167 jtg
ultimate aim the rotection o €conomic privilege, ea
stream of capitalist Prosperity may flow irregul
have eddi

R
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. the
ively hostile to the great family, the great bank

aggrest e the news per
ests :s?oca trade, you observe that her ﬁ ot

PRV in
jmportan uddenly and unexpectedly altrulstlxccs.. iItt v‘:’ill be ‘in
esfs ublic ownership of the gas-wor hatever its policy
favor of P re rigid control of state banks; w ¢ the rich in
favor O e will, it you it at the dinner-tables o ts which lie

e ]c::ve vealed to you the financial interes
hat citys ted altruism. .. . war
;’chilndttl?: td‘;;ixggcthe ancien; regume, naﬁloﬁoxe?ﬁetiing' s
n lighting remar .
eone made a slig . Business you fin
because .soxgd in our present Empire of us; ewspaper
mistress 'ha same thing happening. I know o t? ndefending
cxncﬂY, t e-u living upon the reputation it made by had never
which is still A t labor struggle. The paper eves
great fan ded strikers since;
the strikers !]r{‘ s before, it has never defended st ¢ the
b e e o e e i o
u . d in the strike . o .
co?t)or?;z:ntﬁ:v‘:}:vener of the newspaper was living with an
arty

opcra-smgel;; ears ago I remember that the city cl(:tfya Eshxm

v teidg’ open by a teamsters’ strike. Bric s were
e g m Y)vs were swarming in the streets, mnlmamds ere
e moeo le with bayonets. Some time afterwat;n here
sulbbmg'pvegtigza.tion, and it transplred. that a certathousand
I‘::;einsglm Parksg Ay name, had been p:;ndl lﬁ:esg’x; ltznon ousand

s il-order house to ca

dd!f?rgé alllgxrse:.t rX?xd in precisely this way great newsfal;p:rv%
mmr-rel and the public has no idea what it .meims.and have
g:rd a leading Hearst editor tell, quite sxm;i)n}t'o nd a2 2
matter of course, how Mr. Hearst would come O e
at twelve o’clock at night and turn the batteries had politics

k American” and *‘Journal” upon the business and palitics
Yfm;\ st Belmon use Mr. Belmont had s txgh o -
glur:tguor Mr. Heéarst’s wife—I forget whxcp-gz :mmnerm
party. 'One year you would see Mr, Hearst [}rz}l g o,
every day, showing “Charlie” Murphy, boss o uldammmake el
in convict’s stripes; next year Mr. Hearst wo d make 2 deal
oA b g B, e e o,

ing Mr. Hearst i S .

woug: zztﬂ::omnt%lc other side of the continent, and consider

the “San Francisco Chronicle,” owned by “Mike” de Young.
15
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Here is a picture of Mr. de Youny, drawn by one of his wape.
slaves, 2 man who for many years has helped to run i&
profit-machine : s

He uses much perfume, and is extremely conceited. He is auth,
of the remark that no reporter is worth more than twenty dollar,w
week, or ever will be. He is a secret laugh-producer because of b
inordinate love for the camera spotlight. Strangely enough, his like.

ness is seldom to be found in any paper except his own;

“Chronicle’s” camera men have standing instructions at public gathte‘: '

ings to pay as little attention to other men as possible and to concen.
trate on de Young. On his own paper everybody is Jones or Smith
except himself. He must always be referred to as Mr. de Yo
Owner of much valuable real estate near Golden Gate park, he made
a vigorous fight to have the Panama-Pacific Exposition located in the
Eark, hoping thereby to increase the value of his holdings. Defeat,

e turned his wrath on the exposition officials, and denounces them gt
every opportunity. Mention of President C, C. Moore of the Exposi.
tion Company is forbidden in the columns of the “Chronicle.”

There are differences, of course, in the moral character of
men. There are some men who do not take part in large-scale
real-estate intrigues, and some who do not live with opera-
singers; there are capitalists who pay their debts, and regard
their word of honor as their bond. And there have been news-
papers owned by such men, and conducted according to such
principles. You could not buy the editorial support of the
“Springfield Republican” or the “Baltimore Sun ’; you could
not buy the advertising space of these papers for the cheaper
and more obvious kinds of fraud. But ask yourself this ques-

Is there a newspaper in America which will print news

tion:

"—>unfav5rable to_department-siores? 1T the girl-slaves of the
focal department-store go on strik , will the newspaper main-
tain their right to picket? Will it even print the truth about
what they do and say? -

Some years ago 2 one-time teacher of mine was killed by
falling down the elevator-shaft of a New York department-
store. I noted that my newspaper did not give the name of
the department-store. As a matter of curiosity, I bought all
the newspapers, and discovered that none of them gave the
name of the department-store. It wasTiot absolutely essential, |
ol course; my one-time teacher was just as dead as if the
name of the store had been given. But suppose the accident
had taken place at the People’s House, owned by the

Socialists—would all the newspapers of New York have with-
held the name of the place? .

L,
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w York City one of the Gimbel brotl(xlers,h(::m:&’ s 3’2& M
Ciphia_department store, was arrested, charged it}
philad®’F nd he cut his throat. Mot 2 <€ he days before

omy: °. e this news 1s W it
Phﬂadle "’é‘:&ﬁ‘; had a store in New Yor'}('thg;e;xeefrzrewas
Gimbe d to the “New York Evening Journal field. Large
l:,n;'ortunity to build up c:rcplatx:nt mp?xiailzlplfia "and the

jes of the paper were snipped to he streets

pantitles o - delphia stopped the newsboys on the :
?iol;‘foﬁé fv?;?dtig I;:pers?oand the Philadelphia papers said
8 hing about it! i t only
nothing 220 rtment-store interest supervises no

And th‘futggrs’abut the editorial columns. Some years agtz
the news co ’ f a New York department-store com

of the girl-slaves ot 2 ffect that she
:\ni:ted suicide, leaving behind her a note to the e The “New [ :

ty cent dinners any longer.
could n\?\(;grsl?gd\:l‘sgg };ollects several thousand dolla:in;sa le;ei
dy from dpariment storey Il ¥ e e
is inci “ World,” you un d, '
the ‘:-‘ Clad?‘rl‘itt.)era’{:!‘;aper, an }‘,‘independent paper, a paper of
g:!he f)eople.” Said the “World”:

le who make too large 2 1
'Thege?: ee;‘;?ixgeo:pthe standards of living ﬁaugﬁtcc}l‘ ‘;)};r?;: sng-‘e’
gli:;nrgneasure their require;lnents byantl&e;’re rt‘i‘:s;;eis‘; (ch peise rece:;
1 ide influences, anc s the re
s a_ffectcd KAV silly than wise, concerning the r
d'i:g:s;gni.ic: ot;eayolfl::::: maze the girl more susceptible than usual to

the depressing effects of cheap dinners. .

And do you think that is a solitary ms.tat}cei thi;ll-ei‘;lt tg:
a temporary editorial aberration? NO'hal.t g: eyxlzracts ot
capitalistic mind, which is so_frugal that 1 e rold
e it Suic'id'(:i Ofblf:i:slghlrx‘il:. fsegvmghires of express-

i icide be . .

:!::cnk ‘ig::ntl}lxt:ierdvz;lue. The “New York Times” wa.: gpp::gi;g.
parcel-post, because the big _e;cpress-comparm;;s‘l w;.l; chml: orai-
nent part of the city’s political and ﬁnainct | machine; te
“New York Times” presented this item ot ne

caused by the parcel-post!

demand upon fortune,




