
TITLE 

Comparing Characters to Learn about Conditions for Immigrants across the Continent 

 

TIME 

One class period that is 50 minutes long. 

 

SETTING 

Standard Academic Literature Class for 10th Grade 

 

The class consists of twenty-four students, ten girls and fourteen boys. This high school is located in a 

rural town, middle socioeconomic status. There are three students who receive free or reduced lunch. 

Most students are on track for their grade level reading, however two students read at above average and 

five students read two years below grade level. Twenty of the students are Caucasian and speak English. 

Three students are African American and speak in the African American English Vernacular. One 

student is fluent in Spanish but has limited English proficiency. He has difficulty writing in English but 

is working on it. One student has an emotional behavior disorder that makes it difficult for him to stay 

on task and concentrate in class. One student is diagnosed as legally blind, however still has the ability 

to read large print text. 

 

The district is composed of 97.6% white students, 0.6% Black students, 0% Hispanic students, 1% Asian 

students, and 0.4% Native American students. 7.1% of the school population is low income, the 

attendance rate is 94% and the high school graduation rate is 91.5%. The average ACT composite score 

is 21.0. The average size of a high school class is 16.6. 

 

THEORY INTO PRACTICE BACKGROUND 

I implemented the idea to divide students into groups so that they could work together with their peers 

due to research that Burke highlights in his book on motivation and the brain. Burke draws on research 

from Smith and Wilhelm 2006; and Jensen 2005 who discovered that “cooperation activates intrinsic 

motivation by ‘making content more relevant to students’ lives…[through] tasks [that are] behaviorally 

relevant to the learner’ (106)’ (Burke 17). Students were motivated to work in their groups to create the 

character sketch because they have group members counting on them to participate in the group 

discussion and help their peers produce a well-designed character sketch to present to the class. This was 

a positive source of motivation and many students are already familiar with working on teams, such as 

through after school sports or clubs, so the activity became “behaviorally relevant” to students. This also 

helped make the content of the character sketches more meaningful for students because everyone was 

working together to uncover the information and answer the questions in order to help their team 

succeed. 

 

Going along with this idea, in Carol Simon Weinstein’s book, Middle and Secondary Classroom 

Management, she advises that teachers “Make sure that all group members are held responsible for their 

contribution to the goal” (245). I incorporated this ideal into my lesson plan by informing students that 

they would each have to explain a portion of their character sketch to the class. By making sure that each 

student has a chance to speak all group members are being held accountable for the project. I also 

emphasized the word explain so that students would not simply read off of the poster, but instead that 

they would show how they went through the thought process to come up with their idea on their own. 
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OBJECTIVE/S 

 Students will be exposed to an additional text that provides insight into the working conditions 

for immigrants living in the United States. 

 Students will compare and contrast the main character of Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle with the 

main character of Michael Ondaatje’s In the Skin of a Lion through the use of character charts. 

 Students will draw conclusions about the similarities and differences between the two main 

characters in order to form a general conclusion about immigration in the United States and in 

Canada. 

 

MATERIALS 

 24 copies of excerpts from The Jungle 

 24 copies of the novel In the Skin of the Lion 

 8 large pieces of butcher paper 

 Markers 

 

PREPARATION 

In the previous class period students read aloud as a class Chapters 3 and 4 of Upton Sinclair’s The 

Jungle. In the previous class students were asked to make notes and highlight parts of the text while 

reading that answered the following questions: 

 Describe Jurgis and his family. 

 Describe the work that Jurgis does. 

 How are Jurgis and his family taken advantage of? 

 Why do you think this happens to Jurgis and his family? 

Students should know to arrive to class today with the notes and quotes that they highlighted in class the 

previous day and be ready to discuss their answers to these questions. 

 

PROCEDURE 

Opening 

I will explain to students that we will be doing a classroom activity with the excerpts that we read in 

class yesterday. I will ask students to take out their books and notes. I will quickly circulate the 

classroom to see that all students have prepared notes on the excerpt for class today. I will explain to 

students that we will be making character sketches of Jurgis, Patrick, and Nicholas Temelecoff. Students 

will be broken into groups of three, but before I break up the class I will explain what I expect of each 

group. Each group will be assigned one of the three characters and will receive one large piece of 

butcher paper and markers. On the pieces of paper students are to draw an outline of a body. Students 

will write the following for their assigned character in the corresponding body parts on the butcher 

paper: 

 Head/brain: beliefs and ideals 

 Heart: values 

 Right arm: one symbol of their interests 

 Left arm: three personality traits 

 Stomach: feelings toward the company/boss that they are employed to 

 Quotes written throughout the remainder of the body to back up their ideas 

I will write these requirements on the white board as I explain the project to the class. I will tell students 

that they should be able to explain everything on their character sketch with details from the different 
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texts. I will tell students that I expect their posters to be colorful and neatly drawn. I will tell students 

that they will have 20 minutes to work on these projects in class. I will divide students into groups of 4 

students each. I will tell students that they should be prepared to present their character sketches to the 

class and that each person in their group should have something to say. (5-10 minutes) 

 

Body 

Students will work on the character sketches with their groups. I will walk around the classroom 

monitoring to see if students need help or have any questions that I can answer. If I see that students 

need additional time to complete their projects I will give them additional time accordingly. (15-20 

minutes) 

After I have given a two minute warning and the two minutes have passed, I will ask students to quietly 

take their seats so that we can begin the presentations. I will call on the first group to go to the front of 

the classroom and have them explain their character sketch. I will ask the rest of the class to pay 

attention because this information will be important to know for a later assignment. Each group will 

have a turn to present their character sketch. (15 minutes) 

 

Closing 

Once all students have presented I will ask students to make sure that everyone’s name is on their poster 

and to turn them in on the back desk. Now I will ask students to sit back in their assigned seats and pass 

out a handout with a question on it that I would like them to answer for homework if they do not finish 

in class. Students will have the remainder of the class period to work silently and answer the question. 

Students will be dismissed by the bell. (10 minutes) 

 

DISCUSSION IDEAS 

Leading Questions: 

 Why would Jurgis and his family put up with terrible living conditions? 

 What do you think Jurgis’ interpretation of the American Dream is? 

 What do you think FDA stands for? How does this administration affect our lives today? 

 

Closing Questions: 

 Why do you think immigrant workers were being exploited during this time? 

 Were strictly immigrants the ones who were treated poorly? Depending if you think “yes” or 

“no” explain your answer and give examples. 

 Do you think that this still occurs today? If so, what would be some examples? 

 

LANGUAGE/S ACCOMMODATIONS 

For the three students that speak African American English and for the student that speaks Spanish I will 

make sure that I give them the text excerpts ahead of time and inform them that in class the next day we 

will be doing an activity with our current novel and excerpts from The Jungle that we read during the 

previous class period. Specifically for the student fluent in Spanish I used Google translator to translate 

the text to Spanish to help him better understand the text. During the class activity I will allow these 

students to contribute to the character sketch in whatever language they feel most comfortable. However 

for the Spanish speaker I will expect him to have some of it translated using any translator device he 

wants so that the class can understand what he is saying.  

After I have passed out the prompt for the assignment after the activity, while students are silently 

working I will go up to the ELL student and make sure that he understands what he is being asked to 
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write. I will allow him to write a first draft in his native language if that makes him feel more 

comfortable. I will also give him the option to see the language aid at this time in the class. I think it is 

also important to note that I have provided this student with a dictionary that includes pictures and 

sample sentences from English to Spanish and from Spanish to English. I will allow the student to use 

this whenever he desires.  

Additionally I will allow the African American English speakers to write their first draft in their native 

language. When it comes time to grade the work of the African American English speakers, considering 

that this is a very informal assignment, I will be more lenient when grading their spelling and grammar. 

 

SPECIAL EDUCATION ACCOMMODATIONS 

In order to accommodate for the student with the emotional behavior disorder I will have made sure to 

inform him in the previous class period that it is very important that he comes to class the next day with 

his excerpts from The Jungle, because we will be doing an activity with them. This will ensure that he 

knows that to expect in class the next day. I am not too concerned about putting this student in a group 

with other students because he mainly has problems when he has to work alone. Having a group to work 

with will actually make him more motivated to participate in the classroom and to stay concentrated and 

on task. After I have explained the directions I will circulate the class and come up to this student and 

tell him that if he does not feel comfortable speaking in front of the class, he will not have to say 

anything while his group presents their character sketch. I will tell him this because I do not want to give 

him any additional pressure to perform in the classroom. The student does not do well when he is put 

outside of his comfort zone or when he has to do something unplanned and spur of the moment. I will 

encourage that he try to say something in front of the class but I will by no means force him to. If it 

comes to a point where I notice that the student feels uncomfortable in the classroom I will give him a 

task that will allow him to leave the classroom for a few minutes so that he can cool off and calm down. 

When the assignment at the end of the class period is passed out I will see if the student needs any 

additional help and monitor him to make sure that he stays on task. At the end of the period I will also 

make sure to remind him that the assignment will be due in class the next day and that it will count for a 

grade. 

 

In order to accommodate the student that is diagnosed as legally blind I will make sure to have special 

print outs of The Jungle excerpts that are enlarged great enough for her to see. If the student prefers I 

will also direct her to an online website where she can listen to an audio recording of The Jungle if she 

prefers to do that. Also while students are presenting I will allow her to use an audio recorder to record 

the presentations as students are speaking. This would be helpful because it would be difficult for her to 

read what students wrote on their character sketches. Also when groups are working on their projects I 

will monitor her group to make sure that she is actively being included and that she is sharing her ideas 

with students and that they are appropriately explaining to her what they are writing down. For the 

assignment following the character sketch activity, I will make sure I have made an enlarged copy of the 

assignment handout that is large enough for her to read. I will give the student a few options of how she 

can complete this assignment. She can either type it on a computer using an extremely enlarged font, or 

she can record herself speaking the answer. I will accept either form.  

 

ASSESSMENT 

The assessment for this class period begins when I check to make sure that students have come to class 

prepared with notes for the class activity. Students will also receive a grade on their character sketch 

which will be based on the inclusion of the components that I wrote on the board, along with their 
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explanation of the character sketch during the presentation. Also to make sure that students were paying 

attention while other groups participated I will include a homework assignment that will ask that 

students make connections about the characters to the text and more general connections about the text 

to historical events. 

 

EXTENSION IDEAS 

 If additional time allowed in the class period, I would show students a map of Lithuanian, which 

is the country that Jurgis and his family immigrated from. I would also outline the distance that 

they had to travel to make it to America, just to be treated poorly. I would also show students 

where Macedonia was on a map, which is where Nicholas is from. We would then have a class 

discussion about why families choose to immigrate and the risks that they take. I would ask 

students if they would be willing to take such risks, also considering that they would not know of 

the hardships to come ahead. 

 If extra days allowed in our Unit Plan, I would do a lesson plan with students on the public and 

federal response to Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle. We would look at documents such as President 

Theodore Roosevelt’s response to the book, a book review by Winston Churchill, along with 

documents on the passage of the Meat Inspection Act and the Pure Food and Drug Act of 1906. 

 If extra time allowed, I think it would also be beneficial for students to learn about how many 

immigrants came to the U.S. compared to how many immigrants came to Canada. It would also 

be interesting to research why a family might have chosen a different country over another one. 

Students could also research by what way of transportation immigrants came and other such 

information about statistics. 

 

SOURCE OF ACTIVITY 

The source of this activity was inspired by Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle. I read this book in high school 

and I remembered how it took great detail to outline many of the terrible working conditions that 

immigrants had to endure when they came to the U.S. I thought that this would be a good supplemental 

text for students to read excerpts of because it shows Jurgis’ desire to live a successful life in America, 

but then he eventually just becomes a part of the system and is greatly crushed by the brutal treatment of 

his employer. By including this text and having students compare characters from The Jungle and In the 

Skin of a Lion, I wanted students to have a better view of immigration, expanding past just Canada to 

show that Canada was not the only country treating immigrants so poorly. I also wanted students to 

make connections and try to understand why this could be. 

The idea to make character sketches by outlining the silhouette of a body and filling in the appropriate 

information came from the Curriculum and Instruction course that I took last year with Hilarie Welsh. 

The activity is fun and engaging for students but also succeeds at bringing about meaningful 

interpretations of the text. Students will also appreciate the ability to work in groups and to complete an 

activity that lets them be creative and is not just strictly writing. 
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ILLINOIS STATE ENGLISH LANGUAGE ARTS GOALS  

Standard 4 – Learning Environment 

Knowledge Indicators—The competent teacher: 

4D) understands factors (e.g., self-efficacy, positive social interaction) that influence motivation 

and engagement; 

 

This indicator is successfully represented in my lesson plan because I have planned an activity 

that will motivate students by allowing them to work with their peers on an in-class assignment. 

This promotes positive social interaction which will make the students more willing to 

participate in the activity in order to help out their group members. The activity is also engaging 

because it allows for students to creatively think about a character and use their artistic abilities 

to analyze the character. Students will enjoy the fact that they are able to use markers and their 

imagination to outline what they think this character is like based on the character’s actions, 

emotions, and thoughts. 

 

Standard 6 – Reading, Writing, and Oral Communication 

Performance Indicators—The competent teacher: 

6N) teaches students to analyze, evaluate, synthesize, and summarize information in single texts 

and across multiple texts, including electronic resources; 

 

I am able to meet this indicator in my lesson plan because I include an additional text in this lesson plan 

to help support ideas in the anchor text. Students will be analyzing, evaluating, synthesizing, and 

summarizing information from the two different texts to better help themselves and their classmates 

understand characters from both the anchor text (In the Skin of a Lion) and the supplemental excerpts 

(The Jungle). By doing this I am also showing that connections can be made about different characters 

through various texts, further supporting the idea that it is always helpful and important to constantly 

trying to be drawing connections from various texts. Students will be displaying the above skills that I 

mentioned when they are using quotes from the text to brainstorm the character’s values, ethics, 

personality traits, etc. 

 

 

COMMON CORE ENGLISH LANGUAGE ARTS STANDARDS 
CCSS.ELA-Literacy.RL.9-10.1  Cite strong and thorough textual evidence to support analysis of 

what the text says explicitly as well as inferences drawn from the text. 

http://www.corestandards.org/ELA-Literacy/RL/9-10/1/
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I am able to meet this Common Core Standard because in the activity students are supposed to 

use textual evidence to support assertions and ideas that they make about a specific character in 

the text. Students specifically need to record quotes from the text that support the inferences they 

make about characters. Students also need to be able to explain these connections to further 

support their analysis. 

 

CCSS.ELA-Literacy.SL.9-10.4  Present information, findings, and supporting evidence clearly, 

concisely, and logically such that listeners can follow the line of reasoning and the organization, 

development, substance, and style are appropriate to purpose, audience, and task. 

 

I am able to meet this Common Core Standard because in my lesson plan students will be 

presenting their character sketches in front of the class to their classmates. Students will need to 

be able to clearly explain the descriptions of their character and show the evidence for how they 

reached these conclusions, mostly through the use of textual examples. Students will need to 

present this information in a way that is logical and organized because it is very important that 

the rest of the class pick up on the themes that the students present. It is so important that the rest 

of the class is able to follow along because everyone will be completing an assignment that 

incorporates having to know information from each student’s presentation. 

 

http://www.corestandards.org/ELA-Literacy/SL/9-10/4/
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ASSESSMENT RUBRIC FOR 

CHARACTER SKETCH 

 

5 points is the highest amount attainable for each category for a possible 40 points total. 

 

 5 3 0 

Each student 

presented information 

from the character 

sketch. 

   

 

 

Inclusion of 

character’s beliefs and 

ideals. 

   

Inclusion of 

character’s values. 

   

Inclusion of 

character’s symbol for 

their interest. 

   

Inclusion of three 

personality traits of 

character. 

   

Inclusion of 

character’s feelings 

toward employment. 

   

Significant amount of 

quotes included to 

back up students’ 

ideas. 

   

There are no spelling 

or grammatical errors. 
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Post Character Sketch Assignment 

 

In one to two paragraphs answer the following question below in complete sentences using direct 

quotes and information presented from our activity in class today.  

 

Although Jurgis was living in the United States and Nicholas was living in Cananda, these two 

characters were both immigrants from Lithuania and Macedonia, respectively. Based on the 

many similarities that were brought up in class today, what generalizations can you make about 

the treatment and working conditions of immigrants during this time period? Why do you think 

immigrants were treated this way? Provide support for your answer.  

 

Turn in at the beginning of class on Friday, March 8
th

. 
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Excerpt from Upton Sinclair’s The Jungle 

Chapter 3  

In his capacity as delicatessen vender, Jokubas Szedvilas had many acquaintances. Among these was one of the 

special policemen employed by Durham, whose duty it frequently was to pick out men for employment. Jokubas had 

never tried it, but he expressed a certainty that he could get some of his friends a job through this man. It was 

agreed, after consultation, that he should make the effort with old Antanas and with Jonas. Jurgis was confident of 

his ability to get work for himself, unassisted by any one. As we have said before, he was not mistaken in this. He 

had gone to Brown's and stood there not more than half an hour before one of the bosses noticed his form towering 

above the rest, and signaled to him. The colloquy which followed was brief and to the point:  

"Speak English?"  

"No; Lit-uanian." (Jurgis had studied this word carefully.)  

"Job?"  

"Je." (A nod.)  

"Worked here before?"  

"No 'stand."  

(Signals and gesticulations on the part of the boss. Vigorous shakes of the head by Jurgis.)  

"Shovel guts?"  

"No 'stand." (More shakes of the head.)  

"Zarnos. Pagaiksztis. Szluofa!" (Imitative motions.)  

"Je."  

"See door. Durys?" (Pointing.)  

"Je."  

"To-morrow, seven o'clock. Understand? Rytoj! Prieszpietys! Septyni!"  

"Dekui, tamistai!" (Thank you, sir.) And that was all. Jurgis turned away, and then in a sudden rush the full 

realization of his triumph swept over him, and he gave a yell and a jump, and started off on a run. He had a job! He 

had a job! And he went all the way home as if upon wings, and burst into the house like a cyclone, to the rage of the 

numerous lodgers who had just turned in for their daily sleep.  

Meantime Jokubas had been to see his friend the policeman, and received encouragement, so it was a happy party. 

There being no more to be done that day, the shop was left under the care of Lucija, and her husband sallied forth to 

show his friends the sights of Packingtown. Jokubas did this with the air of a country gentleman escorting a party of 

visitors over his estate; he was an old-time resident, and all these wonders had grown up under his eyes, and he had 
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a personal pride in them. The packers might own the land, but he claimed the landscape, and there was no one to say 

nay to this.  

They passed down the busy street that led to the yards. It was still early morning, and everything was at its high tide 

of activity. A steady stream of employees was pouring through the gate—employees of the higher sort, at this hour, 

clerks and stenographers and such. For the women there were waiting big two-horse wagons, which set off at a 

gallop as fast as they were filled. In the distance there was heard again the lowing of the cattle, a sound as of a far-

off ocean calling. They followed it, this time, as eager as children in sight of a circus menagerie—which, indeed, the 

scene a good deal resembled. They crossed the railroad tracks, and then on each side of the street were the pens full 

of cattle; they would have stopped to look, but Jokubas hurried them on, to where there was a stairway and a raised 

gallery, from which everything could be seen. Here they stood, staring, breathless with wonder.  

There is over a square mile of space in the yards, and more than half of it is occupied by cattle pens; north and south 

as far as the eye can reach there stretches a sea of pens. And they were all filled—so many cattle no one had ever 

dreamed existed in the world. Red cattle, black, white, and yellow cattle; old cattle and young cattle; great bellowing 

bulls and little calves not an hour born; meek-eyed milch cows and fierce, long-horned Texas steers. The sound of 

them here was as of all the barnyards of the universe; and as for counting them—it would have taken all day simply 

to count the pens. Here and there ran long alleys, blocked at intervals by gates; and Jokubas told them that the 

number of these gates was twenty-five thousand. Jokubas had recently been reading a newspaper article which was 

full of statistics such as that, and he was very proud as he repeated them and made his guests cry out with wonder. 

Jurgis too had a little of this sense of pride. Had he not just gotten a job, and become a sharer in all this activity, a 

cog in this marvelous machine? Here and there about the alleys galloped men upon horseback, booted, and carrying 

long whips; they were very busy, calling to each other, and to those who were driving the cattle. They were drovers 

and stock raisers, who had come from far states, and brokers and commission merchants, and buyers for all the big 

packing houses.  

Here and there they would stop to inspect a bunch of cattle, and there would be a parley, brief and businesslike. The 

buyer would nod or drop his whip, and that would mean a bargain; and he would note it in his little book, along with 

hundreds of others he had made that morning. Then Jokubas pointed out the place where the cattle were driven to be 

weighed, upon a great scale that would weigh a hundred thousand pounds at once and record it automatically. It was 

near to the east entrance that they stood, and all along this east side of the yards ran the railroad tracks, into which 

the cars were run, loaded with cattle. All night long this had been going on, and now the pens were full; by tonight 

they would all be empty, and the same thing would be done again.  

"And what will become of all these creatures?" cried Teta Elzbieta.  

"By tonight," Jokubas answered, "they will all be killed and cut up; and over there on the other side of the packing 

houses are more railroad tracks, where the cars come to take them away."  

There were two hundred and fifty miles of track within the yards, their guide went on to tell them. They brought 

about ten thousand head of cattle every day, and as many hogs, and half as many sheep—which meant some eight or 

ten million live creatures turned into food every year. One stood and watched, and little by little caught the drift of 

the tide, as it set in the direction of the packing houses. There were groups of cattle being driven to the chutes, which 

were roadways about fifteen feet wide, raised high above the pens. In these chutes the stream of animals was 

continuous; it was quite uncanny to watch them, pressing on to their fate, all unsuspicious a very river of death. Our 

friends were not poetical, and the sight suggested to them no metaphors of human destiny; they thought only of the 

wonderful efficiency of it all. The chutes into which the hogs went climbed high up—to the very top of the distant 

buildings; and Jokubas explained that the hogs went up by the power of their own legs, and then their weight carried 

them back through all the processes necessary to make them into pork.  

"They don't waste anything here," said the guide, and then he laughed and added a witticism, which he was pleased 

that his unsophisticated friends should take to be his own: "They use everything about the hog except the squeal." In 

front of Brown's General Office building there grows a tiny plot of grass, and this, you may learn, is the only bit of 
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green thing in Packingtown; likewise this jest about the hog and his squeal, the stock in trade of all the guides, is the 

one gleam of humor that you will find there.  

After they had seen enough of the pens, the party went up the street, to the mass of buildings which occupy the 

center of the yards. These buildings, made of brick and stained with innumerable layers of Packingtown smoke, 

were painted all over with advertising signs, from which the visitor realized suddenly that he had come to the home 

of many of the torments of his life. It was here that they made those products with the wonders of which they 

pestered him so—by placards that defaced the landscape when he traveled, and by staring advertisements in the 

newspapers and magazines—by silly little jingles that he could not get out of his mind, and gaudy pictures that 

lurked for him around every street corner. Here was where they made Brown's Imperial Hams and Bacon, Brown's 

Dressed Beef, Brown's Excelsior Sausages! Here was the headquarters of Durham's Pure Leaf Lard, of Durham's 

Breakfast Bacon, Durham's Canned Beef, Potted Ham, Deviled Chicken, Peerless Fertilizer!  

Entering one of the Durham buildings, they found a number of other visitors waiting; and before long there came a 

guide, to escort them through the place. They make a great feature of showing strangers through the packing plants, 

for it is a good advertisement. But Ponas Jokubas whispered maliciously that the visitors did not see any more than 

the packers wanted them to. They climbed a long series of stairways outside of the building, to the top of its five or 

six stories. Here was the chute, with its river of hogs, all patiently toiling upward; there was a place for them to rest 

to cool off, and then through another passageway they went into a room from which there is no returning for hogs.  

It was a long, narrow room, with a gallery along it for visitors. At the head there was a great iron wheel, about 

twenty feet in circumference, with rings here and there along its edge. Upon both sides of this wheel there was a 

narrow space, into which came the hogs at the end of their journey; in the midst of them stood a great burly Negro, 

bare-armed and bare-chested. He was resting for the moment, for the wheel had stopped while men were cleaning 

up. In a minute or two, however, it began slowly to revolve, and then the men upon each side of it sprang to work. 

They had chains which they fastened about the leg of the nearest hog, and the other end of the chain they hooked 

into one of the rings upon the wheel. So, as the wheel turned, a hog was suddenly jerked off his feet and borne aloft.  

At the same instant the car was assailed by a most terrifying shriek; the visitors started in alarm, the women turned 

pale and shrank back. The shriek was followed by another, louder and yet more agonizing—for once started upon 

that journey, the hog never came back; at the top of the wheel he was shunted off upon a trolley, and went sailing 

down the room. And meantime another was swung up, and then another, and another, until there was a double line 

of them, each dangling by a foot and kicking in frenzy—and squealing. The uproar was appalling, perilous to the 

eardrums; one feared there was too much sound for the room to hold—that the walls must give way or the ceiling 

crack. There were high squeals and low squeals, grunts, and wails of agony; there would come a momentary lull, 

and then a fresh outburst, louder than ever, surging up to a deafening climax. It was too much for some of the 

visitors—the men would look at each other, laughing nervously, and the women would stand with hands clenched, 

and the blood rushing to their faces, and the tears starting in their eyes.  

Meantime, heedless of all these things, the men upon the floor were going about their work. Neither squeals of hogs 

nor tears of visitors made any difference to them; one by one they hooked up the hogs, and one by one with a swift 

stroke they slit their throats. There was a long line of hogs, with squeals and lifeblood ebbing away together; until at 

last each started again, and vanished with a splash into a huge vat of boiling water.  

It was all so very businesslike that one watched it fascinated. It was porkmaking by machinery, porkmaking by 

applied mathematics. And yet somehow the most matter-of-fact person could not help thinking of the hogs; they 

were so innocent, they came so very trustingly; and they were so very human in their protests—and so perfectly 

within their rights! They had done nothing to deserve it; and it was adding insult to injury, as the thing was done 

here, swinging them up in this cold-blooded, impersonal way, without a pretense of apology, without the homage of 

a tear. Now and then a visitor wept, to be sure; but this slaughtering machine ran on, visitors or no visitors. It was 

like some horrible crime committed in a dungeon, all unseen and unheeded, buried out of sight and of memory.  

One could not stand and watch very long without becoming philosophical, without beginning to deal in symbols and 

similes, and to hear the hog squeal of the universe. Was it permitted to believe that there was nowhere upon the 
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earth, or above the earth, a heaven for hogs, where they were requited for all this suffering? Each one of these hogs 

was a separate creature. Some were white hogs, some were black; some were brown, some were spotted; some were 

old, some young; some were long and lean, some were monstrous. And each of them had an individuality of his 

own, a will of his own, a hope and a heart's desire; each was full of self-confidence, of self-importance, and a sense 

of dignity. And trusting and strong in faith he had gone about his business, the while a black shadow hung over him 

and a horrid Fate waited in his pathway. Now suddenly it had swooped upon him, and had seized him by the leg. 

Relentless, remorseless, it was; all his protests, his screams, were nothing to it—it did its cruel will with him, as if 

his wishes, his feelings, had simply no existence at all; it cut his throat and watched him gasp out his life. And now 

was one to believe that there was nowhere a god of hogs, to whom this hog personality was precious, to whom these 

hog squeals and agonies had a meaning? Who would take this hog into his arms and comfort him, reward him for his 

work well done, and show him the meaning of his sacrifice? Perhaps some glimpse of all this was in the thoughts of 

our humble-minded Jurgis, as he turned to go on with the rest of the party, and muttered: "Dieve—but I'm glad I'm 

not a hog!"  

The carcass hog was scooped out of the vat by machinery, and then it fell to the second floor, passing on the way 

through a wonderful machine with numerous scrapers, which adjusted themselves to the size and shape of the 

animal, and sent it out at the other end with nearly all of its bristles removed. It was then again strung up by 

machinery, and sent upon another trolley ride; this time passing between two lines of men, who sat upon a raised 

platform, each doing a certain single thing to the carcass as it came to him. One scraped the outside of a leg; another 

scraped the inside of the same leg. One with a swift stroke cut the throat; another with two swift strokes severed the 

head, which fell to the floor and vanished through a hole. Another made a slit down the body; a second opened the 

body wider; a third with a saw cut the breastbone; a fourth loosened the entrails; a fifth pulled them out—and they 

also slid through a hole in the floor. There were men to scrape each side and men to scrape the back; there were men 

to clean the carcass inside, to trim it and wash it. Looking down this room, one saw, creeping slowly, a line of 

dangling hogs a hundred yards in length; and for every yard there was a man, working as if a demon were after him. 

At the end of this hog's progress every inch of the carcass had been gone over several times; and then it was rolled 

into the chilling room, where it stayed for twenty-four hours, and where a stranger might lose himself in a forest of 

freezing hogs.  

Before the carcass was admitted here, however, it had to pass a government inspector, who sat in the doorway and 

felt of the glands in the neck for tuberculosis. This government inspector did not have the manner of a man who was 

worked to death; he was apparently not haunted by a fear that the hog might get by him before he had finished his 

testing. If you were a sociable person, he was quite willing to enter into conversation with you, and to explain to you 

the deadly nature of the ptomaines which are found in tubercular pork; and while he was talking with you you could 

hardly be so ungrateful as to notice that a dozen carcasses were passing him untouched. This inspector wore a blue 

uniform, with brass buttons, and he gave an atmosphere of authority to the scene, and, as it were, put the stamp of 

official approval upon the things which were done in Durham's.  

Jurgis went down the line with the rest of the visitors, staring open-mouthed, lost in wonder. He had dressed hogs 

himself in the forest of Lithuania; but he had never expected to live to see one hog dressed by several hundred men. 

It was like a wonderful poem to him, and he took it all in guilelessly—even to the conspicuous signs demanding 

immaculate cleanliness of the employees. Jurgis was vexed when the cynical Jokubas translated these signs with 

sarcastic comments, offering to take them to the secret rooms where the spoiled meats went to be doctored.  

The party descended to the next floor, where the various waste materials were treated. Here came the entrails, to be 

scraped and washed clean for sausage casings; men and women worked here in the midst of a sickening stench, 

which caused the visitors to hasten by, gasping. To another room came all the scraps to be "tanked," which meant 

boiling and pumping off the grease to make soap and lard; below they took out the refuse, and this, too, was a region 

in which the visitors did not linger. In still other places men were engaged in cutting up the carcasses that had been 

through the chilling rooms. First there were the "splitters," the most expert workmen in the plant, who earned as 

high as fifty cents an hour, and did not a thing all day except chop hogs down the middle. Then there were "cleaver 

men," great giants with muscles of iron; each had two men to attend him—to slide the half carcass in front of him on 

the table, and hold it while he chopped it, and then turn each piece so that he might chop it once more. His cleaver 

had a blade about two feet long, and he never made but one cut; he made it so neatly, too, that his implement did not 

smite through and dull itself—there was just enough force for a perfect cut, and no more. So through various 
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yawning holes there slipped to the floor below—to one room hams, to another forequarters, to another sides of pork. 

One might go down to this floor and see the pickling rooms, where the hams were put into vats, and the great smoke 

rooms, with their airtight iron doors. In other rooms they prepared salt pork—there were whole cellars full of it, built 

up in great towers to the ceiling. In yet other rooms they were putting up meats in boxes and barrels, and wrapping 

hams and bacon in oiled paper, sealing and labeling and sewing them. From the doors of these rooms went men with 

loaded trucks, to the platform where freight cars were waiting to be filled; and one went out there and realized with a 

start that he had come at last to the ground floor of this enormous building.  

Then the party went across the street to where they did the killing of beef—where every hour they turned four or 

five hundred cattle into meat. Unlike the place they had left, all this work was done on one floor; and instead of 

there being one line of carcasses which moved to the workmen, there were fifteen or twenty lines, and the men 

moved from one to another of these. This made a scene of intense activity, a picture of human power wonderful to 

watch. It was all in one great room, like a circus amphitheater, with a gallery for visitors running over the center.  

Along one side of the room ran a narrow gallery, a few feet from the floor; into which gallery the cattle were driven 

by men with goads which gave them electric shocks. Once crowded in here, the creatures were prisoned, each in a 

separate pen, by gates that shut, leaving them no room to turn around; and while they stood bellowing and plunging, 

over the top of the pen there leaned one of the "knockers," armed with a sledge hammer, and watching for a chance 

to deal a blow. The room echoed with the thuds in quick succession, and the stamping and kicking of the steers. The 

instant the animal had fallen, the "knocker" passed on to another; while a second man raised a lever, and the side of 

the pen was raised, and the animal, still kicking and struggling, slid out to the "killing bed." Here a man put shackles 

about one leg, and pressed another lever, and the body was jerked up into the air. There were fifteen or twenty such 

pens, and it was a matter of only a couple of minutes to knock fifteen or twenty cattle and roll them out. Then once 

more the gates were opened, and another lot rushed in; and so out of each pen there rolled a steady stream of 

carcasses, which the men upon the killing beds had to get out of the way.  

The manner in which they did this was something to be seen and never forgotten. They worked with furious 

intensity, literally upon the run—at a pace with which there is nothing to be compared except a football game. It was 

all highly specialized labor, each man having his task to do; generally this would consist of only two or three 

specific cuts, and he would pass down the line of fifteen or twenty carcasses, making these cuts upon each. First 

there came the "butcher," to bleed them; this meant one swift stroke, so swift that you could not see it—only the 

flash of the knife; and before you could realize it, the man had darted on to the next line, and a stream of bright red 

was pouring out upon the floor. This floor was half an inch deep with blood, in spite of the best efforts of men who 

kept shoveling it through holes; it must have made the floor slippery, but no one could have guessed this by 

watching the men at work.  

The carcass hung for a few minutes to bleed; there was no time lost, however, for there were several hanging in each 

line, and one was always ready. It was let down to the ground, and there came the "headsman," whose task it was to 

sever the head, with two or three swift strokes. Then came the "floorsman," to make the first cut in the skin; and then 

another to finish ripping the skin down the center; and then half a dozen more in swift succession, to finish the 

skinning. After they were through, the carcass was again swung up; and while a man with a stick examined the skin, 

to make sure that it had not been cut, and another rolled it up and tumbled it through one of the inevitable holes in 

the floor, the beef proceeded on its journey. There were men to cut it, and men to split it, and men to gut it and 

scrape it clean inside. There were some with hose which threw jets of boiling water upon it, and others who removed 

the feet and added the final touches. In the end, as with the hogs, the finished beef was run into the chilling room, to 

hang its appointed time.  

The visitors were taken there and shown them, all neatly hung in rows, labeled conspicuously with the tags of the 

government inspectors—and some, which had been killed by a special process, marked with the sign of the kosher 

rabbi, certifying that it was fit for sale to the orthodox. And then the visitors were taken to the other parts of the 

building, to see what became of each particle of the waste material that had vanished through the floor; and to the 

pickling rooms, and the salting rooms, the canning rooms, and the packing rooms, where choice meat was prepared 

for shipping in refrigerator cars, destined to be eaten in all the four corners of civilization. Afterward they went 

outside, wandering about among the mazes of buildings in which was done the work auxiliary to this great industry. 

There was scarcely a thing needed in the business that Durham and Company did not make for themselves. There 
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was a great steam power plant and an electricity plant. There was a barrel factory, and a boiler-repair shop. There 

was a building to which the grease was piped, and made into soap and lard; and then there was a factory for making 

lard cans, and another for making soap boxes. There was a building in which the bristles were cleaned and dried, for 

the making of hair cushions and such things; there was a building where the skins were dried and tanned, there was 

another where heads and feet were made into glue, and another where bones were made into fertilizer. No tiniest 

particle of organic matter was wasted in Durham's. Out of the horns of the cattle they made combs, buttons, hairpins, 

and imitation ivory; out of the shinbones and other big bones they cut knife and toothbrush handles, and 

mouthpieces for pipes; out of the hoofs they cut hairpins and buttons, before they made the rest into glue. From such 

things as feet, knuckles, hide clippings, and sinews came such strange and unlikely products as gelatin, isinglass, 

and phosphorus, bone black, shoe blacking, and bone oil. They had curled-hair works for the cattle tails, and a "wool 

pullery" for the sheepskins; they made pepsin from the stomachs of the pigs, and albumen from the blood, and violin 

strings from the ill-smelling entrails. When there was nothing else to be done with a thing, they first put it into a tank 

and got out of it all the tallow and grease, and then they made it into fertilizer. All these industries were gathered 

into buildings near by, connected by galleries and railroads with the main establishment; and it was estimated that 

they had handled nearly a quarter of a billion of animals since the founding of the plant by the elder Durham a 

generation and more ago. If you counted with it the other big plants—and they were now really all one—it was, so 

Jokubas informed them, the greatest aggregation of labor and capital ever gathered in one place. It employed thirty 

thousand men; it supported directly two hundred and fifty thousand people in its neighborhood, and indirectly it 

supported half a million. It sent its products to every country in the civilized world, and it furnished the food for no 

less than thirty million people!  

To all of these things our friends would listen open-mouthed—it seemed to them impossible of belief that anything 

so stupendous could have been devised by mortal man. That was why to Jurgis it seemed almost profanity to speak 

about the place as did Jokubas, skeptically; it was a thing as tremendous as the universe—the laws and ways of its 

working no more than the universe to be questioned or understood. All that a mere man could do, it seemed to 

Jurgis, was to take a thing like this as he found it, and do as he was told; to be given a place in it and a share in its 

wonderful activities was a blessing to be grateful for, as one was grateful for the sunshine and the rain. Jurgis was 

even glad that he had not seen the place before meeting with his triumph, for he felt that the size of it would have 

overwhelmed him. But now he had been admitted—he was a part of it all! He had the feeling that this whole huge 

establishment had taken him under its protection, and had become responsible for his welfare. So guileless was he, 

and ignorant of the nature of business, that he did not even realize that he had become an employee of Brown's, and 

that Brown and Durham were supposed by all the world to be deadly rivals—were even required to be deadly rivals 

by the law of the land, and ordered to try to ruin each other under penalty of fine and imprisonment!  

 

 

 

Chapter 4  

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 
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seven o'clock in the evening, he went home to the family with the tidings that he had earned more than a dollar and a 

half in a single day!  

At home, also, there was more good news; so much of it at once that there was quite a celebration in Aniele's hall 

bedroom. Jonas had been to have an interview with the special policeman to whom Szedvilas had introduced him, 

and had been taken to see several of the bosses, with the result that one had promised him a job the beginning of the 

next week. And then there was Marija Berczynskas, who, fired with jealousy by the success of Jurgis, had set out 

upon her own responsibility to get a place. Marija had nothing to take with her save her two brawny arms and the 

word "job," laboriously learned; but with these she had marched about Packingtown all day, entering every door 

where there were signs of activity. Out of some she had been ordered with curses; but Marija was not afraid of man 

or devil, and asked every one she saw—visitors and strangers, or work-people like herself, and once or twice even 

high and lofty office personages, who stared at her as if they thought she was crazy. In the end, however, she had 

reaped her reward. In one of the smaller plants she had stumbled upon a room where scores of women and girls were 

sitting at long tables preparing smoked beef in cans; and wandering through room after room, Marija came at last to 

the place where the sealed cans were being painted and labeled, and here she had the good fortune to encounter the 

"forelady." Marija did not understand then, as she was destined to understand later, what there was attractive to a 

"forelady" about the combination of a face full of boundless good nature and the muscles of a dray horse; but the 

woman had told her to come the next day and she would perhaps give her a chance to learn the trade of painting 

cans. The painting of cans being skilled piecework, and paying as much as two dollars a day, Marija burst in upon 

the family with the yell of a Comanche Indian, and fell to capering about the room so as to frighten the baby almost 

into convulsions.  

Better luck than all this could hardly have been hoped for; there was only one of them left to seek a place. Jurgis was 

determined that Teta Elzbieta should stay at home to keep house, and that Ona should help her. 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, with the help of the board of Jonas and Marija. 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. That the priest would object to these schools was something of which he had as yet 

no idea, and for the present his mind was made up that the children of Teta Elzbieta should have as fair a chance as 

any other children. The oldest of them, little Stanislovas, was but thirteen, and small for his age at that; and while the 

oldest son of Szedvilas was only twelve, and had worked for over a year at Jones's, Jurgis would have it that 

Stanislovas should learn to speak English, and grow up to be a skilled man.  

So there was only old Dede Antanas; Jurgis would have had him rest too, but he was forced to acknowledge that this 

was not possible, and, besides, the old man would not hear it spoken of—it was his whim to insist that he was as 

lively as any boy. He had come to America as full of hope as the best of them; and now he was the chief problem 

that worried his son. For every one that Jurgis spoke to assured him that it was a waste of time to seek employment 

for the old man in Packingtown. Szedvilas told him that the packers did not even keep the men who had grown old 

in their own service—to say nothing of taking on new ones. And not only was it the rule here, it was the rule 

everywhere in America, so far as he knew. To satisfy Jurgis he had asked the policeman, and brought back the 

message that the thing was not to be thought of. They had not told this to old Anthony, who had consequently spent 

the two days wandering about from one part of the yards to another, and had now come home to hear about the 

triumph of the others, smiling bravely and saying that it would be his turn another day.  

Their good luck, they felt, had given them the right to think about a home; and sitting out on the doorstep that 

summer evening, they held consultation about it, and Jurgis took occasion to broach a weighty subject. Passing 

down the avenue to work that morning he had seen two boys leaving an advertisement from house to house; and 

seeing that there were pictures upon it, Jurgis had asked for one, and had rolled it up and tucked it into his shirt. At 

noontime a man with whom he had been talking had read it to him and told him a little about it, with the result that 

Jurgis had conceived a wild idea.  

He brought out the placard, which was quite a work of art. It was nearly two feet long, printed on calendered paper, 

with a selection of colors so bright that they shone even in the moonlight. The center of the placard was occupied by 

a house, brilliantly painted, new, and dazzling. The roof of it was of a purple hue, and trimmed with gold; the house 

itself was silvery, and the doors and windows red. It was a two-story building, with a porch in front, and a very 
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fancy scrollwork around the edges; it was complete in every tiniest detail, even the doorknob, and there was a 

hammock on the porch and white lace curtains in the windows. Underneath this, in one corner, was a picture of a 

husband and wife in loving embrace; in the opposite corner was a cradle, with fluffy curtains drawn over it, and a 

smiling cherub hovering upon silver-colored wings. For fear that the significance of all this should be lost, there was 

a label, in Polish, Lithuanian, and German—"Dom. Namai. Heim." "Why pay rent?" the linguistic circular went on 

to demand. "Why not own your own home? Do you know that you can buy one for less than your rent? We have 

built thousands of homes which are now occupied by happy families."—So it became eloquent, picturing the 

blissfulness of married life in a house with nothing to pay. It even quoted "Home, Sweet Home," and made bold to 

translate it into Polish—though for some reason it omitted the Lithuanian of this. Perhaps the translator found it a 

difficult matter to be sentimental in a language in which a sob is known as a gukcziojimas and a smile as a 

nusiszypsojimas.  

Over this document the family pored long, while Ona spelled out its contents. It appeared that this house contained 

four rooms, besides a basement, and that it might be bought for fifteen hundred dollars, the lot and all. Of this, only 

three hundred dollars had to be paid down, the balance being paid at the rate of twelve dollars a month. These were 

frightful sums, but then they were in America, where people talked about such without fear. They had learned that 

they would have to pay a rent of nine dollars a month for a flat, and there was no way of doing better, unless the 

family of twelve was to exist in one or two rooms, as at present. If they paid rent, of course, they might pay forever, 

and be no better off; whereas, if they could only meet the extra expense in the beginning, there would at last come a 

time when they would not have any rent to pay for the rest of their lives.  

They figured it up. There was a little left of the money belonging to Teta Elzbieta, and there was a little left to 

Jurgis. Marija had about fifty dollars pinned up somewhere in her stockings, and Grandfather Anthony had part of 

the money he had gotten for his farm. If they all combined, they would have enough to make the first payment; and 

if they had employment, so that they could be sure of the future, it might really prove the best plan. It was, of course, 

not a thing even to be talked of lightly; it was a thing they would have to sift to the bottom. And yet, on the other 

hand, if they were going to make the venture, the sooner they did it the better, for were they not paying rent all the 

time, and living in a most horrible way besides? Jurgis was used to dirt—there was nothing could scare a man who 

had been with a railroad gang, where one could gather up the fleas off the floor of the sleeping room by the handful. 

But that sort of thing would not do for Ona. They must have a better place of some sort soon—Jurgis said it with all 

the assurance of a man who had just made a dollar and fifty-seven cents in a single day. Jurgis was at a loss to 

understand why, with wages as they were, so many of the people of this district should live the way they did.  

The next day Marija went to see her "forelady," and was told to report the first of the week, and learn the business of 

can-painter. Marija went home, singing out loud all the way, and was just in time to join Ona and her stepmother as 

they were setting out to go and make inquiry concerning the house. That evening the three made their report to the 

men—the thing was altogether as represented in the circular, or at any rate so the agent had said. The houses lay to 

the south, about a mile and a half from the yards; they were wonderful bargains, the gentleman had assured them—

personally, and for their own good. He could do this, so he explained to them, for the reason that he had himself no 

interest in their sale—he was merely the agent for a company that had built them. These were the last, and the 

company was going out of business, so if any one wished to take advantage of this wonderful no-rent plan, he would 

have to be very quick. As a matter of fact there was just a little uncertainty as to whether there was a single house 

left; for the agent had taken so many people to see them, and for all he knew the company might have parted with 

the last. Seeing Teta Elzbieta's evident grief at this news, he added, after some hesitation, that if they really intended 

to make a purchase, he would send a telephone message at his own expense, and have one of the houses kept. So it 

had finally been arranged—and they were to go and make an inspection the following Sunday morning.  

That was Thursday; and all the rest of the week the killing gang at Brown's worked at full pressure, and Jurgis 

cleared a dollar seventy-five every day. That was at the rate of ten and one-half dollars a week, or forty-five a 

month. Jurgis was not able to figure, except it was a very simple sum, but Ona was like lightning at such things, and 

she worked out the problem for the family. Marija and Jonas were each to pay sixteen dollars a month board, and the 

old man insisted that he could do the same as soon as he got a place—which might be any day now. That would 

make ninety-three dollars. Then Marija and Jonas were between them to take a third share in the house, which would 

leave only eight dollars a month for Jurgis to contribute to the payment. So they would have eighty-five dollars a 
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month—or, supposing that Dede Antanas did not get work at once, seventy dollars a month—which ought surely to 

be sufficient for the support of a family of twelve.  

An hour before the time on Sunday morning the entire party set out. They had the address written on a piece of 

paper, which they showed to some one now and then. It proved to be a long mile and a half, but they walked it, and 

half an hour or so later the agent put in an appearance. He was a smooth and florid personage, elegantly dressed, and 

he spoke their language freely, which gave him a great advantage in dealing with them. He escorted them to the 

house, which was one of a long row of the typical frame dwellings of the neighborhood, where architecture is a 

luxury that is dispensed with. Ona's heart sank, for the house was not as it was shown in the picture; the color 

scheme was different, for one thing, and then it did not seem quite so big. Still, it was freshly painted, and made a 

considerable show. It was all brand-new, so the agent told them, but he talked so incessantly that they were quite 

confused, and did not have time to ask many questions. There were all sorts of things they had made up their minds 

to inquire about, but when the time came, they either forgot them or lacked the courage. The other houses in the row 

did not seem to be new, and few of them seemed to be occupied. When they ventured to hint at this, the agent's reply 

was that the purchasers would be moving in shortly. To press the matter would have seemed to be doubting his 

word, and never in their lives had any one of them ever spoken to a person of the class called "gentleman" except 

with deference and humility.  

The house had a basement, about two feet below the street line, and a single story, about six feet above it, reached 

by a flight of steps. In addition there was an attic, made by the peak of the roof, and having one small window in 

each end. The street in front of the house was unpaved and unlighted, and the view from it consisted of a few exactly 

similar houses, scattered here and there upon lots grown up with dingy brown weeds. The house inside contained 

four rooms, plastered white; the basement was but a frame, the walls being unplastered and the floor not laid. The 

agent explained that the houses were built that way, as the purchasers generally preferred to finish the basements to 

suit their own taste. The attic was also unfinished—the family had been figuring that in case of an emergency they 

could rent this attic, but they found that there was not even a floor, nothing but joists, and beneath them the lath and 

plaster of the ceiling below. All of this, however, did not chill their ardor as much as might have been expected, 

because of the volubility of the agent. There was no end to the advantages of the house, as he set them forth, and he 

was not silent for an instant; he showed them everything, down to the locks on the doors and the catches on the 

windows, and how to work them. He showed them the sink in the kitchen, with running water and a faucet, 

something which Teta Elzbieta had never in her wildest dreams hoped to possess. After a discovery such as that it 

would have seemed ungrateful to find any fault, and so they tried to shut their eyes to other defects.  

Still, they were peasant people, and they hung on to their money by instinct; it was quite in vain that the agent hinted 

at promptness—they would see, they would see, they told him, they could not decide until they had had more time. 

And so they went home again, and all day and evening there was figuring and debating. It was an agony to them to 

have to make up their minds in a matter such as this. They never could agree all together; there were so many 

arguments upon each side, and one would be obstinate, and no sooner would the rest have convinced him than it 

would transpire that his arguments had caused another to waver. Once, in the evening, when they were all in 

harmony, and the house was as good as bought, Szedvilas came in and upset them again. Szedvilas had no use for 

property owning. He told them cruel stories of people who had been done to death in this "buying a home" swindle. 

They would be almost sure to get into a tight place and lose all their money; and there was no end of expense that 

one could never foresee; and the house might be good-for-nothing from top to bottom—how was a poor man to 

know? Then, too, they would swindle you with the contract—and how was a poor man to understand anything about 

a contract? It was all nothing but robbery, and there was no safety but in keeping out of it. And pay rent? asked 

Jurgis. Ah, yes, to be sure, the other answered, that too was robbery. It was all robbery, for a poor man. After half an 

hour of such depressing conversation, they had their minds quite made up that they had been saved at the brink of a 

precipice; but then Szedvilas went away, and Jonas, who was a sharp little man, reminded them that the delicatessen 

business was a failure, according to its proprietor, and that this might account for his pessimistic views. Which, of 

course, reopened the subject!  

The controlling factor was that they could not stay where they were—they had to go somewhere. And when they 

gave up the house plan and decided to rent, the prospect of paying out nine dollars a month forever they found just 

as hard to face. All day and all night for nearly a whole week they wrestled with the problem, and then in the end 

Jurgis took the responsibility. Brother Jonas had gotten his job, and was pushing a truck in Durham's; and the killing 
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gang at Brown's continued to work early and late, so that Jurgis grew more confident every hour, more certain of his 

mastership. It was the kind of thing the man of the family had to decide and carry through, he told himself. Others 

might have failed at it, but he was not the failing kind—he would show them how to do it. He would work all day, 

and all night, too, if need be; he would never rest until the house was paid for and his people had a home. So he told 

them, and so in the end the decision was made.  

They had talked about looking at more houses before they made the purchase; but then they did not know where any 

more were, and they did not know any way of finding out. The one they had seen held the sway in their thoughts; 

whenever they thought of themselves in a house, it was this house that they thought of. And so they went and told 

the agent that they were ready to make the agreement. They knew, as an abstract proposition, that in matters of 

business all men are to be accounted liars; but they could not but have been influenced by all they had heard from 

the eloquent agent, and were quite persuaded that the house was something they had run a risk of losing by their 

delay. They drew a deep breath when he told them that they were still in time.  

They were to come on the morrow, and he would have the papers all drawn up. This matter of papers was one in 

which Jurgis understood to the full the need of caution; yet he could not go himself—every one told him that he 

could not get a holiday, and that he might lose his job by asking. So there was nothing to be done but to trust it to the 

women, with Szedvilas, who promised to go with them. Jurgis spent a whole evening impressing upon them the 

seriousness of the occasion—and then finally, out of innumerable hiding places about their persons and in their 

baggage, came forth the precious wads of money, to be done up tightly in a little bag and sewed fast in the lining of 

Teta Elzbieta's dress.  

Early in the morning they sallied forth. Jurgis had given them so many instructions and warned them against so 

many perils, that the women were quite pale with fright, and even the imperturbable delicatessen vender, who prided 

himself upon being a businessman, was ill at ease. The agent had the deed all ready, and invited them to sit down 

and read it; this Szedvilas proceeded to do—a painful and laborious process, during which the agent drummed upon 

the desk. Teta Elzbieta was so embarrassed that the perspiration came out upon her forehead in beads; for was not 

this reading as much as to say plainly to the gentleman's face that they doubted his honesty? Yet Jokubas Szedvilas 

read on and on; and presently there developed that he had good reason for doing so. For a horrible suspicion had 

begun dawning in his mind; he knitted his brows more and more as he read. This was not a deed of sale at all, so far 

as he could see—it provided only for the renting of the property! It was hard to tell, with all this strange legal jargon, 

words he had never heard before; but was not this plain—"the party of the first part hereby covenants and agrees to 

rent to the said party of the second part!" And then again—"a monthly rental of twelve dollars, for a period of eight 

years and four months!" Then Szedvilas took off his spectacles, and looked at the agent, and stammered a question.  

The agent was most polite, and explained that that was the usual formula; that it was always arranged that the 

property should be merely rented. He kept trying to show them something in the next paragraph; but Szedvilas could 

not get by the word "rental"—and when he translated it to Teta Elzbieta, she too was thrown into a fright. They 

would not own the home at all, then, for nearly nine years! The agent, with infinite patience, began to explain again; 

but no explanation would do now. Elzbieta had firmly fixed in her mind the last solemn warning of Jurgis: "If there 

is anything wrong, do not give him the money, but go out and get a lawyer." It was an agonizing moment, but she 

sat in the chair, her hands clenched like death, and made a fearful effort, summoning all her powers, and gasped out 

her purpose.  

Jokubas translated her words. She expected the agent to fly into a passion, but he was, to her bewilderment, as ever 

imperturbable; he even offered to go and get a lawyer for her, but she declined this. They went a long way, on 

purpose to find a man who would not be a confederate. Then let any one imagine their dismay, when, after half an 

hour, they came in with a lawyer, and heard him greet the agent by his first name! They felt that all was lost; they sat 

like prisoners summoned to hear the reading of their death warrant. There was nothing more that they could do—

they were trapped! The lawyer read over the deed, and when he had read it he informed Szedvilas that it was all 

perfectly regular, that the deed was a blank deed such as was often used in these sales. And was the price as agreed? 

the old man asked—three hundred dollars down, and the balance at twelve dollars a month, till the total of fifteen 

hundred dollars had been paid? Yes, that was correct. And it was for the sale of such and such a house—the house 

and lot and everything? Yes,—and the lawyer showed him where that was all written. And it was all perfectly 

regular—there were no tricks about it of any sort? They were poor people, and this was all they had in the world, 
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and if there was anything wrong they would be ruined. And so Szedvilas went on, asking one trembling question 

after another, while the eyes of the women folks were fixed upon him in mute agony. They could not understand 

what he was saying, but they knew that upon it their fate depended. And when at last he had questioned until there 

was no more questioning to be done, and the time came for them to make up their minds, and either close the 

bargain or reject it, it was all that poor Teta Elzbieta could do to keep from bursting into tears. Jokubas had asked 

her if she wished to sign; he had asked her twice—and what could she say? How did she know if this lawyer were 

telling the truth—that he was not in the conspiracy? And yet, how could she say so—what excuse could she give? 

The eyes of every one in the room were upon her, awaiting her decision; and at last, half blind with her tears, she 

began fumbling in her jacket, where she had pinned the precious money. And she brought it out and unwrapped it 

before the men. All of this Ona sat watching, from a corner of the room, twisting her hands together, meantime, in a 

fever of fright. Ona longed to cry out and tell her stepmother to stop, that it was all a trap; but there seemed to be 

something clutching her by the throat, and she could not make a sound. And so Teta Elzbieta laid the money on the 

table, and the agent picked it up and counted it, and then wrote them a receipt for it and passed them the deed. Then 

he gave a sigh of satisfaction, and rose and shook hands with them all, still as smooth and polite as at the beginning. 

Ona had a dim recollection of the lawyer telling Szedvilas that his charge was a dollar, which occasioned some 

debate, and more agony; and then, after they had paid that, too, they went out into the street, her stepmother 

clutching the deed in her hand. They were so weak from fright that they could not walk, but had to sit down on the 

way.  

So they went home, with a deadly terror gnawing at their souls; and that evening Jurgis came home and heard their 

story, and that was the end. Jurgis was sure that they had been swindled, and were ruined; and he tore his hair and 

cursed like a madman, swearing that he would kill the agent that very night. In the end he seized the paper and 

rushed out of the house, and all the way across the yards to Halsted Street. He dragged Szedvilas out from his 

supper, and together they rushed to consult another lawyer. When they entered his office the lawyer sprang up, for 

Jurgis looked like a crazy person, with flying hair and bloodshot eyes. His companion explained the situation, and 

the lawyer took the paper and began to read it, while Jurgis stood clutching the desk with knotted hands, trembling 

in every nerve.  

Once or twice the lawyer looked up and asked a question of Szedvilas; the other did not know a word that he was 

saying, but his eyes were fixed upon the lawyer's face, striving in an agony of dread to read his mind. He saw the 

lawyer look up and laugh, and he gave a gasp; the man said something to Szedvilas, and Jurgis turned upon his 

friend, his heart almost stopping.  

"Well?" he panted.  

"He says it is all right," said Szedvilas.  

"All right!"  

"Yes, he says it is just as it should be." And Jurgis, in his relief, sank down into a chair.  

"Are you sure of it?" he gasped, and made Szedvilas translate question after question. He could not hear it often 

enough; he could not ask with enough variations. Yes, they had bought the house, they had really bought it. It 

belonged to them, they had only to pay the money and it would be all right. Then Jurgis covered his face with his 

hands, for there were tears in his eyes, and he felt like a fool. But he had had such a horrible fright; strong man as he 

was, it left him almost too weak to stand up.  

The lawyer explained that the rental was a form—the property was said to be merely rented until the last payment 

had been made, the purpose being to make it easier to turn the party out if he did not make the payments. So long as 

they paid, however, they had nothing to fear, the house was all theirs.  

Jurgis was so grateful that he paid the half dollar the lawyer asked without winking an eyelash, and then rushed 

home to tell the news to the family. He found Ona in a faint and the babies screaming, and the whole house in an 

uproar—for it had been believed by all that he had gone to murder the agent. It was hours before the excitement 
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could be calmed; and all through that cruel night Jurgis would wake up now and then and hear Ona and her 

stepmother in the next room, sobbing softly to themselves.  
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