
The Jungle (1906) 

-Upton Sinclair 

Characters: 

Jurgis -  A Lithuanian immigrant who comes to America with his 

wife, Ona. Jurgis is a strong, determined individual with a faith in the 

American Dream of self-betterment, but his health, family, and hopes 

are slowly destroyed by the miserable working and living conditions in 

Packingtown. Jurgis, who doesn’t elicit much more from the reader 

than pity, is an obvious instrument that Sinclair uses to express his 

vision of the exploitation of the worker by capitalism  

Ona  -  Teta Elzbieta’s stepdaughter and Jurgis’s wife 

Teta Elzbieta -  Ona’s stepmother and the mother of six others. A resilient, 

strong-willed old woman 

Questions to Consider  

As you read, please consider these questions. You do not have to produce a 

written response.  

1. What does the author’s careful description of Packingtown’s conditions 

suggest about Sinclair’s motives? 

2. From these excerpts, what can be extracted about Sinclair’s social/political 

viewpoint? Where is the viewpoint most clear? Explain.  

3. Who is the intended audience for The Jungle? 

4. Consider the context of The Jungle (1906), what informs the novel. Also, 

what reforms would Sinclair hope to achieve with the publication of the 

novel? 

5. What regulations could solve some of the social ills presented in the 

excerpts? 

6. How does Sinclair present Jurgis as a character? Why does he present 

Jurgis in this way? 

7. Which is more shocking, the work conditions or the preparation of the 

meat for American consumers? Why?  

8. Why did Americans tolerate such food production?  

 

Chapter 13 (excerpt) 

In the spring, Jurgis looks unsuccessfully for work. He is worn out 

and unable to attract the boss’s eye. He settles for the least desirable 

job around, a position in a fertilizer mill. The chemicals seep into 

his skin, making him smell as foul as the muck itself. 

…On top of this were the rooms where they dried the "tankage," the 

mass of brown stringy stuff that was left after the waste portions of the 

carcasses had had the lard and tallow dried out of them. This dried 

material they would then grind to a fine powder, and after they had mixed it up 

well with a mysterious but inoffensive brown rock which they brought in and 

ground up by the hundreds of carloads for that purpose, the substance was ready 

to be put into bags and sent out to the world as any one of a hundred different 

brands of standard bone phosphate. And then the farmer in Maine or California 

or Texas would buy this, at say twenty-five dollars a ton, and plant it with his 

corn; and for several days after the operation the fields would have a strong odor, 

and the farmer and his wagon and the very horses that had hauled it would all 

have it too. In Packingtown the fertilizer is pure, instead of being a flavoring, and 

instead of a ton or so spread out on several acres under the open sky, there are 

hundreds and thousands of tons of it in one building, heaped here and there in 

haystack piles, covering the floor several inches deep, and filling the air with a 

choking dust that becomes a blinding sandstorm when the wind stirs.  

It was to this building that Jurgis came daily, as if dragged by an unseen hand…. 

in June there came a record-breaking hot spell, and after that there were men 

wanted in the fertilizer mill…. 

His labor took him about one minute to learn. Before him was one of the vents of 

the mill in which the fertilizer was being ground—rushing forth in a great brown 

river, with a spray of the finest dust flung forth in clouds. Jurgis was given a 

shovel, and along with half a dozen others it was his task to shovel this fertilizer 

into carts. That others were at work he knew by the sound, and by the fact that he 

sometimes collided with them; otherwise they might as well not have been there, 

for in the blinding dust storm a man could not see six feet in front of his face. 

When he had filled one cart he had to grope around him until another came, and 

if there was none on hand he continued to grope till one arrived. In five minutes 

he was, of course, a mass of fertilizer from head to feet; they gave him a sponge 

to tie over his mouth, so that he could breathe, but the sponge did not prevent his 

lips and eyelids from caking up with it and his ears from filling solid. He looked 



like a brown ghost at twilight—from hair to shoes he became the color of the 

building and of everything in it, and for that matter a hundred yards outside it. 

The building had to be left open, and when the wind blew Durham and Company 

lost a great deal of fertilizer.  

Working in his shirt sleeves, and with the thermometer at over a hundred, the 

phosphates soaked in through every pore of Jurgis' skin, and in five minutes he 

had a headache, and in fifteen was almost dazed. The blood was pounding in his 

brain like an engine's throbbing; there was a frightful pain in the top of his skull, 

and he could hardly control his hands. Still, with the memory of his four months' 

siege behind him, he fought on, in a frenzy of determination; and half an hour 

later he began to vomit—he vomited until it seemed as if his inwards must be 

torn into shreds. A man could get used to the fertilizer mill, the boss had said, if 

he would make up his mind to it; but Jurgis now began to see that it was a 

question of making up his stomach.  

At the end of that day of horror, he could scarcely stand. He had to 

catch himself now and then, and lean against a building and get his 

bearings. Most of the men, when they came out, made straight for a 

saloon—they seemed to place fertilizer and rattlesnake poison in 

one class. But Jurgis was too ill to think of drinking—he could only 

make his way to the street and stagger on to a car. He had a sense of 

humor, and later on, when he became an old hand, he used to think 

it fun to board a streetcar and see what happened. Now, however, 

he was too ill to notice it—how the people in the car began to gasp 

and sputter, to put their handkerchiefs to their noses, and transfix 

him with furious glances. Jurgis only knew that a man in front of 

him immediately got up and gave him a seat; and that half a minute 

later the two people on each side of him got up; and that in a full minute the 

crowded car was nearly empty…  

…Of course Jurgis had made his home a miniature fertilizer mill a minute after 

entering. The stuff was half an inch deep in his skin—his whole system was full 

of it, and it would have taken a week not merely of scrubbing, but of vigorous 

exercise, to get it out of him…He smelled so that he made all the food at the table 

taste, and set the whole family to vomiting; for himself it was three days before 

he could keep anything upon his stomach… 

And still Jurgis stuck it out! In spite of splitting headaches he would stagger 

down to the plant and take up his stand once more, and begin to shovel in the 

blinding clouds of dust. And so at the end of the week he was a fertilizer man for 

life—he was able to eat again, and though his head never stopped aching, it 

ceased to be so bad that he could not work.  

*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~* 

Chapter 14 (excerpt) 

Jurgis and his family know all of the dirty secrets of the meat-

packing industry. The most spoiled of meats becomes sausage. 

All manner of dishonesty exists in the industry’s willingness to 

sell diseased, rotten, and adulterated meat to American 

households. The working members of the family fall into a silent 

stupor due to the grinding poverty and misery of their lives. Ona 

and Jurgis grow apart, and Jurgis begins to drink heavily. He 

delivers himself from full-blown alcoholism through force of will, 

but the desire to drink always torments him. 

With one member trimming beef in a cannery, and another 

working in a sausage factory, the family had a first-hand 

knowledge of the great majority of Packingtown swindles. For it 

was the custom, as they found, whenever meat was so spoiled 

that it could not be used for anything else, either to can it or else 

to chop it up into sausage. With what had been told them by 

Jonas, who had worked in the pickle rooms, they could now 

study the whole of the spoiled-meat industry on the inside, and 

read a new and grim meaning into that old Packingtown jest—

that they use everything of the pig except the squeal.  

Jonas had told them how the meat that was taken out of pickle would often be 

found sour, and how they would rub it up with soda to take away the smell, and 

sell it to be eaten on free-lunch counters; also of all the miracles of chemistry 

which they performed, giving to any sort of meat, fresh or salted, whole or 

chopped, any color and any flavor and any odor they chose. In the pickling of 

hams they had an ingenious apparatus, by which they saved time and increased 

the capacity of the plant—a machine consisting of a hollow needle attached to a 

pump; by plunging this needle into the meat and working with his foot, a man 

could fill a ham with pickle in a few seconds. And yet, in spite of this, there 

would be hams found spoiled, some of them with an odor so bad that a man 

could hardly bear to be in the room with them. To pump into these the packers 

had a second and much stronger pickle which destroyed the odor—a process 

known to the workers as "giving them thirty per cent." Also, after the hams had 

been smoked, there would be found some that had gone to the bad. Formerly 



these had been sold as "Number Three Grade," but later on some ingenious 

person had hit upon a new device, and now they would extract the bone, about 

which the bad part generally lay, and insert in the hole a white-hot iron. After this 

invention there was no longer Number One, Two, and Three Grade—there was 

only Number One Grade. The packers were always originating such schemes—

they had what they called "boneless hams," which were all the odds and ends of 

pork stuffed into casings; and "California hams," which were the shoulders, with 

big knuckle joints, and nearly all the meat cut out; and fancy "skinned hams," 

which were made of the oldest hogs, whose skins were so heavy and coarse that 

no one would buy them—that is, until they had been cooked and chopped fine 

and labeled "head cheese!"  

It was only when the whole ham was spoiled that it came into the department of 

Elzbieta. Cut up by the two-thousand-revolutions-a-minute flyers, and mixed 

with half a ton of other meat, no odor that ever was in a ham could make any 

difference. There was never the least attention paid to what was cut up for 

sausage; there would come all the way back from Europe old sausage that had 

been rejected, and that was moldy and white—it would be dosed with borax and 

glycerine, and dumped into the hoppers, and made over again for home 

consumption. There would be meat that had tumbled out on the floor, in the dirt 

and sawdust, where the workers had tramped and spit uncounted billions of 

consumption germs. There would be meat stored in great piles in rooms; and the 

water from leaky roofs would drip over it, and thousands of rats would race about 

on it. It was too dark in these storage places to see well, but a man could run his 

hand over these piles of meat and sweep off handfuls of the dried dung of rats. 

These rats were nuisances, and the packers would put poisoned bread out for 

them; they would die, and then rats, bread, and meat would go into the hoppers 

together. This is no fairy story and no joke; the meat would be shoveled into 

carts, and the man who did the shoveling would not trouble to 

lift out a rat even when he saw one—there were things that 

went into the sausage in comparison with which a poisoned rat 

was a tidbit. There was no place for the men to wash their 

hands before they ate their dinner, and so they made a practice 

of washing them in the water that was to be ladled into the 

sausage. There were the butt-ends of smoked meat, and the 

scraps of corned beef, and all the odds and ends of the waste of 

the plants, that would be dumped into old barrels in the cellar 

and left there. Under the system of rigid economy which the 
packers enforced, there were some jobs that it only paid to do 

once in a long time, and among these was the cleaning out of 

the waste barrels. Every spring they did it; and in the barrels 

would be dirt and rust and old nails and stale water—and 

cartload after cartload of it would be taken up and dumped into 

the hoppers with fresh meat, and sent out to the public's breakfast. Some of it 

they would make into "smoked" sausage—but as the smoking took time, and was 

therefore expensive, they would call upon their chemistry department, and 

preserve it with borax and color it with gelatine to make it brown. All of their 

sausage came out of the same bowl, but when they came to wrap it they would 

stamp some of it "special," and for this they would charge two cents more a 

pound. … 

*** 

…Jurgis, being a man, had troubles of his own. There was another specter 

following him. He had never spoken of it, nor would he allow anyone else to 

speak of it—he had never acknowledged its existence to himself. Yet the battle 

with it took all the manhood that he had—and once or twice, alas, a little more. 

Jurgis had discovered drink.  

He was working in the steaming pit of hell; day after day, week after week—until 

now, there was not an organ of his body that did its work without pain, until the 

sound of ocean breakers echoed in his head day and night, and the buildings 

swayed and danced before him as he went down the street. And from all the 

unending horror of this there was a respite, a deliverance—he could drink! He 

could forget the pain, he could slip off the burden; he would see clearly again, he 

would be master of his brain, of his thoughts, of his will. His dead self would stir 

in him, and he would find himself laughing and cracking jokes with his 

companions—he would be a man again, and master of his life.  

It was not an easy thing for Jurgis to take more than two or three drinks. With the 

first drink he could eat a meal, and he could persuade himself that that was 

economy; with the second he could eat another meal—but 

there would come a time when he could eat no more, and then 

to pay for a drink was an unthinkable extravagance, a defiance 

of the agelong instincts of his hunger-haunted class. One day, 

however, he took the plunge, and drank up all that he had in his 

pockets, and went home half "piped," as the men phrase it. He 

was happier than he had been in a year; and yet, because he 

knew that the happiness would not last, he was savage, too 

with those who would wreck it, and with the world, and with 

his life; and then again, beneath this, he was sick with the 

shame of himself. Afterward, when he saw the despair of his 

family, and reckoned up the money he had spent, the tears 

came into his eyes, and he began the long battle with the 



specter.  

It was a battle that had no end, that never could have one. But Jurgis did not 

realize that very clearly; he was not given much time for reflection. He simply 

knew that he was always fighting. Steeped in misery and despair as he was, 

merely to walk down the street was to be put upon the rack. There was surely a 

saloon on the corner—perhaps on all four corners, and some in the middle of the 

block as well; and each one stretched out a hand to him each one had a 

personality of its own, allurements unlike any other. Going and coming—before 

sunrise and after dark—there was warmth and a glow of light, and the steam of 

hot food, and perhaps music, or a friendly face, and a word of good cheer… It 

was pitiful to have Ona know of this—it drove him wild to think of it; the thing 

was not fair, for Ona had never tasted drink, and so could not understand. 

Sometimes, in desperate hours, he would find himself wishing that she might 

learn what it was, so that he need not be ashamed in her presence. They might 

drink together, and escape from the horror—escape for a while, come what 

would.  

So there came a time when nearly all the conscious life of Jurgis consisted of a 

struggle with the craving for liquor. He would have ugly moods, when he hated 

Ona and the whole family, because they stood in his way. He was a fool to have 

married; he had tied himself down, had made himself a slave. It was all because 

he was a married man that he was compelled to stay in the yards; if it had not 

been for that he might have gone off like Jonas, and to hell with the packers. 

There were few single men in the fertilizer mill—and those few were working 

only for a chance to escape. Meantime, too, they had something to think about 

while they worked,—they had the memory of the last time they had been drunk, 

and the hope of the time when they would be drunk again… 

 

Chapter 28 

Jurgis spends the day looking for work. While walking 

the streets, he chances upon a political meeting. He 

enters the hall to sit and rest. A well-dressed woman 

calls him “comrade” and urges him to listen to the 

speech.  

Jurgis has wandered into a socialist political meeting. 

The speaker details the miserable conditions of life for 

the common worker. He points out the corrupt practices of big 

capitalists to grind common laborers into submission. 

…He was speaking rapidly, in great excitement; he used many gestures—he 

spoke he moved here and there upon the stage, reaching with his long arms as if 

to seize each person in his audience….and so Jurgis became suddenly aware of 

his voice, trembling, vibrant with emotion, with pain and longing, …To hear it 

was to be suddenly arrested, to be gripped, transfixed."You listen to these 

things," the man was saying, "and you say, 'Yes, they are true, but they have 

been that way always.' Or you say, 'Maybe it will come, but not in my time—it 

will not help me.' And so you return to your daily round of toil, you go back to 

be ground up for profits in the world-wide mill of economic might! To toil long 

hours for another's advantage; to live in mean and squalid homes, to work in 

dangerous and unhealthful places; to wrestle with the specters of hunger and 

privation, to take your chances of accident, disease, and death. And each day the 

struggle becomes fiercer, the pace more cruel; each day you have to toil a little 

harder, and feel the iron hand of circumstance close upon you a little tighter. 

Months pass, years maybe—and then you come again; and again I am here to 

plead with you, to know if want and misery have yet done their work with you, 

if injustice and oppression have yet opened your eyes! I shall still be waiting—

there is nothing else that I can do. There is no wilderness where I can hide from 

these things, there is no haven where I can escape them; though I travel to the 

ends of the earth, I find the same accursed system—I find that all the fair and 

noble impulses of humanity, the dreams of poets and the agonies of martyrs, are 

shackled and bound in the service of organized and predatory Greed! And 

therefore I cannot rest, I cannot be silent; therefore I cast aside comfort and 

happiness, health and good repute—and go out into the world and cry out the 

pain of my spirit! Therefore I am not to be silenced by poverty and 

sickness, not by hatred and obloquy, by threats and ridicule—not by 

prison and persecution, if they should come—not by any power that 

is upon the earth or above the earth, that was, or is, or ever can be 

created. If I fail tonight, I can only try tomorrow; knowing that the 

fault must be mine—that if once the vision of my soul were spoken 

upon earth, if once the anguish of its defeat were uttered in human 

speech, it would break the stoutest barriers of prejudice, it would 

shake the most sluggish soul to action! It would abash the most 

cynical, it would terrify the most selfish; and the voice of mockery 

would be silenced, and fraud and falsehood would slink back into 
their dens, and the truth would stand forth alone! For I speak with 

the voice of the millions who are voiceless! Of them that are 

oppressed and have no comforter! Of the disinherited of life, for 

whom there is no respite and no deliverance, to whom the world is a 

prison, a dungeon of torture, a tomb! With the voice of the little 



child who toils tonight in a Southern cotton mill, staggering with exhaustion, 

numb with agony, and knowing no hope but the grave! Of the mother who sews 

by candlelight in her tenement garret, weary and weeping, smitten with the 

mortal hunger of her babes! Of the man who lies upon a bed of rags, wrestling in 

his last sickness and leaving his loved ones to perish! Of the young girl who, 

somewhere at this moment, is walking the streets of this horrible city, beaten 

and starving, and making her choice between the brothel and the lake! With the 

voice of those, whoever and wherever they may be, who are caught beneath the 

wheels of the Juggernaut of Greed! With the voice of humanity, calling for 

deliverance! Of the everlasting soul of Man, arising from the dust; breaking its 

way out of its prison—rending the bands of oppression and ignorance—groping 

its way to the light!" 

The speaker paused. There was an instant of silence, while men caught their 

breaths, and then like a single sound there came a cry from a thousand people. 

Through it all Jurgis sat still, motionless and rigid, his eyes fixed upon the 

speaker; he was trembling, smitten with wonder. 

Suddenly the man raised his hands, and silence fell, and he began again. 

"I plead with you," he said, "whoever you may be, provided that you care 

about the truth; but most of all I plead with working- man, with those to whom 

the evils I portray are not mere matters of sentiment, to be dallied and toyed 

with, and then perhaps put aside and forgotten—to whom they are the grim and 

relentless realities of the daily grind, the chains upon their limbs, the lash upon 

their backs, the iron in their souls. To you, working- men! To you, the toilers, 

who have made this land, and have no voice in its councils! To you, whose lot it 

is to sow that others may reap, to labor and obey, and ask no more than the 

wages of a beast of burden, the food and shelter to keep you alive from day to 

day. It is to you that I come with my message of salvation, it is to you that I 

appeal. I know how much it is to ask of you—I know, for I have been in your 

place, I have lived your life, and there is no man before me here tonight who 

knows it better… Because I feel sure that in the crowd that has come to me 

tonight, no matter how many may be dull and heedless, no matter how many 

may have come out of idle curiosity, or in order to ridicule—there will be some 

one man whom pain and suffering have made desperate, whom some chance 

vision of wrong and horror has startled and shocked into attention. And to him 

my words will come like a sudden flash of lightning to one who travels in 

darkness—revealing the way before him, the perils and the obstacles—solving 

all problems, making all difficulties clear! The scales will fall from his eyes, the 

shackles will be torn from his limbs—he will leap up with a cry of thankfulness, 

he will stride forth a free man at last! …Working-men, working-men—

comrades! open your eyes and look about you! You have lived so long in the toil 

and heat that your senses are dulled, your souls are numbed; but realize once in 

your lives this world in which you dwell—tear off the rags of its customs and 

conventions—behold it as it is, in all its hideous nakedness! Realize it, realize 

it!... 

"… Here in this city
1
 to-night ten thousand women are shut up in foul pens, 

and driven by hunger to sell their bodies to live. And we know it, we make it a 

jest! And these women are made in the image of your mothers, they may be your 

sisters, your daughters; the child whom you left at home tonight, whose laughing 

eyes will greet you in the morning—that fate may be waiting for her! To-night 

in Chicago there are ten thousand men, homeless and wretched, willing to work 

and begging for a chance, yet starving, and fronting in terror the awful winter 

cold! Tonight in Chicago there are a hundred thousand children wearing out 

their strength and blasting their lives in the effort to earn their bread! There are a 

hundred thousand mothers who are living in misery and squalor, struggling to 

earn enough to feed their little ones! There are a hundred thousand old people, 

cast off and helpless, waiting for death to take them from their torments! There 

are a million people, men and women and children, who share the curse of the 

wage-slave; who toil every hour they can stand and see, for just enough to keep 

them alive; who are condemned till the end of their days to monotony and 

weariness, to hunger and misery, to heat and cold, to dirt and disease, to 

ignorance and drunkenness and vice! And then turn over the page with me, and 

gaze upon the other side of the picture. There are a thousand—ten thousand, 

maybe—who are the masters of these slaves, who own their toil. They do 

nothing to earn what they receive, they do not even have to ask for it—it comes 

to them of itself, their only care is to dispose of it. They live in palaces, they riot 

in luxury and extravagance—such as no words can describe, as makes the 

imagination reel and stagger, makes the soul grow sick and faint. They spend 

hundreds of dollars for a pair of shoes, a handkerchief, a garter; they spend 

millions for horses and automobiles and yachts, for palaces and banquets, for 

little shiny stones with which to deck their bodies. Their life is a contest among 

themselves for supremacy in ostentation and recklessness, in the destroying of 

useful and necessary things, in the wasting of the labor and the lives of their 

fellow creatures, the toil and anguish of the nations, the sweat and tears and 

blood of the human race! It is all theirs—it comes to them; just as all the springs 

pour into streamlets, and the streamlets into rivers, and the rivers into the 

oceans—so, automatically and inevitably, all the wealth of society comes to 

them. The farmer tills the soil, the miner digs in the earth, the weaver tends the 
loom, the mason carves the stone; the clever man invents, the shrewd man 

directs, the wise man studies, the inspired man sings—and all the result, the 

products of the labor of brain and muscle, are gathered into one stupendous 
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stream and poured into their laps! The whole of society is in their grip, the 

whole labor of the world lies at their mercy—and like fierce wolves they rend 

and destroy, like ravening vultures they devour and tear! The whole power of 

mankind belongs to them, forever and beyond recall—do what it can, strive as it 

will, humanity lives for them and dies for them! They own not merely the labor 

of society, they have bought the governments; and everywhere they use their 

raped and stolen power to intrench themselves in their privileges, to dig wider 

and deeper the channels through which the river of profits flows to them!—And 

you, workingmen, workingmen! You have been brought up to it, you plod on 

like beasts of burden, thinking only of the day and its pain—yet is there a man 

among you who can believe that such a system will continue forever—is there a 

man here in this audience tonight so hardened and debased that he dare rise up 

before me and say that he believes it can continue forever; that the product of 

the labor of society, the means of existence of the human race, will always 

belong to idlers and parasites, to be spent for the gratification of vanity and 

lust—to be spent for any purpose whatever, to be at the disposal of any 

individual will whatever—that somehow, somewhere, the labor of humanity will 

not belong to humanity, to be used for the purposes of humanity, to be 

controlled by the will of humanity? And if this is ever to be, how is it to be—

what power is there that will bring it about? Will it be the task of your masters, 

do you think—will they write the charter of your liberties? Will they forge you 

the sword of your deliverance, will they marshal you the army and lead it to the 

fray? Will their wealth be spent for the purpose—will they build colleges and 

churches to teach you, will they print papers to herald your progress, and 

organize political parties to guide and carry on the struggle? Can you not see 

that the task is your task—yours to dream, yours to resolve, yours to execute? 

That if ever it is carried out, it will be in the face of every obstacle that wealth 

and mastership can oppose—in the face of ridicule and slander, of hatred and 

persecution, of the bludgeon and the jail? That it will be by the power of your 

naked bosoms, opposed to the rage of oppression! By the grim and bitter 

teaching of blind and merciless affliction! By the painful gropings of the 

untutored mind, by the feeble stammerings of the uncultured voice! By the sad 

and lonely hunger of the spirit; by seeking and striving and yearning, by 

heartache and despairing, by agony and sweat of blood! It will be by money paid 

for with hunger, by knowledge stolen from sleep, by thoughts communicated 

under the shadow of the gallows! It will be a movement beginning in the far-off 

past, a thing obscure and unhonored, a thing easy to ridicule, easy to despise; a 

thing unlovely, wearing the aspect of vengeance and hate—but to you, the 

working-man, the wage-slave, calling with a voice insistent, imperious—with a 

voice that you cannot escape, wherever upon the earth you may be! With the 

voice of all your wrongs, with the voice of all your desires; with the voice of 

your duty and your hope—of everything in the world that is worthwhile to you! 

The voice of the poor, demanding that poverty shall cease! The voice of the 

oppressed, pronouncing the doom of oppression! The voice of power, wrought 

out of suffering—of resolution, crushed out of weakness—of joy and courage, 

born in the bottomless pit of anguish and despair! The voice of Labor, despised 

and outraged; a mighty giant, lying prostrate—mountainous, colossal, but 

blinded, bound, and ignorant of his strength. And now a dream of resistance 

haunts him, hope battling with fear; until suddenly he stirs, and a fetter snaps—

and a thrill shoots through him, to the farthest ends of his huge body, and in a 

flash the dream becomes an act! He starts, he lifts himself; and the bands are 

shattered, the burdens roll off him—he rises—towering, gigantic; he springs to 

his feet, he shouts in his newborn exultation—" 

And the speaker's voice broke suddenly, with the stress of his feelings; he 

stood with his arms stretched out above him, and the power of his vision seemed 

to lift him from the floor. The audience came to its feet with a yell; men waved 

their arms, laughing aloud in their excitement. And Jurgis was with them, he 

was shouting to tear his throat; shouting because he could not help it, because 

the stress of his feeling was more than he could bear…The sentences of this man 

were to Jurgis like the crashing of thunder in his soul; a flood of emotions 

surged up in him—all his old hopes and longings, his old griefs and rages and 

despairs…That he should have suffered such oppressions and such horrors was 

bad enough; but that he should have been crushed and beaten by them, that he 

should have submitted, and forgotten, and lived in peace—…"What," asks the 

prophet, "is the murder of them that kill the body, to the murder of them that kill 

the soul?" And Jurgis was a man whose soul had been murdered, who had 

ceased to hope and to struggle—who had made terms with degradation and 

despair; and now, suddenly, in one awful convulsion, the black and hideous fact 

was made plain to him!... 

 


