men said—all the saloon-keepers had to be “Indians,” and to put up
on demand, otherwise they could not do business on Sundays, nor
have any gambling at all. In the same way Scully had all the jobs in
the fire department at his disposal, and all the rest of the city graft
in the stockyards district; he was building a block of flats somewhere
up on Ashland Avenue, and the man who was overseeing it for him
was drawing pay as a city inspector of sewers. The city inspector of
water-pipes had been dead and buried for over a year, but somebody
was still drawing his pay. The city inspector of sidewalks was a bar-
keeper at the War-Whoop café—and maybe he could not make it un-
comfortable for any tradesman who did not stand in with Scully!

Even the packers were in awe of him, so the men said. It gave them
pleasure to believe this, for Scully stood as the people’s man, and
boasted of it boldly when election day came. The packers had wanted
a bridge at Ashland Avenue, but they had not been able to get it till
they had seen Scully; and it was the same with “Bubbly Creek,”
which the city had threatened to make the packers cover over, till
Scully had come to their aid. “Bubbly Creek” is an arm of the Chi-
cago River, and forms the southern boundary of the yards; all the
drainage of the square mile of packing-houses empties into it, so that
it is really a great open sewer a hundred or two feet wide. One long
arm of it is blind, and the filth stays there forever and a day. The
grease and chemicals that are poured into it undergo all sorts of
strange transformations, which are the cause of its name; it is con-
stantly in motion, as if huge fish were feeding in it, or great leviathans
disporting themselves in its depths. Bubbles of carbonic acid gas will
rise to the surface and burst, and make rings two or three feet wide.
Here and there the grease and filth have caked solid, and the creek
looks like a bed of lava; chickens walk about on it, feeding, and many
times an unwary stranger has started to stroll across, and vanished
temporarily. The packers used to leave the creek that way, till every
now and then the surface would catch on fire and burn furiously, and
the fire department would have to come and put it out. Once, how-
ever, an ingenious stranger came and started to gather this filth in
scows, to make lard out of; then the packers took the cue, and got
out an injunction to stop him, and afterwards gathered it themselves.
The banks of “Bubbly Creek” are plastered thick with hairs, and this
also the packers gather and clean.

And there were things even stranger than this, according to the
gossip of the men. The packers had secret mains, through which they
stole billions of gallons of the city’s water. The newspapers had been
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full of this scandal-—once there had even been an investigation, and
an actual uncovering of the pipes; but nobody had been punished,
and the thing went right on. And then there was the condemned meat
industry, with its endless horrors. The people of Chicago saw the
government inspectors in Packingtown, and they all took that to
mean that they were protected from diseased meat; they did not
understand that these hundred and sixty-three inspectors had been
appointed at the request of the packers, and that they were paid by
the United States government to certify that all the diseased meat
was kept in the state. They had no authority beyond that; for the
inspection of meat to be sold in the city and state the whole force in
Packingtown consisted of three henchmen of the local political ma-
chine!* And shortly afterward one of these, a physician, made the
discovery that the carcasses of steers which had been condemned as
tubercular by the government inspectors, and which therefore con-
tained ptomaines, which are deadly poisons, were left upon an open
platform and carted away to be sold in the city; and so he insisted
that these carcasses be treated with an injection of kerosene—and
was ordered to resign the same week! So indignant were the packers
that they went farther, and compelled the mayor to abolish the whole
bureau of inspection; so that since then there has not been even a pre-
tence of any interference with the graft. There was said to be two
thousand dollars a week hush-money from the tubercular steers alone;
and as much again from the hogs which had died of cholera on the
trains, and which you might see any day being loaded into box-cars
and hauled away to a place called Globe, in Indiana, where they made
a fancy grade of lard.

* “Rules and Regulations for the Inspection of Live Stock and their Products.”
United States Department of Agriculture, Bureau of Animal Industries, Order No.
125:—

SEctioN 1. Proprietors of slaughterhouses, canning, salting, packing, or rendering
establishments engaged in the slaughtering of cattle, sheep, or swine, or the packing
of any of their products, the carcasses or products of which are to become subjects of
interstate or foreign commerce, shall make application to the Secretary of Agriculture
for inspection of said animals and their products. . . .

SectioN 15. Such rejected or condemned animals shall at once be removed by the
owners from the pens containing animals which have been inspected and found to
be free from disease and fit for human food, and skall be disposed of in accordance
with the laws, ordinances, and regulations of the state and municipality in which said
rejected or condemned anvmals are located. . . .

SEcTION 25. A microscopic examination for trichinae shall be made of all swine
products exported to countries requiring such examination. No microscopic examina-
tion will be made of hogs slaughtered for interstate trade, but this examination shall be
confined to those intended for the export trade.
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