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you at the time of any love towards America; it

made me, a Briton, feel hatred towards America,

and when first I read the book I felt that no Russian

who read it carefully would entertain willingly the

idea of going to America. If he had entertained

the idea, having read TAe Jungle he would abandon

it. It is an astonishing tract on the fate of a

Russian peasant family leaving the land of so-

called tyranny for a land of so-called freedom ;
and

its obvious moral is that Russia is a better country

for the individual than America— that America

takes the fine peasant stock of Europe and shatters

it to bits.

It is true that Chicagr i;\akes a convenience of

men, and that there man exists that commerce may

thrive rather than that commerce exists that man

may thrive. It is a place where the physical and

psychical savings of Europeans are wasted like

water, and where no one understands what the

waste means. Spending is always joyful, and

Chicago is a gay city. It is full of a light-hearted

people, pushing, bantering, laughing, blindfolded

over their spiritual eyes. In such places as Chicago

the immigrant finds a market for things he could

never sell at home—his body, his nerve, his vital

energy ; a ready market, and he sells them and has

money in his pocket and beer in plenty. Listen to

the loud-voiced, God-invoking crowd in the saloons

!

They have the proceeds that come of selling the

savings of Europe. They have come out of the


