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Mr. [XXX] . . . secured an alliance with the railroads to drive out rivals. For fifteen years he received rebates of varying amounts on at least the
greater part of his shipments, and for at least a portion of that time he collected drawbacks of the oil other people shipped; at the same time he
worked with the railroads to prevent other people getting oil to manufacture, or if they got it he worked with the railroads to prevent the shipment
of the product. If it reached a dealer, he did his utmost to bully or wheedle him to
countermand his order. If he failed in that, he undersold until the dealer, losing on his purchase, was glad enough to buy thereafter of Mr. [XXX]. .
..
. . . There is no independent refiner or jobber who tries to ship oil freight that does not meet incessant discouragement and discrimination. . . “If I
get a barrel of oil out of Buffalo,” an independent dealer told the writer not long ago, “I have to sneak it out. There are no public docks; the
railroads control most of them, and they won’t let me out if they can help it. If I want to ship a car-load they won’t take it if they can help it. They
are all afraid of offending the [XXX] Company.” . . .
B.
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.
C.
The whole family, father, mother, and four ragged children, sat around looking on with the stony resignation of helpless despair that had long
since given up the fight against fate as useless.
A glance around the wretched room left no doubt as to the cause of the child's condition. 'Improper nourishment', said the doctor, which,
translated to suit the place, meant starvation.
The father's hands were crippled from lead poisoning. He had not been able to work for a year. A contagious disease of the eyes, too long
neglected, had made the mother and one of the boys nearly blind. The children cried with hunger. They had not broken their fast that day and it
was then near noon. For months the family had subsisted on two dollars a week from the priest, and a few loaves and a piece of corned beef
which the sisters sent them on Saturday.
The doctor gave direction for the treatment of the child, knowing that it was possible only to alleviate its sufferings until death should end them,
and left some money for food for the rest.
An hour later, when I returned, I found them feeding the dying child with ginger ale, bought for two cents a bottle at the peddler's cart down the
street. A pitying neighbor had proposed it as the one thing she could think of as likely to make the child forget its misery. There was enough in
the bottle to go round to the rest of the family. In fact, the wake had already begun; before night it was under way in dead earnest.”
D.
The commercial spirit is the spirit of profit, not patriotism; of credit, not honor; of individual gain, not national prosperity; of trade and dickering,
not principle. "My business is sacred," says the businessman in his heart. "Whatever prospers my business, is good; it must be. Whatever
hinders it, is wrong; it must be. A bribe is bad, that is, it is a bad thing to take; but it is not so bad to give one, not if it is necessary to my
business." "Business is business" is not a political sentiment, but our politician has caught it. He takes essentially the same view of the bribe,
only he saves his self-respect by piling all his contempt upon the bribe-giver and he has the great advantage of candor. "It is wrong, maybe," he
says, "but if a rich merchant can afford to do business with me for the sake of a convenience or to increase his already great wealth, I can afford,
for the sake of living, to meet him half way.”
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