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Document A 

 

Upton Sinclair, The Jungle (New York: Grosset & Dunlop, 1906), 38-41 

 

"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 

green thing in Packingtown; likewise this jest about the hog and his squeal, the stock in 5 

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 centre 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 10 

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 

travelled, 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 15 

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, Devilled 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 20 

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 were the chute, with its river of hogs, all patiently toiling upward; 25 

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 30 

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 35 

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 ear 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 40 

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 
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frenzy—and squealing. The uproar was appalling, perilous to the ear-drums; one feared 

there was too much sound for the room to hold—that the walls must give way or the 45 

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. 50 

 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 life-blood ebbing away together; 

until at last each started again, and vanished with a splash into a huge vat of boiling 55 

water. 

 It was all so very businesslike that one watched it fascinated. It was pork-making 

by machinery, pork-making 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 60 

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 pretence 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 65 

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 earth, or above the earth, a 

heaven for hogs, where they were requited for all this suffering? Each one of these hogs 70 

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

some were spotted; some were old, some were 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 75 

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 80 

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?  
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Document B 

 

Frank Lloyd Wright, The Disappearing City (New York: William Farquhar Payson, 1932), 

3-5 

 

The properly citified citizen has become a broker dealing, chiefly, in human 

frailties or the ideas and inventions of others: a puller of levers, a presser of the buttons 

of a vicarious power, his by way of machine craft.  

 A parasite of the spirit is here, a whirling dervish in a whirling vortex.  

 Perpetual to and fro excites and robs the urban individual of the meditation, 5 

imaginative reflection and projection once his as he lived and walked under clean sky 

among the growing greenery to which he was born companion. The invigoration of the 

Book of Creation he has traded for the emasculation of a treatise on abstraction. Native 

pastimes with the native streams, woods and fields, this recreation he has traded for the 

taint of carbon-monoxide, a rented aggregate of rented cells up-ended on hard 10 

pavements. "Paramounts," "Roxies," and nightclubs, speakeasies. And for this he lives in 

a cubicle among cubicles under a landlord who lives above him, the apotheosis of rent, in 

some form, in some penthouse.  

 The citizen, property citified, is a slave to herd instinct and vicarious power as the 

medieval laborer, not so long before him, was a slave to his pot of "heavy wet." A cultural 15 

weed of another kind.  

 The weed goes to seed. Children grow up, herded by thousands in schools built 

like factories, run like factories, systematically turning out hard-struck morons as 

machinery turns out shoes. 

 Men of genius, productive when unsuccessful, "succeed," become vicarious, and 20 

except those whose metier is the crowd, these men, who should be human salvage, sink 

in the city to produce, but create no more. Impotent.  

 Life itself is become the restless "tenant" in the big city. The citizen himself has 

lost sight of the true aim of human existence and accepts substitute aims as his life, 

unnaturally gregarious, tends more and more toward the promiscuous blind adventure of 25 

a crafty animal, some form of graft, a febrile pursuit of sex as "relief" from factual 

routine in the mechanical uproar of mechanical conflicts. Meantime, he is struggling to 

maintain, artificially, teeth, hair, muscles and sap; sight growing dim by work in artificial 

light, hearing now chiefly by telephone: going against or across the tide of traffic at the 

risk of damage or death. His time is regularly wasted by others because he, as regularly, 30 

wastes theirs as all go in different directions on scaffolding, or concrete or underground 

to get into another cubicle under some other landlord. The citizen's entire life is 

exaggerated but sterilized by machinery—and medicine: were motor oil and castor oil to 

dry up, the city would cease to function and promptly perish.  

 The city itself is become a form of anxious rent, the citizen's own life rented, he 35 

and his family evicted if he is in "arrears" or "the system" goes to smash. Renting, rented 

and finally the man himself rent should his nervous pace slacken. Should this anxious 

lockstep of his fall out with the landlord, the moneylord, the machinelord, he is a total 

loss.  

 And over him, beside him and beneath him, even in his heart as he sleeps is the 40 

taximeter of rent, in some form, to goad this anxious consumer's unceasing struggle for 

or against more or less merciful or merciless money increment. To stay in lockstep. To 

pay up. He hopes for not much more now. He is paying his own life into bondage or he is 

managing to get the lives of others there, in order to keep up the three sacrosanct 

increments to which he has subscribed as the present great and beneficent lottery of 45 

private capital. Humanity preying upon humanity seems to be the only "economic 

system" he knows anything about.  

 But all the powerful modern resources naturally his by use of modern machinery 

are, by way of human progress, now involuntarily turning against the city. Although a 

system he, himself, helped to build, capitalized centralization is no longer a system for 50 
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the citizen nor one working for him. Having done its work for humanity, centralization is 

centripetal force beyond control, exaggerated by various vicarious powers. And it is 

exaggerating more and more in its victim his animal fear of being turned out of the hole 

into which he has been accustomed to crawl only to crawl out again tomorrow morning. 

Natural horizontality is gone and the citizen condemns himself to an unnatural, sterile 55 

verticality—upended by his own excess. 
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Document C 

 

 
 
King Kong (movie still). Directed by: Merian C. Cooper and Ernest B. Schoedsack. Los 

Angeles: RKO Radio Pictures, 1933  
 


