
Ch. 28 History Guide 
 

Answer the following question in a few paragraphs. 

 
Ch. 28 FRQ Question 
 
Agree or disagree with the following statement: Many historians believe that progressivism was largely 
an effort by a relatively small and privileged group of wealthy business leaders who sought reforms that 
benefited their own political, economic, and social interests. 
 
Read the following documents and respond to the corresponding questions. 

Ch. 28 Documents 

 

William Jennings Bryan, Cross of Gold Speech (1896) 

 

Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen of the Convention: I would be presumptuous, indeed, to present myself against the 

distinguished gentlemen to whom you have listened if this were a mere measuring of abilities; but this is not a 

contest between persons. The humblest citizen in all the land, when clad in the armor of a righteous cause, is 

stronger than all the hosts of error. I come to speak to you in defense of a cause as holy as the cause of liberty-the 

cause of humanity. . . . 

We say to you that you have made the definition of a business man too limited in its application. The man who is 

employed for wages is as much a business man as his employer; the attorney in a country town is as much a business 

man as the corporation counsel in a great metropolis; the merchant at the cross-roads store is as much a business 

man as the merchant of New York; the farmer who goes forth in the morning and toils all day-who begins in the 

spring and toils all summer-and who by the application of brain and muscle to the natural resources of the country 

creates wealth, is as much a business man as the man who goes upon the board of trade and bets upon the price of 

grain; the miners who go down a thousand feet into the earth, or climb two thousand feet upon the cliffs, and bring 

forth from their hiding places the precious metals to be poured into the channels of trade are as much business men 

as the few financial magnates who, in a back room, corner the money of the world. We come to speak for this 

broader class of business men. 

Ah, my friends, we say not one word against those who live upon the Atlantic coast, but the hardy pioneers who 

have braved all the dangers of the wilderness, who have made the desert to blossom as the rose-the pioneers away 

out there [pointing to the West], who rear their children near to Nature's heart, where they can mingle their voices 

with the voices of the birds-out there where they have erected schoolhouses for the education of their young, 

churches where they praise their Creator, and cemeteries where rest the ashes of their dead-these people, we say, are 

as deserving of the consideration of our party as any people in this country. It is for these that we speak. We do not 

come as aggressors. Our war is not a war of conquest; we are fighting in the defense of our homes, our families, and 

posterity. We have petitioned, and our petitions have been scorned; we have entreated, and our entreaties have been 

disregarded; we have begged, and they have mocked when our calamity came. We beg no longer; we entreat no 

more; we petition no more. We defy them. . . . 

We say in our platform that we believe that the right to coin and issue money is a function of government. We 

believe it. We believe that it is a part of sovereignty, and can no more with safety be delegated to private individuals 

than we could afford to delegate to private individuals the power to make penal statutes or levy taxes. Mr. Jefferson, 

who was once regarded as good Democratic authority, seems to have differed in opinion from the gentleman who 

has addressed us on the part of the minority. Those who are opposed to this proposition tell us that the issue of paper 

money is a function of the bank, and that the Government ought to go out of the banking business. I stand with 



Jefferson rather than with them, and tell them, as he did, that the issue of money is a function of government, and 

that the banks ought to go out of the governing business. . . . 

We go forth confident that we shall win. Why? Because upon the paramount issue of this campaign there is not a 

spot of ground upon which the enemy will dare to challenge battle. If they tell us that the gold standard is a good 

thing, we shall point to their platform and tell them that their platform pledges the party to get rid of the gold 

standard and substitute bimetallism. If the gold standard is a good thing, why try to get rid of it? I call your attention 

to the fact that some of the very people who are in this convention today and who tell us that we ought to declare in 

favor of international bimetallism-thereby declaring that the gold standard is wrong and that the principle of 

bimetallism is better-these very people four months ago were open and avowed advocates of the gold standard, and 

were then telling us that we could not legislate two metals together, even with the aid of all the world. If the gold 

standard is a good thing, we ought to declare in favor of its retention and not in favor of abandoning it; and if the 

gold standard is a bad thing why should we wait until other nations are willing to help us to let go? Here is the line 

of battle, and we care not upon which issue they force the fight; we are prepared to meet them on either issue or on 

both. If they tell us that the gold standard is the standard of civilization, we reply to them that this, the most 

enlightened of all the nations of the earth, has never declared for a gold standard and that both the great parties this 

year are declaring against it. If the gold standard is the standard of civilization, why, my friends, should we not have 

it? If they come to meet us on that issue we can present the history of our nation. More than that; we can tell them 

that they will search the pages of history in vain to find a single instance where the common people of any land have 

ever declared themselves in favor of the gold standard. They can find where the holders of fixed investments have 

declared for a gold standard, but not where the masses have. . . . 

Upon which side will the Democratic party fight; upon the side of "the idle holders of idle capital" or upon the side 

of "the struggling masses?" That is the question which the party must answer first, and then it must be answered by 

each individual hereafter. The sympathies of the Democratic Party, as shown by the platform, are on the side of the 

struggling masses who have ever been the foundation of the Democratic party. There are two ideas of government. 

There are those who believe that, if you will only legislate to make the well-to-do prosperous, their prosperity will 

leak through on those below. The Democratic idea, however, has been that if you legislate to make the masses 

prosperous, their prosperity will find its way up through every class which rests upon them. 

You come to us and tell us that the great cities are in favor of the gold standard; we reply that the great cities rest 

upon our broad and fertile prairies. Burn down your cities and leave our farms, and your cities will spring up again 

as if by magic; but destroy our farms and the grass will grow in the streets of every city in the country. 

My friends, we declare that this nation is able to legislate for its own people on every question, without waiting for 

the aid or consent of any other nation on earth; and upon that issue we expect to carry every State in the Union. I 

shall not slander the inhabitants of the fair State of Massachusetts nor the inhabitants of the State of New York by 

saying that, when they are confronted with the proposition, they will declare that this nation is not able to attend to 

its own business. It is the issue of 1776 over again. Our ancestors, when but three millions in number, had the 

courage to declare their political independence of every other nation; shall we, their descendants, when we have 

grown to seventy millions, declare that we are less independent than our forefathers? No, my friends that will never 

be the verdict of our people. Therefore, we care not upon what lines the battle is fought. If they say bimetallism is 

good, but that we cannot have it until other nations help us, we reply that, instead of having a gold standard because 

England has, we will restore bimetallism, and then let England have bimetallism because the United States has it. If 

they dare to come out in the open field and defend the gold standard as a good thing, we will fight them to the 

uttermost. Having behind us the producing masses of this nation and the world, supported by the commercial 

interests, the laboring interests, and the toilers everywhere, we will answer their demand for a gold standard by 

saying to them: You shall not press down upon the brow of labor this crown of thorns, you shall not crucify mankind 

upon a cross of gold. 

Study Questions 
1. How does Bryan redefine the term “business man” in this speech? 
2. How does Bryan use the image of the “Cross of Gold” to champion the cause of the working class in 
this speech? 



 

Lincoln Steffens, from The Shame of the Cities (1904) 

 

The Philadelphia machine isn't the best. It isn’t sound, and I doubt if it would stand in New York or Chicago. The 

enduring strength of the typical American political machine is that it is a natural growth-a sucker, but deep-rooted in 

the people. The New Yorkers vote for Tammany Hall. The Philadelphians do not vote; they are disfranchised, and 

their disfranchisement is one anchor of the foundation of the Philadelphia organization.  

This is no figure of speech. The honest citizens of Philadelphia have no more rights at the polls than the negroes 

down South. Nor do they fight very hard for this basic privilege. You can arouse their Republican ire by talking 

about the black Republican votes lost in the Southern States by white Democratic intimidation, but if you remind the 

average Philadelphian that he is in the same position, he will look startled, then say, "That’s so, that's literally true, 

only I never thought of it in just that way." And it is literally true.  

The machine controls the whole process of voting, and practices fraud at every stage. The assessor's list is the voting 

list, and the assessor is the machine's man. . . .The assessor pads the list with the names of dead dogs, children, and 

non-existent persons. One newspaper printed the picture of a dog, another that of a little four-year-old negro boy, 

down on such a list. A ring orator in a speech resenting sneers at his ward as "low down" reminded his hearers that 

that was the ward of Independence Hall, and naming over signers of the Declaration of Independence, he closed his 

highest flight of eloquence with the statement that "these men, the fathers of American liberty, voted down here 

once. And," he added, with a catching grin, "they vote here yet." Rudolph Blankenburg, a persistent fighter for the 

right and the use of the right to vote (and, by the way, an immigrant), sent out just before one election a registered 

letter to each voter on the rolls of a certain selected division. Sixty-three per cent were returned marked "not at," 

"removed," "deceased," etc. From one four-story house where forty-four voters were addressed, eighteen letters 

came back undelivered; from another of forty-eight voters, came back forty-one letters; from another sixty-one out 

of sixty-two; from another, forty-four out of forty-seven. Six houses in one division were assessed at one hundred 

and seventy-two voters, more than the votes cast in the previous election in anyone of two hundred entire divisions.  

The repeating is done boldly, for the machine controls the election officers, often choosing them from among the 

fraudulent names; and when no one appears to serve, assigning the heeler ready for the expected vacancy. The 

police are forbidden by law to stand within thirty feet of the polls, but they are at the box and they are there to see 

that the machine's orders are obeyed and that repeaters whom they help to furnish are permitted to vote without 

"intimidation" on the names they, the police, have supplied. . . . 

Study Questions 
1. Summarize the power and effect of the political machine as it is described in this document. 
 

 

Upton Sinclair, The Jungle (1905) 

 

During this time that Jurgis was looking for work occurred the death of little Kristoforas, one of the children of Teta 

Elzbieta. Both Kristoforas and his brother, Juozapas, were cripples, the latter having lost one leg by having it run 

over, and Krstoforas having congenital dislocation of the hip, which made it impossible for him ever to walk. He 

was the last of Teta Elzbieta's children, and perhaps he had been intended by nature to let her know that she had had 

enough. At any rate he was wretchedly sick and undersized; he had the rickets, and though he was over three years 

old, he was no bigger than an ordinary child of one. All day long he would crawl around the floor in a filthy little 



dress, whining and fretting; because the floor was full of drafts he was always catching cold, and snuffling because 

his nose ran. This made him a nuisance and a source of endless trouble in the family. For his mother, with unnatural 

perversity, loved him best of all her children, and made a perpetual fuss over him-would let him do anything 

undisturbed, and would burst into tears when his fretting drove Jurgis wild. 

And now he died. Perhaps it was the smoked sausage he had eaten that morning-which may have been made out of 

some of the tubercular pork that was condemned as unfit for export. At any rate, an hour after eating it, the child had 

begun to cry with pain, and in another hour he was rolling about on the floor in convulsions. Little Kotrina, who was 

all alone with him, ran out screaming for help, and after a while a doctor came, but not until Kristoforas had howled 

his last howl. No one was really sorry about this except poor Elzbieta, who was inconsolable. Jurgis announced that 

so far as he was concerned the child would have to be buried by the city, since they had no money for a funeral; and 

at this the poor woman almost went out of her senses, wringing her hands and screaming with grief and despair. Her 

child to be buried in a pauper's grave! And her stepdaughter to stand by and hear it said without protesting! It was 

enough to make Ona's father rise up out of his grave to rebuke her. If it had come to this, they might as well give up 

at once, and be buried all of them together! . . . In the end Marija said that she would help with ten dollars; and 

Jurgis being still obdurate, Elzbieta went in tears and begged the money from the neighbors, and so little Kristoforas 

had a mass and a hearse with white plumes on it, and a tiny plot in a graveyard with a wooden cross to mark the 

place. The poor mother was not the same for months after that; the mere sight of the floor where little Kristoforas 

had crawled about would make her weep. He had never had a fair chance, poor little fellow, she would say. He had 

been handicapped from his birth. If only she had heard about it in time, so that she might have had the great doctor 

to cure him of his lameness! . . . Some time ago, Elzbieta was told, a Chicago billionaire had paid a fortune to bring 

a great European surgeon over to cure his little daughter of the same disease from which Kristoforas had suffered. 

And because this surgeon had to have bodies to demonstrate upon, he announced that he would treat the children of 

the poor, a piece of magnanimity over which the papers became quite eloquent. Elzbieta, alas, did not read the 

papers, and no one had told her; but perhaps it was as well, for just then they would not have had the carfare to spare 

to go every day to wait upon the surgeon, nor for that matter anybody with the time to take the child. 

All this while that he was seeking for work, there was a dark shadow hanging over Jurgis; as if a savage beast were 

lurking somewhere in the pathway of his life, and he knew it, and yet could not help approaching the place. There 

are all stages of being out of work in Packingtown, and he faced in dread the prospect of reaching the lowest. There 

is a place that waits for the lowest man-the fertilizer plant! 

The men would talk about it in awe-striken whispers. Not more than one in ten had ever really tried it; the other nine 

had contented themselves with hearsay evidence and a peep through the door. There were some things worse than 

even starving to death. They would ask Jurgis if he had worked there yet, and if he meant to; and Jurgis would 

debate the matter with himself. As poor as they were, and making all the sacrifices that they were, would he dare to 

refuse any sort of work that was offered to him, be it as horrible as ever it could? Would he dare to go home and eat 

bread that had been earned by Ona, weak and complaining as she was, knowing that he had been given a chance, 

and had not had the nerve to take it?-And yet he might argue that way with himself all day, and one glimpse into the 

fertilizer works would send him away again shuddering. He was a man, and he would do his duty; he went and made 

application-bur surely he was not also required to hope for success! 

The fertilizer works of Durham's lay away from the rest of the plant. Few visitors ever saw them, and the few who 

did would come out looking like Dante, of whom the peasants declared that he had been into hell. To this part of the 

yards came all the "tankage" and the waste products of all sorts; here they dried out the bones,-and in suffocating 

cellars where the daylight never came you might see men and women and children bending over whirling machines 

and sawing bits of bone into all sorts of shapes, breathing their lungs full of the fine dust, and doomed to die, every 

one of them, within a certain definite time. Here they made the blood into albumen, and made other foul-smelling 

things into things still more foul-smelling. In the corridors and caverns where it was done you might lose yourself as 

in the great caves of Kentucky. In the dust and the steam the electric lights would shine like far-off twinkling stars-

red and blue-green and purple stars, according to the color of the mist and the brew from which it came. For the 

odors in these ghastly charnel houses there may be words in Lithuanian, but there are none in English. The person 

entering would have to summon his courage as for a cold-water plunge. He would go on like a man swimming under 

water; he would put his handkerchief over his face, and begin to cough and choke; and then, if he were still 



obstinate, he would find his head beginning to ring, and the veins in his forehead to throb, until finally he would be 

assailed by an overpowering blast of ammonia fumes, and would turn and run for his life, and come out half-dazed. 

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 tried 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. The month of May was an 

exceptionally cool one, and his secret prayers were granted; but early in June there came a record-breaking hot spell, 

and after that there were men wanted in the fertilizer mill. 

Study Questions 
1. Explain how Sinclair’s account could spur reform of working conditions.  What details are particularly 
effective in raising awareness? 
2. What conditions, at home and at work, stand in the way of the social and economic improvement of 
the main characters in this account? 
 

 


