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16 / Chicago: City on the Make 

ner answered earnestly-and the little red lamps flick
ered with laughter, a piano roll lightly tinkled a jeer, 
and the revehy crashed .like window-glass with one deep
purple roar. 

And roared on all night long. 
"We have struck a blow for Je�us," the reverend 

announced without changing his shirt. 
"A church and a W. C. T. U. never growed a big town 

yet," Old Cap Streeter contradicted him flatly. "Hit's 
still a frontier town." 

Where the gouging anq the cunning and the no
holds-barred spirit of the Middle Border still holds as 
true as rent day. 

For dei;pite the Girl Scouts and the Boy Scouts, the 
missionary societies and the Bible institutes( the Legion 
of Decency and Lieutenant Fulmer, Preston Bradley and 
the Epworth League, Emile Coue and Dwight L. Moody, 
there's no true season for salvation here. Good times or 
hard, it's still an infidel's capital 'six days a week. 

And with a driving vigor and a reckless energy un
matched in the memory of man. Where only yesterday 
the pungent odor of stewed dog trailed across the 
marshes, now the million-candled billboards, weaving 
drunken lights in the river's depths, boast of Old Fitz
gerald, Vat 69, White Horse and Four Roses. Where only 
ye:,terday the ev�n.ing crow crossed only lonely tepee 
fires, now the slender arc-lamps burn. 

To reveal our backstreets to the indifferent stars. 
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