
  [image: ]


   

  Fabulous

  Chicago

   

   

  Emmet Dedmon


   

  “I wish I could go to America if only to see that Chicago.”

  Bismarck to General Philip H. Sheridan (1870)

   

   

  “Good Americans are said to go to Paris when they die;

  but it appears to depend on whether they have been to Chicago first.”

  Among the Americans, by George Jacob Holyoake (1881)

   

   

  “Sir, Chicago is the boss city of the universe.”

  An anonymous brakeman on a train coming into the city (1881)


   

  Fabulous Chicago

  A GREAT CITY’S HISTORY AND PEOPLE

  ENLARGED EDITION

   

  garrett county digital


   

  Garrett County Press Digital

  For more information, please address:

  www.gcpress.com

  The verses from Chicago Poems by Carl Sandburg. Copyright, 1916, by Henry Holt and Company, Inc. Copyright, 1944, by Carl Sandburg. Used by permission of the publishers.

  Verse on dedication of Picasso Statue by Gwendolyn Brooks is from her book In The Mecca (Harper (5 Row). Used by permission of the author.

   

  Copyright, 1953, by Emmett Dedmon

  Copyright renewed, 1981, by Emmett Dedmon

  Enlarged Edition © 1981 by Emmett Dedmon

  All rights reserved


   

  For Claire

  MY FABULOUS CHICAGOAN


  Acknowledgements

  AS WITH the previous edition of this history, it could not have been written without the resources of the Chicago Historical Society. Also without the cheerful cooperation of the society’s staff and the research assistance and expertise of my wife Claire, its writing would have required many additional hours.

  Those who contributed to the writing of the earlier edition continue to deserve the accolades given them on that occasion. In addition, I would like to acknowledge the assistance given me in gaining an insight into the inner workings of the city under Mayor Daley from his close associate and the city’s present mayor, Jane Byrne.

  For the pictures that have been added to the present edition, I wish to express my appreciation to Max McCrohon, vice-president, News, of the Chicago Tribune, Virginia Butts and Kenneth Towers of the Chicago Sun-Times, to John Edwards, to Kee Chang and to the Chicago Historical Society.

  Finally, for the preparation of the manuscript and administrative skills in bringing the total project together, I am particularly indebted to my secretary Patricia Wisniewski, and to Shirlene Morris and Iona Smith, who assisted with the typing. My good friend Robert Dilenschneider, executive vice-president of Hill and Knowlton, was most understanding in assuring me the time to accomplish this task.

  After a quarter of a century in which the book has established itself as a major source of information about Chicago’s past, I remain indebted to the late Paul Angle, director of the Society; to Elizabeth Baughman, who was both helpful and creative in guiding me among the society’s source materials; to Grant Dean for checking the manuscript; to H. Maxson Holloway and Walter Krutz for help in obtaining illustrations and to Violett Richardson for help with manuscripts. At Newberry Library, Ben C. Bowman gave important help in securing prints of drawings from the library files.

  An uncounted number of books were consulted but there is a special obligation to mention the following which include first-hand material not available elsewhere: Stormy Years by Carter Harrison II (Bobbs-Merrill); Come into My Parlor, the authorized biography of the Everleigh sisters, by Charles Washburn (Knickerbocker); My Thirty Years War, by Margaret Anderson (Covici-Friede); Always Room at The Top, by Ganna Walska (Richard R. Smith) and Mary Garden’s Story, by Mary Garden and Louis Biancolli (Simon & Schuster).

  Many Chicagoans participated in the making of this book by giving generously of their time and information. Mr. and Mrs. Cyrus Adams, Mr. and Mrs. Edward McCormick Blair and Jack McPhaul read the entire manuscript and made many helpful suggestions. For help on special sections of the book, I wish to thank Mrs. William McCormick Blair, John Blades, Felix Borowski, Earl Gross, Harry Hansen, Maurene Hudgin, Ogden Ketting, Herman Kogan, Danny Newman, Lucy Nunes, Mrs. Potter Palmer II, Mrs. Higinbotham Patterson, Denton Sparks, Jack Star, Vincent Starrett and Lloyd Wendt. The final responsibility for the choice of material and its treatment is of course my own.

  EMMETT DEDMON

  June 1981


  Contents

  
    
    
    
      	PART
ONE
The Garden City 1835-1871
    

    
      	1.
      	Frontier Town
    

    
      	2.
      	The Yankee Out West
   

   
      	3.
      	Long John and His Devils
   

   
      	4.
      	Elegance on a Grand Scale
   

   
      	5.
      	The Little Giant and the Rail Splitter
   

   
      	6.
      	The Civil War and the Chicago Conspiracy
   

   
      	7.
      	Everyone Comes Here: Anything Goes Here
   

   
      	8.
      	The Finer Things of Life
   

   
      	9.
      	The Red Snow
   

   
      	PART
TWO
Enter The Ladies 1871-1890
   

   
      	10.
      	Puritans on Prairie Avenue
   

   
      	11.
      	The Pride of Potter Palmer
   

   
      	12.
      	The Sporting Life
   

   
      	13.
      	The Melting Pot Explodes
   

   
      	14.
      	Chicago Builds Its Parthenon
   

   
      	PART
THREE
The Spirit of Democracy
   

   
      	15.
      	Why Do We Need a Genealogy?
   

   
      	16.
      	The Cultivated Class Is Comparatively Small
   

   
      	17.
      	An Ardent Temperament Rather Than a Weak Will
   

   
      	18.
      	The Glories of the White City
   

   
      	19.
      	From Pullman City to Hull House
   

   
      	20.
      	Life Along the Levee
   

   
      	PART
FOUR
The Inheritance
   

   
      	21.
      	One Ecstasy After Another
   

   
      	22.
      	Nobody’s on the Legit
   

   
      	23.
      	Grand Opera—A Libretto for Romance
   

   
      	24.
      	Insull Builds His Empire
   

   
      	PART
FIVE
The New Chicago
   

   
      	25.
      	More than a Century of Progress
   

   
      	26.
      	The Ghost and the Colonel
   

   
      	27.
      	“Chicago Ain’t Ready for Reform Yet”
   

   
      	28.
      	“The Most Exciting City in the United States”
   

   
      	29.
      	“I Never Believed this Would Happen Here”
   

   
      	30.
      	“Nobody Is Going to Take Over this City”
   

   
      	31.
      	Life Styles in Nude and Black
   

   
      	32.
      	“I Hate Mediocrity”
   

   
      	33.
      	“The City that Works”
   

   
      	34.
      	“The Ultimate American City”
   

   
      	Search Terms
   

 


  PART ONE

  The Garden City

  1835-1871
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  1

  Frontier Town

  “INTERESTING women are in demand here,” a correspondent wrote from Chicago to the New York Star in 1837. “I understand that when the steamboats arrive from Buffalo and Detroit that nearly all business is suspended; and crowds of desolate, rich young bachelors flock to the pier and stand ready to catch the girls as they land.” The description was hardly an exaggeration. In the winter of 1834 there had been only two girls of marriageable age in the small village of Chicago. The town’s first fashionable wedding, which had such touches of style as printed wedding invitations, was that of an Indian chief’s daughter, Josette LaFramboise, and Thomas Watkins, the post-office clerk who handed every Chicagoan his mail. The Reverend Isaac W. Hallam of St. James Episcopal Church performed the wedding ceremony in the chief’s house while outside a group of Indian braves with tomahawks, clubs and even human scalps at their belts punctuated the sentences of the Episcopal Book of Common Prayer with the whoops and shrieks of tribal dances. The noise of the Indian dances brought echoes of terror to the white guests at the wedding. Only a few years before they had lived in fear of an Indian attack after Blackhawk and his warriors paddled across the Mississippi to reclaim lands taken from them by treaty. Runners brought word almost daily of massacres on outlying farms. Refugees from western Illinois streamed in to the protection of Fort Dearborn, reactivated because of the Indian menace after having been abandoned several years earlier. When Blackhawk won an initial skirmish against a band of untrained troops the panic increased and did not subside until the brave but foolhardy chief was put to flight after a battle in Wisconsin.

  Until 1835 Chicago had been essentially an Indian town. Pelts, furs, guns, blankets, kettles, knives, hatchets, vermilion and whiskey were the principal commodities of commerce and Indians the chief customers. Blackhawk’s escapade led to a renewal of demands that this large Indian population be moved west of the Mississippi. This was made possible in September of 1833 when the government called a grand council at Chicago of seventy-seven chiefs of the Chippewa, Ottawa and Pottawatomie tribes. On the 26th of the month a treaty was signed to which seventy-six Indian chiefs affixed their marks and one—Sau-Ko-Noek—his name. Under the treaty the Indians were dispossessed of lands later to be valued at hundreds of millions of dollars; in return they were given an annuity that for the first two years was to be paid at Chicago. By 1835 they were to be west of the Mississippi.

  In 1834, when the first of the annuity payments was made, four to five thousand Indians, far outnumbering the population of Chicago, camped outside the town. The village traders were looking forward to the event greedily, but the majority of the townsfolk thought nervously of the Blackhawk uprisings and hoped for the best. The distribution of the payments was primitive and haphazard. The whole quantity of goods to be given the Indians was piled in a heap on the west side of the river near the modern corner of Randolph and Canal Streets. The Indians were made to sit down in a circle around the pile with their squaws behind them. A group of half-breeds and traders who had been appointed to pass out the merchandise grabbed it up by the armful and started tossing it to the Indians. There was no system or fairness about this method and the Indians soon made a rush for the pile, snatching at the goods in a disorderly turmoil until the final piece had disappeared. When the merchandise was gone, the Indians headed for the traders to swap blankets and clothing for whiskey. The one unsatisfactory note for almost everyone but Chicago’s pioneer preacher, the Reverend Jeremiah Porter, was that several ships bearing cargoes of whiskey were not able to land for sixteen days because of high winds.

  The performance of the Indians at the final annuity payment in 1835 was more awesome. Aware that this was their final stand before leaving the country of the Illinois forever, the Indians were brightly decorated with scarlet, yellow and blue paint. For several weeks after receiving their goods and money they lingered around town, encouraged in their reluctance to leave by traders who had been amply foreprovisioned against any such ill winds as had marred profits the previous year. On the final day set by the government for their departure, a thousand warriors assembled at the government council house on the north bank of the river. All were covered with vivid daubing of paint and naked except for a breechclout. Their faces were covered with curved stripes of red or vermilion and edged with black points to give the impression of a ferocious grin. Their long black hair was tightly gathered in scalplocks that bore decorations of hawk and eagle feathers, some of them strung together until they touched the ground. All were armed with tomahawks and clubs. Soon a band of music makers striking sticks and clubs together and beating on Indian drums took up positions for a war dance. The long column of the shrieking, dancing Indians started moving toward the center of the town. The column paused at every house and log cabin, while Indian warriors rushed up to the door or gate brandishing their primitive weapons. The morning was hot and the muscles of the perspiring Indians glistened like cast bronze as they moved in a torrent of motion down the narrow streets.

  John Dean Caton, later to be a Chief Justice of the Illinois Supreme Court, watched the spectacle from behind closed curtains at the Sauganash Hotel. To him it seemed that “all the worst passions which can find a place in the breast of a savage—fierce anger, terrible hate, dire revenge, remorseless cruelty—” were to be seen in the demonstration of the Indians. Finally the passion of the warriors was spent and they filed away to the west and to an oblivion which the United States Government had arranged for them. To Caton it had been a scene “to try the nerve of the stoutest.” The question of what might have happened if the Indians, “in their maddened frenzy,” had turned the sham warfare into a real attack forced itself even on those who had seen the Indians most. It would have been easy, Caton thought, for the Indians to have massacred the entire town and left “not a living soul to tell the story.” That there was no massacre was in part the difference of a generation between these Indians and those who had ravaged Fort Dearborn in 1812. Another factor was the leadership of the Indian Sauganash, known also to Chicagoans as Archibald “Billy” Caldwell.
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  Sauganash was born in Detroit in 1780, the son of an Irish colonel and a Pottawatomie maiden. As a boy he had attended the Jesuit school in Detroit and learned to write English and French. His fine, slim figure led the Indians to call him “Tall Tree” but he was more often known as Sauganash, which meant Englishman. Sauganash was a loyal follower of Tecumseh who had served on Tecumseh’s staff until the chief’s death and who had come to the region around Chicago for the first time as a messenger to the Pottawatomie shortly before the Fort Dearborn massacre. It had been through the efforts of Sauganash that the family of John Kinzie had been saved. In 1820 he settled near Chicago and in 1827 was credited with preventing the Winnebago and Pottawatomie from staging an uprising which might have repeated the tragedy of 1812. When the Indians were forced to move west, Sauganash volunteered to go with his people and direct migration, though the government had specified he was free to remain. It was a gesture which gave meaning to Mark Beaubien’s explanation, when he was adding the frame addition to his Eagle Exchange, the first building in Chicago not a log cabin, that he would name his new hotel “after a great man: Sauganash.”

  Beaubien himself contributed much to early Chicago, including an imposing total of twenty-three children (borne by three wives). He had arrived when an Indian trail was the only route into the city and had hired an Indian guide to show him the way. In addition to running a hotel, he was charged with the operation of the free ferry across the river, though the records show that on several occasions he was fined because he was off racing his horses against the ponies of young Indian sports rather than at his post of duty. In the evenings Mark was more easily located. He would play his fiddle for any who cared to dance. In his own words, “I play the fiddle like the devil and keep hotel like hell.” When his hotel was crowded, Mark gave a traveler a blanket to cover himself on the floor, warning him to be careful that the Indians did not steal it. Then when the guest was asleep, Mark carefully removed the blanket and held it for the next arrival. In this way, he said, “I always had beds for all who wanted them.”

  Chicago’s social life had its origins in the public balls held at Mark Beaubien’s hotel. These were dances arranged by a board of managers from among the town’s leading citizens. Everyone of respectability was invited. Servant girls danced in the same sets with their mistresses. (Many of the servants were daughters of new families “working out” in order to help the family get extra money to invest in Chicago real estate.) It was already a tenet of the town that there was “no place for drones or luxurious idlers in Chicago.” Industry and frugality were alone respectable. Families came to the balls in wagons or oxcarts sufficiently sturdy to cope with Chicago’s mud. The men walked alongside in heavy boots which they exchanged at the door of the hotel for dancing slippers. The carts were usually filled with hay and buffalo robes. An early visitor reported that while one lady was sufficiently wealthy to wear a five-hundred-dollar gown, she arrived like all the rest—” in a cart, sitting upon the straw.”
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  “At these Chicago cotillions,” wrote Charles Fenno Hoffman, in an account of a journey to the West, “you might see a veteran officer in full uniform balancing a tradesman’s daughter still in her short frock and trousers, while there the golden aiguillette of a handsome surgeon flapped in unison with the glass beads upon a scrawny neck of fifty. In one quarter, the high placed buttons of a linsey woolsey coat would be dos-á-dos to the elegantly turned shoulders of a delicate southern girl; and in another, a pair of Cinderella-like slippers would chassez cross with a brace of thick soled broughans, in the making which, one of the lost feet of the Colossus of Rhodes may have served for a last. Those raven locks, dressed á la Madonne, over eyes of jet, and touching a cheek where blood of deeper hue mingles with the less glowing current from European veins, tells of a lineage drawn from the original owners of the soil; while these golden tresses, floating away from eyes of heaven’s own color over a neck of alabaster, recall the Gothic ancestry of some of England’s born. How piquantly do these trim and beaded leggins peep from under that simple dress of black as its tall nut-brown wearer moves, as if unconsciously, through the graceful mazes of the dance.”

  Reminders that Chicago was a frontier town were everywhere. Yet there were already those who were predicting that one day Chicago would be a great city. They pointed to the fact that more than half the continent lay to the west, still undeveloped. The timber for the houses on the western prairies would have to pour through the funnel of Chicago from the wide forests of Wisconsin and Michigan. The manufactured goods from the East would have to be channeled through the young port at the end of the lake waterway. Nor were the prospects for trade one-sided. Already from the West were coming wagonloads of grain and livestock to be shipped to eastern markets. Wagon trains entering the city from the south after bending their way around the tip of Lake Michigan carried other vital cargo. By this route came families and whole communities which hoped to find their promised land in the West. Chicago was not always their stopping point. In 1849, when the gold-rush fever fired adventurous imaginations, many of those who had first chosen Chicago yielded to the greater lure of gold. The makers of covered wagons worked overtime and the price of guns for defense against the Indians rose as much as 50 per cent.

  A vacant field south of Fort Dearborn had been set aside as a camping ground for the wagon trains and every evening it was filled with new arrivals. At twilight, the air above the river to the north was marked by a red glow from the reflections of the multiplying campfires. Chicagoans often stopped to watch and listen as the subdued excitement of a hundred conversations rose like a murmuring zephyr from the crowded prairie. Chicago’s town crier, carrying a lamp and a bell to aid his quest for lost children, was frequently to be seen peering dutifully at the faces of the children in the throng around the camp ground. Every morning camp was broken early and the wagons started moving slowly down the town’s main streets toward one of the roads leading over the prairie and swamp to the west. On the sides of the sturdy, big-ribbed wagons were the familiar slogans of “We’ll Get Thar,” “Reach It or Die,” the ambitious “Pike’s Peak or Bust” and, by one scribbler more ambitious than most, a line from a popular tune—“Plenty of Gold in the World I’m Told—On the Banks of the Sacramento.”

  The more prosperous among the arrivals preferred to come on a lake ship rather than put up with being bounced over “2,000 miles of connecting routes” of the Frink and Walker stagecoaches. The lake traffic was of such importance that most hotels were equipped with cupolas on the roof from which observers watched for incoming vessels and dispatched the hotel omnibus to the dock to pick up incoming guests.

  Chicago’s first hotel of any elegance was the Lake House, constructed of brick (then a rarity) at the corner of Rush and North Water Streets. It brought for the first time the novelties of napkins, toothpicks, printed menus and a French chef. Such touches of style were not without dangers. In 1838, the hotel manager announced a party for “the whole set of 200 North Side aristocrats.” There was Bordeaux claret, champagne and oranges and grapes it required weeks to get from the East. (One early restaurateur made a buggy trip to Cleveland and waited two weeks to get a supply of fresh oysters.) The last dish which the Lake House manager put before his guests was new to most of them—it consisted of a piece of lemon peel floating in a tumbler of water and was served with a small glass bowl. Most of the guests thought it was an effete form of lemonade and drank it. To their consternation, they saw Mrs. John Kinzie, literally the first woman of Chicago, dip her fingers in the glass and let the water trickle over her hands in the bowl. Such incidents had not been eliminated by the 1850’s. A visiting magazine correspondent, dining at the Briggs House where young Philip Henrici was introducing the city to fancy pastries, found that he might have as his “confectionery” or dessert a dish described by the printer as “Glass E. Jenny Lind.” Pointing out that the same dish existed elsewhere as “Glace Jenny Lind,” the writer nonetheless conceded the Chicago version was more “phonographic, Websterian and independent.”

  During the 1850’s, the Lake House was replaced in popular favor by the Sherman House at the corner of Randolph and Clark and the Tremont House that seemed reasonably secure at Lake and Dearborn after having been burned down twice in the preceding ten years. Among the guests who stopped at the Sherman House was Ralph Waldo Emerson, who found it fit for a philosopher. He wrote his friend Thomas Carlyle that “it shows no signs of the rough and uncouth.” On a later visit he added that the people who came to the hotel were “very earnest and active.” He found many of them “quite intelligent,” a fact he explained by their “being brought up in the East.” Emerson also reported to Carlyle that the rooms at the Sherman House were lighted with gas, “and so, unlike English taverns, there is no charge for candles. I am told there is a bathroom on every floor and the hotel is four stories high. These bathrooms are at the disposal of the guests, a nominal charge being made for towels and soap; but if you supply your own soap and towels, there is no charge for the use of the water.”
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  When elevators, or vertical railways as they were then called, were first introduced, they were restricted to the use of the guests; luggage was not permitted. Trunks and suitcases still had to be carried by porters up and down five or six flights of stairs. To summon the elevator, guests had the choice of shouting down the shaft or banging on the wire cage with their room key. In less elegant hostelries, there was no central heating and an overnight guest was required to pay a special fee for a fire as well as for his soap and towel. Often he would have to retire by the light of a kerosene lamp. In such hotels, if warm water were desired, it was necessary to tip the chambermaid who would then fetch a pitcher from the kitchen. The frontier quality of life in Chicago was dramatized for one fair visitor when she found on the table in the “ladies’ parlor” of her modest hotel “two rifles, a pistol and a powder flask.” In her room, a buffalo skin took the place of the customary blanket.

  The portrait artist, G. P. A. Healy, who arrived in 1850, found all the city “in a somewhat rough stage.” Healy penned a Lincolnesque portrait of Chicago as “an overgrown youth whose legs and arms are too long for his clothes and who scarcely knows how to dispose of his lank awkward body. The city stretched along the lake shore and out on the prairie, unfinished, ragged and somewhat uncouth as yet.” He found “The streets were abominably paved; the sidewalks, raised high above the level of the streets, were composed of rough planks, often out of repair so that one had to pick one’s way carefully for fear of accidents. Big nails seemed placed there on purpose to catch in the women’s dresses; and as the hideous fashion of crinolines or hoops as they were called, had just reached the Far West, many were the falls occasioned by these nails. The mud was so deep in bad weather that from side to side rickety boards served as unsafe bridges and the unfortunate hordes waded laboriously along as best they could.”
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  The mud was probably the most famous topic of conversation in early Chicago. It was also a barrier to the development of a genteel society. The wheels of carriages could not always cope with the persistent muck. When the ladies went calling, it was frequently necessary for them to gather up their finery and huddle in the back of a sturdy wagon or a potato cart whose wheels would not break in the mud. On arrival, the cart or wagon would be backed up to the doorstep so that the visitor could step directly into the house. One frustrated young lady, confined to her house by the mud, composed her own soliloquy that compensates in graphic detail for what it lacks in poetic virtues.

  March 7, 1868

  
    Dearest Cousin

    I should have written long before

    But trouble entered at my door

    And with it I am quite bowed o’er,

    The mud.

    I strove to visit you last week

    But went no farther than the street

    Ere I was buried up complete

    The mud

    All whom I met wore faces new

    Bespattered all and sad to view

    With skirts most heavy laden too

    The mud.

    As home from school the children came

    I durst not call them one by name

    To tell my own I tried in vain

    The mud.

    Indoors all things with blackness spread E’en to our butter and our bread

    And out doors nigh up to your head

    The mud.

    I looked within the glass today But frightened, hasted fast away My beauteous face was inky clay

    The mud.

    Afflictions not from ground arise If that is so, I have no eyes

    You’ll not see me until it dries,

    The mud.

  

  With the exception of the high ground around Fort Dearborn, most of Chicago was located on a drained marsh. In earlier years, when the lowest sections were covered with flood waters, Indians paddled canoes from the Desplaines River to the South Branch of the Chicago River and down that sluggish stream to Lake Michigan. In the winter, it was still possible to skate for miles over the frozen prairies and swamps to the west. The entire city was cut by gullies and inlets leading to the river. In some seasons enough water stood in the gully at State Street for guests at the Tremont House to sit on the front steps and shoot the ducks that swooped down on the water.

  With the rapid growth of the city, various plans were advanced to defeat the mud. None was successful until a decision was reached to build an entirely new surface. The South Division, as the South Side was known, was about ten feet higher than the downtown area and provided much of the dirt for elevating the business streets. Fort Dearborn, the only high spot in the central district, was torn down so that the land on which it stood could be carted to Randolph Street and bring that thoroughfare up to the new level. Some streets were raised as much as ten feet in a process that required twenty years to complete and left Chicago with a legacy of uneven sidewalks for another generation.

  But as the streets went up, the buildings appeared to go down. The effect on the two-story courthouse was so depressing that a new third story and cupola were added so that it would rise far enough above the new surface to achieve a suitable height and dignity. Such expensive alterations were not practicable for most buildings and many viewed the raising of the streets as a calamity. A young man who saw it as an opportunity was a Yankee cabinetmaker, George M. Pullman. He had heard of the problem while he was helping to move buildings to allow for the widening of the Erie Canal. Shortly after coming to Chicago, Pullman undertook (with two other contractors) to raise an entire block of buildings on Lake Street at the same time. Pullman and his collaborators placed six thousand jackscrews under the buildings in the block and hired a small army of six hundred men to turn the screws. At a signal, each man gave the eight or more screws of which he was in charge a half-turn, raising the buildings a fraction of an inch. As the block rose slowly into the air, it was shored up by timbers. In this way the block, with its sidewalk, was raised four feet into the air in a period of four days without interrupting the business of any of the stores in the block. When the new foundations were ready, the buildings were lowered by the same gentle method. Acting alone, Pullman later engaged five hundred men and raised the Tremont House by the same means.

  Others were also employing these same methods. All over the city buildings rose out of the holes into which the new street grades had plunged them. Not all the buildings were lifted up. Some were shifted to new locations and the sight of a building rolling down the street was a normal part of the day’s street traffic. A visitor counted nine houses in one day being shifted out of the business district. One of the peripatetic dwellings was partially occupied by a cigar store whose proprietor stood in the entryway puffing a cigar and ready to serve his customers while the move was under way. Uncertainty about how high the street grades might go led many builders to erect foundations that rose high above either the new or the old level. A result of this practice was the development of the “Chicago cottage” with the front porch and main entrance at the second-floor level. Long after there was any possibility that the street grades might catch up to these elevated houses, the style continued to be a popular one in Chicago.
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  Uncertainty over the height of the streets led to a notorious capriciousness among Chicago sidewalks. Builders with varying ideas about the height of the new grade constructed their walks at different levels. Frequently it was necessary to walk from one sidewalk level to another several times in a single block, a hazard not without problems for the hoop-skirted women. It was with justification that periodic signs warned the pedestrian to “Use Your Intellect.” In a small visitor’s guide, aptly titled “Tricks and Traps of Chicago,” feminine tourists were cautioned about “sidewalk oglers” who loitered near these sidewalk stairs hoping to catch the sight of a lady’s limb. The author gave a hint of some keen scrutiny on his own part by saying that “it was the remark of observant travelers that in no American city do the ladies present more divine charms of limb than those of Chicago.”
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  He attributed this on the basis of “strictly scientific principles” to the fact that Chicago ladies had so much exercise in going up and down the steps in the sidewalks. The space under the sidewalks was used for a number of purposes, though in popular conversation this area was chiefly noted as the abode of gargantuan rats. On the lakefront, where the waters touched Michigan Avenue, the area under the walk was used as a mooring and shelter for rowboats. On the North Side, one ambitious citizen was found by a revenue officer to have dislodged the rats and installed an illicit distillery under the walk.

  The streets were always crowded with a motley and colorful traffic. Carriages drawn by handsome horses passed side by side with creaking wagons drawn by stolid oxen. On almost every street were to be seen the horse-drawn omnibuses of Franklin Parmelee. Parmelee, who a few years before had been a clerk on a lake steamer, first introduced his coaches on Wabash Avenue. Successful in this enterprise, he formed another company which provided baggage vans to pick up luggage for the hotels. Soon he was a wealthy man. Conscious of his new eminence, he ordered the portraits of the members of his family painted on the panels of his coaches. They were soon dubbed “Parmelee’s family coaches”; when all of them were drawn up before the Sherman House, Chicagoans pointed out Mr. Parmelee and all the little Parmelees, one of them a young girl whose luxuriant tresses covered half the side of the bus.

  Riders on horseback were a common sight, among them hunters who rode powerful and spirited horses held in check by large metal bits and a tight rein. Most of these frontier men had pistols in their holsters; they rode in high-peaked saddles with short stirrups and long Spanish spurs shining against highly polished saddles and boots. Frequently knives were stuck in their belts and light rifles slung over their shoulders. The hunter and his game bag were as common as the truck farmer and his produce wagon. Wild fowl hung in the doorways of the meat commission houses on South Water Street in profusion—teal, partridge, jacksnipe, quail, prairie chicken and grouse—all of it to be bought for at most $2 a dozen while on the walls nearby hung the carcasses of deer and bear.

  The buildings which lined the streets could not be identified by any dominating style of architecture. A correspondent of the London Times described them as “an extraordinary mélange of the Broadway of New York and little shanties—of Parisian buildings mixed with backwoods life.” Most of the storefronts were covered with signs distinguished more for their boldness and noticeability than style. Frequently only the first floor of the building was used for business purposes. The upper floors were converted into dormitories for the young men who were crowding into the young city with the hopes of making a fortune. That the streets were not completely bleak was attributable to the trees, of which there was an abundance even in the business district.

  Looking down upon the city from the new Courthouse tower the visitor saw frequent patches of green among the buildings. Houses and churches alike were set in the midst of wide lawns or under the sheltering shade of elm, cottonwood, ash and linden trees. The land at the edge of town burst forth each summer with a profusion of prairie flowers. To Sarah Margaret Fuller these brilliant flowers, “which gemmed and gilt the grass… between the low oakwood and the narrow beach near the blue lake, stimulated a sort of fairyland exultation.” Frederika Bremer, another early tourist, told of seeing the prairies splendid with sunflowers “four yards high” and asters which “grew above my head.” Each month the prairies were covered with a different class of flowers—“in spring white, then blue and (in summer) mostly of a golden yellow.”

  The pastoral quality of the surrounding prairies was in direct contrast to the hustling commerce of the rapidly growing town. With the accumulation of greater wealth there were changes in the social life as well. “There is a good deal of style here,” a newly arrived young lady reported to her cousin back East, “and considerable rivalry among the leaders of the town—the two most prominent don’t speak.” A hint of other improvements is also given in the letter. “Things are not so bad now,” the correspondent cheerfully concluded. “The walking is pretty fair and ladies do not apprehend, in stepping out of doors, the loss of a shoe.” For Chicago, it was a step in the right direction.
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  2

  The Yankee Out West

  IN 1847, Chicago was ready for its first great convention. The leaders who sent out the call for the meeting called it The River and Harbor Convention, but its purpose was much wider than that of attempting to persuade President James K. Polk to develop the rivers and harbors of the Northwest. On the opening day three thousand delegates from eighteen of the twenty-nine states in the Union assembled in a huge tent erected on the courthouse square to consider “whatever matters pertain to the prosperity of the West.” The resolutions the delegates passed had little effect on President Polk who thought it unconstitutional to use Federal money to develop the country’s internal resources. But in the dispatches which the editors at the convention sent back to their papers was the first recognition of the importance of the port at the foot of Lake Michigan.

  Thurlow Weed, a big man in New York politics and journalism, wrote to his Albany Journal that the Chicago meeting was the “largest deliberative body ever assembled” and predicted that “in ten years Chicago will be as big as Albany,” a boast which was no more than an understatement. Equally enthusiastic was another New York editor, Horace Greeley, who was most impressed by Chicago’s hospitality and particularly by the grand parade. He wrote the New York Tribune that “though the route traversed was short in deference to the heat of the weather, the spectacle was truly magnificent. The citizens of Chicago furnished the most imposing part of it—the Music, the Military, the Ships on Wheels, ornamented Fire Engines, etc. I never witnessed anything so superb as the appearance of some of the Fire Companies with their Engines drawn by led horses, tastefully caparisoned. Our New York firemen must try again; they have certainly been outdone.” Among those whose presence was particularly noted by Greeley at the convention was Abraham Lincoln, “a tall specimen of an Illinoisan, just elected to Congress from the only Whig district in the state.”

  The stories of Chicago’s progress were confirmed by the conversation of travelers returning to the East through the Erie Canal. It had been the opening of the Erie Canal in 1825 which had actually started the great migration to Chicago. The canal was the principal link in a new water route for commerce that was obvious to the eye on any map. It led from the Erie Canal through the Great Lakes to the Chicago River and then by the Illinois and Michigan Canal to the Illinois River and down the Mississippi to the great ports of St. Louis and New Orleans. Chicago, the gateway to the canal, lay at the natural junction of the two great inland waterways of the United States. The stories of the fortunes that were to be made in the rapidly growing city stirred the imagination of such ambitious New Englanders as George M. Pullman. Throughout New York State and New England other young men were heading west. Not all set their goal for Chicago but most planned at least to take a look at it. The greater part of those in this migration traveled light. Their assets were a small sack of savings, a letter of recommendation and a yen for adventure, preferably profitable. More than a few were resolute, tight lipped and tighter fisted, bent on making a killing in the city where millionaires could be made overnight. Quill pens at registry desks in the second- and third-floor dormitories of the business district scratched the names of the eastern seaboard’s first families among those of more humble origin. So great was the influx that the newly elected county commissioners established ceiling prices for the protection of travelers. Tavern keepers were ordered to charge no more than 25 cents for a half-pint of wine, rum or brandy; 12 1/2 cents was the top price for a half a pint of whiskey or a night’s lodging and 25 cents the limit for breakfast or supper. It was the city’s first melting pot and into it went all sorts of men, including horse thieves, land speculators, and, as one chronicler put it, “other birds of passage—mostly vultures.” Most of the new arrivals from New England were not “birds of passage” but eager young men whose leaving led one Yankee editor to protest the loss of the “most vital elements of progress and our future good condition.”

  Throughout the 1850’s, this Yankee Exodus, as Stewart Holbrook was to call it, continued. Many a New England village was to see the prospects of its own future sacrificed to the greater promises of the West. The character of Chicago early reflected the objectives of these New England emigrants. The “Anglo-Saxo-Yankees,” as they were called by the Chicago newspapers, ranged in viewpoint from stern moralists indoctrinated with the precepts of Puritanism to sharp speculators whose ethical antecedents were traceable to the Yankee horse trader. These men more than any others were the leaders of Chicago. When a visitor talked of meeting a Chicagoan, he usually meant he was talking to a transplanted Yankee. Of the first thirty-two mayors, twenty were from New England.

  A Yankee who came early to Chicago was William Butler Ogden. He came west in 1835 as a representative of his brother-in-law Charles Butler, who had invested $100,000 in Chicago property he had never seen. Ogden found the land ankle deep in water and wrote that the purchase had been one of the “grossest folly.” Determined to salvage what he could, he made a methodical survey of the land; by the time the summer sun baked the area dry, he was ready to auction it off. The sale caused him to revise his original opinion of the investment; one-third of the property sold for more than the original cost. Ogden decided to abandon an incipient political career that had already won him a term in the New York legislature and to cast his lot with a city where even swampland could be made to produce a fortune.

  Two years later Ogden was elected Chicago’s first mayor and throughout most of his life he was to remain its foremost citizen. Self-reliant, he was not willing to wait for the city to act when improvements were needed. He designed and built the first swinging drawbridge over the Chicago River. To enhance the value of the real estate he owned, he and his clients constructed nearly a hundred miles of streets on the North and West Sides and put in bridges where they were needed, including two over the Chicago River. He was preparing to dig a tunnel under the river at Washington Street when the city agreed to do it. Chicago’s growth could be measured by his investments: in 1844 he bought a tract of land for $8,000; eight years later he sold it for three million. When work on the Illinois and Michigan Canal was stopped for lack of funds, he saw that the necessary bonds were issued and the money raised. Then, in the same year the canal was opened, he was ready with another project that within a generation was to render the canal obsolete: he built Chicago’s first railroad.

  The year 1848 had been an important one for the city. For the first time it had been linked with the East by telegraph. Then, after twelve years of intermittent construction, had come the opening of the Illinois and Michigan Canal and the realization of Louis Joliet’s dream of a continuous waterway to the Mississippi. Finally, in the fall, had come the first railroad; a second-hand locomotive and two cars made a run of five miles to the west over the tracks of Ogden’s Galena and Chicago Union Railroad. Ogden had not waited for the railroads to reach Chicago from the East but had shipped in his locomotive by water so that he could start his trains running toward the West in the future of which he so confidently believed.
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  Another of the Anglo-Saxo-Yankees was Potter Palmer, who made his fortune in a dry-goods store before he was forty and sold out to another new arrival from Pittsfield, Massachusetts, named Marshall Field. Not content to be idle, Palmer invested in real estate along State Street and by his leadership made it the main thoroughfare of Chicago. From Blandsford, Massachusetts (by way of Michigan City, Indiana), came three Blair brothers; Chauncey, Lyman and William. Washington P. Brink, a Yankee from Vermont, set himself up in the business of delivering parcels of any value. A newcomer from Maine was William Wallace Kimball, who thought there was a need in the young town for another dealer in pianos and organs. A Yankee packer, Philip D. Armour, found Milwaukee too small for him after the Civil War and moved to Chicago. He made a trip East in 1865 to sell pork for future delivery at $40 a barrel to eastern speculators who thought the war was nowhere near an end and that pork was due to rise to $60. After Appomattox, Armour delivered the pork and collected his $40 a barrel on meat he was buying for $18. In a single stroke of business, he had become a multimillionaire and lent credence to the legend that the smart Yankees had gone West.

  Many of the migrant Yankees were first settlers in Chicago. The first lawyer, Russell E. Heacock, came from Litchfield, Connecticut. The first city prosecutor was John Dean Caton, who had come West via boat and wagon from New York, only to have the town’s first law violator jump bail bond and disappear so that the city’s first law case could never be prosecuted. The first druggist was Philo Carpenter, who came from the Hoosac Mountains of Massachusetts and brought with him a conviction that alcohol should be taken only for medicinal purposes; he also became one of the town’s earliest temperance crusaders. One of the early meat packers as well as the first ship owner, the first lumber dealer and the first insurance salesman was Gurdon Saltonstall Hubbard of Middletown, Connecticut, who passed through Fort Dearborn initially in 1818 when he was on his way to the Mississippi as a sixteen-year-old fur buyer for John Jacob Astor and the American Fur Company. The New England lawyers could scarcely be counted, though outstanding among them was Jonathan Young Scammon from Lincoln County, Maine, whom history credits with introducing the boutonniere as an acceptable article of masculine wearing apparel in Chicago.

  The newspapers and magazines, many of them Yankee owned or edited, were fond of speculating on the causes of this dominance of Chicago by a relatively small group of men. The Chicago Magazine said it thought “The Yankee out West is an enlarged and improved edition of a specimen of the species man.… Had there first been no East, rigid, stern, homes strict and puritanical, a land where industry is made a prime virtue and accumulation like unto it there could have been no West, fertile, expansive, liberal…” It was the magazine’s opinion that when the Yankee “departed the home of his maturity he carried with him his outfit of religion, morality, perseverance, cuteness and tact; and when transferred to the area of favorable circumstances it is enlarged to the attitude of the best specimen of man.” The definition of a “real genuine Yankee” by the Chicago Times was less respectful. The editor found the Chicago Yankees “full of animation, checked by moderation, guided by determination and supported by education.” A Yankee, “just caught,” he said, “will not be deficient in the following qualities:

  He is self-denying, self-relying, always trying and into everything prying.

  He is a lover of piety, propriety, notoriety and temperance society.

  He is a dragging, gagging, bragging, striving, thriving, swiping, jostling, bustling, wrestling, musical, quizzical, astronomical, philosophical and comical sort of character, whose manifest destiny is to spread civilization to the remotest corners of the earth, with an eye always on the lookout for the main chance.

  It was this interest in the “main chance” that characterized the early Chicagoan in all that he did. Joseph T. Ryerson, son of a pioneer steelmaker, was to recall later that “each one seemed to have but one object in life and that was to strive for the main chance, the means to live and get along, so that in this respect all were very much on a level.” Frugality and hard work were the only virtues recognized. Very little was spent on outward show. A man’s character was of more importance than the size of his bank account or his business. Banks that refused to extend credit to the city of Chicago or the Galena and Chicago Union Railroad handed over money readily in return for no more than William B. Ogden’s personal note.

  The life and philosophy of Ogden were in many respects typical. In a terse autobiography he recorded that he had been “born close to a sawmill, was early left an orphan, graduated from a log schoolhouse and at fourteen fancied I could do anything I turned my hand to and that nothing was impossible.” There was very little in his later life to dispute this early appraisal of his potentialities. When Ogden had been refused capital for his first railroad by both the bankers of Boston and the merchants of Chicago, he drove up and down the Fox River valley with his Yankee friend, Jonathan Young Scammon, persuading the farmers to buy stock in the railroad that would be serving them.
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  A southern exception to the Yankee rule among the early builders of Chicago was Cyrus H. McCormick, who was born on a farm in Rutland County, Virginia. Even McCormick had his debt to the Yankees, for when he brought his reaper plant to Chicago it was William B. Ogden who advanced $25,000 to get the factory started. And the woman the reaper king eventually married was Nettie Fowler, whom he brought West from Jefferson County, New York.

  Because of the few women in the community and the much smaller number who had matrimonial qualifications, “going East for a bride” was a regular occurrence. When Dr. William Mason, the Boston pianist, visited Chicago in the 1850’s, he was surprised to be greeted at a reception by a crowd of predominantly young girls. “Where are your married women?” he asked. His youthful reception committee told him they represented the married women; they had been girls in New England, but were all married now to “our fellows.” The arrival of a new bride was an event of special significance for the local dressmakers, who were frequently among her first callers. Having examined the bride’s trousseau, a seamstress would then go from door to door, like a census taker or tax collector, soliciting orders based on the latest fashions from the East.

  Though these early Yankees believed in “everything at high pressure” in their business lives, they tried to create in their home surroundings some of the atmosphere of the New England communities they had left. There was a large colony of Anglo-Saxo-Yankees on the North Side, living in large frame houses situated amid spacious yards and lawns. The residents prided themselves on their gardens and shade trees and spoke with proprietary pride of the motto in the city’s seal, “Urbs in Horto.” This, they explained to the Latin-less or curious, might be translated freely as “The Garden City.”

  The house of William B. Ogden dominated this area much as its owner dominated the business community. The house was the only one in the block; from its place in the center of the square it looked south over another block-square area of trees and grass known, not surprisingly, as Ogden’s Grove. A broad piazza extended across the south front of the house and on the north was a conservatory always bright with flowers. Near the large stables was a fruit house in which Ogden raised exotic grapes, peaches, apricots and figs in a perpetually maintained artificial climate. Around the house, maple, oak, cherry, elm, birch and hickory trees were festooned with climbing vines. The entire grounds were handsomely landscaped with ornamental shrubs, climbing roses and other flowers. Ogden’s home was a stopping place for many of the celebrities who passed through the city—Daniel Webster, William Cullen Bryant, Margaret Fuller, Ralph Waldo Emerson and others were entertained there. The artist G. P. A. Healy, whom Ogden had persuaded to leave the court of France for the crude conveniences of early Chicago, ranked Ogden as a conversationalist with the three best Healy had ever known—Louis Philippe of France, John Quincy Adams and Dr. Orestes A. Brownson, the New England religious polemicist and iconoclast.

  [image: ]

  Adding to the pastoral quality of the neighborhood was the custom of keeping a cow for the family milk supply. Each day the cows would be led to and from free pasturage at the edge of town. The city’s wealthiest citizens had their own herd of bovine commuters—though the herdsman of this Yankee flock had more the aspect of a Cossack than a cowherd. His coat and cap were in the Cossack style and a generous beard plus an untrimmed crop of long black hair gave him the appearance of wearing a beard both fore and aft. With his trousers tucked in his rough boots he rode north on Rush Street each morning blowing a brass horn as a signal for his patrons to let their cows into the streets. As the herd was driven home in the evening, each cow turned from habit into her own dooryard. Almost every family of any affluence had its own cow. The penchant for milk extended to the boarding houses where an early guest found that “any man who calls for milk at breakfast or supper is generally called ‘a cussed Yank.’”

  Soon after Cyrus McCormick had successfully established his reaper factory, he sent for his brother Leander to help him in the business. Leander and his wife were also to provide a home for Cyrus, who had not yet found his own bride. Mrs. Leander McCormick was not long in recording her impression of Chicago. “A great many Yankees here,” she wrote. “Mrs. Hamilton [a Kentuckian], does not like them much. She says that we must have a Southern society and let the Yankees, Germans, Irish, French all alone.” Even though the McCormicks were among the wealthiest of Chicagoans, their home was furnished on utilitarian principles rather than for ostentation. Mrs. McCormick wrote proudly to Virginia that there was “a beautiful flowered red and green carpet in the chamber and parlor, and when the folding doors are open the stove in the chamber will heat both rooms… I would like to have a sofa and a pretty lamp in the parlor and think likely we will get them before long. The stairs are carpeted and the passage floor has oilcloth on it. The dining room is not furnished except with nice chairs and tables; my dishes and eatables are kept in the pantry. There are three rooms upstairs, one finely furnished for Cyrus, the others will not be furnished till we get our boxes of beds and bedclothes.”
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  The most elaborately landscaped of the North Side residences was that of S. H. Kerfoot, a real-estate dealer, whose carriage drives were said to be more solidly constructed than the city’s streets. The grounds around his house were ornamented with artificial ponds, rustic bridges, fine greenhouses and all the other accouterments of new wealth. Another of the elegant homes was that of Julian Rumsey, an early mayor, who moved to the Near North Side shortly after his marriage in 1848 in the face of the strenuous objections of his father-in-law, who felt the location at 40 East Huron was “too far out in the woods.”

  A hazard to be faced by all who lived on the North Side was the crossing of the Chicago River on bridges manned by notoriously unreliable bridge tenders. The river skyline was thick with masts of vessels. The frequent passage of these ships in and out of the river made the bridge tender a functionary with considerable power. He was the most unruly member of the city’s staff and until 1868 the city had no control over him. In that year an ordinance was passed limiting the amount of time a bridge could be open to ten minutes, but the boats still ruled as tyrants of the river. An intoxicated skipper who, according to the official report, “was coming up the river with full sheet besides his own three sheets in the wind” had sailed directly over a low float bridge. Another time James Dole was driving across the Rush Street Bridge at the same time a herd of cattle was passing in the opposite direction. The bridge tender swung open the bridge in response to the whistle of a tugboat and stampeded the frightened cattle toward one end of the bridge. Their combined weight tipped the bridge, dumping Dole, his fine buggy and span of horses and the cattle all in the water. Dole was rescued, but the bridge was ruined. In a lawsuit against the city a plaintiff complained that another bridge tender had delayed so long in opening a bridge that a damaged vessel being towed up the river had sunk for a second time.

  Rivaling the North Side as a fashionable residential area was Michigan Avenue. From Dearborn Park at Randolph and Washington, south to Park Row at Twelfth Street, the avenue was a succession of imposing residences. A large number were constructed of Athens marble, a deceptively named limestone that had been discovered during excavations for the Illinois and Michigan Canal. The most exclusive area on the avenue was Terrace Row, a group of three-story buildings largely occupied by pioneer families. The showplaces of the street were the large new home of William Blair and the “Bishop’s Palace,” the home of the Reverend Dr. O’Regan. Chicagoans claimed that “in architectural proportions” the latter was not “surpassed by any residence in the West.”

  Probably the most unusual residence of any of these early Anglo-Saxo-Yankees was that of “Long John” Wentworth, who made his home on a five-thousand-acre stock farm near Summit and tried to pattern his way of life after that of Mount Vernon and Monticello. Before he retired to his life of statesmanlike detachment, however, he was to stride in giant steps through an important part of the Chicago story.
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  Long John and His Devils

  LONG JOHN WENTWORTH was for twenty-five years editor of the Chicago Democrat, twelve years a member of Congress from the Chicago district and twice mayor of the city. The Yankee virtues and shortcomings were not concentrated in Long John but rather expanded. He was a giant of a man, six feet six inches in height. He had been too impatient to wait for a wagon to carry him into Chicago in 1836. He preferred to stride barefoot into Chicago carrying giant shoes fourteen inches long and six inches wide and clinging to a jug of whiskey “with which to bathe my blistered feet.”

  On his first day in the city, Long John observed everything that a Yankee might be interested in, from morality to economics. “Land is worth $40 per square foot,” he reported to his sister. “The young men are mostly those who have made a fortune out of nothing and are consequently quite dissipated. Such a place for smoking I never saw. Out of 150 boarding at this house, not ten refuse to smoke. Here, as also at Detroit, ardent spirit is always put upon the table for dinner and most all take their drink.”

  In the history of Chicago there was never another man cut to so individual a pattern as John Wentworth. He said bluntly he refused to be “one of your bell livers.” He said he “never had and never will live on time. Got no use for call bells, dinner bells or alarm clocks. My doctrine is this: eat when you’re hungry, drink when you’re thirsty, sleep when you’re sleepy and get up when you’re ready.” It could be said of Long John that he was thirsty fairly often; his favorite beverage was brandy and he drank from a pint to a quart of “ardent spirit” every day of his long life. He spent more time in Chicago hotels than he did in his Summit home and the best table in the hotel dining room was always reserved for him alone. He planned his meals in his room, placing a mark on the menu before each dish he wanted. When he was ready to eat, he went down to the dining room expecting to find every dish he ordered—sometimes there were as many as thirty or forty—on the table ready for him. That the soup was cold or the ice cream melting did not bother him; most important was the fact no time had been spent in waiting, which he regarded as an intolerable waste.

  When Long John was a member of Congress during the controversy over the Oregon question, there was some fear that in a war with England the British might take Fort Mackinac, use it as a base and attack the Lake Michigan towns. As Long John proudly and publicly traced his ancestry back to Thomas Wentworth, Earl of Stafford (who through the weakness of Charles I had been beheaded on Tower Hill), his political enemies began to make an issue of this English connection. Long John, who said he was “desiring to show my constituents that I was fully alive to their interests,” made a speech in Congress so vigorously opposing the English view that the New York Herald printed a caricature showing the British lion being chased by Long John Wentworth. It was the first show of hostility between Chicago and the British Empire.

  Although Wentworth was elected to Congress for six terms as a Democrat, his greatest exploits occurred during the two terms he was in the mayor’s chair as a Republican. He was completely independent and honest, though his yearning for prompt action on every issue sometimes led him to ignore the normal forms of the democratic process. He was the city’s first “strong-man” mayor; if he did not change Chicago’s heart, at least he made a considerable difference in its face. His predecessor as mayor had been Thomas Dyer, whose inaugural parade had included a group of “female convivials” in open carriages, escorted by what the newspapers reported as “a miscellaneous crowd of men.” The scandalized city, wishing to correct the situation but not wanting to be distracted from the more important business of making a dollar, voted Wentworth into office with a confidence that he would take care of the matter personally.

  The new mayor immediately enunciated a tougher policy for criminals. He said that prostitutes posing as the mothers of large families had in many cases secured pardons for known criminals and warned that no such tricks would get his sympathy. He did not think criminals merited the luxury of idleness in jail and put them to work upon the city’s streets, wearing a ball and chain and supervised by an armed overseer. The city had not wanted to go quite this far in setting an example for criminals and public protests forced him to abandon the practice. His political opponents were never to let him forget it.

  The mayor’s spear of righteousness was dulled but not broken. He next declared war on The Sands, a collection of tumble-down shanties along the lake shore on the North Side. The area housed a collection of the worst kinds of cheap lodging houses, saloons, gambling dens and bordellos. The pride of the community included such characters as Mike O’Brien, alternately a burglar and prize fighter; his son, Mike, Jr., a pickpocket and pander for his four sisters; John Hill and his wife, Mary, who are credited with being the first couple in Chicago to work the badger game on a gullible male. At Freddy Webster’s, one of the worst of the houses, there was an inmate who, it was said, had been neither sober nor out of the house for five years and who had not had her clothes on for three. She died on March 8, 1857, from what the coroner called “intemperance.”

  [image: ]

  Because the property in the area was involved in several lawsuits, none of the owners was willing to risk an eviction. Timidity gave way to boldness when the rights of one of the owners were purchased by the ever at hand William B. Ogden. He promptly told the occupants in his buildings to get out or he would tear their places down. At the same time, he offered to buy any of the other buildings in the area whose owners were willing to sell. The occupants turned down Ogden’s bid, giving Mayor Wentworth a new opportunity to enter the jousting field as the representative of civic virtue.

  Ignoring the legal procedures with which Ogden had been concerned, Long John told the residents to get out by April 20, 1857, or their houses would be burned down. The threat to set fire to the houses was a shrewd strategy that enabled the mayor to bring to the scene as his allies the members of the city’s volunteer fire department.

  A few of the fire companies were manned by scions of the first families and membership was as exclusive as in any private club. Others were made up of rough and ready volunteers who “ran wid de masheen” and worked the brakes, or the pumps. For their services this group enjoyed the privilege of chopping up the shanties of the poor or a discreet amount of looting in the property of better endowed citizens who needed their assistance. Occasionally the companies would fight over the honor of being first to the fire, stopping to carry on the battle for honors with little concern for the consequences to the flaming buildings of which they were the theoretical protectors. At a fire on Lake Street, which caused a million dollars in damage, the fire fighters were hampered because two engines had been so badly damaged in a battle for a prized silver trumpet that they were unable to be used.

  Company No. 6 had its headquarters in the Silver Fountain saloon of its captain, Pat Casey. Casey dispensed a brand of whiskey known as “Casey’s No. 6” which was warranted to get the imbiber drunker and incite him to more reckless deeds of daring than any other brand on the market. The company never went to a fire without a supply of its own “Casey’s No. 6.” Wentworth beamed with pride on all factions; when the city’s first steam engine was acquired it was christened “Long John.” The next two were named—in accordance with the principles of his political beliefs—“Liberty” and “Economy.”

  On the morning of April 20th, the mayor, with his fire department in support and flanked by a deputy sheriff and a semi-official posse, marched down to The Sands to carry out his threat. A few of the entrepreneurs had moved their businesses elsewhere but most of the inhabitants knew of no place else they could go. When the mayor arrived, many of the tougher members of the community were absent. They had been lured away by the greater attraction of a dogfight for a $500 purse at the Brighton racetrack between the dog of Dutch Frank, a Sands brothel owner, and the hound of William Galligher. According to the Journal the fight was witnessed by “a large crowd of pimps and bullies.”
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  In the absence of masculine protectors, the girls in the area offered little resistance. They were given a short time to move their furniture into the street. Their flimsy buildings were then hooked up to a strong chain and pulled down by a team of horses. A short time later, fire broke out in several of the remaining buildings. The newspapers reported it as an act of spite against the new owner of the property. Chicagoans thought it more plausible the fires had been set by members of the fire department anxious for a little sport before they went home. The spectacular nature of the raid, the notoriety of the area and the method used to tear down the buildings made the raid a subject of conversation all over the West. Local residents did not take such pride in it; they knew the evicted tenants were in business again in another part of the city.

  The Sands was not the only vice area. Individuals of sufficient means could patronize Lou Harper’s place at 219 Monroe. It was the finest brothel in Chicago, charged the highest prices and was invariably referred to by Madame Harper as The Mansion. Lou Harper’s was not for the working man but for the business and professional class and the rich young man about town. The proprietress attempted to give her business a show of style by attiring her girls in evening gowns rather than the customary chemise. She insisted that all should be introduced by name and did away with the practice of herding the girls into the living room and lining them up for the customer to make his selection.

  The most flagrant of the town’s “free and easies” was Roger Plant’s Under the Willow at the southeast corner of Wells and Monroe Streets. This establishment expanded during the 1860’s until it covered half a square block and was dubbed by the police “Roger’s Barracks.” Roger was a small Englishman from Yorkshire. His wife, who had borne him twenty children, including several sets of twins, was a huge woman who had grown up on the waterfront in Liverpool and was the actual boss of the place. It was Roger, however, who had chosen the name Under the Willow as an expression of his sentimental side and it was Roger who had painted on every flaring blue shade in the entire series of buildings the large gilt question, “Why not?” a phrase that was repeated frequently on the streets every evening. The police seldom bothered Roger’s place. He paid his toll “with extreme regularity” and there was also the practical consideration, as the police expressed it, that trying to raid the barracks would have been “like pulling in an elephant.” During the Civil War, Roger made a small fortune. At its close he decided to become a landowner and farmer, explaining that “a country life was best for the children.” He also became a patron of the most fashionable racetracks and otherwise “blossomed into respectability.” To this Frederic Francis Cook, one of the city’s ablest reporters, was to add as a postscript, “Well, why not?”
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  Still another collection of brothels was to be found on Wells Street. Long John Wentworth, attempting to stamp them out, thundered that “inefficient city officers allowed gamblers to settle and with them came the disciples of Potiphar’s wife and that crowd of moral and social outcasts which gamblers instinctively draw around themselves wherever they go.” The street was in such ill repute that the property holders away from the street’s vice area sought to obliterate the disgrace to themselves and to Captain William Wells, a hero of the Fort Dearborn Massacre. They petitioned the City Council to change the name to Fifth Avenue, assuming that an affront to New York’s most fashionable street was less to be censured than despoiling the name of a Chicago hero.

  Another section of the city that Long John wanted to tear down was Conley’s Patch, a collection of hundreds of the “dirtiest, vilest, most rickety, one-sided, leaning forward, propped up, tumbled-down, sinking fast, low-roofed and most miserable shanties.” It was the worst of several “patches” which came to life during the winter months when the close of navigation on the Great Lakes added thousands of idle sailors to the town’s population. Chicago was the foremost grain and lumber market in the country and much of this commerce was carried by water. During the 1860’s more than thirteen thousand vessels a year docked at the port. Some of the sailors took winter work in the forests of Wisconsin and Michigan but a larger proportion found temporary quarters in such patches as that of Mother Conley, whom the Chicago Times felt it was in no danger of libeling when it said she was “one of those unfortunate individuals in whom love of liquor is the ruling passion.”

  Mother Conley was an aging virago who gave the patch its name but its ruler was a powerful procuress known only as the Bengal Tigress. In addition to her other pleasures, the Bengal Tigress loved to fight. When she was in a boisterous mood the men in the patch barred their doors and windows and stayed out of sight. She was reputed to have torn down, single-handed, several of the shanties in one of her rages. The police avoided her as much as possible and when it was necessary to lock her up a sizable squad was sent for the purpose. Fortunately, the police station was nearby in the old Armory at Adams and Franklin so the officers had only a short distance to transport their obstreperous prisoner. Patrol wagons were scarce and police had to bring their victims in as best they could. An officer in the Bridgeport district, faced with the problem of getting Jimmy Kilfoil, an Archer Avenue character, into a cell, loaded the inebriated Jimmy into a wheelbarrow and pushed him the two miles to the Armory.

  Police raided the patches and brothels at intervals but with little effect. After one raid, the Tribune reported “police authorities invited a score or two of the demi-monde in the South Division, on Saturday night, to be locked up at the Armory till Sunday morning. The raids were not successful, as usual, many of the girls being absent in places of amusement.” The concentration of brothels is indicated by a police report that in one night’s raid they had broken up “fourteen dens of infamy and vice” in a two-block area on Clark Street. Gamblers were also targets of the mayor. A short time after the raid on The Sands, Long John led a raid on Burrough’s Place, one of the local gambling dens. Two officers were sent around to gain entrance by a back door. When the surprised gamblers fled to the street they found the huge mayor and a squad of police waiting for them. Long John left nothing to chance. He personally supervised the booking of the prisoners. When the gamblers’ attorney tried to speak to his clients through the bars of an open window, the mayor seized the lawyer and personally threw him into another cell.

  Long John’s war on the vice districts did not cause him to neglect what he considered the abuses of the more respectable elements of the city. First to catch his eye were the awnings and signs which the merchants had erected over the downtown sidewalk. It is not known if some of these were hung too low to permit the passage of the six feet six inches of Long John Wentworth, but more diminutive Chicagoans were in agreement that the signs were a menace and an eyesore. Businessmen had also added to the clutter with boxes and display cases on the sidewalks. The mayor decided to put an end to such practices. As his experience with reform had taught him to expect little in the way of cooperation, he undertook to correct the situation himself.
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  On the night of June 18, 1857, he summoned the police force and gave orders that every overhanging sign, awning, and all posts or other obstructions in the downtown streets were to be removed immediately. As the police started down the street to carry out his command a series of express wagons he had hired to stand by for further orders began to appear out of nearby alleys and livery stables. All the loose signs, awnings and display cases were ripped off and loaded into the wagons. The mayor ordered all of the debris taken to the municipal market building in the center of Randolph Street north of State where the signs were piled up until such time as their owners could retrieve them. The next morning Chicago found the downtown streets free of every obstruction that had been blocking the sidewalks. The merchants complained about the violation of their rights but Long John sensed the public was on his side and refused to let them put the signs or awnings back up. One dentist lost a repulsive set of mechanical false teeth under a glass bell which were capable of “masticating the air for twenty-five days at a time.” He refused to claim his property but took the opportunity to advertise that “Long John or one of his imps, or someone else, stole my sign away, but not my official instruments. I remain at 77 Lake Street, Tremont Block.” The mayor was also charged with preparing the force for the raid by a generous distribution of bourbon. He admitted that whiskey had been given to the force but denied anyone had been given too much drink on the grounds that he had poured every man’s drink personally!

  The police who executed this raid were known as the leather-badge force. Their name was derived from the leather insignia that Long John had designed and required them to wear on the plain uniforms made to his specifications. The police were distinguishable only by the heavy canes which they carried during the day and the heavy batons they wielded at night. Instead of whistles, the police were provided with “creakers,” such as had been used by the watchmen of London for three centuries.

  When John C. Haines succeeded Wentworth as mayor in 1858, the police were given uniforms with a short blue frock coat, a navy blue cap with a gold band and a brass star. When Wentworth returned to the mayor’s chair he stripped the force of its finery and restored his plain garb and leather badges. In the name of economy, he reduced the size of the force to a captain, six lieutenants and fifty patrolmen; they were to police a city of more than one hundred thousand. As a result of his refusal to reconsider his action and expand the police force, a law was put through the legislature setting up an independent police board and taking the control of the force out of the mayor’s hands.
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  On the night the new board held its first meeting, Long John called the entire police force to City Hall. At about 2 o’clock in the morning, after the new board had adjourned, the mayor had the force called to attention and made a speech lauding the men as America’s finest police. Then he had a surprise for them. Having learned, he said, that the new board was going to fire them all, he wanted to spare them that humiliation by discharging them himself. The firings were to take place immediately. The mayor’s action, which at a minimum was capricious, left the city without police protection until the following morning. The papers, in reporting the episode, charged that the city had been turned over to “burglars, robbers and incendiaries.” However, as the lawless elements had no way of anticipating their good fortune, the night passed with only two robberies. The newspapers took consolation in the fact that one of the thefts had occurred at State and Van Buren, “one of the most frequented thoroughfares” in the city.

  Early the next morning the police board was hastily called into a special session. A new superintendent of police was appointed and about two dozen patrolmen rehired. Requirements for members of the new force were published soon afterwards. All were required to be more than five feet six inches tall, were forbidden mustaches and required to wear their whiskers “á la militaire.” The leather badges vanished forever and the police were given new uniforms, necessary, as the announcement explained, “to distinguish a policeman from a drayman or a baggage wagon driver.”

  There was never a full explanation from the mayor of why he had fired the force. The Tribune charged that it was a sly bit of sabotage to discredit the Republican Party before the impending election. As the police board was predominantly Republican, the paper charged Wentworth was trying to force it to act immediately on the fifteen hundred applications for police jobs. As “19 out of every 20” would have to be disappointed, the majority of the men would tend to side with the Democrats on election day. The Tribune concluded an editorial on the episode with the indignant comment that “the offense deserves punishment in the penitentiary, but unfortunately it has not been provided against by statute, for the reason it was not deemed possible that such an act would ever be committed on the same principle that the Spartans had no rule for the punishment of patricide.”

  In 1861, Long John retired temporarily to his farm at Summit, returning at intervals to serve on public commissions or give the city a bit of advice. He sold his newspaper when he retired from politics. If he wanted an audience he had only to rent a hall and advertise that he was to give a lecture. He always drew a full house. Chicago thought he was a big man, even if he had not been quite the size to change the operations of either the laws or the lawless.

  Allan Pinkerton, who had been hired as Chicago’s first detective nearly a decade before, also found the task of dealing with the formidable underworld too large. Within a year he said he was “impressed with the importance of establishing a detective agency which would be independent of political influence and by whose efforts the criminal could be punished without fear or personal favor.” The city hall was not a favorable climate for such an agency, so he formed a private detective force. Within a short time, most of the buildings in the business district were guarded by a corps of watchmen under his direction. To Chicago’s businessmen it was more practicable to buy honesty as they bought everything else than to try to improve the quality of law enforcement through the unpredictable channels of municipal reform.

  Attempts at reform were small and sporadic. In 1863 the Chicago Erring Women’s Refuge for Reform opened its doors. A few years later a special department of the Washingtonian Home was opened for “female inebriates” in what was formerly the large house of C. J. Hull at Halsted and Polk. By 1870, a need for more constructive measures was felt and a Society for the Promotion of Social Purity was formed to “help the fallen” and study the causes of prostitution. Despite these gestures, however, Chicago remained a place that an editorialist described in the St. Louis Democrat as a town of “fast horses, faster men, falling houses and fallen women.”
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  4

  Elegance on a Grand Scale

  SOCIETY as it existed in the older communities of the East was unknown in Chicago until after the Civil War. Visitors frequently commented on the absence of any women on the streets. One traveler confessed that “as to the ladies, I did not see them in the West and have not a word to say respecting their beauty.” An author in the Atlantic Monthly found the streets “very peculiar in not having a lady walking on them—by this I mean that I did not meet a woman who seemed to claim that title or any title much above that of an ordinary domestic.”

  The only social affairs with any pretensions to elegance were the Bachelors’ Assembly Balls at the Tremont House. These were planned and sponsored by the town’s young men to repay the families in whose homes they had been entertained (and who might have eligible daughters). The single girls were so few that it was impossible to make up a sizable party with them alone. As a consequence, a bachelor’s invitation traditionally included all the feminine members of the family, including the mother.

  If there were any divisions among Chicago society during the fifties, they were formed principally by the choice of a church. A few congregations were recognized as aristocratic. Membership or attendance in these was a valid passport to social recognition. On the North Side, fashionable worshippers attended either St. James Episcopal Church, where William B. Ogden was a regular occupant of a pew, or the North Presbyterian Church around the corner. North Presbyterian was known as McCormick’s Church because it was so thoroughly dominated by the theology and philanthropy of Cyrus H. McCormick. The most select congregation in the South Division was that of the Second Presbyterian Church at Wabash and Washington. Among its members were such political adversaries as Long John Wentworth and William “Deacon” Bross, one of the owners of the Tribune. The church building was erected of tar rock, a blue bituminous limestone that exuded black pitch and resulted in a mottled appearance that caused it to be dubbed the church of the spotted saints.

  Many members of the Second Presbyterian found the easy morality of Chicago alien to the principles of their New England upbringing. They were willing to concede the city was the place to make a fortune, but they were not reconciled to what they considered the horrors of living among so much wickedness. After talking the situation over with their minister, the Reverend Dr. Robert Patterson, they embarked on a trip north from Chicago in search of a location for a community where Presbyterian standards of morality would be less threatened. Finally, after following a deer path through heavy groves of trees, the group came to a site near the edge of Lake Michigan where nothing was visible but lake and forest. As the spot seemed to be satisfactorily isolated, it was chosen as the spot for the new village, to be called Lake Forest. Jed Hotchkiss, a landscape architect, was engaged to lay out the town as a model community; the new settlers counted on their own ideas to make it a model of moral rectitude.
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  The Methodists were also restive about the moral influences of the young city, particularly about the absence of a suitable school in which to train their children. In 1850, a group of young men, all under forty years of age, met in the offices of lawyer Grant Goodrich and outlined plans for a mid-west university around which might spring “a community of desirable citizens.” There were practical reasons for their hopes of success. Dr. John Evans, who with Orrington Lunt and Goodrich was a leader in developing plans for the university, estimated it would cost a thousand dollars less to educate a son near Chicago than at Yale or Harvard. Lunt thought he had found the ideal site for the university near a grove of oak trees on the lakeshore north of the city. The trustees agreed with his choice and on January 28, 1851, the state granted the trustees a charter for the establishment of Northwestern University. It was not until 1855 that the first students were enrolled—only ten in number. The students wore a uniform cap while their two professors appeared in Prince Albert coats and tall silk hats.

  It remained to establish a community of desirable citizens. This was also accomplished by the trustees; they purchased nearly three hundred acres lying west of the University, laid it out in lots and gave it the name of Evanston after Dr. John Evans. The original plan had been to name the new suburb after Lunt, but he refused to leave his house in Chicago where the waves of Lake Michigan washed almost up to his door. The early commuters from Evanston had little in the way of streets or sidewalks to aid them. Those who worked in the city carried lanterns to and from the Evanston station each day. When they boarded the Chicago and Milwaukee train, pulled by a wood-burning locomotive, they left a row of lanterns standing on the platform for their return in the evening. The Methodists, strict believers in temperance, forbade the sale of liquor in the new community. The saloon keepers’ association sued to set aside the ban on liquor, but finally lost its case in the Supreme Court. The Methodists were inclined to accept the final court hearing as an indication of intervention by Divine Providence. The lawyer for the distillers and saloon keepers was too intoxicated to speak; Harvey Hurd, the attorney for Evanston, was required to present both sides to the court. It would have been rather a severe setback if he had lost his own case.

  In Chicago, the outstanding date on the social calendar was New Year’s Day, when the girls received gentlemen callers in a day-long ritual that began at 10 o’clock in the morning. Lists were kept of the number of carefully groomed visitors in white gloves and swallowtails and these records were minutely compared during the next twenty-four hours to see who had triumphed and who had failed. Every house had its own refreshments. This custom added to the arduousness of the day; the callers could eat only so much chicken salad or scalloped oysters, no matter by how lovely a hand it was prepared. Serving of wine was considered “fast,” except in the West Division, where the large southern colony often augmented its mahogany sideboard with a decanter of madeira or a bowl of eggnog, a fact that had as much to do with the traffic in that direction as the charm of the southern girls.

  Almost all entertaining was done at home. Every party of any size required such an expenditure of energy and planning that few were eager to play the role of hostess. Invitations had to be written in the hostess’ own hand and delivered personally. Sending invitations by mail was considered to be the worst of form because of the danger of their getting lost. For many years, Chicagoans refused to trust a message of such importance as a party invitation to a paid messenger. The only concession was to permit the hostess to send the invitation up to the house by her coachman or footman while she sat in the carriage. On the day of the party all the food had to be prepared at home; caterers were not yet considered stylish. In the summer, the girls might wear corsages of prairie flowers but during the winter months flowers could be had only from the single florist who kept a shop and greenhouse south of the city near Cleaverville at Thirty-fifth Street.

  Visitors were likely to describe Chicago society as a mushroom aristocracy. Because of the newness of local society, there were many opportunities for sophisticated witnesses to subject it to ridicule. One supercilious visitor from Albany, New York, complained that at a reception given by one of the most prominent men of Chicago, he met “out of a company of thirty-six men, ten pork packers, three butchers, four railroad men, two bankers, one lawyer, eight doctors and a number of clerks.” He noted a “prominent fiddler” had come “dressed in swallowtails, a checked vest, green necktie and red gloves.” At another party the same fastidious reporter was offended by the sight of “a young man whose parents do a large business in the retail boot and shoe trade who danced with one of the prettiest girls in the room, whilst his cheek was swollen with an enormous quid of tobacco.”

  There were evidences, however, that Chicago was trying to catch up to the times in both society and style. The German Cotillion, which Empress Eugénie had designed to take the place of schottisches, redowas and polkas for proper French young ladies and their escorts, found its way to Chicago during the same season it was introduced in New York at the Schermerhorn costume ball. The intricate, formal dance was immediately popular and remained a favorite until the end of the century.
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  Simplicity was the theme of most of the local styles. Not many years before a good number of Chicago women were riding to church on horseback behind their husbands. They continued to be cautious in adopting fancier ways, particularly as their husbands’ reputations in the business community might be damaged if people thought the family’s money was going for fancy clothes and other luxuries rather than investments in land. When the Chicago Magazine of Fashion, Music and Home Reading was founded to bring culture to Chicago homes, the editors reminded readers its purpose was “to give home fashions; styles that do not involve a great outlay of money and which can be utilized by Western women in their homes.” They added with provincial pride that “we omit mentioning many rose-colored or violet-tinted silks or point-lace sets; because the majority of our readers do not wear such articles and we do not want them to look upon such things as necessary either to their comfort or happiness. We would rather be the useful friends of the American representative woman in her family than the protégé of the greatest lady foreign soil ever produced.”

  The advice of the Chicago Magazine was usually of this practical nature. One report was written with special reference to the Chicago weather. “The uncertainty and inclemency of the spring weather interferes sadly with the permanency of a new toilet, since, if one day is warm enough for a parasol, the next demands a resume of cloak and furs.” The fashion arbiter continued with a suggestion that a “warm underwaist” be worn with spring suits and warned against “entirely tight outside garments hardly suitable for the street [which] display the form too liberally for the promenade, especially upon ladies of middle age.” If some ladies were too bold, others were perhaps not quite honest. The magazine suggested that the Greek bodice be worn by “flat-chested persons who desire a fuller outline of figure” and gave instructions for forming its shape with folds of velvet or muslin or silk.

  Most of the town’s fashionable gowns were styled by seamstresses from patterns in Godey’s Lady’s Book, the Report of Fashions or the Dressmakers’ and Milliners’ Guide. So complete was the reign of the dressmaker that the Chicago Magazine found it necessary to advance a series of arguments in favor of ready-to-wear clothing; the women were assured they could now go out in such a dress in a Chicago gale and not be afraid of unraveling “yards of ruffling and bolts of lace.”

  The informal nature of most social life was reflected in the popularity of skating and sleighing. It was around these activities rather than around formal balls and parties that most of the social events were centered. “Picnicking” was a favorite pastime; after collecting the members of their set, young couples clambered into a low, racy-looking sleigh piled high with hay and buffalo robes and drove north to a friend’s house or an inn for a supper and a dance to music most frequently furnished by a German band. Skating was as popular as sleighing. Skaters patronized one of five rinks where the younger members of society were to be found curvetting, wheeling and freezing through the forward roll, the Dutch roll, the figure three, the double roll, the figure eight and all the other maneuvers so important in their vocabulary.
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  The severe Chicago winters did not catch the editors of the Chicago Magazine unaware. “Not less interesting,” its fashion expert reported, “now that winter has shown its true colors and the cold breath of the lake visits us, is the study of the articles of comfort and underwear which combine no little elegance with their increasing utility. Colored trousers for street wear (under the dress) are a necessity in western cities, where soft coal leaves its tinges on everything that dares to be white. Ladies make up very loose Turkish drawers of opera flannel in pearl gray or ash color with embroidery of crimson or scarlet to draw on before walking out. The comfort of these garments cannot be estimated by those who have not worn them.”

  Less practical matters were in the minds of Chicagoans in 1860, when it was learned that Mayor Long John Wentworth had left for Montreal with an invitation for Albert Edward, Prince of Wales (later Edward VII), who was then on a tour of Canada, to visit Chicago. The city’s numerous foreign societies began polishing up their regalia and practicing special drills for the parade they were certain would be part of the celebration. Ladies who had hopes of being invited to the elaborate formal ball planned for the prince sent hastily to the East for special gowns. Disappointment was widespread when word was received that the prince had accepted the offer only if he could come incognito as Baron Renfrew. He stipulated there were to be no honors or attention other than those “any English gentleman might be given.”

  Some placed the blame on the mayor for such an arrangement, reasoning that he thought he would be able to dominate a civic reception much easier than a formal ball. On his side, the mayor used the editorial columns of his Chicago Democrat to justify accepting the prince’s terms, explaining that the prince’s wishes were really those of most Chicagoans, who did not like “kow-towing to royalty.”
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FRINK & WALKER STAGE OFFICE, by W.E.S. Trowbridge
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CORNER OF CLARK AND WATER STREETS, 1866
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RESULTS OF LONG JOHN WENTWORTH'S SIGN RAID, 1857
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LAKE STREET FROM DEARBORN STREET, 1839, by N. Roswell
Gilford. The building on the corner is the Tremont House
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LaSALLE STREET FROM COURTHOUSE SQUARE, 1866
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CORNER OF LAKE AND STATE STREETS, 1866
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MICHIGAN TERRACE (Terrace Row), looking toward the Central
Depot, 1863, by Edwin Whitefield
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RUSH STREET BRIDGE IN 1861, by Edwin Whitefield.
McCormick’s works are at the center left
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ENTIRE BLOCK ON LAKE STREET BEING RAISED TO A HEIGHT
OF FOUR FEET, 1857, by Edward Mendel
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