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caders of Fifth Aveme Join Kands

o with Cheir Wretched Sisters of the Sweat Shops.

.

The Sweat Shop Strikers’ Sorrowful Parade on Fifth
Avenue Two Weeks Ago Which Aroused the Sympa-

thetic Interest of Their Fashionable Multimillionaire
Sisters.

ow the Wealthy Throng of Gay Fifth
Fivenue Was Brought Face 1o Face
with the Starving Cailors Who
Made Theit Garmenits and

\ Huum!ng the cause of the sn-i,ke and'the dwuute

u.lrm of the sweat shop familles W, Azwra heut
was wrung.  She and’ her r::shlunuhh ¥riends q-emrad t!:’r},

& interast of the Bocial Reform Cluu‘:hﬂﬂqnanmﬂ‘!’ Lengusg, W58
and the Church Agsoclation for (he. Afvancement of the
Interests of Labor, all of which pledged thetr co-operation.)

MAGAZINE|

) i 5UPPLEMENT OF THE One sole conditlon s imposed. The work must-not be done
b Aoy i in the gqualor of the sweat shop districts, but in sanltary
_-" ik WYORKJOURNAL places,
. ‘\Nb ADVERTISER. F
& i WO weeks ago Mre. John Jacob Astor looked from
g ol HE wemen of the 400" have declared that they will the window of her carriage at the parade of the

striking Ladies' Tallors' Uniona.

She pitied, then she planned, then she uted.
ﬂence th story of the co-operative tallor shop and
how the most fortunate women in New York have
helped thelr unforfunste sistera of the slums.

It 18 a long way from the gplendor of Fifth avenue to the
squalor of Chrystle strest, a greater distance from the Tuxurious
homes sbout Central Park to the wretched back tenements of
“S‘hlnbone Alley” and Molt stresl.. But the distatice has been
‘bridged by the gentle pity of women prompted chiefiy by the act
of oné of thelr gqueenliest leaders, Mre, John .rmm

g ~ shut up the sweat shops. They will not wear
A dresses wet with tears. Leda by Mrs. John Jacob
Astor, the richest, cleverest and most beautiful
woman in America, they have promised to ralse $50,000 for
@ co-operative tallor shop to be managed by the strikers of
the Ladles” Tallors’ Unlon. John Jacab Astor will give
one of his buildings In Thirty-sixth street for the use of
the "awm}ers."
The parade of poor strikers in Fifth averlue two weeks
ag0 awakened unique Interest. The families of the strik-.
e:rs fol]uwyd them a.nq_ tﬂstnrlhuud clrnulm {u t_hg mnnéu

___ PHOTOGRAPH OF A NEW YORK. SWEAT SHOP

‘me women ol'. New Yatk's "M" titva pledged $60,000 and thelr

The mistresses of the Fifth avenue manslons have heard and
hearkened to the hungry cry of the wives of the striking tallors on
Chrystle street,

Somé of the arlas of the opera this Winter will be forgotten by

~ the Song of the Shirt.

The cry was insistent. It sounded shrilly above the tinkle ot
the jute in thelr boudolrs, above the volces “freighted soft with
fashion, not with feeling” in their drawing-rooms. There was a
note of madness: in it, It volced the lurking mgony In great cltles,
It mede a discord In the well-ordered har-mow of Fifth avenua
Hife

Fortune's falr feworites heard and huded. They pledged
$60,000 to stop the éry. The $50,000 may bg_mea for the establishd
ment of A o-oporativg shop for the strikipg Lodles Tauom Union,

Ang 1t a1l came nbo’i; llhmugh & parade. -

A little more than twe ago Fifth ayenue 'saw & pﬁ'anse
procesaion, It was fillng hwbnmd qm and its pw
windows, They were striking tallors. And they were 8o few—
ngt & hupdred, Thelr faces looked ‘so anxious, sa dwpqﬁ.ﬂ&. It
miike & comedlan's effort to be tragie, e

. The strikers were lttle fellows. Undersized benauss | qTQ the
‘toax hours and the crouching pastures of thelr work in thedot,
ANk shops ever since they were children. Thers were deep lines
l.n thelr faces, Some of the lines ran crosswise and spalisd the word
‘mdre, Sma ran Jengthwize and told the story of their despalr,
"Thelr faces were all very pale.

The ladies’ tallors appeared to be well dressed. It would ve
sulcidal for them' to look otherwises They must have wall-ficting
coats bhou;h thelr stomaehs wsare no longer chums with food, If
théy were found dead In the stréets thefr goats must be deat and
“stylish,” for theyupust, SRy t!hg-‘bus@

They catried ohieay Th "itrmer“'p: the Ladies” Tallors',

o -4 gay sliken ones.

castt

nlh paper g._gd sthem o604, e legends,
“We 'Wm pe 9n Union.' “We
Want to Keg familles Out of the * ugix Months

o? ldlenen—-Six Montha of Want.” *“Help Ust Tp Ourselves

* Following the parade came the women and £hildren. They aid
not “advertise the business.” They wore taded calco dresses and
threadbare shawls were wound about their heads. 'l‘hﬁlr faces were
ptlmhed‘ thelr l!ﬂ ooloﬂeu. thelr hands thin and bm:: In sl their

ed some of mé-,

mmuhavuuqmmmapmnn-

visit to sgcley,

The wives and children of the strikers carrleq cireulars and hande
bills, They slpped them under the doors or into & crevice of the
grillwork

The carriages rolled along among thls amall mob. A handsome
woman drove In one of them. She was Mra, John Jacob Asthr.

No wonder the eves of the mob followed her. She was a perfect
model for the gowns they had made in Chrystie street. fome of
them remembered working untll the gray of morning in the sweat
shops upon gowns almost like that very gown she hed on. They
did not’ ¥know she wss Mrs. John Jacob Astor. She did not know
they were the Fwesters.

Mrs, August Hotker ‘was In the little procession. Mre, Astor
could not have desired a better foil for her beauty. Mrs, Botker's
fsce had the impassivity of despair. Thg expression ﬂever changed,
because the attitude of the mind waways tbe ﬂme Mrs, Bot=

ker was afrald—terribly afrajd—of th _t by the core
oner, inanition, for the five children & d herself, aven
the wan child in her arma. The thﬂ? ‘before her., She
dreamed of it every nlght. '-.‘.,.!': -

Mrs. Botker had been reared on the ussian stéppes, She knew
the bitter sting of the cold whiteness of the prairies. She feared
nothing but that terrible coroner’s verdict. She knew hy intultion,
and the agencies that carry news of the rich to the homes of tha
poor, that the woman in the victoria was ‘& gueen of fashion. But
fedr such as Mrs, Botker's is a great leveller of distinetions.

She stood i the path of the horses, and the coachman was

roed to rein them in lest he ran her down. Mrs Botker sprang ta
the carriage. She pressbd a efreglar Into Mrd Astor's hand., She
could not read the lll-spelled thing herselfl The “man” had iold her
that in it was printed the story of theip woes. Her shawl fell back
and she turned her heavy face up:to the woman's leaning frém thy
carridge, There was puzgled pity in one and dumb misery in the
other; '

Mre. Astdr accepted the elmlar She bhad not driven a block
“hefore Paula Cantanelli, aged eight, stood in the way of the horses.
Agsln the coschmian threw back his shoulders and “pulled up.”
Paula ran to the carriage anfl pressed another circular into Mrg

Astor’s hand. THer face was brighter than Mrs, Botker's. Theay

were not so

touched. Shag
There we -j 'g,

wrhen the sig ri‘

i0Vbegan taking iriterest in the procession
g yparch was made clear to them. Wlnn.

nnd the Soclal Rﬁom cmb m the Consumers’ League lsﬁemmted
themeanhzcz&hls‘mmm t.hwauliunﬂbed umwofm
_-m s 'L ik & £

S e




