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RIGHT IN THE HEART
OF THE GREAT STRIKE.

By Winifred

Black.

ANt et CPEet S e .o aa..

EBEQCA -BENTEEY |s a very Interesting young svonian.
She s red-halved, and her skin Is milk-white, #nd she
lias a palr of bolliisnt steel-blue eves. If she hnd.dnrli
eyelashes she would be a beauty. She ls twenty-two

yeurs old.

Bhe looks shout slxteen, but the people who live near her
call ‘her &n ‘old maid, ‘

She lves down in Essex street. Her mother keeps & soda
‘stand there,

* I'went down to E:zex street to see Rebecen Hertsky Jast
night,

Hssex street Is a pleture at olght. The bouses are tall and
dark and the steps are crowded with women. The sidewalks
gre lined with men who are trying to sell élnstic and- ribbons
and shoestrings and wilted onions and withersd licets and old
fish. The street ls paved with children. You have to walk very
.mﬁ-u- down in EHssex street. Tou would step oa a- dozen
bables fn less than a quarter of u block , If you dldo’t

Mrs Hertsky's soda stend !s nlmost In the mldde of the |

©On one alde of her,, there's g grocery store, wherse they stand
Biirrels of pickels out In fromt, so that purchasers can dip In

and take out a double handfal without walting for the trial of |

& measure, On the other stde of ‘the sodn stapd there is a
mopument ghop. The monumeénts stand out on the walk, too,
and the monament men has a good deal :of troulile kesping
the boys from piaying'leap frog over his nlee new tombstoanes.
Mre. Hertsky was very busy when I arvived at the soda

‘ fountain,

Four young men were buying soda for four young girls.( _

. I All the young mmen held lighted clgars In one hand and carvied
Ihe sode In the other, and the girls drank from the glasses which
Jhe young men beld, and they langhed all the time,

! . i beg your pardon,” eald I to Mrs: Herisky, ‘s your
daughtor hera?"

< M, Hertsky looked darkly at me and shosk her head,

‘Bho Is a big woman, with a heavy fooe and a pair of great
f'ﬁ!stc Black eyes. She wears her hale B lttle spit eurls. She
~ayould Le rather o handsome woman if she were not so stout.

“Aw, she don't speak English®" sald ona of the yovog men.

“T am looking for Miss Hertsky," said I. “Perhaps you cin
pell mo"— The girls nudged ench otber

“Ehe thinks one of yous ls Miss Hertsky,” =said the young
~ man who had spokenfirst. The girls burst Into shrieks of laugh-

e

_ “No said the young man. eying me shrewdly, “Miss Horct-

-aky afnt here, Sbe’s In the cowntzy. Shefdon't Enow mnothing

abotit the strike ™ J

. “Who wants to see me?* asked gome one from the steps of the
tepement next door, And that's how Mlss Rebecca Herisky nnd

. Imet.’ She came down from the steps o ges me,

"Illm golng to the mnss lneel.lug:{"' ghe sald. “Some of the
woen In the uniop promised to be there. Yon may go, too. If
Fou want to." I dId want to, and so we setout tothe :nmm:g
UM am teylng to get the women arganized,”’ sald Rer son
Hertaky. "“IL ls hard work. I am not a leader—oh, no, I conid

*  not be that, but I want to heip all T con.

' “There nre 435,000 mén ot bn strike ‘now. That mesns busi.

Hess. We will soon bring them to terms now:'

“Bring who to terms?”

5Phy, the coatrartors,” sald Mlsg Hartsky; “the econtractors
and the monufecturers. The contractors nre as poor oS we nre
\ now, biit they muost {oln with us or starve. When the strikes
g first hegan, elght yanrs ago, the contractors ware all our apemiles,

( oy made money, then—&50-870 a week. ' They were rich men.

They would not telk with us; but they were tho rich.  Other people
saw it and they wanted to be rich, too; o they went sind borrowed
‘monsy and bought machines, and they took contracts, and they

. - ‘mades $40 & week and grew very rlch.

Ry 19 "'ﬂ.l.&nothl!rmple came and made $20 a week, and now the

\ gontrectors make, maybe §10, maybe §12; maybe §7 or $8.a week,

. 'ilﬂ they are poor, too, and now we must all fight together—or
| < dle together.” i
: ““Rebeces Hertsky spenka with a sught .ment. that grows

A 'ﬂhk ‘when she gef) mterested. -

5 ‘-ﬁnamd"'..g!lsnm;eforng‘l:‘l from Essex streef. She

Alli a8 If she rend s good desl.

"nllht years we huve been striking,” she sald; “elght years—

. ewery year, at the same fime. At firat/no one knew it, but the

| manufacturers. Then some one in the newspapers hewrd of It
mmmtmwm s, “and the men wrote and told the

| mm we . llved—and how we died. And thers was a

My A3 w_m The churches uptown got exelted. They sent people

. down here—men and women and ministers. They all had little
= 'm The women held thelr skirts up from the floor and the
¥ men carrled handkerchlets. to thelr faces all the time they

. were down here. and they uil sald: ‘How dreadfull’ Then they

v;otq in the 1lttls Zooks. Sometimss they sent packagés of
~ things to eat nnd to wesr the next dey.  Then the pollce
mu @n doctors, they talked, and they had meetlngs, and sald

*  $hat wo lived In shamefol houses, and that we were dying for

©  wantof fresh air, and there was moeh tslk, and somebody tore

4] ot mome bulldings end make a park, and every ome was talklng
- about us and oor homes,

| “uhey taik sbout us yet. Sometimes they come to visit us.
" P've heard them call us picturesque.
' “8eel I know the people here. Comme;, I will show you" The
5 “’1’] face wos setwith n strange Intensity.

| She went Into w narrow little hall, and sbe walked up a nar

';*mﬂ&htof staira. Tt was as dark as Egypt on the stalrs, I

. copld motises my liand before wy tace.

\‘sﬂ‘on ¢t put yoir hand on the batilster," sald Rebecer Hertaky,

 *Youmay pot find 1t il the ume. ‘When. you do find 1t you

im :I!lltﬂkl TSLE
g1 T ‘follawed her as qulckly ox'T could, The stairs grew stuper
. tand shakier as wa went up.

T could acarcely breathe for want of decent alr. At Iast we

. ‘q. 1miat the top of the tenement. Rebecen Hertsky knocked at 4

i -3 va then she opened It and went In, The room Inside

;_ m,u_&n mora than 18 feet square. There was o stove in one
[;;mm 331309 bed in snother comer, and there was a

laut-at,mathlns In nbother eorner.

Thusre ‘two chairs In the room, and thera was & wooden

m;, e iwnst the wall.

A wmm sat M:'o sewing machine sewing, a little girt sat on
." siie floor pulling thresds out of a plle of vests. “The chlld saw
= ‘M and spoke fo the womnn. The womsn turned her head and

. modded. Then she went on sewing.

m Hertsky sald something In & guttaral jargon that was
‘German and yot ot Uke It mimnin nodded toward

R ‘ghd‘wmm tutnmmuqm:. :
beei

-

I followed her, ann-a pile of vests., The baby was pot more
than two weeks old. It was very ghin. It will not llve," sald
Rebeeea, quietiy. “T am glad.” I looked toward the woman at
the machine.

“8he don't understand,” sald Rebecca, “She speaks pothing
tut Xiddish, T don’t think she would cire much 1 she ootk
understand.

“Why should she eare?

“The baby les there all dny. At nlght she fakes It in the
bud wlth hed and ¢he little clel. It erles af night, nnd she can't
slaep. It Is slek, and It would want to.die If it knew.

They are nil bungry. All the time they are husgry. Yef
they are not the poarest, They do not Leep o boarder,

Moat of our people keop bonrders, One In each ‘¢qrner of
the room.

It 18 mot noice, but ther must pay ihe rent.

For guch a room?
J Fonr dollars a month.
|| ‘Gheap? Yos, butwhen you make §16 a week by working
rs!xtenn hotts a dny? The woman has beén sfek, She I8 “'b_ﬂl-
]_!ng o ms.]m ip. for lost thme, Forglve her M she does not stop
| to say good-hy. At the foot of the stalrs Iebecea Hertsky
tumed nud loovked at me.

“Do you find us ploturésque’’ sle sald when we wera ont
o the street. She-stood st and pointed.

“You see these houses?' she' =afil. “They look se*y nlce
from the gutslde—fire esciipes, yon #te, the nrtleles In the
papers did that, years ugo—and brownsiong fronts, some of
therm, und a good front deor, aud people lapghing on the steps,
utid &very one of these houses is full of rooms like the one
you have fust scen, sud the people who live Jo these rooms
ire ‘ont on strike.! Do yoil Gnd It {utaresting?

YHor elght yewrs they have gone out on atrike. T was & It-
tie girl, the first tlme. My father wng a coat muker. He made
5 a week. He worked from 6 In the moraing untll1l er _12
at nishi. I rememibier the morting Dour. T hiid to get up st
nnd make the coffec.

“Wo. miwhys lind coffee for breakfust, ¢offee apd brend, nad
somiethmes I had' Ween® tip 8o Inte helplng with the bastings,
that L could scarcely keep oy eves open ln the morning, and 1
hyed hard work' to keep from  sculding mysel! with the hot
whter, Bt 1 always went fo school, My father mude me do
that, no mntter how hard tlmes were.

“He Is dead now. He dled one cold Winter when he had no
work:

“I heard the dlspersary doctor sy what killed him. I
can't remembor ‘The word, but 1T know whnt he mennt.

“He¢ meant cold nnd hunger, and being tiredl with Lard work.

“When he went on atrike, the last time, we went hungry
for days. There were fuurl of us childron. We didn’t like the
strilte, and we weni home and bBegeed our father to work any
woay, but we wete nftaid.

*When he went back to work he siald we would never be 50

papers, and theére was to be plenty of worlk, and gzood wages—
$8 or 510 a week, nnd oonly ten or tyelve hours s work, But
the contractors, changed thieir minds when work got slack. Aud
now - it is just the sanie agiln. We are not za poor. My muoth-
or's pnole left her n Letle money, and she Has the sodu, stand,
and T work ar finlshing, myself! -

“My mother's pnele was n contractor.

““Yen, all the contractors are our. .awn. people, They know
what they are doing:

“Seven yoars ago fhere ware anly 26,000 men on strike.

*Thiree smul'a there were 86,000, #nd this year thers
nre 45,000, It 15 grnwln'g all the tlme.

“This time we will, siected.  We must ' sueceed this time.
Forty-five thonspnd men our on strike, gnd the women down
to Joln. The cotitragtors will do un, thing to ger us bnek. You
wiil see! You will sec!”

The mass meeting was at Walhinllp 341l Walhilla ‘Hall 1k
down In Orehard strect. Walhalla Hull i5 In o narrow i
soieilitlg  street,

There's a eiloon: on ome slde of it, nnd the cutrance 1o the

1

poor sgain. The coutradtors made fine promiges aridsizned great |

5
i

‘hn!l is up a filght of narrow, Hismelling stalrs. The stalrs
wers bhlogked ‘as Rebecen Hertsky and 1 went up there.

Frowsy, unkempt, glossy-eyed men stumbled up the stnirs,
and gropod thelr way down by the bunlster,

Two bLlg pilleemen Stgdd af the hend of the stales, and sald:
“Take {t essy, now; don'trusi; plenty of time. ‘Take 1t cagy.”
Aundl the unkempi men cowered under the policemen’s eyes, and
fell to pushing, and elbowing, and fighting furtively the mo-
weh the pollecnien looked the other way, for all the world Jike
A crowd of hupgry, homeless, frightened dogs. A tall, ‘hollow-»
chiested young fellow, with a waxen face, cought slght of
Debeoen Hertsky and waved his battered old hdt to her, above
the heads of ihe crowd .

The glrl flushed a little. “He's golng to speak,”" she sald,
“He's a good speaker. He tells the truth. He !s not afrold.”

The young fellow's feeble face was ablaze with Intense ex-
cltement,

For once, he was some one of Importance.

Vor once, people would look ot him, snd swoatder what be
thought and whnt he was golng to sty, He fought hia woy to
the platform. '

“See,” sald Rebecea Herisky. ‘‘See all these men. Look at
thelr faces. You ean see how poor they are. You enn see how
bungty they arve. Do you know whnat a man sald to me about
them the other day. He I8 & reporter. Ile came down here to
make what he calls a story.

*"He said that these men looked like dogs to lhim. Yes, he
gald that. Like starved dogs, He sald the Hungry ours In the
gtreet might as well “sStrike" as these wmen, He sald they had
ns much brialos as 4 dog, and as mwuch courpge, and le sald thes
were ellased and Uit nnd stoned, too, and he gald"——

edge of the platform.

The blazing ludigmation faded from Rebecca Hertsky's face,

“8—h," she sail, “he begins to spenk:"

The young mon threw up bis geunt arme na mute appenl for
silence. e (il not Eop I,

A few people at the front of the hatl nudzél each otler and
Eit back to listen, but most of the unkempt men went on whis
pering and ghoutlag, and gestlculating, ss If the young mnan on
tlhe pldtform (i not exlst,  Of the few who did Haten—some
smiled Uke pleasod ehlldreen—but the most of them looked at him
with vague, puszled syes that were more pathetle than aong
tears could he.

The youpg man spoke quiet!ly at frst.  Then he talked. his
gutrural yolce in & strange endence; thaot was balf ‘@ song and
baif o shrick.

*“He 15 telling them to stand fbst, like men,” sild Rebeodn
Hertskr, “He tel’s them to pémember the years that ane gone.
He tills them to 1émeniber the other strikes. He tells them to
thitk of thelr hub'es who ory for food. He siyg"'—

“The nsual thing," safid a young man leaning acress me and
gpeaking to the exclied girl, “It's just as 1 {6l you the ofher
dgy. They are poory hungry. dogs.. They bark—they do not
bite, They say these things every Fear”

*'Yes," said Rebecca Hertsky, ber blue eyes ablaze, “and It
s 'as true to:Qay es 1t always e

“And as 1f always il Dbe, sald the Foung man sliarpontig
liis' pencil:

“Neo—n0,"" snld Releocn Hertsky? “You shall hot enr. so.
You shall not think 8o, - You—and your ‘story’ you ave alwhys
looking for. You will see one, one day, that will interest you.
Yest, even rou. It will be ‘pleturesqne’ enovgh then. We have
starved long ehoogh, We are beginulng to undesstand, For
elght yents We have had the strike. Evéry yenr there are
mora- men who go ont.  This  yesr we shall win—this FoMiT,
E-sh—he's speaking again™ WINIFRED BLACE.
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The young man swho had waved his het at us, walked to the
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