Year 7 GIBS            

Task: Write a n.ewspaper article  or a short story based upon the poem: The Triangle Fire

Text 1:  (Klara)

Devastating Fire killed 146 workers

Ten Stories High Building Going Up In Smoke

Yesterday at 7pm close to Washington Square the usual workday for 146 underage sweatshop workers ended fatal. Due to no known reason until today, a giant fire broke out in the tenth floor in the Triangle Building. When the fire department came a few minutes later, the damage was already done. The building top was wrapped in flames and all they could do was keeping the fire under control as well as evacuate the surroundings. Sadly the girls only had very little chance of survival and worse not all of them could be identified.

Illegal sweatshop in bad conditions

We know today that the shop was definitely in very bad conditions with only one single fire exit. Furthermore it was one stuffy room with small windows and extremely unhealthy air  and working conditions, where about 150 girls were employed from morn until late at night. They were for sure sewing for very low wages every day. Moreover all of them died under unequal circumstances for which nobody has taken responsibility yet.

Two men arrested

Still shortly after the dramatic scene ended in the middle of the night, the police have taken to suspects into custody. Two men, both are in their late fifties and probably responsible for the sweatshop as well as the 146 dead. Though there si a row of reasons for why the fire could have started, the firefighter T.L. McLeo did not exclude a case of arson.

Demonstrators and mourners in the streets

Starting in the morning about a hundred thousand mourners were beginning to crowd the streets around the Triangle Building. Families are weeping bitter tears for their beloved ones, friends are crying over the big loss and others in the angry crowd are demanding justice.

Text 2: (Benjamin)

What's the story? 

Hundreds of girls died in flames

Yesterday, near Washington Square, a fire broke out in a building with ten floors. One hundred and forty-six girls were working in the tenth floor and died in those flames. Girls from the age of seventeen to the age of twenty-five died up there, because they had no chance to flee. The fire broke out at three o'clock and the women could just watch the fire coming.

Lots of mourners were in the street, but the parents and relatives felt worst! We tried to talk with one of the mothers, but none of them were able to say one thing, that's understandable. They did not do anything bad, but their girls just died in those horrible flames and no one could do anything to change it.

The girls worked in the tenth floor of the building in a room with only one door. They were working in an old sweatshop up there and they were sewing shirtwaists all day long. The girls did not get a lot of money for it, but still they had to work very hard. They had no comforts, no fresh air, nearly no light in this big room where they had to sit the whole day.

Every girl did not like the job in the sweatshop, but they did not have other opportunities and now they died there, nearly their second home. It's horrible what terribly things happen every day.

Text 3: Ulla

Poor working conditions for girls at a tender age discovered by fire

Yesterday something terrible did happen in New York City, near Washington Square, in nineteen eleven. A fire broke out in a building ten stories high, it was a little one on the first hand but the cold and bare march wind made it worse immediately and a hundred and forty-six young girls had to die in this flames. There was only one door through which they could have been reached, but it didn't work.

These girls were actually spending their time there working, in an old sweatshop on top of the building,in a stuffy room, gray windows of the dirt, no comforts, no fresh air, no light. They had to work from sunlight until deep darkness, the whole day.

The worst thing about that is, that they were at a very young age, sewing shirtwaists fo a very low wage. It was a horrible tragedy. Hundred thousand mourners, the streets were full of people, crying about this incident, following many tiers.

Even poets and writers were everywhere, wanting to write about or describe the awful atmosphere.

Now then the chief of the sweatshop will have to defend himself in front of court and there is a rumor that he will have a hard punishment, jail etc. and that the police is still looking for the reason of the fire breaking out, because the question is: coincidence or planned?

Text 4 : Nina

146 youngyoung girls get killed at working place with horrendous conditions

On Thursday, 10th of March, a great fire takes the life of many girls that have been trapped in child labour. The kids were working in a sweatshop on the top floor of a building near Washington Square when the fire broke out. According to a witness, they didn't notice the fire until it was already too late. "We tried to save them, but at this extent, it was impossible to get through the burning staircase," a worker from the lower floor explains. There is no fire escape in the office block and the girls had no chance to flee from the flames. Only the 17 workers positioned near the stairway managed to run down the steps early enough to make it out of the house with only a few minor injuries.

The kids appear to have been working illegally in the sweatshop with terrible conditions and low wages. Ten people were cramped together on one little table, with old sewing machines and uncomfortable stools. They had to work for long hours in the windowless and dusty rooms. The identity and location of the girl's boss and owner of the sweatshop are not yet known, but the police are continuing the investigation.

Detectives have found out that a lit cigarette that was thrown on the ground  most likely caused the fire, though the culprit is still unknown. The afternoon after the incident the police states that the great fire and the deaths of many people could have been prevented by installing cheap and simple fire alarms, usually obligatory in every company. The whole floor could have been evacuated minutes earlier, and consequently, everyone could have survived.

Hours after the accident, the street in front of the building is crowded with mourning people, friends and family, and shocked passer-bys. We do not know many details yet, but the police will report as soon as they  can.

Text 5: Nadja

Silently dying

a short story based on the Ballad of the Triangle Fire by Ruth Rubin

Work, work, work... nothing but work. Every bit of her body hurts and nevertheless she can still manage to keep on working. You can tell by her blood red eyes, that the poor girl hasn't slept in days. Her face pale as snow, shivering, but she won't give up.

Her health condition is in danger, because of the poisonous fabric she has to work with. She's been working in health threatening conditions her whole life, just like the other girls. Nonetheless she's more than thankful that she even has a job, despite the little they pay her. Too many times she wishes, that she had all the money in the world and that for once she didn't have to work, but those daydreams always burst when she hears the boss yell "STOP DREAMING, START WORKING. TIME IS MONEY!"

It's always the same thing. Every day of the week it's the same story. It's like there's no end to life. The days just seem to get longer and longer and the work she has to do keeps getting more strenuous from day to day. She wonders how long she will be able to keep up with this madness. She's eager to know if the other girls feel the same way, but there's no way to know, since talking during working hours isn't aloud,

Many times she catches herself thinking about death, but then always ends up feeling ashamed of herself, because of the eagerness she feels to die. So many people would kill to stay alive and here she is, hoping that some miracle will happen and cause her to silently die, quick and easy.

She gets carried away by her thoughts, when suddenly a loud shrilling noise goes off and in just a split second a very unfamiliar smell reaches her nose and makes her feel slightly light​headed. Eventhough her eye sight is extremely bad, the girl manages to make out a huge cloud of smoke filling the room followed by humongous bright red flames. "FIREEE!!", the other girls shriek, but she herself doesn't make a sound.

She knows it's time, there's no way she'll manage to get out of here alive.

But then again it doesn't matter anymore. This is what she wanted all along anyway... a painless, silent death.

Ballad of the Triangle Fire     	by Ruth Rubin 


In the heart of New York City, near Washington Square�In nineteen eleven, March winds were cold and bare.�A fire broke out in a building ten stories high,�And a hundred and forty-six young girls in those flames did die. 


On the top floor of that building, ten stories in the air�These young girls were working in an old sweatshop there;�They were sewing shirtwaists for a very low wage.�So tired and pale and worn-out! They were at a tender age. 


The sweatshop was a stuffy room with but a single door;�The windows they were gray with dust from off that dirty floor;�There were no comforts, no fresh air, no light to sew thereby,�And the girls, they toiled from early morn till darkness filled the sky. 


Then on that fateful day — dear God, most terrible of days!�When that fire broke out, it grew into a mighty blaze.�In that firetrap way up there with but a single door,�So many innocent working girls burned, to live no more! 


A hundred thousand mourners, they followed those sad biers.�The streets were filled with people weeping bitter tears.�Poets, writers everywhere described that awful pyre,�When those young girls were trapped to die in the Triangle Fire. 


© 1968 Ruth Rubin from the Sing Along Songbook, 1993 UCLEA NE Summer Institute for Union Women, New York State School of Industrial and Labor Relations, Cornell University, Ithaca, New York, 1993. 








