
“After graduating from Southern High School in 1930 I rented 
an empty store located at 1809 E. Passyunk Ave. for $50 a month 
(with a dated check, as I did not have the $50).  The store had 
been rented to an infant wear shop and the wooden shelves were 
still in the store, so I rebuilt the shelves to accommodate hosiery 
boxes.  Then I bought empty boxes (odds & ends) all sizes and 
colors from a box factory for $25.  The boxes filled up all the 
shelves. Then I bought five dozen hosiery from a jobber on 
Third & Market streets.  The store looked like I had a big stock.

“On the street where I opened the store, there were several 
established hosiery shops and everyone thought I was crazy to 
open there, but I had a gimmick.  I knew the hosiery business 
and I knew how to repair hosiery, so I put a sign in my window, 
I will repair a previously owned pair of hosiery if and when they 
purchased a new pair from me.  The idea was a good one and it 
paid off well.  The customers started to come in in droves.”

Up until 1945, The Hosiery Mart sold ladies’ stockings of 
cotton, rayon and silk by the pair, and by the box of three pairs.  
The end of the World War II saw the introduction into personal 
commerce, of sheer stockings in the miracle new fabric, nylon, 
developed for the wartime production of parachutes, which 
greatly increased demand for seamed and seamless stockings 
in various shades of tan, taupe, gray, (and white for nurses).  

The nuns, of course, stayed 
uniformly loyal to black cotton 
lisle.

Business in the trade got so 
good that the department stores 
began selling ladies stockings, 
often at prices low enough to be 
loss leaders to draw customers 
in, who, once inside that palace 
of consumerism, could hardly 

escape without buying an additional “something” or several 
somethings, that caught their eye and opened their purses.

One way that department stores had a distinct advantage 
over the individual shopkeeper was their absolute return policy.  
Whatever a customer returned, in whatever condition, was 
replaced free of charge.  That was customer service hard to 
match, and even harder to beat.

And then my father had an idea.  He visited Lit Brothers, 
introduced himself to the store manager, and engaged him in 
conversation about the stocking trade.  What, my father asked, 
did the store do with all the returns?   Nothing, was the reply, 
the store did nothing with the returns.  In fact, the store had at 
one time tried to return the returns to the manufacturer in return 
for credit, but the manufacturer had no interest in reacquiring 
its own now damaged goods, deemed of no value and no use.  
Why didn’t the store have the stockings repaired for resale as 
“seconds?”

“Lit Brothers is on Market Street, not South Street.  We are not 
in the used clothing trade,” was the condescending reply.

Well then, would Lit Brothers consider selling the returned 
goods?  The manager agreed to sell my father as many pairs 
as my father would want. Whether he thought to ask my father 
what he intended to do with the goods he was offering to buy, 
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M y father had a reputation for being “smart in business, a real 
businessman,” with “a good head on his shoulders.”  He had started his 
own business by opening up a retail ladies’ hosiery store, called The 

Hosiery Mart, in South Philadelphia.  He became self-supporting immediately and 
eventually opened a second store on Ogontz Avenue, and a third on South Penn 
Square across the street from City Hall.  He described his entry into the world of 
commerce as follows:
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or just assumed he was going to repair and re-sell them did not 
change his mind, and so my father bought 1,000 dozen pairs of 
returned stockings for $250.

Two-hundred fifty dollars was not an unsubstantial sum in the 
mid-1940s.  Why would he pay good money for such damaged 
goods?

Stockings at the time were selling for about $3 per pair, 
depending on quality and sheerness. 

My father realized that women did not generally experience 
what we called a “run” (and the Brits called a “ladder”) in both 
stockings at the same time; so, he was able to pair up the non-
damaged stocking of each pair to make a new pair of “first-
quality” hose, stripped and re-dyed in the latest shades.  From 
1,000 dozen pairs of damaged stockings that cost him $250, he 
was able to create 500 dozen pairs with a resale value of about 
$15,000.

In addition, he mended and repaired almost another 500 dozen 
pairs of stockings which could be sold as “seconds” at half-
price, producing additional receipts of about $9,000.

All in all, quite a nice return on a $250 gamble.
That was my good dad, the person who had outgrown - 

forced, he said, by my mother’s superhuman commitment to 
the truth, no matter the cost -  his younger self, who, selling 
stockings from an outdoor stand in the Italian Market to fruit 
and vegetable buyers a dozen years earlier,  would cry out, in 
English, “Stockings, ladies’ stockings - First Class, Perfect, 10¢ 
a pair, two pair for a quarter!”

Funny, the things a man will give up for love.

Steve LaCheen (slacheen@concentric.net), a partner with LaCheen, 
Wittels & Greenberg, is a member of the Editorial Board of The 
Philadelphia Lawyer.

From 1,000 dozen pairs of damaged stockings,  
that cost him $250, he was able to create 500 dozen pairs  

with a resale value of about $15,000.


