Excerpt from “A real picture of factory life”  Anonymous

For the purpose of illustration, let us go with that light-hearted, joyous young girl who is about for the first time to leave the home of her childhood, that home around which clusters so many beautiful and holy associations, pleasant memories, and quiet joys; to leave, too, a mother’s cheerful smile, a father’s care and protection; and wend her way toward this far famed “city of spindles,” this promised land of the imagination, in whose praise she has doubtless heard so much.


Let us trace her progress during her first year’s residence, and see whether she indeed realizes those golden prospects which have been held out to her.  Follow her now as she enters that large gloomy looking building – she is in search of employment, and had been told that she might here obtain an eligible situation.  She is sadly wearied with her journey, and withal somewhat annoyed by the noise, confusion, and strange faces all around her.  So, after a brief conversation with the overseer, she concludes to accept the first situation which he offers; and reserving to herself a sufficient portion of time in which to obtain the necessary rest after her unwonted exertions, and the gratification of a stranger’s curiosity regarding the place in which she is now to make her future home, she retires to her boarding house, to arrange matters as much to her mind as may be.

The intervening time passes rapidly away, and she soon finds herself once more within the confines of that close noisy apartment, and is forthwith installed in her new situation – first, however, premising that she has been sent to the Counting-room, and receives therefrom a Regulation paper, containing the rules by which she must be governed while in their employ; and lo! Here is the beginning of mischief; for in addition to the tyrannous and oppressive rules which meet her astonished eyes, she finds herself compelled to remain for the space of twelve months in the very place she then occupies, however reasonable and just cause of complaint might be hers, or however strong the wish for dismission; thus, in fact, constituting herself a slave, a very slave to the caprices of him for whom she labors.

