The Prison of Sorrow

No child can play under summer’s sunshine
No child feels the enjoyment of the gentle breeze
The sun cannot shine through shady windows
No breath of fresh air can be felt

We labour all day long worn down like an old rag
We toil along through the creaky corridors
Our work so exhausting and not in any way awarded
The boys are continually whipped with a long crooked cane

Sloppy grimy gruel is what we get to eat like water from a bog
The bread is hard as stone and cheese so stale
The smell was just awful like rotten rats down in the sewers
Our food is stolen by all our cheerless companions

At school our treacherous teachers torture us like rubbish
Nothing we have learnt by him babbling on
None of us know how to read or write
Starving into space we dream on.
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The Workhouse

Children of darkness do not play under the Bluebird sky
nor do they feel the sunshine of a summer's morning
on little backs and faces…
Instead they toil from dawn to dusk in rooms of
darkness with dirt floors and grey walls…
Barefoot urchins from six to ten
hollow eyes that stare at sewing machines
where tiny fingers thread and weave garments
for rich ladies and gentlemen who buy the cloth of silk…
spun by little folk who had the misfortune to be born paupers…
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