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The Industrial Revolution 
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Child Labour in Factories
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A Boy in a Cotton Factory

[bookmark: _GoBack]I could see the steam engine entering the station with belching smoke and steam. I had never experienced anything quite like it. The carriages looked as long as the longest plot of land in our small village. The enormous black sooty train made an ear-piercing screech as it came to halt at the station. I was feeling both excited and nervous as I said goodbye to my mother and father and smaller sisters and boarded the train. I was going to miss my frail father, who was too ill to work in the fields, and my loving mother, who was always rushed off her feet looking after us kids.  The year was 1799 and I was only 10 years old, but I was headed for a cotton factory in Manchester to work, so I could send money home to my family.

The train slowed down as it arrived at Manchester station, and sparks were flying from the massive wheels. As I climbed down from the train, a man in a top hat came towards me and said “Hello boy, you must be our new machine cleaner”. I had millions of questions: “What was I meant to do?”, “What machines were they?” “Where would I live?”. But I was too scared to ask.  The man brought me in silence to the biggest building I had ever seen. It was a huge red-brick building with a chimney so tall that it could touch the clouds. 
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I was taken to a small room filled with bunk beds, where children my own age were already fast asleep. The next morning, I went straight to the factory floor, where I saw hundreds of metals wheels spinning cotton and heard the deafening sound of the machines. Men and women were hunched over the machines, while they were being watched closely by men in top hats. One of these men came over and said: “Good morning new boy. Your job is to clean the machines by removing all of the little cotton pieces. Get started at once!”. I was terrified and did as I was told. I knelt down and started picking up fall cotton thread. As I was crawling underneath one of the machines, I saw another boy tying together loose ends of cotton thread. I noticed that he was missing two fingers on his right hand. When I asked him why, he told that his fingers had got caught in the machines one day when he was cleaning. I was horrified that this had happened. “Why didn’t you complain?”, I asked him. “You can’t complain here. You just get on with the job”, the boy answered. 

That night I lay in bed crying at the thought that this might one day happen to me. I wished I could have stayed at the farm with my family. But I knew that was not an option, because my father was not able to provide for the family and all the workshops in the village had closed down. I fell asleep dreaming about running in the meadows of green lush grass once again.
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