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5th May 1866 
 

 
Dear Brother, 
 
I am writing to know what you’ve been doing in the coal mines and to inform you about my 
current situation.  
 
As you know I have recently changed workplaces therefore my daily timetable has changed 
along with other work in the day. At dawn, 6 in the morning, me and the rest of the children 
in the dull workhouse that we cleaned, would wake up to clean our shoes and wash 
ourselves. We would then make our bed and it would be 7am, time for the boys complete 
gym  exercise. As for us girls we would have to clean the workhouse until it was finally 
7:45am where we would go to the gloomy, cavernous hall that had a weak and hazy ray of 
sunlight streaming through a small window. In the rest of the day we would spend cleaning 
and polishing the house, eating dinner and supper in between the work hours. 
 
In the day, when the girls are cleaning and polishing the house the boys would be taught lots 
of things like to write but unfortunately the girls in the workhouse didn’t have the privilege to 
do so. I am able to write because I have been taught in my last workhouse.  
 
Everyone in the workhouse is provided clothes that had a big contrast to what the owner of 
the workhouse used to wear. No one would dare to ever ask him for more of something 
because we all know that there would be a very big punishment for it. The owner of the 
workhouse has a towering, intimidating figure, with a strict face and stern voice that would 
chant solemnly surrounding the hall with his prayer before we eat. 
 
Living in this workhouse isn’t as good as the last one but it’s okay with lots of friends around 
you. I’m wondering what your workplace is like and how much you earn. Have you heard 
anything from mum and dad? What are they doing? I’m waiting for your honest reply. 
 
With all my heart, 
M 
 
 
 

 


