The boy: Let me go

By Emma Redden
Leland and Gray Union High School,
Grade 10

Your eyes are deep pools of love.
They sparkle when you smile,
They ignite when you laugh.
My eyes tell you secrets I am not yet ready
To divulge.
They smile before anything else.
The sound of your laughter
is music my ears don’t hear often
The aura of light surrounding your body
Illuminates when your lungs fill with gig-
gles.
Laughing is a gift every person
In this world deserves.
Laughing is a gift you
Deserve.
When you smile
Two crescent shaped moons
Are born on either side of your
mouth.
Your hair is like a
Robe covering your head.
It is
My Mother’s hair,
My Nana’s hair.
Your skin is like mine,
Darkened from the
Dye of the sun.
Your skin is as beautiful
As a clear summer
River.
Exploring the intriguing
Wilderness,
Backyard ball,
Has colored my skin.
Presumably reasons
Separate from yours.
Occasionally
Your eyes behold breathtaking sadness.
Just for a second,
Just for a look
Just for an invisible tear.
I Iook at you and wonder
What could possibly go wrong
In your flawless life?
The definition of a flawless
Life
Lies with each onlooker
Each bystander
Each witness.
Why do your eyes cry for help?
I am a witness to the world
And sometimes I find myself
Being able to do nothing.
Once in a while
I let the weight of our world
Rest on my shoulders.
I am the
Weight of this world...
I am the suffering,
I am the pain
I am the sadness
You can’t help but
Carry around with you.
Why can I live a life
You perceive as flawless,
And you can’t live a flawless day?
There are things that we can all do
For ourselves...
There are things we can all do
For others.
The lifetimes that separate you and I
Can vanish right now.
Give yourself a gift.
Let me go...

Slave to society

By Sydney Santor
Dummerston Middle School, Grade 8

The boy was a slave to society; he didn’t care
he came to the mill an orphan; he worked hard
and got nothing. It wouldn’t even matter what
his name was; he was tough and kind, but they
didn’t care, they worked him. His life was
never good, his clothes were ragged and
scratched from work at the mill and his hair
hadn’t been brushed for months. He worked
and got little food, but he stuck through it for
pennies a week. He came to find a job and a
family. What he got was a cruel woman but he
was grateful for a place to stay, to take him in.
The mill was the only job to take him. He was
happy at first then it got tougher, but he stuck
through anyway; he wasn’t going to leave no
matter what was going to happen. He never
knew that a virus that could take his life was
coming until it happened.

Working at the mill

By Isabelle Sharp
Shelburne Community School, Grade 5

Click, clank the wheel turns as the day goes on,
From 7 am. to 7:30 p.m. we work our backs off.
We only get a break from 12 a.m. to 1:30 p.m.
Then click, clack back to the mill we go.
Doing the same work each day is not that fun
at all.

Ever gone to work when you’re 6 years old?
Well Ma and Pa would make you.

The mill never ever allowed kids 14 years old
and younger, but Ma and Pa would try to
sneak you in.

The mill wouldn’t mind if you were younger
than you said you were, it’s just that you got
hidden.

The mill inspector wouldn’t want to see us so
he would stop in, smoke his pipe and wait to
let us hide from him until he left the building.
That’s the story of how to work a mill.

The mill

By Hannah-Mollie West
Rochester High School, Grade 9

Today’s a new day,

But it feels like the others.

I get up to go to the mill.

The second youngest of seven.

Parents, brothers and sisters all toil with the
machines.

Working on the machine my mind wonders
What is it like in other parts of the world?

Do the children work?

Do they stand there wondering about me?

Or are their lives ruled by noisy dangerous
looms?

I hope tomorrow brings a new day.

A world without whistles,

A life without rules;

But as dawn approaches,

My world is the same.

An unchanged future.

Week 14: The Boy

Lewis Wickes Hine took this photo of a young cotton mill worker named Jo Bodeon at Chace
Mill in Burlington in 1909. Sutdents were asked to write a story or narrative poem inspired
by this photo. Hine’s photos of children at work in mills, mines, factories and farms helped
prompt a public outcry and led to reform of child labor laws.
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Jo Bodeon

By Paige Stolen
Ferrisburgh Central School, Grade 5

Works long but paid low
Obedient

Smells the stink of the mill,
Poorly lit and dirty

The boom of the machines pounds in his ears
He sees the workers running this way and that
No education

He is exhausted Jo Bodeon.

The I‘ag dOll BY CAITLIN BERNARD Woonstock UNION HicH SCHOOL, GRADE 10

It’s dawn, and I'm up with the light as always. Usually, I just slide
out of bed and wander the gardens in this early hour, to gather my
thoughts, but today I feel especially mischievous. The sun is rising
quickly, so I must get dressed as fast as I can and be on my way; I
cannot let Mother know my secret. Today I have decided that wan-
dering the early morning streets of Burlington sounds much more
exciting than taking a stroll in my family’s gardens. I hurry and
dress very nicely, for Mother says to never enter public without
looking your very best. I scramble downstairs and leave, closing the
door as silently as possible behind me.

The morning is crisp and beautiful. Vendors have their carts set
out already and are preparing to sell their goods. I set off down the
streets, thinking how perfect of a day to be skipping through the
calmness of this ripe morning. The sun is rising higher, and I know I
should turn in the direction of home, and that’s when I spot a boy
sleeping beside the mill. His clothes are torn and his face is black
with soot. His hair is also blackened with the stain of the earth, and I
can barely make out that it’s supposed to be blond. He sleeps like a
crooked man, with a distant expression on his face. Almost uncon-
sciously I reach out to touch him, to see if he’s even real. His eyes jut
open and become alert. I step back, afraid and cursing myself for my
foolishness. The boy relaxes, realizing I am only a small girl. He
stands, and when he does it seems to be with a struggle. “Are you
broken?” I ask covering my mouth almost immediately. His dreary
eyes search for an answer in my face.

“Yes,” he manages to say with a cold smirk, “but only in my soul.”
After a few seconds he picks up on my confusion. “What’s a proper
lady like you doin’ wanderin’ the streets so early in the mornin’?”

“Nothing. What’s a boy like you doing sleeping beside the mill?”
His eyes turn away from me, and he sighs.

“This is where I sleep ever’ night, ma’am.”

uWhy?”

“Well, this is my only home I’d have ta say.”

“You don’t have a family?”

“No, can’t say I do.” I realize that I’ve said the wrong thing as his
whole body turns away from me.

“I'm truly sorry,” I blurt out, “Why don’t you come back to my
house with me? We can fix you up some food, and maybe put you into
some clean clothes.” This makes him chuckle and he turns back to
me.

“That’s a very nice offer, ma’am, but I think I’m gonna have to stay
here.” He’s smiling but his eyes still seem lost. Suddenly, I spot him

“What’s that?”

“Oh, this thing?” He’s cradling it now, “Ah, this was my baby sis-
ter’s. She played with it almost ever’ day. I made it for her, ya know.”
He looks at me with a shattered expression, and I know why he’s lost
and alone. “Little Mary was taken from me two years ago; all that
was left was her doll.”

“You know,” I say, “my name is Mary, too.”

“Ah, now is it?” His eyes are still fixed on the doll, “I would say you
might even look a bit like her.”

“I like you,” I say again without thinking. He smiles, but this time
it’s with his eyes.

“Why, thank you. You seem pretty swell yourself.” He finally turns
his attention from the doll to me, “Will you come visit me tomorrow
mornin’? I'm always in need of good company.” My whole being
lights up with the thought of it.

“Yes, that would be wonderful!” I turn to run home, but I quickly
spin around. “What’s your name?!” I yell across the street.

“Jo!” he yells back, “My name is Jo!”

“Don’t forget! Tomorrow morning I will be here!”

“Ah, Miss Mary, you won’t be needin’ to worry about me forget-
tin’!”

The next morning I wake before the sun and scurry out to meet Jo
by the mill. However, instead of Jo sitting by the wall, I see a man,
and he sits alone. “Where’s Jo?” I ask the half asleep ragged man.

“Jo left in the night, miss.” His sleepy eyes turn up to look at me.
“Whatcha be needin’ with him anyways?” I felt like screaming.

“Oh, no. Jo told me to be here today — he said he wouldn’t forget!”

“Ah, well, miss I think you best be headin’ home.” He sinks back
down to sleep again. “Jo ain’t comin’ back.”

“Where’d he go?”

“Where folks like me go; I guess no one really knows. People like
Jo and me, we need to move from place to place, ya know. I guess the
poor boy thought it was time to be gettin’ up and movin’ again. A soul
like his couldn’t stay in one place for too long, his heart would break
too much.” I want to say something but I can’t, so I turn to go back
home. “Wait!” the man yells, “I almost near forgot. Would your name
happen to be Mary, miss?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Little Jo left this to me to pass on to you.” The man holds out a
small rag doll. I pick the doll up out of his hands and examine it. Its
clothes have been torn and its face distorted, just like Jo’s doll. I look
up to see the man grinning, “Well, Miss Mary, I would say that old

stroking a little rag doll in his hands.

My story

By Sarah Felten
Woodstock Union High School, Grade 10

My name is Jo Bodeon.

I am a “back-roper” in the mule room at the
Chace Cotton Mill in Burlington.

I have forgotten what age I am.

But people say I am not old enough to work,
but that I do.

Every morning at S o’clock I am summoned
into the mule room.

I stay there until 6 o’clock in the afternoon,
And often later.

I get paid 40 cents a day.

They say I am one of 20 child workers.

But that don’t mean anything to me.

If T talk during work hours, I get five cents
taken away for each time.

Before I got here, I was a trouble maker at my
school,

Or at least that’s what they told my ma and my
pa.

I got into a lot of fights, and I didn’t do too well
in school.

My pa kept threatening me by telling me I
would go to “work,” just like him.

And then I would know what it felt like.

I never thought he would actually go through
with it

Until one day at school I threw something at
my teacher,

And once again was called into the principal’s
office with my parents.

My pa said it was the last straw.

Ma tried to convince pa not to send me to
“work.”

But he said he had enough of my childish
behavior and I should start to grow up.

I never really realized what he meant when he
said “work”

but I sure do wish I had.

Proud boy

By Samantha Burns
Fairfield Center School, Grade 8

He wakes up each morning with a heart
swelled with pride

For today he shall work to keep his family
alive

He is a band boy

Who works for so little

Barely enough to put food on the table.

The mill is a horrid place to work

With diseases that hide in every cranny and
crook

But the boy keeps that single thought in his
mind

That tonight with chicken and rice, his family
will dine.

boy Jo didn’t forget after all.”

The clicking noise

By Baxter Barber
Shelburne Community School, Grade 5

Late at night
The machines are running
The clicking noise
Lingers in the ears
Fills the mind
Consumes the soul
The clicking noise stops
The night shift is over
The day shift starts
More clicking begins
It never stops
It never ends
It always lingers in the room
The clicking of the machines
To the clicking of the shoes
It will continue
On and on and on
It never stops
It never ends

Strong enough

By Nina McCaarthy
Woodstock Union High School, Grade 10

Dust on my face
And frostbite on my nose,
Covering my back are my ripped, tattered
clothes.
This is where I live,
This is my home,
Every day I work to the bone.
To raise money for the farm,

For my baby sister in my mother’s arms,
The money I earn saves them from
harm.

I gave up my life,

I gave up my friends,

I’m gonna keep working until the very
end.

I see the bones through my skin
And the dangerous machines spin,
The morning is colder than it’s ever
been.

I am strong enough for this
I will keep trying,

Hiding the tears I have been crying.

Good old days

By Michelle Ballou
Woodstock Union High School, Grade 10

Poor Jo Bodeon
Photo: reminder of past
Sadness, pain, hurt.

A boy

By Theresa Glabach
Dummerston School, Grade 7

I never thought that,

This would be my life,

Waking up at S a.m.,

And walking down the road,

To another day as a slave,

To the dust,

The pain,

And the fright.

Will I still have all my fingers?
Then I go home,

If you can even call it that,

To get barely enough sleep,
Before I must go back,

To the place that is worse than any prison,
The boss doesn’t know me,

He doesn’t even care

About what happens to me,

Just about the money,

That sits in his pocket.

I wish my mother were here,

She would never stand for this,
But I can’t afford to tell her,

It would remind me to much,

Of my old life.

When I go to sleep,

I dream of my past,

No, now it seems like a different life,
One that is not mine,

And when I awaken,

With a tear rolling down my face,
I wipe it away before anyone can see,
Even though

I know everyone else does the same.
Why must these dreams haunt me,
I know that life is no more,

So why do I dream the dreams,

I know can crush me.

I am pitiful,

I’'m small and alone,

I can see my ribs,

I don’t know where I’m going,
And everyone else does.

I will always dream

Of the mills,

Disappearing,

Or changing,

For no one deserves this pain,

Not even me,

After all,

I am just a boy,

And though I may still be breathing,
I am just barely living.



