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“The Factory Girls of Middlesex” from The Ohio Stateman (Columbus,
Ohio), Wednesday, March 22, 1843. (Nineteenth-Century Newspapers Online)
[retyped by Bridget; BOTH poem & note both in original]

Our citizens, we boast, are free,
And peaceful liberty their lot;
Rich or poor, high or low degree,
In palace grant, or humble cot

Free! Is our freedom but a name —
A saturnalian, hey-day theme?

A fleeting ignis fatuus flame,

A mad-man’s phantasy, a dream?

Else, where’s the freedom of the pale
And toil worn “factory girl,”

The tenant of a “home league” jail,
Obedient to some brutal churl!

Helpless victim of his avarice,

His legal bonded, trembling slave;
From other slaves unlike in this:
The master pays not for her grave.

His are her sinews, while in health,
Whereon to live in gorgeous state,

Whereon to gather massive wealth,
Honor and rank among the great.

When toil-worn tremulous and weak,
Infirm, and prematurely old,

No factory lordling needs she seek
For help or shelter from the cold.

For that’s not in the bond, he’ll say;
Of contracts talk, or charity;

Or bid her patience have — or pray --
That the world’s wide and she is free!

Aye, she is free — free to die!

Not else, th’ oppressor’s power she'll flee
His angry frown, and threat’'ning eye —
His “factory rules” and tyranny.

But, while health blooms upon thy cheek,
And thy hands can labor still,

Be careful girl, in whispers speak,

Brave not the factory lordling’s will!



Provoke, resist his tyranny,

And thou art doomed, destroyed!
From “mill” to “mill” he’ll follow thee —
Thou canst not be employed!

The insolence of chartered might

Will haunt the steps with fiendish hate,
And claim thee as a “vested right’ —

A bonded slave, by law and fate!

‘Twere vain to plead thy helplessness,
The holy justice of they cause;

The chartered lords will still oppress,
They’re vindicated by the laws.

Yet this, we boast, is freedom’s land!
New England’s pilgrim honored shore;
Where valiant men fought, hand in hand,
For Liberty, in days of yore.

They were MEN — now, alas, departed!
And beings without souls succeed,
Higglers, mean and craven hearted,
With avarice their only creed.

Such are the BARONS OF THE MILL,

The lordlings of the Factory,

Whose voice resounds o’er dale and hill,

‘Home League!!” “Home League!!” “Home Industry!!”

Vile hypocrits in godly dress,

Levying tribute on the poor,

By charters, tariffs, banks, finesse,
And wrongs ‘twere treason to endure.

Say, brook ye tyrants in this land —
Men of the workshop and the plough!
“No!” “No!” — unite, then, hand in hand,
Be freemen — not next year -- but now.

Arouse, stalwart men! Sound th’ alarm
Of Bank and Tariff slavery!

Reform! Let your anvils clang, “Reform!”
“‘Reform!” till honest toil is free!

Rally! Men of every trade!

And stay the tyrant’s hand.

‘Tis woman'’s voice implores your aid —
‘Tis justice liberty’s command!



*The above lines were suggested by the following petition of the female operatives in
one of the rich tariff-protected establishments of New England:

“To the Massachusetts Legislature:

“We, the undersigned females, dependent upon the labor of our hands for subsistence,
having left the employment of the Middlesex Manufacturing Company on account of a
violation on their part of the agreement existing between the undersigned and said
company, are now suffering persecution from said company, and are hunted from place
to place, that we may find no employment by which to earn a living. Not being able to
contend against our rich persecutors by bringing a suit at law for satisfaction, we are
compelled to seek redress or protection from the powers which created said company.
The “regulation paper” which accompanies this memorial reads as follows: “All persons
entering into the employment of the company are considered as engaged for twelve
months; and those who leave sooner will not receive a regular discharge.” We did not
imply, by agreeing to this, that our wages were to be subject to any reduction which the
company might see fit to make; and when they gave us official notice that they were
going to cut our wages down about 25 per cent., we considered it a violation of the
agreement which existed between us, and therefore did not feel bound by an agreement
which they had a right to break; for if they could reduce our wages 25 per cent., why not
fifty, and still hold us to work twelve months? We therefore quit working for said
company, and the consequence for us is as follows: Some of us went to work for other
companies, but these companies soon received our names, and we were immediately
turned off. Some of us applied for work where hands were wanted, but were informed
that they could employ none of the “turn outs from Middlesex;” and many who labored
with us have been obliged to leave Lowell, and seek their bread, we know not where, on
account of the persecution carried on against them by the Middlesex Company. Our
names are upon all the corporations in Lowell, that we find no employment. We
therefore pray that you will, if consistent with your constitutional powers, stay the hands
of our persecutors; and, if not, that some law may be enacted which will prevent our
brothers, sisters, and friends suffering as we suffer, if ever they should resist injustice
from manufacturing companies.
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Weaving by Lucy Larcom (1824-1893) https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/55895/weaving

All day she stands before her loom;
The flying shuttles come and go:
By grassy fields, and trees in bloom,
She sees the winding river flow:
And fancy’s shuttle flieth wide,
And faster than the waters glide.

Is she entangled in her dreams,
Like that fair-weaver of Shalott,
Who left her mystic mirror’s gleams,
To gaze on light Sir Lancelot?
Her heart, a mirror sadly true,
Brings gloomier visions into view.

“I weave, and weave, the livelong day:
The woof is strong, the warp is good:
I weave, to be my mother’s stay;
I weave, to win my daily food:
But ever as I weave,” saith she,
“The world of women haunteth me.

“The river glides along, one thread
In nature’s mesh, so beautiful!
The stars are woven in; the red
Of sunrise; and the rain-cloud dull.
Each seems a separate wonder wrought;
Each blends with some more wondrous
thought.

“So, at the loom of life, we weave
Our separate shreds, that varying fall,
Some strained, some fair: and, passing, leave
To God the gathering up of all,
In that full pattern wherein man
Works blindly out the eternal plan.

“In his vast work, for good or ill,

The undone and the done he blends:
With whatsoever woof we fill,

To our weak hands His might He lends,
And gives the threads beneath His eye
The texture of eternity.

“Wind on, by willow and by pine,
Thou blue, untroubled Merrimack!
Afar, by sunnier streams than thine,

My sisters toil, with foreheads black;
And water with their blood this root,
Whereof we gather bounteous fruit.

“There be sad women, sick and poor:
And those who walk in garments soiled:
Their shame, their sorrow, I endure;
By their defect my hope is foiled:
The blot they bear is on my name;
Who sins, and I am not to blame?

“And how much of your wrong is mine,
Dark women slaving at the South?

Of your stolen grapes I quaff the wine;
The bread you starve for fills my mouth:

The beam unwinds, but every thread

With blood of strangled souls is red.

“If this be so, we win and wear
A Nessus-robe of poisoned cloth;
Or weave them shrouds they may not wear,—
Fathers and brothers falling both
On ghastly, death-sown fields, that lie
Beneath the tearless Southern sky.

“Alas! the weft has lost its white.
It grows a hideous tapestry,
That pictures war’s abhorrent sight:—
Unroll not, web of destiny!
Be the dark volume left unread,—
The tale untold,—the curse unsaid!”

So up and down before her loom

She paces on, and to and fro,
Till sunset fills the dusty room,

And makes the water redly glow,
As if the Merrimack’s calm flood
Were changed into a stream of blood.

Too soon fulfilled, and all too true

The words she murmured as she wrought:
But, weary weaver, not to you

Alone was war’s stern message brought:
“Woman!” it knelled from heart to heart,
“Thy sister’s keeper know thou art!”
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