
Monday, February 14th 1800

Dear diary,

I'm sitting on the floor with my friend Jack, he is 

sleeping, not me. I finished my day at the mine and I am 

tired. 

Today, like any other day, I had to pick up the coal 

with Jack and Harry, a new boy. I lent him my jacket to put 

around his hands. He is nice.

Then, we hid to eat, but M. George saw us and made 

us work again. At the end of the day, Harry went away, 

why? … Because he has a family … lucky boy! Why don't I 

have one? I don't know...

I'm fed up because we are mistreated. We cannot say 

anything, but me, I have a dream: to be able to denounce 

this injustice and to put in place laws to forbid work for 

children.

I'm tired. Goodnight … Dear diary, do you hear people

singing? It is the song of angry men...

Emile

(By Lison 4D)



Friday, November 23rd 1873.

Dear diary,

Today, I woke up at 4:00 a.m because I was really 

cold. I have to go to the factory at 5:00 a.m. I didn't have 

breakfast and I couldn't take any shower. 

We are fifteen to mill the cotton. I'm tired of doing it 

all day long. Rich people are in their houses to play or 

sleep, but us, we work.

We ate at 12:00 in the streets. The food was cold and 

dirty. We have a supervisor: M. Jones. He is always in his 

office, never with us, the workers. Factory and workers are 

all dirty.

It is 09:00 p.m and I am so happy to be with my 

parents. For dinner, we had bread, cereals and water. I am 

very tired and angry to mill the cotton. I'm going to sleep, 

but not in a bed, on the floor. I'm thinking about Eric, my 

brother who died in a mine.

Goodnight,

From Charle 

(By Enzo 4D)



November 8th 1856.

Dear Diary,

This morning, I woke up at 5:00 a.m to go to the coal 

mine. I didn't have any breakfast. I wore rags. The coal 

mine is at 10km from my place, but we do not have any 

choice because we don't have money.

When I arrived at the mine, I took a rope to pull the 

wagon. When I came back to the mine, I heard a big noise: 

a mine exploded... it happens sometimes. 

In the coal mine, I pulled the wagon with another child

and other children opened the doors. Our workplace is dark

and dirty. I ate, and then I worked for a long time without 

having water to drink. I finished at 10:00 p.m and earned a

little wage.

I ate bread and I am going to sleep in a shelter, on a 

rug. Every night, I think about rich children who can go to 

school and have toys. I feel sad not having any family of 

my own. I feel angry about my living conditions too. 

I'd better get some rest, I will write to you tommorow .

Goodnight,

From Jack (By Noa 4D)



March 28th 1872.

Dear diary,

I slept on the pungent and dry straw. They woke us up

with dirty water on our heads. At 4:00 a.m everybody was 

up. Then, we were forced to work.

At 1:00 p.m, everyone ate. The food was bad and 

greasy. It is the same everyday. I milled the cotton, cleaned

the streets and worked in mines. I was working, but all of 

sudden I felt sick. I cried and I was angry. I was dirty and 

had no shoes, I wore rags. 

I could not steal, hide or rest. At 9:00 p.m, the pay 

was small for all the work I had done.

I'd better get some sleep.

Goodnight,

From Mickael (by Clément 4A)



May 10th 1848.

Dear diary,

Today is my birthday, I'm 14 years old. Like any other 

day, I was forced to work. I had to wake up at 4:00 a.m and

I ate some bread and I had milk. I worked in the coal mine 

from 5 to 10:00 a.m. 

At 10:00 a.m I had a one hour break. At 11:00 I began

to work in the fields. When I finished, I ate an apple and an 

orange. My last job was to clean houses. I began at 5:00 

p.m and I finished at 9:00 p.m. 

I work 6 days a week and 14 hours a day. Children of 

my age work like me and are poor too. Work in the coal 

mine is very dangerous. On nights, I cry because my job is 

difficult and I'm tired. 

When I was back in my house, it was 09:30 p.m. I ate 

fish and potatoes and I'm going to sleep.

Goodnight,

From Ilona (by Ilona 4A)



January 24th 1841.

Dear diary,

I have found the time to write to you. The sun begins to 

rise. Yesterday was difficult.

We woke us up at 5.30 a.m. We dressed up with rags 

and we went to have breakfast. The canteen was dirty and 

breakfast consisted in bread and water. 

Then, we were forced to work. We had to mill the 

cotton in the factory. It was difficult because it was cold 

and I was hungry. At 12 a.m we were allowed to eat, and 

then forced to go back to work. We were beaten.

At 9 p.m, we could stop working and got the right to 

have some bread  & water. At 10 p.m we had to go to bed. 

Beds are uncomfortable and they hurt. We have a low 

salary and the work is very difficult, but life is like it: sad.

I will write to you tomorrow.

Goodbye.

From William (by Lucie 4A) 



Tuesday, July 9th 1840

Dear diary,

Like everyday, I woke up at 4.30 a.m to go to work at 

the coal mine. I left the house with an empty stomach. 

Daddy ate nothing this morning. I ate the last slice of bread

from yesterday. I went to work with Daddy. Mummy stayed 

at home to look after baby Tess.

The working conditions are so hard and dangerous… 

I'm so happy to be fine.

I was in a hurry for lunch. It's the only real meal of my

day. I ate a soup of beans and an apple. The afternoon was 

very long! At 6 p.m I was very dirty and tired but I had to 

look after my little sisters and brothers.

Our low salaries don't allow us to have good living 

conditions and we are bound to live in a slum. Daddy 

learned in the newspapers that M. Bell invented an 

amazing machine: the telephone. I would like to be rich to 

have one in a beautiful house… but it remains a dream.

See you tomorrow.

Goodnight.

From Annabelle (Inès 4C)



October 1st 1840

Dear diary,

Today, I had to get up at 5.00 a.m to go to work. In 

the morning I was forced to push the trolleys in the coal 

mine. Then, I had to make the air circulate through the 

tunnels. Working conditions are very difficult and many of 

my friends were sick. My sister Elisabeth, who works in a 

cotton factory, had to mill the cotton. We are cold because 

we don't have warm clothes or shoes.

My sister came back at home at 8.00 p.m and me, I 

came back at 9.00 p.m. When I came back, I saw my sister 

tired and crying. Since my mother is in a workhouse, she is

sad. I understand it because my mother is ill and we have 

no more news. I know that the living conditions are difficult

and there are many diseases because of overpopulation 

and starvation. 

My father works a lot and he is not often here. We 

don't have much to eat, just a soup and I am often hungry. 

I heard about a camera device to take pictures and 

also a law which says that children would no longer be 

allowed to work. I am happy. This evening I slept in a dirty 

place on a hard and cold floor…

Goodbye

From George (Louna 4C) 



February 1st 1784.

Dear diary,

Yesterday, I woke up in the cold. It was still dark and I 

went to the kitchen because it's the only where there is 

heating, thanks to the chimney. My parents were already 

awake. The soup and bread were on the table. I had lunch 

quickly because I had to go to work with my father at the 

mine.

I already felt very tired of the work accomplished 

before, back from the mine. I washed myself quickly with 

cold water.

I went to bed, exhausted from my day… 

I'd better get some rest. I will write to you tomorrow. 

Goodnight 

From Clothaire (Valentin 4C)


