Through a Victorian Child's Eye

Transcripts of Audio Clips

Extract from Chapter 7 of 'David Copperfield' by Charles Dickens.
School began in earnest next day. A profound impression was made upon me, I remember, by the roar of voices in the schoolroom suddenly becoming hushed as death when Mr Creakle entered after breakfast, and stood in the doorway looking round upon us like a giant in a story-book surveying his captives. Tungay stood at Mr Creakle's elbow. He had no occasion, I thought, to cry out "silence!" so ferociously, for the boys were all struck speechless and motionless. Mr Creakle was to speak, and Tungay was heard, to this effect. "Now, boys, this is a new half. Take care what you're about, in this new half. Come fresh to the lessons, I advise you, for I come fresh to the punishment. I won't flinch. It will be no use rubbing yourselves; you won't rub the marks out that I shall give you. Now get to work, every boy!" 

'Ahr Mary's Bonnet', a poem by John Hartley.
Have yo seen awr Mary's bonnet?

It's a stunner - nooa mistak!

Ther's a bunch o' rooasies on it,

An' a feather daan her back.

Yollo ribbons an' fine laces,

An' a cock-a-doodle-doo,

An' raand her bonny face is

A string o' posies blue.

When shoo went to church last Sunday,

T' parson could'nt finnd his text;

An' fat old Mistress Grundy

Sed, 'Eh, Mary! pray what next!'

T' lads wink'd at one another-

T'lasses snikered i' ther glee,

An' t' whooal o't' congregation

Had her bonnet i' ther ee.

Sooin t'singers started singin',

But they braik daan one bi one,

For t'hymn wor on 'The flowers

Of fifty summers gone.',

But when they saw awr Mary,

They made a mullock on it,

For they thowt' at all them flaars

Had been put on Mary's bonnet.

Then t'parson said mooast kindly,

'Ther wor noa offence intended;

But flaar shows wor aht o' place,

I' t' church wheeare saints attended.

An' if his errin sister wished

To finnd her way to glory;

Shoo shouldn't carry on her heead,

A whooal conssarvatory.'

Nah, Mary isn't short o' pluck,

Shoo jumpt up in a minnit,

Shoo lukt as if shoo'd swollo t' church,

An' ivverybody in it.
'Parson,' shoo said, 'yor heead is bare-

Nowt in it an' nowt on it;

Suppooas yo put some flaars thear,

Like theease 'at's in my bonnet.'

Shoo jumpt up in a minnit

Shoo lukt as if shoo'd swollo t'church

An' ivverybody in it.

'Parson,' shoo said,'yor heead is bare-

Nowt in it an' nowt on it

Suppooas yo put some flaarsthear

Like theease 'at's in my bonnet'

© Poem appears in "Yorkshire Dialect Classics" By A Kellet, Country Publications Ltd 1995

'Bowton's Yard', a poem by Sam Laycock
At number one, i' Bowton's yard, mi gronny keeps a skoo,

But hasn't mony scholars yeat, hoo's only one or two;

They sen th' owd woman's rather cross,- well, well, it may be so;

Aw know hoo box'd me rarely once, an' pood mi ears an' o.

At number two lives widow Burns-hoo weshes clooas for folk

Their Billy, that's her son, gets jobs at wheelin' coke;

They sen hoo coarts wi' Sam-o'-Neds, at lives at number three;

It may be so, aw conno tell, it matters nowt to me.

At number three, reet facin' th' pump, Ned Grimshaw keeps a shop;

He's Eccles-cakes, an' gingerbread, an' treacle beer, an' pop;

He sells oat-akes an' o, does Ned, he has boath soft an' hard,

An' everybody buys off him 'at lives i' Bowton's yard.

At number four Jack Blunderick lives; he goes to th'mill an' wayves;

An' then, at th' week-end, when he's time, he pows a bit an' shaves;

He's badly off, is Jack, poor lad; he's rayther lawm, they sen,

An' his childer keep him deawn a bit-aw think they'n nine or ten.

At number five aw live mysel', wi' owd Susannah Grimes,

But dunno loike so very weel-hoo turns me eawt sometimes;

An' wen awm in there's ne'er no leet, aw have to ceawer i'th'dark;

Aw conno pay mi lodgin' brass, becose awm eawt o' wark.

At number seven there's nob'dy lives, they left it yesterday,

Th' bum-baylis coom an' mark'd their things, and took 'em o away;

They took 'em in a donkey-cart-aw know nowt wheer they went-

Aw recon they'n bin ta'en and sowd becose they owed some rent.

An' neaw awve done aw'll say good-bye, an' leave yo' for awhile;

Aw know aw have n't towd mi tale i' sich a first-rate style;

But iv yo're pleased awm satisfied, an' ax for no reward

For tellin' who mi nayburs are at live i' Bowton's yard.

© Appears in "Warblin's fro' an old songster" by Samuel Laycock. Heywood 1893.
Workhouse Memories
(extract from the memoirs of someone who went to St Luke's Workhouse when he was a small child).

I went into the Workhouse when I was five, just old enough to be starting school. There were three of us brothers but the other two were older and went into another part of the Workhouse. Where I was was mixed (sex) and we were known to everybody as the Workhouse Brats. We all dressed alike in Norfolk suits, short trousers and long black stockings and a white collar and later we went into a stiff collar that went round your neck and near cut your throat. 

We were under a Foster Mother and she had so many children that she had to do for and sometimes she lost her temper with us,same as you had a limited time to get to and from school, it took half an hour to get there and if we were late we were caned or made to do without pudding, that sort of thing,which was very little we did get anyway. It was such things as bread and porridge that we had mainly, sometimes a bit of jam but not much sugar in tea or cocoa, in fact very lean times. 

As I've said, we had to go to school and as I like animals, horses especially, and they used to be washing the fetlocks of these horses that were doing the carriage work and me and a pal stayed five minutes one day to watch them and when we got 'home' we both got caned with one of those swish canes, five on each hand. 

We all had to do our share of the housework, bit of dusting, bedmaking, or polishing the fireside, black lead then and the floors were stone and we had to do them with scouring or 'ruddle' stone and we had to go to the cemetery and get this stone out of the open graves and carry it back by the bucket full.
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