
    During my late summer excursion,  I enjoyed a little 
adventure, which, though devoid of all romance, will 
always afford me pleasing recollections, and which I 
flatter myself will not be remembered without interest 
by those who were the principal  figures in the scene.  
That scene was a stage-coach, and the principal figures, 
be I surprised, gentle reader, were two young factory 
girls.  Perhaps I should not have said adventure in the 
first place ; the affair was one of still life, and for aught 
I know, of daily occurrence.  It consisted merely of an 
unexpected meeting and social intercourse between 
persons who had never met before, and may never 
meet again in this world, but who were surprised to 
find themselves at home in each other’s company, and 
parted with a regret they had not anticipated at the 
beginning of their ride.
     I had set out almost alone in the  coach from the 
pretty town of N.----, and  wrapped  in  my cloak, en-
joyed the ever changing prospects that spread around 
on either  hand.   When  we had proceeded a few 
miles,  I observed a farmer  in his shirt-sleeves driving  
furiously  in  his  little waggon  to overtake the stage, 
which our con- ductor as soon as he noticed him, 
allowed him to do. He was accompanied by two girls, 
who, as it turned out, were his daughters, for whom he 
was desirous of obtaining a passage to a town at some 
distance, where they were about to visit a relative. Their 
appearance was prepossessing; their features, manners, 
and  dress, were as nearly what we call genteel  as is 
consistent with the simplicity naturally resulting from 
their country residence and education. The greatest 
propriety and modesty marked their behaviour; they 
soon showed a very respectable degree of intelligence, 
and, what heightened their loveliness most of all, they 
seemed to be unaffectedly pious. But I must beg pardon 
for so unskilful a drawing of their  general character.  I 
should have left it to the detail of our conversations to 
exhibit these points, and at the  same time to display 
the shades of difference between the sisters.
     They had some acquaintance with two of the 
passengers, and I contented myself at first with being 
a silent auditor. It was not long ere I learned to my 
astonishment, that these sensible and lady-like individ-
uals were operatives in a factory. Some passing remark 
of one of our fellow travellers addressed to myself, 
admitted me into the circle, and gave me an opportu-

nity of drawing out the maidens of the factory. Though 
modest, they had no awkward diffidence or prudery, 
and I soon learned much of their mode of life, their pe-
culiarities of feeling, and the resources they possessed 
in themselves and in the state of society where they 
were brought up.
     “I suppose,” said I to Mercy, the younger sister, 
“some of the factories are now not in operation.”
     “O yes, a good many of the girls and other factory 
people have been discharged.”
     “That is a great calamity to them, I suppose,” said I, 
thinking of the condition of manufacturing people of 
Great Britain and  France; “how do you get on under 
these circumstances, with out employment?”
     “We factory girls,” she replied, “to be sure, lose the 
opportunity of making some money at such a time, but 
we just return to our parents, and go on in the family 
as we used to do before we went to the factory.”
     If any of your parents are encumbered with large 
families,” said I, “and in straitened circumstances, then 
the case must be hard.”
     “There are not many hereabouts so badly off,” said 
she, “but in such cases, as girls are always in demand 
for help (i. e. as servants in families,) they can have an 
opportunity of earning something in that way.”
     Looking  towards  Fanny,  the  other sister,  who was  
rather delicate  in  make  and  color, I said, “I should 
have thought young girls would like household em-
ployments better; don’t you find the   confinement, the 
close air, the  crowding and  the constrained postures 
injurious to health?” Fanny  gave an expressive smile, 
as I said this. She comprehended at once that I was 
totally in the dark  on the whole subject, and that 
it would require a long explanation, or rather long 
explanations to afford me the light I needed.  But she 
undertook the task,   not volubly or loudly, nor yet 
grudgingly or superciliously.
     “We are not confined in the factories any more than 
we please ; in this neighborhood, we are paid by the 
yard or the cut, for what we do, and we do more or 
less, as convenience suits. If we are sick, or getting a 
little worsted, we can go home for a while. I have never 
found the situation at all injurious to my health.”
     “But the close air must be prejudicial to ma ny,” said 
I.
     “It is not pleasant at first,” was the reply, “but we get 
used to it, and I have never heard it complained of here 
as unwholesome, or at least to very few.”
     “Are not the postures fatiguing, unnatural, and hurt-
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ful?” I enquired.
     “Not at all in our cotton mills,” said she, “and we 
change our work if we get tired : from twist ing webs we 
can resort to weaving, &c., for a turn.”
     “In your cotton factories,” I inquired, “do not the 
fine fibres, mixing with the air, irri tate the lungs and 
bring on consumption ?”
     “They may with a few,” she replied, “but there is no 
work which is not hurtful to some persons.”
     “Still I have a notion,” I urged, “that the greater free-
dom and the variety of kinds of work in domestic life 
would be more agreeable and salutary.”
     “Why, Sir, the fact is we like the factory, be cause 
there we are more independent ; and then as to the 
different kinds of work in housekeep ing, some of them 
are very unpleasant, and even almost degrading.”
     “Yon astonish me” said I; “more independ ent
in the factory ?”
     “Yes, Sir,” she answered, “we go thither of choice; we 
work as much as we choose, and come away when we 
choose.”
     “But then can you always secure yourselves good 
treatment ?”  said I.  “Can you prevent bad inmates 
from being thrust in among you, and avoid any im-
proper freedoms from the men employed about the 
establishment ?”
     “Perfectly well,” she replied; “should anything dis-
agreeable be attempted, we should all quit work, and 
leave the factory in a body if the
offender were retained, nor could other girls be ob-
tained to take our places.”
     How completely, thought I, have the principles of 
the pilgrims disarmed these establishments of the very 
evils I should most have apprehended! But the founda-
tion of all this good order and contented industry was 
to be still more clearly developed.
     “At what age,” I asked, “are children em  ployed in 
these factories ?”
     “Some are sent at eight or nine years of age,” said 
she, “but that is thought very wrong if it can be avoid-
ed.”
     “I think,” said Mercy, “a factory is a very bad place 
for young children. They ought to go to school first ; 
for though we can leave off at times for a while, and 
always are allowed enough leisure to learn something, 
yet mere children will not do this of themselves, and 
parents who send them so young to factories, do not 
care to school them.”
     Here was presented in bold relief,  the  influence of 

the New England Common School System.  This made 
the whole affair assume a new aspect, and I began  to  
comprehend in some degree the    real state of the case.  
I silent ly reflected on the points our conversation had 
touched on ;  it was not quite so connected, I should 
observe, nor so condensed as it appears here on paper 
; but I find memory does not enable me to give it all 
those little turns, transitions and pleasantries which 
at  once prolonged and enlivened it.  It was however in 
substance what I state, and the answers to my inquiries 
were quite as clear and as pointed as I have made them.
     “Much as you like the factory,” I resumed, “I fancy 
you do not calculate on staying there always; your com-
parative dislike to housekeep ing will one of these days 
be overcome.”
     Fanny smiled again.
     “Will not your present habits and occupations 
render you less qualified for domestic cares and duties, 
when you do assume them ?” said I.
     “Oh, time enough to think of that, Sir,” she answered 
; “we began first with house work and it is not so hard 
to understand, that we cannot easily return to it, when 
we are obliged to.  One can get into the way of it after a 
while.
     We dropped one passenger after another, as we rode 
on ; and at length I was the only gentleman left in the 
coach. Beside Fanny and Mercy, there was one indi-
vidual, who was also, I believe, accustomed to work in 
a large establishment. As we passed through a closely 
wooded piece of ground, I was called from a reverie 
into which I had fallen for a moment, by the united 
voices of the trio engaged in singing some favorite 
pieces. Before I ventured to look round at them, I 
listened attentively--I ought perhaps to confess fastid-
iously, but all was so correct and so natural, that my 
surprise was soon lost in sincere delight. I do not mean 
that they were artistes, but there was no country twang, 
nor any aim at display ; the whole was just the result 
of innocent vivacity and love of the exercise, and the 
freedom with which they thus volunteered to perform 
it in the company of an entire stranger, spoke volumes 
in favor of the condition of society, where these young 
and unguarded females,  unconscious of imaginary 
distinctions of station, acted and felt as unrestrained in 
the stage coach, as if under the roof of their father.  In 
fact, it is well known to all travellers, that female pas-
sengers are invariably treated with the greatest propri-
ety, and even deference in the public con veyances of 
our country, and they not only feel safe from intrusion 

2



and insult, but are so. When they had finished their 
little piece, I expressed my pleasure and begged them 
to repeat it or add another.  Frankly consenting, they 
conferred a moment and then proceeded.   One song 
or hymn followed another ;  some of my selection-
--some of their own, until we approached the next 
village, which event stopped for a time the pleasing 
little concert.  When we were again at a suitable part 
of the road, they expressed a wish to be repaid in the 
same way, and though a poor songster, I felt bound to 
acquiesce.  “Oft in the stilly night” was my choice, and 
as they had never heard it, they praised the verses and 
the tune (not the singing) with unaffected warmth. 
The words I then recited, that they might receive the 
ideas more distinctly, and likewise that I might notice 
the effect on them. Their sensibility, as those touching 
lines were uttered, was well marked. From the predom-
inance of sacred music in their performances, we were 
naturully led to speak of the kindred subject of relig ion 
: and here as in other matters, I was pleased with the 
good sense and general information they manifested.  
Their religious feelings were expressed in the manner 
which John Newton has
well illustrated by a comparison with sugar in a cup of 
tea, so well diffused as to give a relish to the mass,--not 
conspicuous as in lumps, or forced on your attention 
by its mastering the proper flavor of the draught.
     I could not part from these pleasant young com-
panions without giving them my address, and asking 
in return their names, Fanny and Mercy J----, of N----. 
I am far from representing them as prodigies. I wish 
I may be understood to attribute no distinguished 
beauty, refinement, or learning to them.   They evident-
ly were unconscious of any peculiarity or superiority 
in themselves, and I firmly believe there are in New 
England this day, some thousands of equally intelligent 
and sweet young Factory Girls.
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