15th January 1843
Dear diary,
Today was a dreadful day. The blankets, which should cover us, have been taken away by the master – probably to sell.
It all started this morning. I woke by a bitter wind coming through the many cracks and crevices in the windows and doors. My blanket has already been missing for several days. I am convinced that the master has sold them to make himself a bit of money. 
By the time I reached the front of the long queue for the washing bowl, the water was freezing and looked like a pool of mud. However desperate I am, I wasn’t going to wash in that! Disgusted, I went my way to breakfast.
[bookmark: _Hlk65095072][bookmark: _GoBack]I could not believe the day I was having! Then the workhouse made us do the most boring job ever! We had to sit with a huge ball of string. We pulled apart all of the threads! We ate our lunch after we finished all of that but it was more cold porridge – YUCK!
