Textile Life

The life of a textile worker

is trouble and worry and fears.

We can never get through what we are expected to do
If we work at it ninety nine years.

There are lots and scores of people

Don't seem to understand

That when God made man, he made him out of sand
And he only gave him two hands.

With these two hands he said labor,
And that we are willing to do.

But he gave us six days to do our work,
And not try to do it all in two.

We have the stretch-out system

And it spreads throughout the mill

Two-thirds of the people it has sent to hospitals
And the other one-third it has killed.

We have what is called a production

And it hurts us in many ways,

If we can't reach that we must get our hat
And stay out a couple of days.

We get our pay envelope,

and oh how ugly it looks

It is mashed so flat until it looks

Just like it was stamped by an elephant's foot.

Our troubles and trials are many

Our dollars and cents are few

The Butcher, the Doctor, the Merchant we owe
And sometimes the undertaker too.

There is one little word called unearned
And that causes us evil to think

It appears on the face of our pay envelope
And its surely put there with red ink.

Sometimes the snow is fast falling
And we don't even have wood or coal
This is only part of a textile life

But the half can never be told.



