
 

A poem found by Sheila Hardy in the Ipswich Journal of 1894 

about the segregation of married couples in workhouses and 

just how they felt about it! 

 

"Taint the vittles' or the fustian 

 Or the leathers I so mind. 

'Tis my Betsey and the padlocks 

 And the old ways left behind. 

 

When at night I lie so lone-like,  

Do I know where Betsey be? 

Somewhere down a mile of passage  

But her face I seldom see. 

 

Save on Sundays 'cross the chapel  

'Mongst the other women stowed, 

When I sight her nodding t'wards me.  

Thinks I, I must shriek aloud. 

 

Parson he aint half a bad 'un,  

Gov'nor he is always civil, 

But my Betsey and the padlocks,  

Make me sometimes half a devil. 

 

Would the upper gentries like it?  

Would the keep cost any more? 

Shouldn't we have better heart  

To work the pump and scrub the floor?" 
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