

Two grubby faces, rough with mud and flecked with oil, with unwashed hair crammed under an even grubbier hat. Tim tried to smile, but the gaps where his teeth had been pulled out made even a smile look like a grimace. Jim pushed his lips firmly together, knowing his teeth were too black to show anyone. 

Worn, tight, broken: the shoes on their feet were hardly shoes at all. Every single stone in the road and crack on the pavement could be felt through their thin soles. Unfortunately, these were the only shoes they owned at all. With string instead of shoelace, and no socks to wear, Jim and Tim felt happy to have shoes at all.

The work jugs felt heavier than they did at four o clock this morning. The jugs were like strange metallic extensions of their arms[image: ], they were permanently attached to their hands. The metal moaned and cracked as the hot water expanded the joints; then hissed crossly as the cold contracted the sides again. Small red blisters formed on the palms of their hands, and they popped painfully when they gripped the handles too tightly.1.
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Scowling and sighing, David dug his hands into his small pockets, balling his hands into tiny fists to try and make them fit. David's mum and dad weren't at the same workhouse as him; David hadn't seen his mother or father for a long time. When the others left at the end of each day and returned to their little brothers and sisters and parents and aunties and uncles, David went back to a room of strangers, who tried to steal his covers and pinch his Sunday bun. 
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