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of the heads are bent and downcast ; some of the faces

peer forward, and sallow masks of human counte-

nances lift, with a look set beyond the mill—toward

who can siiy what vain horizon ! The Stream wan-

ders slowly toward the Houses of Labour, although

whipped by invisible scourge of Need. Without

this incentive and spur, think you it would pursue

a direction toward thirteen hours of toil, shut from air

and sxmlight and day, taking in its rank the women,

the young girl and the little child ?

The tone of the gai-ments is somber and gray,

blending with the gray of the dawn ; or red, blending

with the earth stains of the peculiar Southern soil;

or claylike and pale yellow. Many of the faces are

pallid, some are tense, most of thcni are indifTercnt,

dulled by toil and yet not all unintelligent. Those

who are familiar with the healthy type of the decent

workmen of the West and East must draw their

distincti(jns as they consider this peculiar, unfamiliar

class. The Southern mill-hand's face is unique—

a

fearful type, whose perusal is not pleasant or

cheerful to the character-reader, to the lover of

humanity or to the prophet of the future. Thus they

defile: men with felt hats drawn over their brows;

women, sunbonneted or hatloss; children barefoot,

bareheaded, ragged, unwashed. Unwashed these

labourers have gone to bed; unwashed they have

arisen. To their garments cling the bits of cotton,

the threads of cotton, the i^trands of roping, badges


