At the workhouse

The porter pulls back the iron gates.  As I walk along the cobblestones that make my feet sound like they’re clapping, I look back at the overwhelming gates that earlier before awaited me.
The boy pulling the cart with Ma on looks as miserable as I am.  I have a feeling he’s been here before.  I look upon the dark, drab building that is inauspiciously going to be my new home, and one word comes into my mind: pain.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Ma looks even more lifeless, as she rocks to the right after the cart hits a bump. When I look at her, I wonder if she’ll even make it.
The boy pulls the cart to a stop at the dor. The boy reaches out and rings an ugly gold bell that looks as though it is on its last legs.  A high-pitched cry that suits a banshee echoes around us.  A woman, dressed all in white steps out. The boy mumbles something to her, and I step in….
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