
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

A carpet of love 
 

One day a man, fat and scary, came to my village to ask my family about me. I didn’t 

have the faintest clue of the reason why he was interested in me.  

My parents thought that it was time for me to give back what I had received so 

far; they had been filling my belly of almost nothing for 12 or 13 years (I really can’t say 

my exact age). So,  it was that day that I discovered  I was worth a handful of coins and 

it was with this feeling of self-satisfaction that I was sold to become… a slave. 

We took off from the village quickly, and  during a ten-hour rough journey to our 

destination, I understood that the man was a loom owner and I would work for him in his 

factory. 

When we got there it was late at night and I was hungry and tired; I was given a piece 

of stale bread and a jar of water. A charmless and bad-tempered lady , the boss’s wife, 

led me to a dark room where other boys of my age were already sleeping on hard benches 

covered in rags. The owners must have surely thought that it was for the benefit of their 

backs! The smell was awful . I curled up on a bench and fell asleep. 

The next morning the owner brought all of us to a huge warehouse ; it was dirty and the 

windows above let very little light and air pass through. I remember  the intolerable  noise 

of the machines.  I was made to sit at a loom. 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

The boss made a mark on the loom and ordered me to weave a carpet up to that mark. 

If I failed to do so, I had to go on working by candlelight in order to reach that mark. But 

it was so difficult! Almost everyday I worked late at night and couldn’t get enough sleep 

to start a new day.  

My days were all the same. I had to weave carpets from morning to night and I got just 

some basic food, often half-cooked, around 12.30. It was hard to swallow it. I was 

starving !And if I asked for more I would only taste  his whip. 

When I was tired and sleepy and slowed down my work, my “benefactor” kindly reminded 

me my duty with the stick of the loom.  He said he beat me up to strenghten me. 

While working at the loom, my fingers often got cut and nipped. When this happened, I 

showed my wounds to the boss’s wife and asked for an ointment to relieve my pain. She 

had an unequalled method instead: she poured a little bit of kerosene on my wounds and 

struck a match on them. It was terribly painful! Then I was sent back to the loom . I was 

to afraid to tell her that her remedy didn’t work at all and the wounds kept bleeding till I 

couldn’t weave anymore. 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We were all confined in that warehouse 

for 12 hours a day but, lucky for us, we 

were allowed to go to the bathroom once 

in a day. 

Day by day I got homesick and started 

to think to run away to a better place but 

I was afraid that, if I got caught, I’d be 

beaten up mercylessly.  

I felt hopeless…  

One day, a gentleman with a jolly face, 

came to the factory to buy some 

carpets, I believed. While walking 

around the looms, he seemed more 

interested in the children than in the 

carpets. He observed carefully our faces 

and our hands, he looked everyone right 

in the eyes and when he was close to 

me, reached out to caress my dirty hair. 

Then he left, without saying a word. 



 

 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After a few days, a great racket scared us to death, we saw people running and 

screaming when  the police broke in  to rescue all the children slaves; I was terrified. 



 

 
 

 

But then I realized that the gentleman was there too; he picked me and the others up 

and took us to a safe place. 

There we could wash ourselves and be fed with a good meal and finally we could sleep 

well on real mattresses. I can’t describe my happyness after so many days of hard labour, 

fear and pain. The next day we were sent to school for basic rights education. To school… 

Was I, dreaming? What was ordinary in the life of common people was true felicity to me. 

Later on  I understood that the man was not a customer. He didn’t buy any carpet, he 

wrapped me in  a carpet of love to feel safe and cared, because he worked for a NGO. 

I’m neither Oliver nor David, I’m Rajhid; I don’t live in 19th century London but a very 

poor village of Uttar Pradesh, in India, 2020. 

 

 

And this is my true story. 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 


