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The Water Babies
The following three extracts are from the first chapter of ‘The Water
Babies’ by Charles Kingsley. The first two extracts tell you a little about
Tom and his way of life and the final one concerns his work in the
chimneys of a large country house.
Extract 1
Once upon a time there was a little chimney-sweep, and his name was
Tom. That is a short name, and you have heard it before, so you will
not have much trouble in remembering it. He lived in a great town in
the North country, where there were plenty of chimneys to sweep, and
plenty of money for Tom to earn and his master to spend. He could not
read nor write, and did not care to do either; and he never washed
himself, for there was no water up the court where he lived.
Extract 2
He cried half his time, and laughed the other half. He cried when he
had to climb the dark flues, rubbing his poor knees and elbows raw;
and when the soot got into his eyes, which it did every day in the week;
and when he had not enough to eat, which happened every day in the
week likewise. And he laughed the other half of the day, when he was
tossing half-pennies with the other boys, or playing leap-frog over the
posts, or bowling stones at the horses’ legs as they trotted by, which
last was excellent fun, when there was a wall at hand behind which to
hide.
Extract 3
And then the housekeeper turned them into a grand room, all covered
up in sheets of brown paper, and bade them begin, in a lofty and
tremendous voice; and so after a whimper or two, and a kick from his
master, into the grate Tom went, and up the chimney, while a
housemaid stayed in the room to watch the furniture; to whom Mr.
Grimes paid many playful and chivalrous compliments, but met with
very slight encouragement in return.
How many chimneys he swept I cannot say: but he swept so many
that he got quite tired, and puzzled too, for they were not like the town
flues to which he was accustomed, but such as you would find – if you
would only get up them and look, which perhaps you would not like to
do – in old country-houses, large and crooked chimneys, which had
been altered again and again, till they ran into one another. So Tom
fairly lost his way in them; not that he cared much for that, though he
was in pitchy darkness, for he was as much at home in a chimney as
a mole is underground; but at last, coming down as he thought the
right chimney, he came down the wrong one, and found himself
standing on the hearthrug in a room the like of which he had never
seen before.
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