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Childhood

Charlotte Bronte

It was in the cold weather, which follows the shortest day that we first
came to England. I was a little child at the time—perhaps four years old, or
between that and five. The sea voyage if well remembered by me; the milky
greenness of the waves, the curl of the foam, the dark meeting of December
sea and sky, the glinting sea-birds and passing ships, made each an imprint
on my vision which I yet retain-worn but not obliterated.

Where did we come? Where had we lived? What occasioned this
voyage? Memory puzzles herself to reply to these questions. She reflects
with finger raised to her lips and eyes bent on the pavement. She turns to her
chronicle and searches its faded pages where the records are so pale, brief,
and broken:this if all she reads—We came from a place where the buildings
were numerous and stately, where before white house-fronts there rose
here and there trees straight as spires, where there was one walk broad and
endlessly long, down which on certain days rolled two tides one of people on
roses, scarves fluttering, little parasols gay as tulips;and the other of carriages
rolling along rapid and quiet. Indeed, all was quiet in this walk—it was a
mysterious place;full of people but without noise.

We had lived in a house with slippery floors and no carpets;a house
with many mirrors and many windows. In this house I know there was a
hall with a door of red and violet glass, blowing brilliant in the shade of that
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end opposite the entrance. The bright portal opened into a garden, small but
green, where there was turf, many flowers, and one tree. What chiefly made
it green and filled it with leaf was the curtain of vines concealing the high
walls-vines I know they were, because I remember both the grapes and the
curied tendrils.

With whom did we live? To this question | can only reply with my
father;and of him I have twenty reminiscences, but they are all scant and
fragmentary. My farther-papa, as 1 called him-was the origin of all the
punishments I had in those early days. I had an unreasonable wish to be
always with him;and to this end, whenever the nurse who had charge of
me turned her back, I was apt to escape from the nursery and seek the
study. Then I was caught, shaken, and sometimes whipped, which I well
deserved. Whether my father knew how much I prized his presence 1 cannot
pronounce. He was much engaged all day, frequently out, and when at home
other gentlemen were with him;but it often happened of an evening that he
would suddenly enter the nursery, come up to me as I sat in my little chair,
stand a moment looking down at me, and as I held up my arms, full of
pleasure, he would stoop, lift me, take me to his heart and say, “Polly may
come downstairs now and be papa’ s littlie visitors. ” h

Papa had a wonderfully interesting style conversation, intelligible to my
childish brain, delightful to my childish heart. He charmed while he taught
me. I think he had a quick, fiery temper: his brain was indeed gentle for me,
but not always for others. I remember him both hasty and stem, but never
with me. I never irritated him, never feared to do so. How I liked to stroke
his dark face with my hands, to stand on his knees and comb his hair, to rest
my head against his shoulder and thus fall asleep!
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. Whitewash

'Mark Twain |

Saturday morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and
fresh, and brimming with life. There was a song in every heart;and if the
heart was young the music issued at the lips. There was cheer in every face
and a spring in every step. The locust-trees were in bloom and the fragrance
of the blossoms filled the air.

Tom appeared on the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a
long-handled brush. He surveyed the fence, and all gladness left him and
a deep melancholy settled down upon his spirit. Sighing, he dipped his
brush and passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it
again;compared the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching
continent of unwhitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged.

Jim came skipping out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing Buffalo
Gals. Tom said: “Say, Jim, I’ 11 fetch the water if you’ 11 whitewash some. ”

Jim shook his head and said: “Can’ t, Mars Tom. Ole missis, she tole
me I got to go an’ git dis water an’ not stop foolin” roun’ wid anybody. ”

“Oh, never you mind what she said, Jim. Gimme the bucket—I won”’ t

\ % B«"ﬂ
N % e/ be gone only a a minute. ”
vf%*’ 7 " ‘.‘\r o . y
*fg; | ;’yf “Oh, I dasn’ t, Ole missis she’ dtake an’ tar de head off” nme.’
1
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“She! She never licks anybody. She talks awful, but talk don’ t hurt
anyways it don’ t if she don’ t cry. Jim, I’ 1l give you a marvel. I’ 1 gi&e
you a white alley! ” |

Jim began to waver.

“And besides, if you will I’ 11 show you my sore toe. ”

Jim was only human-this attraction was too much for him. He put down
his pail,'took the white alley, and bent over the toe with absorbing interest.
In another moment he was flying down the street with his pail and a tingling
rear, Tom was whitewashing with vigor, and Aunt Polly was retiring from the
field with a slipper in her hand and triumph in her eye.

But Tom’s energy did not last. Soon the free boys would come tripping
along on all sorts of delicious expeditions, and they would make a world of
fun of him for having to work—the very thought of it burnt him like fire. At
this dark and hopeless moment an inspiration burst upon him! Nothing less
than a great, magnificent inspiration.

He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove
in sight presently —the very boy, of all boys, whose ridicule he had been
dreading. He was eating an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop, at
intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for he
was personating a steamboat.

Tom went on whitewashing-paid no attention to the steamboat. Ben
stared a moment and then said: “Hi-Yi! You’ re up a stump, ain’ t you! ”

No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist, then
he gave his brush another gentle sweep and surveyed the result, as before.
Ben ranged up alongside of him. Tom” s mouth watered for the apple, but he

stuck to his work.




AL R P

ST TR, 7

“HbAg g Al AR B . MR R E XL, i)
FIVRBH AR T —— R B AR sh R K 0 Rk B3 )L, 1,
HEWR—MHFIEIL, HIR—EALTIL! 7

IR BN T .

A, HW, BIRIRENIEE, RIEHIRERIFR EEK
Bkko 7

HHERE N NA—X MBEE ARV LER KK T . T
KA, Bl AARTIL, BRAMNBULE TR TE GBI KK
ARRIRE . AR, 5 IHSRAAN i F A T, —FRIEE
R TR B o 1 0 R AP AR SR 4 B AR, M T g A A R
TiEER T, HRERER A5 AR

A, GEEXBT LR E A . B E—& )0, ARk
JOEE A 5 27 T D02 i e Bk ot B o oFe , OB\ T TR S Bt Rk, B2
FEAATE WA TS A RETLI A, — & Sii— KSR,
EEX L M0 BARAE T — Wk —8E . 1E7E M I Bl i 45 2 A
ik, MZSRE T —MFEE. XEAERMERIT ST

b ERRI T, S Ll TEER, A—2IL, & - BRI —
B — Bk B T ——ERT A T, XA BB AN EELG
WHRBIEN, MIEAZSER, REHE B — SRR g —
M, BR—2LESRURTTR SR A S ITITY | 0TI Y
H, SRS — BRI

IR R MRS, AN EBESIR RN, A& - BRI K
IREGHTH WA T —2JL, B “BIVF, RXERm? 7E3Z50E, &
AE? 7

DI 112 o U T 20 AR S a0 HR o 4005 b B O R 3 Ao A8 — Bk
Wi, BRERRME 7T, GRIAIRETRE A CHBRR, & - %
ANWHE EROR VR B 55 . B WARNER, e BEm Ok, arbid
FEAREE b Y 5 o

%
\!

gf

“f’r'
(



Philosophy of Life—the Pillow Book

Ben said: “Hello, old chap, you got to work, hey? ”

Tom wheeled suddenly and said: “Why, it’s you, Ben! I warn’t
noticing. ”

“Say—1" m going in a swimming, [ am. Don’ t you wish you could?
But of course you’ d druther work-wouldn’ t you? ”

Tom contemplated the boy a bit, and said: “What do you call work? ”

“Why, ain’ t that work? ”

Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly: “ Well,
maybe it is, and maybe it ain’ t. All I know, is, it suits Tom Sawyer. ”

“Oh come, now, you don’ t mean to let on that you like it? ”

“Like it? Well, I don’ t see why [ oughtn’ t to like it. Does a boy get a
chance to whitewash a fence every day? ”

That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom
swept his brush daintily back and forth-stepped back to note the effect-added
a touch here and there criticised the effect again— Ben watching every move
and getting more and more interested, more and more absorbed. Presently he
said: “Say, Tom, let me whitewash a little. ”

Tom considered, was about to consent; but he altered his mind: “No-
no-1 reckon it wouldn’t hardly do, Ben. You see, Aunt Polly’s awful
particular about this fence-right here on the street, you know —but if it was
the back fence I wouldn’ t mind and she wouldn’ t. ”

“Oh come, now — lemme just try. Only just a little. ”

“Ben, 1’ d like to, honest injun;but Aunt Polly...Now don’ t you see
how I’ m fixed? If you was to tackle this fence and anything was to happen
to it...”

“Oh, shucks, I’ 11 be just as careful. Say—1" 11 give you the core of my
apple. ”

“Well, here...No, Ben, now don’ t. I’ m afeard...”

“I’ 1l give you all of it! ”




