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Tom did play hookey, and he had a very good
time. He got back home barely in time to help Jim,
the small colored boy, saw next-day’s wood and split
the kindlings before supper--at least he was there in
time to tell his adventures to Jim while Jim did three-
fourths of the work. Tom’s younger brother (or rather
half-brother) Sid was already through with his part
of the work (picking up chips), for he was a quiet
boy, and had no adventurous, troublesome ways.

B EL Rk T, BRI i EIRARIE

GBRAT bR A T — R M TE MR DR AT RS —
RAEIA K , BERS | K Se—— 2 B FEIRAE LT
TS ST, TG AR ST T 3/4, (BB
s ap (HREIHb IR A SRR 350 ) BB T5E T b
IS L (GRS, R AR LR, AAD
FHLERHE, WAEM ML,

i



A

While Tom was eating his supper, and stealing sugar
as opportunity offered, Aunt Polly asked him questions
that were full of guile, and very deep -- for she wanted
to trap him into damaging revealments. Like many other
simple-hearted souls, it was her pet vanity to believe
she was endowed with a talent for dark and mysterious
diplomacy, and she loved to contemplate her most trans-
parent devices as marvels of low cunning. She said:
“Tom, it was middling warm in school, warn’t it?”’
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“Yes'm.” “Pretty warm, warn’t it?” ¥esiimn.”
“Didn’t you want to go in a-swimming, Tom?” A
bit of a scare shot through Tom -- a touch of uncom-
fortable suspicion. He searched Aunt Polly’s face,
but it told him nothing. So he said: “No'm -- well,

not very much.”
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The old lady reached out her hand and felt Tom’s
shirt, and said:“But you ain’t too warm now,
though.” And it flattered her to reflect that she had
discovered that the shirt was dry without anyone
knowing that that was what she had in her mind.
But in spite of her,Tom knew where the wind lay,
now. So he forestalled what might be the next move:
“Some of us pumped on our heads--mine’s damp
yet.See?”
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Aunt Polly was vexed to think she had overlooked
that bit of circumstantial evidence, and missed a trick.
Then she had a new inspiration: “Tom, you didn’t
have to undo your shirt collar where I sewed it, to
pump on your head, did you? Unbutton your jacket!”
The trouble vanished out of Tom’s face. He opened

his jacket. His shirt collar was securely sewed.
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“Bother! Well, go ’long with you. I"d made sure
you'd played hookey and been a-swimming. But I
forgive ye, Tom. I reckon you’re a kind of a singed
cat, as the saying is--better’n you look. This time.”
She was half sorry her sagacity had miscarried, and
half glad that Tom had stumbled into obedient con-

duct for once.
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But Sidney said: “Well, now, if I didn’t think you
sewed his collar with white thread, but it’s black.”
“Why, I did sew it with white! Tom!” But Tom did
not wait for the rest. As he went out at the door he

said: “Siddy, I'll lick you for that.”
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“She’d never noticed if it hadn’t been for Sid. Con-
found it! sometimes she sews it with white, and
sometimes she sews it with black. I wish to geeminy
she’d stick to one or t’other--1 can’t keep the run of
‘em. But I bet you I'll lam Sid for that. I'll learn
him!” He was not the Model Boy of the village. He

knew the model boy very well though--and loathed
him.
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Saturday morning was come. Tom appeared on
the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-
handled brush. He surveyed the fence, and all glad-
ness left him and a deep melancholy settled down
upon his spirit. Thirty yards of board fence nine feet
high. Life to him seemed hollow, and existence but
a burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and passed it

along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did
it again.
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He 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. Bringing water from the town
pump had always been hateful work in Tom’s eyes,

before, but now it did not strike him so.
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He remembered that there was company at the
pump. White, mulatto, and negro boys and girls were
always there waiting their turns, resting, trading
playthings, quarrelling, fighting, skylarking. And he
remembered that although the pump was only a hun-
dred and fifty yards off, Jim never got back with a
bucket of water under an hour--and even then some-
body generally had to go after him. Tom said: “Say,
Jim, I'll fetch the water if you’ll whitewash some.”
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