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CHAPTER ONE

A YounG BATTLER

“Tom 1

No answer.

‘Tom!’

No answer.

‘What’s happened to that boy, I wonder?
You, Tom!’

No answer.

The old lady pulled her spectacles! down and
looked over them about the room. For a moment
she looked puzzied. Then she said to herself, not
fiercely, but still loud enough for the furniture to
hear, ‘If I do get hold of you, I'll ...~

She did not finish, for by this time she was
bending down and pushing under the bed with the
broom. She disturbed nothing but the cat.

‘Never did 1 see such a boy!’ she ex-
claimed?.

She went to the open door and looked out

1 spectacles: 2% 2 exclaim: 0T, 430U, K50
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towards the tomato vines in the garden.

No Tom.

So she lifted up her voice at an angle calcu-
lated for distance! , and shouted.

‘Y-o-u, Tom!’

There was a slight noise behind her, and she
turned just in time to seize a small boy by the
edge of his jacket and arrest his flight2.

‘There! 1 should have thought of that cup-
board. What have you been doing in there?’

‘ Nothing. ’

‘ Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at
your mouth. What is that stuff?’

‘I don’t know, Aunt.’

‘Well, I know. It’s jam, that’s what it is.
Forty times I’ve said if you didn’t let that jam
alone I'd skin3 you. Hand me that stick. ’

The stick hovered in the air* —the peril was
desperate—

‘My3 ! Look behind you, Aunt!’

The old lady whirled round and snatched her
skirts out of danger. The boy fled at that instant,
scrambled over the board fence, and disap-

1 angle calculated for distance: RER ], UBHNFEZESRE

2 arrest his flight: T, ALK 3 skin RIFHIRZ, EE
518, 1IBERIIHAETIA 4 The stick hovered in the air: 15 M
SIS 5 My: [GE,BBEH 100
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peared.

His Aunt Polly stood surprised a moment,
and then broke into a gentle laugh.

‘ Hang the boyl, can’t I ever learn anything?
He’s played enough tricks on me before. But
they’re always different, so how is a body to
know what’s coming? And he knows how long he
can tease me before I get angry. Then he makes
me laugh, and I can’t be cross. He’ll play hook-
ey? this afternoon, and I'll be obliged to make
him work tomorrow, to punish him. It’s hard to
make him work Saturdays, when all the boys are
having holiday, but he hates work more than he
hates anything else, and I've got to do my duty
by him, or I'll be the ruination3 of that child. ’

Tom did play hookey, and he had a very
good time. He got back home barely in time to
help Jim, the small servant boy, saw next-day’s
wood, and split kindlings* before supper. At
least, he was there in time to tell his adventures
to Jim while Jim did most of the work. Tom’s
younger brother (or rather half-brothers ) Sid was
already through with his part of the work ( pick-

1 Hang the boy: ILAAHAZFTE LN mRAMBER &, M2
RFALBRTNBLESE, ERUTPLPH ZERN” 2 play
hookey: 3% 3 ruination: W, N 4 kindlings: ( Z#R) 31
WE 5 half-brother: BRFIYAAIRLTH
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ing up chips), for he was a quiet boy, and had
no adventurous, troublesome ways.

While Tom was eating his supper, and stealing
sugar as opportunity offered! , Aunt Polly asked him
questions, believing them to be cunning, and
ones that would trap him.

Said she, ‘ Tom, it was warm in school,
wasn’t it?’

‘Yes, aunt. ’

‘ Very warm, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes, aunt.’

‘Didn’t you want to go swimming, Tom?’

A bit of a scare shot through Tom2—a touch
of uncomfortable suspicion. He searched Aunt
Polly’s face, but it told him nothing. So he said,
‘No, aunt—well, not very much. ’

The old lady reached out her hand, felt
Tom’s shirt, and said, ‘But you aren’t too warm
now, though.’ It pleased her to think that she
had discovered that his shirt was dry without any-
one knowing what was in her mind.

But Tom guessed her purpose, and said hur-
riedly, ‘ Some of us pumped water on our
heads—mine’s still damp. See?’

Aunt Polly was annoyed that she had over-

1 as opportunity offered: —H#l% 2 scare shoot through Tom:
DERARE—EER
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looked that bit of evidence. But then she had a
new idea.

‘Tom, you didn’t have to undo your shirt
collar where I sewed it, to pump water 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.

‘Botherl! Well, go along with you. I was
sure you’d played hookey and been swimming. I
reckon you’re better than you look—this time. ’

She was half angry that her cleverness had
miscarried? , and half glad that Tom had been of
good conduct for once.

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 didn’t wait for the rest. As he went
out of the door, he said, ‘Siddy3, I'll lick* you
for that. ’

In a safe place, Tom examined two large
needles which were thrust into the lapels of his
jacket—and had thread wound round them--one
needle carried white thread, the other black. He

1 Bother: (RAAEMERAEREI MR 2 miscarry: (@1
REHKEM 3 Siddy: FTEERBHNEAR 4 lick: ILAMESERITHET
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said to himself, ‘She’d never have noticed if it
hadn’t been for Sid. Sometimes she sews it with
white thread, and sometimes with black. I wish
she’d stick to one or the other. But I'll lick Sid
for that. I’ll teach him. ’

Tom was not the model boy of the village.
He knew the model boy very well though—and
disliked him.

He got home fairly late that night, and when
he climbed cautiously in at the window, he
bumped right into his aunt who was waiting to
catch him. When she saw the state his clothes
were in, she was more than ever determined that
Saturday would be a working day for Tom.

Saturday morning came, and all the summer
world was bright and fresh, and brimming with
lifel. There was a song in every heart, cheer in
every face, and a spring in every step.

Tom appeared with a bucket of whitewash
and a long-handled brush. He looked at the
fence, and all gladness left him. Thirty yards of
board fence several feet high.

Sighing, he dipped his brush and passed it
along the topmost plank; repeated the operation;
did it again; compared the whitewashed streak?
with the great expanse of Aunt Polly’s unwhite-

1 brim with life: THFEH, 2 streak: R4
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washed fence, and sat down discouraged.

Jim came skipping out at the gate with a tin
pail, singing happily. Bringing water from the
town pump had always been hateful work in
Tom’s eyes before, but now it did not strike him
so. He remembered that there was company at the
pump. Boys and girls were always there waiting
their turn, resting, trading playthings, quarrelling,
fighting, skylarking!. And he remembered that al-
though the pump was only a short distance away,
Jim never got back with a bucket of water under
an hour. Even then someone usually had to go
after him.

Tom said, ‘I say, Jim, I'll fetch the water
if you’ll whitewash some of the fence. ’

Jim shook his head. ‘ Can’t, Tom. Miss
Polly told me to get this water. She said, she ex-
pects Tom will ask me to whitewash, and she
told me to attend to my own business. ’

‘Oh, never mind what she said, Jim.
That’s the way she always talks. Give me the
bucket. She won’t know. ’

“Oh, I daren’t. Lick me she would.’

*She! She never licks anybody—whacks?2
them over the head with a thimble—and who
cares for that! She talks, but talk doesn’t hurt—

1 skylark: X, 005% 2 whack: 8%,
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as long as she doesn’t cry. Jim, I'll give you a
marble. I'll give you a white alleyl. ’

Jim began to weaken.

‘ White alley, Jim!’

Jim stared longingly at the marble.

‘ And besides, if you will, I'll show you my
sore toe, too.’

This attraction was too much for Jim. He
put down his pail, took the white alley, and bent
over the toe with great interest while the bandage
was unwound.

In another moment, he was flying down the
street with his pail, and a stinging behind; Tom
was whitewashing with vigour, and Aunt Polly
was retiring from the field of battle with a slipper
in one hand, and triumph in her eye.

But Tom’s energy did not last. He began to
think of the fun he had planned for this day, and
his sorrows multiplied. Soon the free boys would
be coming; tripping along on all sorts of exciting
expeditions, and they would make the world of fun
of him for having to work. The thought burned him
like fire. He got out all his worldly wealth? and ex-
amined it; bits of toys, marbles, and rubbish;
enough to buy an exchange of work, maybe, but

1 white dlley: FEES8 S HSNDHCY  EHIEIX 2 worldly wealth: 1Y,
ANMEZINGY ) W
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not half enough to buy as much as half an hour of
freedom. He gave up the idea of trying to buy
the boys.

At this dark and hopeless moment an idea
burst upon him!

He took up his brush and went on quietly
with his work. A few moments later, Ben Rogers
came in sight—the very boy whose ridicule he
had been dreading.

Ben was eating an apple, and giving a long,
melodious whoop at intervalsl, followed by a
deeptoned ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for
he was pretending to be a steamboat. He was
boat and captain and engine bell combined, and
he had to imagine himself standing on his own
deck, giving orders and, at the same time, obey-
ing them.

* Stop her, sir! Ting-a-ling-a-ling! Get out
that headline. Lively, now! Take a turn round
that stump. Stand by the stage. Done with the
engines, sir! Ting-a-ling-a-ling. ...~

Tom went on whitewashing—paid no atten-
tion to the steamboat.

Ben stared a moment and then said, ° Hi-
Yi! You’re up a stump?, aren’t you?’

No answer. Tom looked over his last effort

1 at intervals: AG9#8 2 up a stump: BT
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