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Whitewash

Mark Twain

5% .ok i8 (Mark Twain, 1835~1910), ¥E#H AL E X X ¥ EH
A, Br-HiEREL, WEARES -UHE - A NH, £TEFENMN
WHEPEAN N THEERE, REE— 4 4HER, XPLEHFE,
YR RXEELEE, FHEEET, FRHYIRE, GRIFERE, HF
I, AF, BT AfKRTF, Aty ER A REMAFERA, X
EBMMTEFAFE, 2650, S LTRHF, HXASZ R -HEXNESL
KRR, R EARZT LI =AM, FHELSZATHELER 5
OB, WEARIE, B E5RMES, HARE, F&A (F&ENMN
K). (BARFWAABRYEE) F; PHUKEARIE, RAKEME,
EEHREA (H4HR) (IB-FTHRIE) (BENA-FHKIE)
(EFE5RIL) %; FHESN BB AR ELIMENELR, #F, £E
AEAWELE, TEEEA (FL), (ARHARERYP) £, Tx-+
BEKERAURMRA, XEEREKE, #RFEHEFLTHEE ML
W, #EE%k, EXHE, AN ESNERNEEXEFALTEARAWR
B, AMMETEBANDTZ-HBEREEX¥EE L — KEREM,

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'll fetch the water if you’ll 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 be
gone only a minute.”

“Oh, I dasn’t, Ole missis she’d take an’ tar de head offn me. ”

“She! She never licks anybody. She talks awful, but talk don’t hurt
anyways it don’t if she don’t cry. Jim, I'll give you a marvel. I'll give you a white
alley!”

Jim began to waver.

“And besides, if you will I'll 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
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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.

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

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

“Say I'm going in a swimming, I 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, T don’t see why I 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-I

reckon it wouldn’t hardly do, Ben. You see, Aunt Polly’s awful particular about
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but if it was the back fence 1

this fence-right here on the street, you know

wouldn’t mind and she wouldn’t.”

“Oh come, now lemme just .try. Only just a little.”
“Ben, I'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, T'll be just as careful. Say I'll give you the core of my

apple.”

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

“T'll give you all of it!”

Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face, but alacrity in his heart.
And while the late steamer worked and sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat
on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs, munched his apple, and
planned the slaughter of more innocents. There was no lack of material; boys
happened along every little while; they came to jeer, but remained to whitewash.
By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had traded the next chance to Billy Fisher
for a kite, in good repair; and when he played out, Johnny Miller bought in for a
dead rat and a string to swing it with-and so on, and so on, hour after hour. And
when the middle of the afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy

in the morning, Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He had had a nice, good,

idle time all the while plenty of company and the fence had three coats of
whitewash on it! If he hadn’t run out of whitewash he would have bankrupted

every boy in the village.
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T LT XA —EE LA R B, B NFAT— X =R, TF
dERHE, B ERENARBENS/NTOHE, HIRR TR
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FTEE=ZR, EREMOSBEAXTHIE, it BNENETH%E
IR MR,

An Ad
After a beautiful purebred puppy wandered onto our back porch and made himself

at home, my husband composed an ad for the “Lost and found” column of the local
newspaper. 1t read: “A puppy, male, approximately nine months old, no collar, very
friendly, found on Rockbridge Road. ” 1 feared all the detail might encourage an
unscrupulous person to claim the dog.As I methodically explained why each clue
revealed too much, my husband dutifully crossed out the words. Finally, in frustration,
he rewrote the ad, reducing it to a single sentence that I couldn’t refute.

It read: “Guess what I found?”

&

— R AR B RN E T UM AR T , BRI LHH “RY
B REMEBET -, ERXBEEHN: My, B, EATAFER, X
T, RAE, RATOWNE.” REMIHOATSAMEHERERLEHHA
Dzl RARAEMBENMTABI REBERBRE, RLRBL B
WE—iE, XF, HTHE, EFRET &, REHI I REERKHH
To ERXHERN. “FHREATHA?
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Little Princess—Sara

Frances Hodgson Burnett

HY T4 EH U A% (Frances Hodgson Burnett, 1849~1924), #*
ELEX¥%ER, HABXAREHLBLENRABREATSRGGHE
B, YEARMALSK TR AR ERE, WOREER (M2E) (REHR
EHY (FHBFIEF) %,

The change in her life did not come about gradually, but was made all at
once.

The next morning, when she went down to breakfast she saw that her seat
at Miss Minchin’s side was occupied by Lavinia, and Miss Minchin spoke to her
coldly.

“You will begin your new duties, Sara,” she said, “by taking your seat
with the younger children at a smaller table. You must keep them quiet, and see
that they behave well and do not waste their food.”

That was the beginning, and from day to day the duties given to her were
added to. She taught the younger children French and heard their other lessons,
and these were the least of her labors. It was found that she could be made use
of in numberless directions. She could be sent on errands at any time and in all
weathers. She could be told to do things other people neglected. The cook and

the housemaids took their tone from Miss Minchin, and rather enjoyed ordering
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about the “young one” who had been made so much fuss over for so long.
They were not servants of the best class, and had neither good manners nor good
tempers, and it was frequently convenient to have at hand someone on whom
blame could be laid.

During the first month or two, Sara thought that her willingness to do things
as well as she could, and her silence under reproof, might soften those who
drove her so hard. In her proud little heart she wanted them to see that she was
trying to earn her living and not accepting charity. But the time came when she
saw that no one was softened at all; and the more willing she was to do as she
was told, the more domineering and exacting careless housemaids became, and
the more ready a scolding cook was to blame her.

If she had been older, Miss Minchin would have given her the bigger girls
to teach and saved money by dismissing an instructress; but while she remained
and looked like a child, she could be made more useful as a sort of little
superior errand girl and maid of all work. An ordinary errand boy would not
have been so clever and reliable. Sara could be trusted with difficult
commissions and complicated messages. She could even go and pay bills, and
she combined with this the ability to dust a room well and to set things in order.

Her own lessons became things of the past. She was taught nothing, and
only after long and busy days spent in running here and there at everybody’s
orders was she grudgingly allowed to go /into/ the deserted schoolroom, with a
pile of old books, and study alone at night.

“If T do not remind myself of the things I have learned, perhaps I may
forget them,” she said to herself. “I am almost a scullery maid, and if [ am a
scullery maid who knows nothing, I shall be like poor Becky.”

One of the most curious things in her new existence was her changed
position among the pupils. Instead of being a sort of small royal personage
among them, she no longer seemed to be one of their number at all. She was
kept so constantly at work that she scarcely ever had an opportunity-of speaking
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to any of them, and she could not avoid seeing that Miss Minchin preferred that
she should live a life apart from that of the occupants of the schoolroom.

“I will not have her forming intimacies and talking to the other children,”
that lady said. “Girls like a grievance, and if she begins to tell romantic stories
about herself, she will become an ill-used heroine, and parents will be given a

one suited

wrong impression. It is better that she should live a separate life
to her circumstances. I am giving her a home, and that is more than she has any
right to expect from me.”

Sara did not expect much, and was far too proud to try to continue to be
intimate with girls who evidently felt rather awkward and uncertain about her.
The fact was that Miss Minchin’s pupils were a set of dull, matter-of-fact young
people. They were accustomed to being rich and comfortable, and as Sara’s
frocks grew shorter and shabbier and queerer-looking, and it became an
established fact that she wore shoes with holes in them and was sent out to buy
groceries and carry them through the streets in a basket on her arm when the
cook wanted them in a hurry, they felt rather as if, when they spoke to her, they
were addressing an under servant.

“To think that she was the girl with the diamond mines,” Lavinia
commented. “She does look an object. And she’s queerer than ever. I never
liked her much, but I can’t bear that way she has now of looking at people
without speaking-just as if she was finding them out.”

“I am,” said Sara, promptly, when she heard of this. “That’s what I look
at some people for. I like to know about them. I think them over afterward.”

The truth was that she had saved herself annoyance several times by
keeping her eye on Lavinia, who was quite ready to make mischief, and would
have been rather pleased to have made it for the ex-show pupil.

Sara never made any mischief herself, or interfered with anyone. She
worked like a drudge; she tramped through the wet streets, carrying parcels and
baskets; she labored with the childish inattention of the little ones’ French
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