
TlfK Ain'KNTUItKS OF TOM SAWVKlt. .w-

8weat—I hato thoin

i\y in theio, [ can't chaw, I irot t(

ornery .sonnons ! T can't ketcl ) a

(lay. The widder oats hy a hell ; h]\

holl
;

m]i(. gits up hy a hell—everytl

) wear shoeH all Sun-

g«)es to l»ed hy a

ft hody can't Htan«l it.

ling's HO awful reL''lar

'Well, everyhody does tliat way, Huck.'

Tom, it don't make no difference. I ain i 'wryl, .dy,
and r can't stand it. It's awful to !.,> tied

fjruh ccmies too easy— I don't take no intere.st

that way. I got to ask to go a-«shing ; I got to ask t<

up so. And

in vittles

)go
in a-swin.ming-de.-n'd if I hain't got to ask to do (,very
thing. Well.. I'd got to talk .so nice it wasn't no condort

;

I'd got to go up in the attic and rip out a while every
'lay to get a ta.ste in my mouth, or I'd a died, Tom.
The widder wouldn't let me smoke, she wouldn't let

me yell, she wouldn't let mo gape, nor stretch, nor scratch
Ijolbre folks.' Then with a spasm of special irritation
and injuiy:

' An.l ,lad fetch it. she prayed all the
time

!

I never see .such a woman ! I had to .shove,

Tom, I just had to. And besides, that school's going
to open, and I'd a had to go to it ; well, I wouldn't stand
that, Tom. Looky here, Tom, being rich ain't what it's

cracked up to bo. It's just wony and woiry, and sweat
and sweat, and a-wishing you was dead all the time.
Now these clothes suits me and this bar'l suits me, and
I ain't ever going to shako 'em any more. Tom I


