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“TOMY”

No answer.

“TOMY”

No answer.

“"What's gone with that boy, | wonder? You TOM!”

No answer.

The old lady Pu“ed her sPed’acles down and looked over them about the room; then
she put them up and looked out under them. She seldom or never looked {'hroush them
for so small a {'hing as a boy; {'hey were her state pair, the Pride of her heart, and were
built for "s{yle," not service—she could have seen fhrough a pair of s{'ove—hdsjus{' as well,
She looked Per\)lexed for a moment, and then said, not ﬂercefg, but still loud er\ough for
the furniture to hear:

“"Well, | lay if lgek hold of You ="

She did not finish, for by this time she was ber\dins down and Pur\chir\9 under the bed
with the broom, and so she needed breath to punctuate the Punches with. She resurrect-
ed r\o{'hing but the cat.

“| never did see the beat of that boy!”

She went to the open door and stood in it and looked out among the tomato vines and
"jimpson” weeds that constituted the Sarden. No Tom. So she lifted up her voice at an ansfe
calculated for distance and shouted:

“Y-o0-u-u TOM!”

There was a slishf noise behind her and she furned)us{' in time to seize a small boy
by the slack of his roundabout and arrest his ﬂisht

“There! | mighf ‘a fhouﬂhf of that closet. What you been doms in there?”

"No{'hing.”

"Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your mouth, What is that truck?”

"I dont know, aunt.”

“Well, | know. |+’sjam—{’ha{"s what it is. Forty times I've said if you didn’t let fha{'J‘am
alone 1'd skin you. Hand me that switch.”

The switch hovered in the air—the peril was desperate—

"My! Look behind you, aunt!”

The old lady whirled round, and snatched her skirts out of danser. The lad fled on the
instant, scrambled up the high board-fence, and disappeared over it,

His aunt Po”y stood sur\)rised a moment, and then broke into a Benﬂe laugh.

"Hans the boy, cant | never learn any#hing? Ain't he Played me tricks er\oush like



