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THE ADVENTURES
OF TOM SAWYER

by Mark Twain






CHAPTER 1

“TOM!”

No answer.

“TOM!”

No answer.

“What’s happened with that boy, I wonder? You
TOMY!’

No answer.

Aunt Polly pulled her spectacles down and looked
over them about the room; then she put them up and
looked out under them. She even bent down, poked
under the bed with the broom!, and found nothing
but the cat.

“Y-o-u-u TOM!”

There was a slight noise behind her and she turned
just in time to seize a boy.

“There! What have you been doing in the pantry?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your
mouth. What IS it?”

“I don’t know, aunt.”

“Well, I know. It’s jam—that’s what it is. I’ve told
you forty times not to touch it. Where’s my switch?”

“Wow! Look behind you, aunt!”

! poked under the bed with the broom — mnomapura
TOA KPOBATBHIO IIETKOH
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The old woman turned round, and the boy fled on
the instant—he climbed up the high fence, and disap-
peared over it.

His aunt Polly stood surprised a moment, and
then laughed.

“I can never learn anything! He’s played the same
trick enough for me to remember it'! You can’t learn
an old dog new tricks. I’m sure he won’t go to school
this afternoon, and I’ll just have to make him work
tomorrow, to punish him. It’s hard to make him work
on Saturdays, when all the boys are having a holiday.
But he hates work more than he hates anything else,
so I’ve GOT to find some job for him.”

She was right. Tom didn’t go to school, and he
had a very good time.

While the boy was eating his dinner, and stealing
sugar as opportunity offered, Aunt Polly asked him
difficult questions about his classes—she wanted to
make him tell her the truth.

Said she:

“Tom, it was warm in school, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, mam.”

“Powerful warm, wasn’t it?”

“Yes, mam.”

“Didn’t you want to go in a-swimming, Tom?”

Tom searched Aunt Polly’s face, but it told him
nothing. So he said:

“No, ma— well, not very much.”

The old lady reached out her hand and felt Tom’s
shirt, and said:

“But you ain’t too warm now, though.”

Tom knew what was coming, now. So he said:

! He’s played the same trick enough for me to
remember it — oH mpomesBIBAJ 3TOT TPIOK CO MHOH mocTa-
TOYHO MHOT'O pas, 4TOObI s MOIUIA €ro 3allOMHHUTDH
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“Some of us pumped water on our heads—mine’s
still damp. See?”

Aunt Polly got upset that she had overlooked that
bit of circumstantial evidence. 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!”

Tom opened his jacket. His shirt collar was se-
curely sewed.

“Bother! Well, was sure you went swimming. But
I forgive ye, Tom. This time.”

But then Sid, Tom;s younger brother, said:

“You sewed his collar with white thread, but now
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'.”

Tom was not the model boy of the village. But
Sid was — and Tom hated him sometimes.

Within two minutes, or even less, he had forgot-
ten all his troubles because he found a new interest-
ing activity—whistling. He had learned to whistle a
couple of days ago and now he decided to practise it.

The summer evenings were long so he had a lot
of time ahead.

Then he saw a stranger boy a little larger than
himself. Meeting a new-comer of any age of either sex
was an important in the poor little village of St. Pe-
tersburg. This boy was well dressed—on a week-day. He
even had shoes on—and it was only Friday. You could
see that he was from the city. The more Tom stared at
the stranger, the higher he turned up his nose and the

1 Ill lick you for that — Temeppr TeGe maso He mo-

KaxeTcd
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shabbier his own outfit seemed to him. Neither of the
boys spoke. If one moved, the other moved—but only
to the side; so they were moving in a circle; keeping
face to face and eye to eye! all the time.

Finally Tom started a usual dialogue. Each of the
boys said he was going to beat the other one. And
each said he had an elder brother who could also beat
the other’s elder brother.

Finally they fought.

They were rolling in the dirt, tearing each other’s hair
and clothes, covering themselves with dust and glory?.

Tom won.

The new boy went off brushing the dust from his
clothes, sobbing, and shouting what he would do to
Tom the “next time he caught him out?.”

When Tom’s turned to go, the new boy took a
stone, threw it, hit him Tom between the shoulders
and then ran away as fast as he could. Tom chased
him home, and waited at the gate for some time,
inviting the enemy to come outside. At last the
enemy’s mother appeared, and called Tom a bad,
evil child.

Tom got home rather late that night, and when
he climbed in through the window, he was caught by
his aunt immediately. When she saw the state of his
clothes her resolution to turn his Saturday holiday
into captivity at hard labor became set in stone.

! keeping face to face and eye to eye — pmepoxanuch
JUIOOM K JUIy, IVIa3a B IVIada APYr € APYroM

2 covering themselves with dust and glory — moxpsr-
BasCh IPA3BI0 U CJIABOM

3 next time he caught him out— xorma ero B cuemy-
IOIUA pa3 moimaer
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CHAPTER 1I

Saturday morning came, and all the summer world
was bright and fresh. There was a song in every heart
and a smile on every face.

But Tom was not very happy when he appeared in
the street with a bucket of whitewash and a brush with
a long handle. When he looked at the fence, so long
and high, he felt depressed. Sighing, he dipped his
brush and passed it along the top plank; repeated the
motion; did it again; compared the insignificant white-
washed streak with the enormous continent of unwhite-
washed fence, and sat down in the shade, discouraged.

Then he saw Jim, a slave boy, who was running
out of the gate with a bucket. Tom himself had always
hated bringing water from the town pump. But it
seemed better than whitewashing. Tom said:

“I say, Jim, I’ll bring the water if you whitewash
a part of the fence.”

Jim shook his head and said:

“I can’t, master Tom. Your aunt said you had to
do it all. She’ll be angry if she learns that I helped
you.”

“Oh, never you mind what she said, Jim. That’s
the way she always talks. Gimme the bucket—I will
be gone only a minute. She won’t ever know.”

When the boys noticed Aunt Polly coming out of
the house Jim ran away with his bucket and Tom got
back to whitewashing'. But his energy did not last.
He began to think of the fun he had planned for this
day. He got out his wealth out of his pocket and ex-
amined it—bits of toys, marbles, and trash; enough
to buy an exchange of work, maybe, but not enough
to buy even half an hour of pure freedom.

At this dark and hopeless moment he found a way
out.

' got back to whitewashing — mnpunsancs xkpacutsb



He took up his brush and went to work. Ben Rog-
ers—the very boy, of all boys, whose ridicule Tom
had been dreading—was walking along the street
eating an apple. From time to time he produced me-
lodious sounds: ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for
he was impersonating a steamboat!. As he came
closer, he called:

“Tom!”

No answer. Tom was whitewashing the fence; he
surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist, then
gave his brush another gentle sweep and surveyed the
result, as before. Tom’s mouth watered for the apple,
but he continued working. Ben said:

“Hello, old chap!”

Tom turned to Ben.

“Why, it’s you, Ben! I didn’t notice you.”

“I’m going swimming. Don’t you wish you could?
But of course you’d rather work—wouldn’t you?
Course you would!”

“What do you call work?”

“Why, isn’t THAT work?”

Tom continued his whitewashing, and answered
carelessly:

“Well, maybe it is, and maybe it isn’t. All I know
is it suits Tom Sawyer.”

“Don’t say you LIKE it. I won’t believe you!”

The brush continued to move.

“Like it? Well, does a boy get a chance to white-
wash a fence every day?’

That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped bit-
ing his apple. He was watching Tom’s every move and
was getting more and more interested. At last he said:

“Tom, let ME whitewash a little.”

Tom considered it, and then said:

! he was impersonating a steamboat — wu3soGpaas

apoxon
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“If it was the back fence I wouldn’t mind and
Aunt Polly wouldn’t. But it’s the front fence; it must
be done very carefully. There isn’t one boy in a thou-
sand, maybe two thousand, that can do it the way it
should be done.”

“Oh, let me just try. Only just a little. I’ll give
you the core of my apple'.”

“No, Ben, I’'m afraid-”

“I’ll give you ALL of it!”

Tom gave the brush to Ben with reluctance in his
face, but cheerfulness in his heart . And while the boy
worked and sweated in the sun, the retired artist sat
on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs, ate
his apple, and planned. By the time Ben got tired, Tom
had traded the next chance to Billy Fisher for a kite;
and when he finished, Johnny Miller bought in for a
dead rat and a string to swing it with—and so on, and
so on, hour after hour. By the afternoon, Tom had
become a wealthy boy. Besides the before mentioned
things, he had twelve marbles, a piece of blue bottle-
glass to look through, a key that wouldn’t unlock
anything, a tin soldier, a kitten with only one eye, the
handle of a knife, and a lot of other valuable things.

He had had a nice, good, time, plenty of company—
and the fence had three coats of whitewash on it2.

CHAPTER III
Tom came to the living-room which was their
bedroom, breakfast-room, dining-room, and library
at the same time. Aunt Polly was sitting by an open
window. She was sure that Tom had left long ago,
and she was surprised at seeing him.
“May I go and play now, aunt?” he asked.

! core of an apple — cepauesuna s6ioKa

2 fence had three coats of whitewash on it — 3aGop

OBLJI IOKpAIlleH B TPHU CJIOA
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“What, already? How much have you done?”

“It’s all done, aunt.”

“Tom, don’t lie to me—I can’t bear it.”

“T ain’t, aunt; it is all done.”

Aunt Polly went out to see for herself. When she
found the whole fence whitewashed thoroughly, her
astonishment was almost unspeakable.

She said:

“So, you can work when you decide to do so, Tom.”
And then she added: “But you seldom feel like work-
ing!. Well, you can go and play.”

She even gave him an apple as a reward.

Tom climbed over the fence and was gone. There
was a gate, but usually he preferred to leave this way.

Tom went to the town square, where two “armies”
were preparing for battle. Tom was the General of
one of them. Tom and his friend Joe Harper, com-
manding officer of the other army, ordered their
soldiers to fight and then sat by the side chatting.

Tom’s army won a great victory, after a long and
hard battle. Then the dead were counted, prisoners
exchanged, and the day for the next battle was chosen;
the armies walked away, and Tom went homeward?.

On his way back, he passed the house of his
schoolmate Jeff Thatcher. In the yard, he saw a new
girl in the garden—a lovely little blue-eyed creature
with yellow hair. The hero fell without firing a shot.
A certain Amy Lawrence vanished out of his heart
and left not even a memory of herself behind.

He looked at her, till he saw that she had discov-
ered him; then he pretended he did not know she was
present, and began to “show off” in all sorts of absurd
boyish ways, in order to win her admiration. Although

! seldom feel like working — y Te6Gs peako ObiBaer
sKesaHue paboraTrhb
2
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the girl seemed not to pay attention, she threw a
flower to him just before she went into the house.

Tom tried to act indifferent, but then he ran and
took the flower between his toes when he was sure
that the girl was gone.

He stayed around the house for the rest of the
evening, hoping to see more of the girl, but she did
not return, so he went back home.

Tom was so happy with his new love that he even
wasn’t offended when Aunt Polly accused him of
stealing sugar. (Actually, Sid had committed this
crime). When the old lady shouted at him and hit him
he cried:

“Sid was stealing sugar and brought the shugar-
bowl!”

Aunt Polly stopped, embarrassed and only said:

“I’m sure you have done something worth this,
only I don’t know what it was!”

CHAPTER 1V

On Sunday after breakfast Tom went to learn “his
verses”! from the Bible. Sid had learned his lesson
days before. At the end of half an hour Tom had a
general idea of his lesson, but no more.

Mary, his elder cousin, promised to give him a
present if he learned the lesson well.

That made Tom do his best—and be a success.
Mary gave him a brand-new “Barlow” knife worth
twelve and a half cents; and the convulsion of delight
that swept his system shook him to his foundations.
True, the knife would not cut anything, but it was a
“sure-enough” Barlow. He was going to try the knife

1 went to learn ‘his verses’ — 1oIles yYWTh CTUXU
(6 Bubnuu — epynna cn06 U3 MeKCmMa 21a6bl, UMeU,UX
NOJMHBLIL CMbLCIL)
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on the furniture when he was called off to dress for
Sunday-school.

Mary took care of the process. She made Tom put
on a suit that had been used only on Sundays during
two years. He now looked much better and felt very
uncomfortable. He hoped that Mary would forget his
shoes, but she asked Tom to put them on:

“Please, Tom—that’s a good boy.’

So he got into the shoes. Mary was soon ready,
and the three children went to Sunday-school—a place
that Tom hated with his whole heart; but Sid and
Mary were fond of it.

At the door Tom asked another pupil:

“I say, Billy, have you got a yellow ticket?”

“Yes.”

“What’ll you take for it?”

“What’ll you give?”

“Piece of liquorish and a fish-hook.”

So he exchanged one of his “treasures” for a yel-
low ticket. Then Tom traded a couple of other small
things for three red tickets, and a couple of blue ones.
He went on buying tickets of different colours ten or
fifteen minutes longer.

Then the lesson began. Almost all the children in
Tom’s class were noisy, and troublesome. When they
came to recite their lessons, no one knew his verses
well. However, each pupil got his reward—in small
blue tickets; each blue ticket was pay for two learned
verses. Ten blue tickets could be exchanged for a red
one; and ten red tickets could be exchanged for a
yellow one. For ten yellow tickets Mr. Walters (the
teacher) gave a very cheap Bible (worth forty cents)
to the pupil. So, to get it a pupil had to learn two
thousand verses. Mary had collected two Bibles in
this way—it cost her two years of work.

14



Frankly speaking, Tom has never been interested
in getting such a prize, but he wanted the glory and
success.

In the middle of the lesson Mr. Walters said to
the pupils:

“Now, children, I want you all to sit up as straight
and nice as you can. We are going to have important
visitors.”

The visitors were: Judge Thatcher, brother of the
village lawyer and a well-dressed lady, his wife. The
lady was leading a child—the girl whom he had already
met once and who became his “new love”. When Tom
saw this girl he began showing off with all his might!'—
beating other boys, pulling hair, making faces—in a
word, he did everything he could to win the girl’s heart.

The visitors were given the seat of honor?. They
were from Constantinople, twelve miles away—so they
had travelled, and seen the world. Jeff Thatcher, Tom’s
classmate, immediately went forward, to be familiar
with the great man and be envied by the school.

Mr. Walters tried to show how good he was at
teaching. There was one thing that could make his
success complete. It was a chance to call an excellent
pupil and award him or her with a Bible. He asked
the class if anyone had ten yellow tickets. Several
pupils had a few yellow tickets, but none had enough.

And now at this moment, when hope was almost
dead, Tom Sawyer came forward with nine yellow
tickets, nine red tickets, and ten blue ones, and de-
manded a Bible. This was a thunderbolt out of a clear
sky®. Mr. Walters was shocked, because he had never
expected that Tom could win a prize; but he was glad

' with all his might — wuso Bcex cux
2 the seat of honor — mocaguiu Ha IOYETHOE MECTO
3 This was a thunderbolt out of a clear sky — 9to

OBII TPOM Cpenu fAcCHOTO HebGa (nocnosuua)
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