WARTS
Niantic Campground, Connecticut, June 2013

I was walking Sallie in the campground after breakfast when she suddenly
pounced on something.
“Leave it!” I shouted quickly.
She had already spat it out, her wrinkled lips and shaking head telling me it had
tasted bad even to her undiscriminating beagle taste buds.
While she was rubbing her nose on the ground, I bent to see what she’d gotten
into. It was a damp, very unhappy toad.
“If I were superstitious,” I laughingly told my dog, “I’d worry about your getting
warts!”
We read Tom Sawyer in high school English class last year. I had a terrible time
trying to explain to my students from Korea, Latvia, and Brazil what Tom and Huck
meant by curing warts. For starters, I had to explain what warts were; that’s not in any
bilingual dictionary I can find.
And after that, well, “You take and split the bean, and cut the wart so as to get
some blood, and then you put the blood on one piece of the bean and take and dig a hole
and bury it ‘bout midnight at the crossroads in the dark of the moon, and then you burn
up the rest of the bean,” was Huck’s suggestion. But he preferred to use a dead cat: “You
take your cat and go and get in the graveyard ‘long about midnight … and you heave
your cat after ‘em and say, ‘Devil follow corpse, cat follow devil, warts follow cat, I’m
done with ye!’ That’ll fetch any wart!”
Trying to explain superstitions written in dialect is quite a challenge. Then I
showed them what the Bible says about such superstitions and false teachings: “Why …
do you submit to [the world’s] rule? … These … are based on human commands and
teachings. Such regulations indeed have an appearance of wisdom … but they lack any
value” (Colossians 2:20-23).
“See, guys? Toads look like they have warts, but that’s just the appearance. It’s
not science.”

