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  For my precocious granddaughter, Morgan, who loves to read and make up wonderful stories, some of them unbelievable—yet she tells them so convincingly. I hope I live long enough to see what amazing successes she will have in life, because I know she’s going to amaze us all.




  —Gary L. Bloomfield (her “Damin”)
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  For my ninety-two-year-old father, Maxwell J. Richards, a retired US Air Force Lieutenant Colonel, a veteran of World War II, the Korean War, and Vietnam. He also raised four children during the latter part of his military career, which turned out to be equally difficult.




  —Michael Richards




  INTRODUCTION




  The full extent of Mark Twain’s literary inspirations—from letters and speeches, essays, short stories, travelogues, and novels—is unfathomable, a smorgasbord of exaggerations, creative stretchings and twistings of the truth, and blatant, yet hilarious, fabrications of his own life experiences, including many which only happened in his dreams. A rewriting of history the likes of which only a madman of his bent could envision, whether he was there for the first interactions between Adam and Eve, witnessed the assassination of Caesar, rode a comet to faraway galaxies, or probed the depths of Satan’s criticism of mankind and the deity who created it all, Twain wrote about it in vivid detail.




  “Truth is stranger than fiction, but it is because fiction is obliged to stick to possibilities; Truth isn’t.”




  His diaries of Adam and Eve are more than enough to rile up anyone who believes in evolution or creationism, because Twain manages to mangle and coalesce both views, culminating with Eve somehow riding on the back of a brontosaurus to get around Eden and the unexplored frontiers of the vast beyond, somewhere in the future Buffalo, New York, area. Blasphemy be damned!




  “Get your facts first; then you can distort them as you please.”




  In his autobiography, it is nearly impossible to tell where reality ends and the tongue-in-cheek fiction begins. Often in the telling of a story from his past, he would suddenly change subjects and wander off into the stratosphere; then, when he got tired of that subject, abruptly reverse course and pick up where he left off, leaving readers baffled and often confused, having to backtrack to pick up the trail again, only to be sidetracked once more by some other misplaced memory that popped into his mind.




  “When I was younger, I could remember anything, whether it had happened or not.”




  But such is the notoriety of a teller of tall tales, who tramped around the gold and silver mines of the Western frontier and navigated the treacherous waters of the mighty Mississippi, first as a riverboat apprentice, then, as a skilled pilot. And after hours while sitting around the campfire, or in the pilothouse staring up at the galaxies, a young and impressionable Samuel Clemens listened to death-defying feats and beyond-belief stories of fantasy and terror. Later, as Mark Twain, he expanded and elaborated on these tales for a voracious American reading public, who couldn’t get enough of his outrageousness.




  Twain’s literary genius lay primarily in capturing dialogue as it was spoken, with its slang and gruffness, written with his own idiosyncratic spellings and punctuations, baffling his editors, with whom he fought constantly to keep his writings intact. (His fiercest editor was his own wife, Olivia, who he called Livy, who wouldn’t hesitate to wield a sharpened sword and excise anything she felt too risqué, or inappropriate.)




  Dictating his autobiography in November of 1906, Twain stated: “The children always helped their mother to edit my manuscript. She would sit on the porch at the farm and read aloud, with her pencil in her hand, and the children would keep an alert and suspicious eye upon her right along, for the belief was well grounded in them that whenever she came across a particularly satisfactory passage she would strike it out. Their suspicions were well founded. The passages which were so satisfactory to them always had an element of strength in them which sorely needed modification or expurgation, and were always sure to get it at their mother’s hand.”




  Twain felt his writings were meant to be spoken, not merely read. And the more he obliterated the truth and violated every rule of literature (because he didn’t know what those rules were, nor did he care), the better the reading public liked what he delivered (though critics had a field day ripping apart even his best writings, and frequently questioned his sanity).




  Amazingly, Clemens wasn’t born to bare his soul or share his thoughts by putting pen to paper. If anything, he stumbled from one occupation to another, whether by fate or whimsy, and, after a few of his letters about mining in Nevada were sent to the local newspaper and then published, he realized that just maybe, this writing stuff was something he might be good at.




  “I never could tell a lie that anybody would doubt, nor a truth that anybody would believe.”




  After reading about the unexplored Amazon, young Samuel wanted to go there, and wound up in New Orleans to catch a ship bound for South America, in March of 1893. He visited with a fortune-teller, sharing the experience in a letter to his brother, Orion:




  

    She invited me into the little back parlor, closed the door; and we were alone. Then she put her hands before her eyes a moment, and commenced talking as if she had a good deal to say and not much time to say it in. Something after this style:
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    MADAME: “Yours is a watery planet; you gain your livelihood on the water; you might have distinguished yourself as an orator, or as an editor; you have written a great deal; you write well—but you are rather out of practice; no matter—you will be in practice some day; You never brought all your energies to bear upon any subject but what you accomplished it—for instance, you are self-made, self-educated.
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    “You will never die of water, although your career upon it in the future seems well sprinkled with misfortune. You will continue upon the water for some time yet; you will not retire finally until ten years from now. . . . After a while you will possess a good deal of property—retire at the end of ten years—after which your pursuits will be literary—try the law—you will certainly succeed.”


  




  For two dollars, this fortune-teller was able to see young Samuel Clemens’s life unfolding with uncanny accuracy, from his life on the water (the Mississippi River, more literally than figuratively), to the fact that he would earn vast sums of money, then lose it all, only to regain his fortunes again. His only contact with the legal profession, however, would be his many lawsuits against scoundrels, con artists, disreputable publishers, and former acquaintances out to steal his money (his perception, not necessarily theirs).




  Thirty-some years after visiting that fortune-teller in New Orleans, while reflecting on his life, Twain wrote: “I dreamed I was born and grew up and was a pilot on the Mississippi and a miner and a journalist in Nevada and a pilgrim in the Quaker City [a steamship he toured the Mediterranean on], and had a wife and children and went to live in a villa at Florence—and this dream goes on and on and sometimes seems so real that I almost believe it is real. I wonder if it is? But there is no way to tell, for if one applies tests they would be part of the dream, too, and so would simply aid the deceit. I wish I knew whether it is a dream or real.”




  Two years prior, he had written:




  

    Yes, and I have shoveled silver tailings in a quartz-mill a couple of weeks, and acquired the last possibilities of culture in that direction. And I’ve done “pocket-mining” during three months in the one little patch of ground in the whole globe where Nature conceals gold in pockets—or did before we robbed all of those pockets and exhausted, obliterated, annihilated the most curious freak Nature ever indulged in.
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    And I’ve been a prospector, and know pay rock from poor when I find it—just with a touch of the tongue. And I’ve been a silver miner and know how to dig and shovel and drill and put in a blast. And I was a newspaper reporter four years in cities, and so saw the inside of many things; and was a reporter in a legislature two sessions and the same in Congress one session, and thus learned to know personally three sample bodies of the smallest minds and the selfishest souls and the cowardliest hearts that God makes. And I was some years a Mississippi pilot, and familiarly knew all the different kinds of steamboatmen—a race apart, and not like other folk. And I was for some years a traveling “ jour” [journeyman] printer, and wandered from city to city—and so I know that sect familiarly.
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    And I was a lecturer on the public platform a number of seasons and was a responder to toasts at all the different kinds of banquets—and so I know a great many secrets about audiences—secrets not to be got out of books, but only acquirable by experience. And I have been an author for 20 years and an ass for 55.


  




  Twain was more than willing to play the part of a buffoon, the instigator of pranks and hoaxes, and the butt of jokes, if it made his readers laugh, and oftentimes wonder what sort of twisted mind could come up with such outlandish fables. That’s what Mark Twain was all about: He was a teller of tall tales.




  With so many nuggets to choose from, and minimal space to share them here, it would be impossible to satisfy every Mark Twain fan completely. The majority of these excerpts come from his speeches, letters, newspaper articles, and short stories, though many also appeared in some of his novels and his autobiography. Reading his works has been enjoyable, fascinating, and sometimes bewildering, but selecting what to include and what to leave out has been difficult; there are just so many delectable morsels of literary brilliance to choose from. The most well-known passages from his masterpieces have been set aside to make room for the lesser-known works, including some that were published years after his passing.




  There are also some excerpts we have intentionally elected not to use, to avoid offending anyone, except maybe those who’ll criticize us for not including them. We’re obviously referring to sections of Adventures of Huckleberry Finn and Twain’s autobiography, which discuss slavery and freed slaves, and his use of racially derogatory terms, considered offensive then (and the reason some schools have banned these two novels), and which remain offensive today. We haven’t completely ignored this subject, though, and have included several excerpts from his short stories, which hopefully show that Mark Twain did have affection for the former slaves who remained faithful to his family, and whom he later brought to life as characters in his books.




  Throughout this process, we have tried to capture Mark Twain and his stark “Here I am—love me as I am, or else I’ll just have to try harder” attitude. He actually became more cynical in his later years, as family and friends passed away, writing more about immortality and reflecting on the many crossroads he had come to in his past, wondering whether he’d always made the right decisions . . . if he’d ever made a right decision.




  The literary world certainly believes he made the right ones, even if he took a meandering path along the way, providing the treasure trove of experiences he brought to life in his many short stories and novels.




  —Gary Bloomfield and Michael Richards
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  THE DEVIL MADE HIM DO IT:YOUNG SAMUEL CLEMENS





  

    [W]hen I was a boy I was a good boy—I was a very good boy. But I don’t know why I never heard anyone say that but myself. I always recognized it. But even those nearest and dearest to me couldn’t seem to see it. My mother, especially, seemed to think there was something wrong with that estimate.




    —A speech in March of 1906


  




  Mark Twain was at the top of his game when he wrote about his past, warts and all. Even during his twilight years, he could think back to his earliest years as a toddler—or maybe he was just recalling stories his mother told about him years later. The humor is not so much in the actual tale, but in how he spins it for comic effect, nearly six decades later: “Recently someone in Missouri has sent me a picture of the house I was born in. I remember only one circumstance connected with my life in it. I remember it very well, though I was but two and a half years old at the time. The family packed up everything and started in wagons for Hannibal, on the Mississippi, thirty miles away. Toward night, when they camped and counted up the children, one was missing. I was the one. I had been left behind,” Twain wrote in his Autobiographical Writings, only a few years before his death, in April of 1910.




  Twain continues: “Parents ought always to count the children before they start. I was having a good enough time playing by myself until I found that the doors were fastened and that there was a grisly deep silence brooding over the place. I knew, then, that the family were gone. And that they had forgotten me. I was well frightened, and I made all the noise I could, but no one was near and it did no good. I spent the afternoon in captivity, and was not rescued until the gloaming had fallen and the place was alive with ghosts.”




  Ghosts, evils lurking in the dark, and fear of impending doom would become common themes in many of his tall tales, whether based on actual harrowing experiences, or haunting nightmares that seemed to follow him through the years, like an ominous dark cloud. One such incident occurred when young Samuel returned home late from fishing one night. Unbeknownst to him, a man had been killed earlier that day, and, since Samuel’s father was both the constable and the coroner, the body had been laid out in the family parlor, to be examined the next morning.




  Rather than sneak up to his room, Samuel decided to sleep on the parlor sofa—although he quickly felt the presence of someone else close by, which he recalled decades later in a speech, in March of 1906: “The moonlight revealed to me a marble-white human hand. I don’t know how many hours or weeks it was that I lay there counting hard. But the moonlight crept up that white arm, and it showed me a lead face and a terrible wound over the heart. I could scarcely say that I was terror-stricken or anything like that. But somehow his eyes interested me so that I went right out of the window. I didn’t need the sash. But it seemed easier to take it than leave it behind.”




  In his young life there would be other encounters with dead bodies—shot, drowned, burned, hanged, and otherwise no longer among the living—which traumatized him at the time, but which he would later parlay into his stories.




  In June of 1902, Mark Twain returned to Hannibal, Missouri, where he had spent his youth. Hardly a choirboy, as he remembered it. Rebellious. Mischievous. Lucky just to have survived life on the river. Later in 1902, he spoke to the Metropolitan Club of New York, and recalled that reminiscent homecoming:




  

    I went out there last June, and I met . . . a schoolmate of mine, John Briggs, whom I had not seen for more than fifty years. That pal whom I had known as a little boy long ago, and knew now as a stately man three or four inches over six feet and browned by exposure to many climes, he was back there to see that old place again. We spent a whole afternoon going about here and there and yonder, and hunting up the scenes and talking of the crimes which we had committed so long ago.
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    We went up there on the summit of that hill, a treasured place in my memory, the summit of Holiday’s Hill, and looked out again over that magnificent panorama of the Mississippi River . . . I never knew it when I was a boy; it took an educated eye that had travelled over the globe to know and appreciate it. . . .




    [I]t was a beautiful life, a lovely life. There was no crime. Merely little things like pillaging orchards and watermelon-patches and breaking the Sabbath—we didn’t break the Sabbath often enough to signify—once a week perhaps. But we were good boys, good Presbyterian boys when the weather was doubtful; when it was fair, we did wander a little from the fold.


  




  [image: image]




  Once he left Missouri as a young man, Samuel Clemens rarely returned to his hometown of Hannibal, shown here in 1902, though vivid memories of his boyhood were often the basis of his best writings, most notably his novels The Adventures of Tom Sawyer and Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.




  “It was a heartbreaking delight, full of pathos, laughter, and tears, all mixed together; and we called the roll of the boys and girls that we picnicked and sweethearted with so many years ago, and there were hardly half a dozen of them left; the rest were in their graves.”




  Young Samuel was a challenge for his mother, who relied on Sunday church sermons to intervene and teach him right from wrong. Actually, like most boys, he knew full well how to differentiate right from wrong; he simply weighed the punishment for doing wrong against the pleasure of doing it.




  

    [S]he saved the matter up for Sunday, and made me go to church Sunday night—which was a penalty sometimes bearable, perhaps, but as a rule it was not, and I avoided it for the sake of my constitution. She would never believe that I had been to church until she had applied her test; she made me tell her what the text was. That was a simple matter, and caused me no trouble. I didn’t have to go to church to get a text. I selected one for myself. This worked very well until one time when my text and the one furnished by a neighbor, who had been to church, didn’t tally. After that my mother took other methods. I don’t know what they were now.


  




  Trying to stay in the good graces of the Lord was a constant battle for young Samuel Clemens, who frequently looked for shortcuts along the way. In Sunday school he could read a book every week if he could recite five Bible verses. “I always recited the same five verses every Sunday.” Mr. Richmond, the Sunday school teacher, “was always satisfied with the performance. He never seems to notice that these were the same five foolish virgins that he had been hearing about every Sunday for months. I always got my book. They were pretty dreary books, for there was not a bad boy in the entire bookcase.” He would later correct the lack of “bad boy” books by looking in the mirror and writing Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn, populating them with disreputable characters and mischievous youngsters from his youth, changing the names to protect both the guilty and the innocent.




  Twain recalled those boyhood transgressions in his autobiography, and how his mother could usually figure out when he maybe twisted the truth to his advantage. This shading of the truth became a necessity in order to survive his parents’ wrath, though he was hardly fooling them. In his Autobiographical Writings, Twain wrote, in January of 1905:




  

    I am used to having my statements discounted. My mother began it before I was seven years old. Yet all through my life my facts have had a substratum of truth, and therefore they were not without preciousness. Any person who is familiar with me knows how to strike my average, and therefore knows how to get at the jewel of any fact of mine and dig it out of its blue-clay matrix. My mother knew that art. When I was seven or eight, or ten, or twelve years old—along there—a neighbor said to her, “Do you ever believe anything that that boy says?”
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    Jane Clemens was the first to see her son’s talent at telling whoppers, and knew there was a trace of truth in there somewhere. The trick was trying to figure out what was the truth, and what wasn’t.
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    My mother said, “He is the well-spring of truth, but you can’t bring up the whole well with one bucket.”—and she added, “I know his average, therefore he never deceives me. I discount him thirty percent, for embroidery, and what is left is perfect and priceless truth, without a flaw in it anywhere.” The trick was to figure out which thirty percent was truth, and which was “embroidery.”


  




  His mother was never one to sugarcoat the truth—certainly not about a son who attracted so much attention for his transgressions. In his autobiography, he wrote, “I was always told that I was a sickly and precarious and tiresome and uncertain child, and lived mainly on allopathic medicines during the first seven years of my life. I asked my mother about this in her old age—she was in her 88th year—and said: ‘I supposed during all that time you were uneasy about me?




  “ ‘Yes, the whole time.’




  “ ‘Afraid, I wouldn’t live?’




  “After a reflective pause—ostensibly to think out the facts—‘No, afraid you would.’ ”




  Young Samuel certainly loved his mother, but sometimes he failed to understand her, especially when it came to teaching him right from wrong, and punishing him when he strayed too far off course: “My mother had a good deal of trouble with me, but I think she enjoyed it. She had none at all with my brother Henry, who was two years younger than I. I never knew Henry to do a vicious thing toward me, or toward anyone else—but he frequently did righteous ones that cost me as heavily. It was his duty to report me, when I needed reporting and neglected to do it myself, and he was very faithful in discharging that duty.”




  One time Henry broke his mom’s prized old English sugar bowl, and she erroneously assumed Samuel was the culprit.




  “I was waiting for her to ask, ‘Who did that?’—so that I could fetch out my news. But it was an error of calculation. When she got through with her silence she didn’t ask anything about it—she merely gave me a crack on the skull with her thimble that I felt all the way down to my heels. Then I broke out with my injured innocence, expecting to make her very sorry that she had punished the wrong one. I expected her to do something remorseful and pathetic. I told her that I was not the one—it was Henry. But there was no upheaval. She said, without emotion, ‘It’s all right. It isn’t any matter. You deserve it for something you’ve done that I didn’t know about; and if you haven’t done it, why then you deserve it for something that you are going to do, that I shan’t hear about.’ ”




  Along with most boys, young Samuel was more than willing to endure whatever punishment his mother felt was warranted, but he dreaded crossing his father. In his short story, titled “A Memory,” written in 1870, Twain recalled, “My father and I were always on the most distant terms when I was a boy—a sort of armed neutrality so to speak. At irregular intervals this neutrality was broken, and suffering ensued; but I will be candid enough to say that the breaking and the suffering were always divided up with strict impartiality between us—which is to say, my father did the breaking, and I did the suffering.”




  So the trick was to not necessarily toe the line and avoid any form of mischief, but rather to not get caught doing it. Of course, sometimes it was debatable as to whether an actual transgression had occurred. One such incident was revealed several times when Twain was on the speakers’ circuit, this version from a speech he gave at Missouri University, on June 4, 1902: “One night I stole—I mean I removed—a watermelon from a wagon while the owner was attending to another customer. I crawled off to a secluded spot, where I found that it was green.” Anyone else might have tossed it aside, maybe chucked a few rocks at it, but Samuel wasn’t like anyone else. “I thought a long time, and then suddenly felt that strange feeling which comes to a man with a good resolution, and I took up that watermelon and took it back to its owner. I handed him the watermelon and told him to reform. He took my lecture much to heart, and, when he gave me a good one in place of the green melon, I forgave him. I told him that I would still be a customer of his, and that I cherished no ill-feeling because of the incident—that would remain green in my memory.”




  It’s not that young Samuel was intentionally a naughty boy. In fact, he tried to follow the Ten Commandments, though sometimes he did stray away from the righteous path, just a little bit, and maybe just a little too often.




  “In Hannibal when I was about fifteen I was for a short time a cadet of a temperance, an organization which probably covered the whole United States during as much as a year—possibly even longer. It consisted in a pledge to refrain, during membership, from the use of tobacco,” Twain wrote in 1906 in his autobiography. “I had not smoked for three full months and no words can adequately describe the smoke appetite that was consuming me. I had been a smoker from my ninth year—a private one during the first two years but a public one after that—that is to say, after my father’s death. I was smoking and utterly happy before I was thirty steps from the lodge door. I do not now know what the brand of the cigar was. It was probably not choice or the previous smoker would not have thrown it away so soon. But I realized that it was the best cigar that was ever made. The previous smoker would have thought the same if he had been without a smoke for three months. I smoked that stub without shame.”




  His grandmother knew the evils of smoking and other vices, and confronted him, which he wrote about in “History Repeats Itself,” in December of 1870 for The Galaxy. Smoking tobacco would be the one lifelong vice he couldn’t sacrifice, viewing it as one of those simple pleasures that made life worth living. In his Autobiographical Writings, he wrote: “My first visit to the school was when I was seven. A strapping girl of fifteen, in the customary sunbonnet and calico dress, asked me if I ‘used tobacco’—meaning did I chew it. I said, no. It roused her scorn. She reported me to all the crowd, and said—‘Here is a boy seven years old who can’t chaw tobacco.’




  “By the looks and comments which this produced, I realized that I was a degraded object; I was cruelly ashamed of myself. I determined to reform. But I only made myself sick; I was not able to learn to chew tobacco. I learned to smoke fairly well, but that did not conciliate anybody, and I remained a poor thing, and characterless.”
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  According to Mark Twain, he’d been smoking since he was a boy, with cigars as his preferred vice of choice . . . and the cheaper the better. Off and on he might abstain temporarily, mostly due to pressure from his mother and grandmother, and later, from his wife, but he never gave it up. Composite by Michael Richards




  All through his life, despite objections from his mother, grandmother, and wife, and recommendations and appeals to his health, Clemens was never without his pipe and his cheap cigars.




  Growing up in Hannibal, Missouri, with steamboats and paddle wheelers passing, it was common to dream of bigger and better things and far-off places to see. “When I was a boy, there was but one permanent ambition among my comrades, in our village on the west bank of the Mississippi River. That was to be a steamboatman,” Twain recalled in his autobiography. “We had transient ambitions of other sorts, but they were only transient. When a circus came and went, it left us all burning to become clowns; the first Negro minstrel show that ever came to our section left us all suffering to try that kind of life; now and then we had a hope that, if we lived and were good, God would permit us to be pirates. These ambitions faded out, each in its turn; but the ambition to be a steamboatman always remained.”




  For many of his boyhood friends, the Mississippi and its tributaries was a deadly temptress, which Twain recalled in early 1895: “The proverb says, ‘Born lucky, always lucky,’ and I am very superstitious. As a small boy I was notoriously lucky. It was usual for one or two of our lads (per annum) to get drowned in the Mississippi or in Bear Creek, but I was pulled out in a two-thirds drowned condition 9 times before I learned to swim, and was considered to be a cat in disguise.”




  Maybe he was lucky, but tempting the undercurrents and submerged entanglements of foliage and debris could just as easily have claimed another soul, if not for a passerby fetching him up from the deep muddy:




  

    Mr. Kercheval had an apprentice in the early days, when I was nine years old, and he also had a slave woman who had many merits.




    [image: image]




    One day when I was playing on a loose log which I supposed was attached to a raft—but it wasn’t—it tilted me into Bear Creek. And when I had been under water twice and was coming up to make the third and fatal descent my fingers appeared above the water and that slave woman seized me and pulled me out.
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    Within a week I was in again, and that apprentice had to come along just at the wrong time, and he plunged in and dived, pawed around on the bottom and found me, and dragged me out and emptied the water out of me, and I was saved again. I was drowned seven times after that before I learned to swim—once in Bear Creek and six times in the Mississippi.


  




  Okay, so maybe his tallies don’t always match up, but the point is, he had more than his fair share of missed opportunities to pass from this life while growing up on the Mississippi.




  It would take him a few years and a couple of course corrections, but eventually Samuel Clemens would follow many of his boyhood friends and find work on the river. But first he still had a lot of growing up to do, and all of the mischief that accompanies it.
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  Young boys growing up along the banks of the Mississippi dreamed of life beyond the next bend of the river, which would play a key role in the childhood experiences of the fictitious Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn, here captured in a statue in Hannibal, Missouri.Michael Richards




  Young Samuel grew up loving cats, and had them around all his life. Like anyone who loves pets, he frequently shared his food, and, on occasion, even his medicine, with them: “It was not right to give the cat ‘Pain Killer’—I realize it now. I would not repeat it in these days. But in those ‘Tom Sawyer’ days it was a great and sincere satisfaction to me to see Peter perform under its influence—and if actions do speak as loud as words, he took as much interest in it as I did. It was a most detestable medicine, Perry Davis’s Pain Killer. It was upon one of these occasions that that friendly cat came waving his tail and supplicating for Pain Killer—which he got—and then went into those hysterics which ended with his colliding with all the furniture in the room and finally going out of the open window and carrying the flower pots with him, just in time for my mother to arrive and look over her glasses in astonishment.”




  It was at his uncle John’s farm that young Samuel would experience so many of the boyhood events that he wrote about in later years. In his autobiography, he recalled: “I spent some part of every year at the farm until I was twelve or thirteen years old. The life which I led there with my cousins was full of charm, and so is the memory of it yet. I can call back the solemn twilight and mystery of the deep woods, the earthy woods, the faint smells of the wild flowers, the sheen of rain-washed foliage, the rattling clatter of drops when the wind shook the trees, the far-off hammering of woodpeckers and the muffled drumming of wood-pheasants in the remoteness of the forest, the snap-shot glimpses of disturbed wild creatures scurrying through the grass—I can call it all back and make it as real as it ever was, and as blessed.”
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  During one of his infrequent visits to his boyhood home of Hannibal, Mark Twain met Anna Laura, the real-life inspiration for his character, Becky Thatcher, Tom Sawyer’s first love. Library of Congress




  Like most boys, young Samuel Clemens was infatuated with girls, but his initial experiences didn’t pan out so well. He would quickly learn how cruel the opposite sex can be with such a fragile heart as his. In his autobiography, he wrote: “I recall Mary Miller. She was not my first sweetheart but I think she was the first one that furnished me a broken heart. I fell in love with her when she was eighteen and I nine—but she scorned me and I recognized that this was a cold cruel world. I had not noticed that temperature before. I believe I was as miserable as ever a grown man could be. But I think that this sorrow did not remain with me long. As I remember it I soon transferred my worship to Artimisia Briggs, who was a year older than Mary Miller.




  “When I revealed my passion to her she did not scoff at it. She did not make fun of it. She was very kind and gentle about it. But she was also firm, and said she did not want to be pestered by children.”




  Even as a teenager, Samuel inadvertently managed to humiliate himself in the presence of two young girls, which he didn’t realize until it was too late. The occasion was a party his sister was hosting where Samuel was asked to participate in a humorous skit, dressed as a brown bear.




  

    This was in 1849. I was fourteen years old, then. I took the little black slave boy, Sandy, with me, and we selected a roomy and empty chamber on the second floor. We entered it talking, and this gave a couple of half-dressed young ladies an opportunity to take refuge behind a screen, undiscovered. Their gowns and things were hanging on hooks behind the door, but I did not see them . . .



OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_010.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png
-





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
&9 HIS WORDS, WIT, AND WISDOM Qx>






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_008.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_009.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_011.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_010.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_007.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_006.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_011.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.png





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png





