Ch. 1 from The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn by Mark Twain   		name: ____________

background:  At the end of Tom Sawyer, Huck Finn, the son of a degenerate drunk, unexpectedly finds a fortune.  With his father out of the picture, and newly rich, Huck (who is probably around 13 or 14) is adopted by Mrs. Douglass, a widow in the town (the novel is set along the Missouri in an unnamed southern town during the time of slavery—probably the 1820s or ‘30s).  The Widow Douglass attempts to civilize Huck by teaching him how to read, to pray and to use manners.  She’s not very effective in her teaching, and Huck begins to bristle against this attempt at “sivilizin’” him.  Here, then, is the opening chapter of the novel.

	You don’t know about me without you have read a book by the name of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer; 	but that ain’t no matter.  That book was made by Mr. Mark Twain, and he told the truth, mainly.  There 	was things which he stretched, but mainly he told the truth.  That is nothing.  I never seen anybody but 	lied one time or another, without it was Aunt Polly*, or the widow*, or maybe Mary*.  Aunt Polly—      5	Tom’s Aunt Polly, she is—and Mary, and the Widow Douglas is all told about in that book, which is 	mostly a true book, with some stretchers, as I said before.

	Now the way that the book winds up is this:  Tom and me found the money that the robbers hid in the 	cave, and it made us rich.  We got six thousand dollars apiece—all gold.  It was an awful* sight of 	money 	when it was piled up.  Well, Judge Thatcher* he took it and put it out at interest, and it fetched us 10	a dollar a day apiece all the year round—more than a body could tell what to do with.  The Widow 	Douglas she took me for her son, and allowed she would sivilize* me; but it was rough living in the 	house all the time, considering how dismal regular and decent the widow was in all her ways; and so 	when I couldn’t stand it no longer I lit out.  I got into my old rags and my sugar-hogshead* again, and 	was free and satisfied.  But Tom Sawyer he hunted me up and said he was going to start a band of         15	robbers, and I might join if I would go back to the widow and be respectable.  So I went back.

	The widow she cried over me, and called me a poor lost lamb, and she called me a lot of other names, 	too, but she never meant no harm by it. She put me in them new clothes again, and I couldn’t do nothing 	but sweat and sweat, and feel all cramped up.  Well, then, the old thing commenced again.  The widow 	rung a bell for supper, and you had to come to time. When you got to the table you couldn’t go right to 20	eating, but you had to wait for the widow to tuck down her head and grumble a little over the victuals*, 	though there warn’t really anything the matter with them,—that is, nothing only everything was cooked 	by itself.  In a barrel of odds and ends* it is different; things get mixed up, and the juice kind of swaps 	around, and the things go better.

[bookmark: c01-18]	After supper she got out her book and learned me about Moses and the Bulrushers*, and I was in a sweat 25	to find out all about him; but by and by she let it out that Moses had been dead a considerable long time; 	so then I didn’t care no more about him, because I don’t take no stock in dead people.

	Pretty soon I wanted to smoke, and asked the widow to let me.  But she wouldn’t.  She said it was a 	mean practice and wasn’t clean, and I must try to not do it any more.  That is just the way with some 	people.  They get down on a thing when they don’t know nothing about it.  Here she was a-bothering    30	about Moses, which was no kin to her, and no use to anybody, being gone, you see, yet finding a power 	of fault with me for doing a thing that had some good in it.  And she took snuff*, too; of course that was 	all right, because she done it herself.

[bookmark: c01-19]	Her sister, Miss Watson, a tolerable slim old maid, with goggles on, had just come to live with her, and 	took a set at me now with a spelling-book. She worked me middling hard for about an hour, and then the 	widow made her ease up.  I couldn’t stood it much longer.  Then for an hour it was deadly dull, and I     35	was fidgety.  Miss Watson would say, “Don’t put your feet up there, Huckleberry;” and “Don’t scrunch 	up like that, Huckleberry—set up straight;” and pretty soon she would say, “Don’t gap and stretch like 	that, Huckleberry—why don’t you try to behave?”  Then she told me all about the bad place*, and I said 	I wished I was there. She got mad then, but I didn’t mean no harm.  All I wanted was to go somewheres; 	all I wanted was a change, I warn’t particular.  She said it was wicked to say what I said; said she          40	wouldn’t say it for the whole world; she was going to live so as to go to the good place.  Well, I couldn’t 	see no advantage in going where she was going, so I made up my mind I wouldn’t try for it.  But I never 	said so, because it would only make trouble, and wouldn’t do no good.

	Now she had got a start, and she went on and told me all about the good place.  She said all a body 	would have to do there was to go around all day long with a harp and sing, forever and ever.  So I didn’t 45	think much of it. But I never said so.  I asked her if she reckoned Tom Sawyer would go there, and she 	said not by a considerable sight.  I was glad about that, because I wanted him and me to be together.

	Miss Watson she kept pecking at me, and it got tiresome and lonesome.  By and by they fetched the 	[slaves] in and had prayers, and then everybody was off to bed.  I went up to my room with a piece of 	candle, and put it on the table.  Then I set down in a chair by the window and tried to think of something 50	cheerful, but it warn’t no use.  I felt so lonesome I most wished I was dead.  The stars were shining, and 	the leaves rustled in the woods ever so mournful; and I heard an owl, away off, who-whooing about 	somebody that was dead*, and a whippowill* and a dog crying about somebody that was going to die; 	and the wind was trying to whisper something to me, and I couldn’t make out what it was, and so it 	made the cold shivers run over me. Then away out in the woods I heard that kind of a sound that a ghost 55	makes when it wants to tell about something that’s on its mind and can’t make itself understood, and so 	can’t rest easy in its grave, and has to go about that way every night grieving.  I got so down-hearted and 	scared I did wish I had some company.  Pretty soon a spider went crawling up my shoulder, and I 	flipped it off and it lit in the candle; and before I could budge it was all shriveled up.  I didn’t need 	anybody to tell me that that was an awful bad sign and would fetch me some bad luck, so I was scared 60	and most shook the clothes off of me. I got up and turned around in my tracks three times and crossed 	my breast every time; and then I tied up a little lock of my hair with a thread to keep witches away.  But 	I hadn’t no confidence.  You do that when you’ve lost a horseshoe that you’ve found, instead of nailing 	it up over the door, but I hadn’t ever heard anybody say it was any way to keep off bad luck when you’d 	killed a spider.

65	I set down again, a-shaking all over, and got out my pipe for a smoke; for the house was all as still as 	death now, and so the widow wouldn’t know. Well, after a long time I heard the clock away off in the 	town go boom—boom—boom—twelve licks; and all still again—stiller than ever. Pretty soon I heard a 	twig snap down in the dark amongst the trees—something was a stirring.  I set still and 	listened.  Directly I could just barely hear a “me-yow! me-yow!” down there.  That was good!  Says I, 70	“me-yow! me-yow!” as soft as I could, and then I put out the light and scrambled out of the window on 	to the shed.  Then I slipped down to the ground and crawled in among the trees, and, sure enough, there 	was Tom Sawyer waiting for me.

1.  Huck seems to have a liberal notion on the morality of lying.  Explain how the opening paragraph characterizes him.

2.  What does Huck’s reactions to the Widow’s attempts to “sivilize” him tell you about Huck?  

3.  What is ironic about the Widow telling Huck that he can’t smoke?

4.  What do lines 47-64 tell you about Huck?  

5.  What sort of satirical comments might Twain be making by comparing Huck’s superstitious, un-civilized beliefs to the Widow’s religious beliefs?



	Aunt Polly (4):  Tom’s aunt and guardian. Aunt Polly is a simple, kindhearted woman who struggles to balance her love for her nephew with her duty to discipline him
	widow (4):   A kindhearted, pious resident of St. Petersburg whom the children recognize as a friend. She is kind to Huck even before she learns that he saved her life.  She adopts him at the end of Tom Sawyer.  

	Mary (4):  Tom’s sweet, almost saintly cousin. Mary holds a soft spot for Tom. Like Sid, she is well behaved, but unlike him, she acts out of genuine affection rather than malice.


	awful (8):  here meaning, literally, “full of awe,” or an impressive amount.  Awesome sauce.  
	Judge Thatcher (9):  At the end of Tom Sawyer, the local judge agrees to be the guardian of the money Tom and Huck find.
	sivilize (11):  Huck’s spelling of “civilize”

	sugar hogshead (13):  A rather large barrel that held—surprise!—sugar.  Before being adopted by the widow, Huck had slept in one of these barrels after it had been cut in half.
	victuals (20):  food
	“barrel of odds and ends” (22):  This is a literal barrel.  As far as I can tell, restaurants would take their leftovers at the end of the night (both from the kitchen and cleaned up plates) and dump them into a barrel.  This “food” would then be sold for a small sum or given to the livestock.  Yummy!

	“Moses and the Bulrushers” (24):  In the biblical story of Moses, the infant Moses is found in bulrushes (tall, thick grasses) growing by the river sides
	snuff (31):  finally chopped tobacco that is taken nasally 
	“bad place” (37):  i.e., hell

	“owl . . . somebody dead” (51-52):  One of Huck’s many superstitions.  He details several others in this part of the passage.
	whippowill (52):  A whippoorwill is a small bird
	[bookmark: _GoBack]



1.  When the widow calls Huck a “poor lost lamb,” Huck believes that (16)
a.  he is being insulted by the widow				c.  the widow doesn’t really understand him.
b.  he must convert to Christianity to save his soul.		d.  he has finally found a home with the widow.

2.  Huck views civilized society (as represented by the widow and Miss Watson) as 
a.  desirable and enviable.	b.  boring and confining.     c.  destructive and evil.    d. immoral and hypocritical. 

3.  Why doesn’t Huck care if he goes to “the bad place” (37)?
a.  He does not believe in religious principles
b.  He believes that Christians are immoral for owning slaves
c.  He regards religious beliefs as superstition and therefore false
d.  He is told that’s where his friend will be 

4.  Paragraph 8 (lines 47-64) exemplifies Huck’s
a.  intolerance for prejudice.	b.  inability to be educated.	c.  superstitious beliefs.   d.  hostility for the widow.

5.  Which of the following best describes Huck as a narrator?
a.  Dishonest and deceptive 					c.  Intelligent and refined
b.  Simple and naïve  						d.  Shy and reserved 
John Green and Mark Twain’s The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
1. What was Twain’s boyhood dream?  

2. Twain wrote about what with “passion and precision”? 

3. Summarize the irony of Twain’s involvement with the Confederacy.

4. What does it mean to be “civilized”?  


5. It sounds like Twain is satirizing society’s notions of adulthood in the novel. How can you support this?


6. What is the moral “tension” Huck feels throughout the novel?


7. How is Twain’s writing “down to earth”?


8. What does it mean that Twain’s writing had an “ease and freedom of language”?


9. Huck believes that, by helping Jim, he is going to “literal, actual hell.”  Again, Twain is satirizing something.  Can you figure out what Twain is satirizing?  


10. How does Green reason that Twain’s novel is not racist?


11. And, finally, how does Green reason that Twain’s novel is “so, so, so good”?  
