
MOST of  the adventures  recorded in  this  book
really occurred; one or two were experiences of
my  own,  the  rest  those  of  boys  who  were
schoolmates of mine. Huck Finn is drawn from
life;  Tom  Sawyer  also,  but  not  from  an
individual--he  is  a  combination  of  the
characteristics of three boys whom I knew, and
therefore  belongs  to  the  composite  order  of
architecture.

The  odd  superstitions  touched  upon  were  all
prevalent  among  children  and  slaves  in  the
West  at  the  period  of  this  story--that  is  to  say,
thirty or forty years ago.

Although  my  book  is  intended  mainly  for  the
entertainment  of  boys  and  girls,  I  hope  it  will
not  be  shunned  by  men  and  women  on  that
account,  for  part  of  my plan has  been to  try  to
pleasantly  remind  adults  of  what  they  once
were  themselves,  and  of  how  they  felt  and
thought  and  talked,  and  what  queer  enterprises
they sometimes engaged in.

THE  two  boys  flew  on  and  on,  toward  the
village,  speechless  with  horror.  They  glanced
backward  over  their  shoulders  from  time  to
time,  apprehensively,  as  if  they  feared  they
might be followed. Every stump that started up
in their  path seemed a man and an enemy, and
made them catch their breath; and as they sped
by  some  outlying  cottages  that  lay  near  the
village,  the  barking  of  the  aroused  watch-dogs
seemed to give wings to their feet.

"If we can only get to the old tannery before we
break  down!"  whispered  Tom,  in  short  catches
between breaths. "I can't stand it much longer."

Huckleberry's  hard  pantings  were  his  only
reply, and the boys fixed their eyes on the goal
of their  hopes and bent to their  work to win it.
They gained steadily on it, and at last, breast to
breast, they burst through the open door and fell
grateful  and  exhausted  in  the  sheltering
shadows beyond. By and by their pulses slowed
down, and Tom whispered:

"Huckleberry,  what  do  you  reckon'll  come  of
this?"

Even the  Glorious  Fourth  was  in  some sense  a
failure,  for  it  rained  hard,  there  was  no
procession  in  consequence,  and  the  greatest
man  in  the  world  (as  Tom  supposed),  Mr.
Benton, an actual United States Senator, proved
an  overwhelming  disappointment--for  he  was
not twenty-five feet high, nor even anywhere in
the neighborhood of it.

A circus came. The boys played circus for three
days  afterward  in  tents  made  of  rag
carpeting--admission,  three  pins  for  boys,  two
for girls--and then circusing was abandoned.

A  phrenologist  and  a  mesmerizer  came--and
went  again  and  left  the  village  duller  and
drearier than ever.

There  were  some  boys-and-girls'  parties,  but
they  were  so  few  and  so  delightful  that  they
only  made  the  aching  voids  between  ache  the
harder.

Becky Thatcher was gone to her Constantinople
home  to  stay  with  her  parents  during
vacation--so  there  was  no  bright  side  to  life
anywhere.
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