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INTRODUCTION The Prince and the Pauper: TWAIN’S GREATEST NOVEL?
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If you ask most readers or critics to name Mark Twain’s finest novel, they would choose The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885). Indeed, many critics laud Huckleberry Finn as the greatest American novel ever written. It seems Twain himself, however, might have been of a different opinion. It was The Prince and the Pauper (1882) that he enjoyed most. In a letter to his friend and contemporary William Dean Howells about his progress in writing The Prince and the Pauper, Twain wrote, “I take so much pleasure in my story that I am loath to hurry, not wanting to get it done.” His daughter Susy Clemens agreed, writing, “The book is full of lovely charming ideas, and oh, the language! It is perfect, I think.”

So how is it that Twain—the man Ernest Hemingway credited as the father of the modern American novel, a writer widely regarded as the quintessential American author—considered a historical romance set in Tudor England to be among his finest work?

Perhaps the answer lies in the appeal of the story’s narrative. Two boys, from opposite stations in life—one a prince, the other poor—switch places and literally walk in each other’s shoes. It is a familiar fable that makes clear the notion that outward appearance cannot be trusted. But it is much more than a simple fable: Twain set the novel in sixteenth-century England and named the prince as Edward VI, prince of Wales and son of Henry VIII. The pauper, Tom Canty, is one of the masses—poor, unwanted, and destined to remain so for life. In this historical setting, a simple fable turns to biting social commentary as Twain expresses his outrage at the social injustices of Tudor England and, by extension, nineteenth-century America. The Prince and the Pauper is also an effective and affecting coming-of-age tale written by an author intimately acquainted with both the depths of obscurity and poverty and the heights of fame and wealth.

Twain read extensively as he prepared to write The Prince and the Pauper. A master of dialect, he wanted the parlance of sixteenth-century England to be fluid on the page. It is also his most carefully plotted novel. For Twain, The Prince and the Pauper was a foray into uncharted waters, a test and testament of his versatility as a writer. Although the signature wit and the satiric eye that made him famous are evident throughout the novel, The Prince and the Pauper stands out in Twain’s writing as a work with a decidedly different sensibility. Full of hope and adventure, heroes and villains, The Prince and the Pauper has enchanted its intended audience—the “young people of all ages” mentioned in the book’s subtitle—for more than a century.


The Life and Work of Mark Twain

Mark Twain was born Samuel Langhorne Clemens on November 30, 1835, in Florida, Missouri. When he was born, Halley’s comet, which passes close to the earth every seventy-six years, was visible in the night sky—an astronomical event that ancients considered an indicator that something of great historical significance was about to happen. Twain was well aware that he was born under this auspicious sign, and he sometimes made humorous reference to it. When he died on April 21, 1910, Halley’s comet was again blazing across the sky. It seems fitting that so unusual a man should have such conspicuous celestial bookends for his life. His life spanned a particularly dramatic portion of U.S. history, and he managed to be right in the thick of the action for most of it.

Samuel Clemens started out in modest surroundings in a respectable family of six children in Missouri. The Clemens family had been settled in Hannibal, Missouri, for several years when young Samuel’s father died, leaving them in a difficult financial position. Samuel quit school at age twelve and took several odd jobs before becoming apprenticed to a local printer. In this capacity, he gained exposure to a wide range of writing, and he discovered that he had the talent and the ambition to become a writer himself. He soon launched a career as a sort of traveling reporter, writing humorous sketches and articles for newspapers in cities such as Saint Louis, New York, Philadelphia, and Cincinnati. In 1857, he headed to New Orleans with plans to travel by ship to South America. Instead, he apprenticed himself to a riverboat captain and spent the next two years traveling up and down the Mississippi River.

Hostilities between the North and the South brought commercial traffic on the Mississippi to a halt in 1861, and Clemens had to give up his fledgling career. He served as a soldier with a group of Confederate volunteers in 1861 but quit after a couple of weeks and decided to head out to the Nevada Territory, where the legendary Comstock Lode was struck in 1859. The Corn-stock Lode was a huge silver and gold deposit that produced hundreds of millions of dollars in gold and silver. His luck as a prospector was not so good, and Clemens turned once again to newspaper work, writing for the Territorial Enterprise in Virginia City. In 1863, he began signing his articles “Mark Twain”—an expression used by riverboat crewmen to refer to a safe navigating depth of two fathoms.

In 1864, Mark Twain (as he was now known professionally) worked for a San Francisco paper and traveled to what are now called the Hawaiian Islands. He wrote about his travels and lectured about Hawaii upon his return to San Francisco. In many ways, Twain introduced Hawaii to the U.S. mainland. Tourism to Hawaii began in the 1860s. Twain continued to travel extensively in Europe and the Holy Land for a couple of years. In 1870, he married Olivia Langdon. They settled in Hartford, Connecticut.

Olivia gave birth to four children: a son named Langdon, born in 1870, who died at the age of two; Susie, born in 1872; Clara, born in 1874; and Jean, born in 1880. Twain’s literary career blossomed during this period, and his fortunes soared. He published Roughing It in 1872 and The Adventures of Tom Sawyer in 1876.

Twain published The Prince and the Pauper in 1882. He wrote the novel (along with A Tramp Abroad and Life on the Mississippi) as he took a break from the novel that would become his literary zenith, The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. That book was published in 1885 and, though controversial, was widely recognized as an important achievement in American literature. Twain followed up with the publication of several more books, including A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court (1889) and Pudd’nhead Wilson (1894).

The 1890s proved tragic for Twain. He had made a number of questionable investments, and the nationwide financial panic of 1893 left him bankrupt. He was forced to book a worldwide lecture series to rebuild his fortune. The tour cemented his professional reputation, and he earned the admiration of many of the leading artists and writers of Europe. Although his fame grew, his family suffered. In 1896, his daughter Susie died of meningitis. After a long illness, his wife died in 1904. In 1909, his daughter Jean died. Twain was left bitter and lonely. His later work—such as What Is Man?—was especially dark and cynical. He died in Connecticut in 1910, and although only his daughter Clara outlived him, thousands of mourners filed past his casket to pay their respects at his funeral.

Historical and Literary Context of The Prince and the Pauper


England’s Tudor Monarchs

England’s Tudor period, which we see represented in The Prince and the Pauper, began in 1485 with Henry VII, who became king after the battle of Bosworth Field, which ended the so-called War of the Roses between rival aristocratic families. The last Tudor monarch was Elizabeth I. The Tudor reign ended with her death in 1603. The Tudor period was marked by violent religious turmoil as the Protestant Reformation swept through Europe. The six Tudor monarchs played a vital role in developing England into one of the leading European colonial powers.

Henry VIII

As the second son of Henry VII and Elizabeth of York, Henry Tudor was never groomed to be king. But with the unexpected death of his brother, Arthur, only five months after his wedding to Catherine of Aragon, Henry was married to his brother’s widow and crowned Henry VIII on June 23, 1509. He was eighteen years old.

Despite the reputation he earned later in life as a tyrant, Henry VIII was a popular king as a young man. Dynamic, educated, athletic, and cultured, he possessed all the qualities the people of England expected in their king—that is, of course, except for a male heir. His wife, Catherine of Aragon, was five years older than Henry when they married, and though she bore six children, only one, Mary, would survive into adulthood. Henry did not believe England would accept a queen and asked Pope Leo X for permission to divorce Catherine in order to produce a male heir with another wife. His request was denied, a decision that led Henry to break from the Catholic Church and start the Church of England, of which he would declare himself the supreme head. Henry’s daughter Mary, however, remained Catholic.

In 1532, the Church of England dissolved the holdings of the Catholic Church and forced its clergy to submit to the new church or be punished. Priests, monks, and nuns were displaced and the property of the Catholic Church confiscated for the crown. At great cost to others, Henry got his divorce and married Anne Boleyn in 1533. Unfortunately for her, Anne Boleyn did not provide Henry with a male heir, either. A daughter, Elizabeth, was born in 1533. After a male child was stillborn, Anne was arrested in May 1536 and charged with treason for having affairs with other men, including her own brother. The charges were unsubstantiated, but she was convicted and sentenced to death nonetheless. On May 19, 1536, she was beheaded.

Jane Seymour was Henry’s third wife. In October 1537, she gave birth to Henry’s long-awaited son, Edward, prince of Wales. She died twelve days later from complications related to the birth. Henry remained single for nearly two years after Jane Seymour’s death, but in 1539, at the urging of his counselors, he pursued a match that would gain England political advantage. Anne of Cleves, a German princess, was chosen to be Henry’s fourth wife. They were married in January 1540, but Henry was so unhappy that he had the minister who arranged the match, Thomas Cromwell, beheaded. After less than a year, Henry asked Anne to agree to have the marriage annulled. She did and remained in England for the rest of her life, well taken care of by the crown and by any standard the most fortunate of Henry’s wives.

Catherine Howard was still in her teens when she became Henry’s fifth wife. Henry was forty-nine years old and so deeply in love with his young bride that when rumors of her past indiscretions were initially brought to his attention, he dismissed them as idle court gossip. After more than a year of rumors and proof that the indiscretions were not all in the past, Catherine was brought up on charges of treason. She was beheaded in February 1542.

Henry’s last wife, Catherine Parr, was close to him in age when they married in July 1543. Henry had suffered for years from an ulcerated leg that by this point had rendered him immobile. He was also extremely obese. Catherine was as much a nurse to him as a wife. She became close to Henry’s children and helped him repair his relationship with his daughter Mary. After Henry’s death on January 28, 1547, Catherine married Jane Seymour’s brother Thomas but died following childbirth on September 7, 1548.

Edward VI

The exact cause of Henry VIII’s death is unknown. For his son, Edward VI, who became king at the age of nine, Henry left large debts, inflation, and a church unsure of its theology.

As Twain notes in The Prince and the Pauper, Edward did not follow in the tyrannical footsteps of his father. He was a kind, intelligent boy not yet old enough to rule the country alone and therefore controlled by advisers. He was, however, a supporter of the Protestant faith like his father, which suited his advisers but left them in a predicament when Edward started to show signs of the tuberculosis that would eventually prove fatal.

In 1553, when Edward’s health was in swift decline, Edward’s adviser, John Dudley, duke of Northumberland, fearing Mary would return the country to the Catholic faith, persuaded Edward to name Lady Jane Grey (who was then married to Dudley’s son Guilford) as his successor instead of his sister.

Edward VI died before his sixteenth birthday on July 6, 1553, and was indeed succeeded by Lady Jane Grey, but only for a period of nine days. England proclaimed Mary to be queen, and Jane was imprisoned in the Tower of London and convicted of high treason. After her father joined an uprising against Mary a few months later, the queen signed Jane’s death warrant. Jane and Guilford Dudley were beheaded in February 1554.

Mary I

In 1553, Queen Mary, a devout Catholic, inherited the throne determined to reverse the course of Protestantism. Under her rule, some three hundred people were burned at the stake for their beliefs—religious persecution that earned her the nickname “Bloody Mary.”

Against the advice of her counsel, Mary was wed to Philip II of Spain in 1554, a decision that proved unfavorable. The match was not a happy union, and the people of England feared Spain would take control of the country.

Mary’s health began to deteriorate so rapidly that in the years before her death in 1558, she reconciled with her sister, Elizabeth (who, like Edward, was a Protestant), and conceded to her succession.

Elizabeth I

Elizabeth I was England’s most famous queen. Her forty-five-year reign took England to the height of its power. She was twenty-five years old when she became queen in 1558. Although a great number of important historical events occurred during her reign, the death of Mary, Queen of Scots (who was in line for the throne), and the attack on the Spanish Armada are perhaps the most famous.

Elizabeth ruled until 1603. She was the last Tudor monarch and is remembered for her intelligence, integrity, and genuine love for the people of England.

American Literature after 1850

American book publishing was transformed in the years just before the Civil War. Whereas the works of the nation’s earlier authors were read by a small population of intellectuals, authors in the 1850s and beyond began to reach a wider population through a practice called subscription publishing. Sales representatives would travel from door to door in towns across the country, armed with enticing book brochures, and sell books in advance of printing. This is how Twain found his audience. His humor was very popular with the general reading public, and although he was also admired by intellectuals, average readers buying his books by the thousands made him wealthy.

In terms of literary movements, Twain’s work can be seen as part of American literary realism. This reaction against the more fantastical and sentimental fiction of the American romantic period featured accurate representations of the lives of Americans in various contexts. Realists valued detail and plausibility in their fiction. Characters were complex, flawed people with believable motives. The language used in books by realists was straightforward and sometimes comic or satiric but not flowery or overtly poetic, although much realistic writing is very beautiful. Other American writers whose works can be seen as realist were Henry James, author of such books as Daisy Miller (1879) and The Golden Bowl (1904), and Edith Wharton, author of The House of Mirth (1905), Ethan Frome (1911), and many other books. Twain distinguished himself from other writers of this period by his use of humor and his masterful skill in portraying common speech.






CHRONOLOGY OF MARK TWAIN’S LIFE AND WORK
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	1835: Samuel Langhorne Clemens is born November 30 in Florida, Missouri.

	1839: John Clemens, Samuel’s father, moves his family to nearby Hannibal, where Samuel spends his boyhood.

	1848: Samuel becomes an apprentice printer.

	1852: Samuel begins editing his brother’s newspaper and publishing his own humorous sketches.

	1853: Clemens leaves Hannibal and begins working as a traveling reporter in such cities as Saint Louis, New York, Philadelphia, and Cincinnati.

	1857: He becomes apprenticed to a riverboat captain.

	1861: He tries prospecting for silver in the Nevada Territory.

	1863: He uses the pseudonym “Mark Twain” for the first time on a travel sketch.

	1864: Twain moves to San Francisco and continues working as a journalist.

	1866: He travels to Hawaii (then called the Sandwich Islands) as a correspondent for a newspaper in Sacramento, lecturing about his travels upon his return.

	1867: Twain travels to Europe and the Holy Land. He publishes The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County and Other Sketches.


	1869: Innocents Abroad is published.

	1870: Twain marries Olivia Langdon. Their son, Lang-don Clemens, is born prematurely (he dies two years later).

	1871: Twain and his family move to Hartford, Connecticut.

	1872: Daughter Susy is born. Roughing It is published.

	1874: Daughter Clara is born.

	1876: Publication of The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.


	1880: Daughter Jean is born. Twain loses thousands on a bad investment. He publishes A Tramp Abroad.


	1882: Publication of The Prince and the Pauper.


	1883: Publication of Life on the Mississippi.


	1885: Publication of The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn.


	1889: Publication of A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court.


	1894: Publication of Pudd’nhead Wilson.


	1896: Daughter Susy dies of spinal meningitis.

	1904: Twain’s wife, Olivia, dies.

	1909: Daughter Jean dies. Daughter Clara marries.

	1910: Twain dies on April 21 and is buried in Elmira, New York.








HISTORICAL CONTEXT OF The Prince and the Pauper
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	1509: After the death of his older brother Arthur, Henry VIII is crowned king of England.

	1515: Thomas Wolsey, archbishop of York, is made lord chancellor of England and cardinal.

	1517: The Protestant Reformation begins. Martin Luther nails his “Disputation on the Power and Efficacy of Indulgences,” also known as the “95 Theses,” on the church door at Wittenberg.

	1520: At the Field of the Cloth of Gold, François I of France meets Henry VIII but fails to gain his support against Holy Roman Emperor Charles V.

	1521: Henry VIII receives the title of “Defender of the Faith” from Pope Leo X for his opposition to Luther.

	1529: Henry VIII dismisses Lord Chancellor Thomas Wolsey for failing to obtain the pope’s consent to Henry’s divorce from Catherine of Aragon. Sir Thomas More is appointed lord chancellor. Henry VIII summons the Reformation Parliament and begins to cut ties with the church of Rome.

	
1532: Sir Thomas More resigns over the question of Henry VIII’s divorce.

	1533: Henry VIII marries Anne Boleyn and is excommunicated by the pope. Henry and Anne have a daughter, Elizabeth.

	1534: In the Act of Supremacy, Henry VIII is declared “Supreme Head of the Church of England.”

	1535: Sir Thomas More is beheaded in the Tower of London for failing to take the Oath of Supremacy.

	1536: Anne Boleyn is beheaded. Henry VIII marries Jane Seymour. The dissolution of monasteries in England begins under the direction of Thomas Cromwell, completed in 1539.

	1537: Jane Seymour dies after the birth of Edward, prince of Wales.

	1539: The dissolution of Glastonbury Abbey; buildings are torched and looted by the king’s men.

	1540: Henry VIII marries Anne of Cleves. Henry divorces Anne of Cleves and marries Catherine Howard. Thomas Cromwell (who arranged Henry’s marriage to Anne of Cleves) is executed on a charge of treason.

	1542: Catherine Howard is executed.

	1543: Henry VIII marries Catherine Parr. An alliance is formed between Henry and Charles V against Scotland and France.

	1544: Henry VIII and Charles V invade France.

	1547: Henry VIII dies. Edward VI becomes king of England. The duke of Somerset acts as protector.

	1549: Introduction of uniform Protestant service in England based on Edward VI’s Book of Common Prayer.

	
1550: The fall of the duke of Somerset. The duke of Northumberland succeeds as protector.

	1551: Archbishop Cranmer publishes Forty-two Articles of Religion.


	1553: Upon the death of Edward VI, Lady Jane Grey is proclaimed queen of England by the duke of Northumberland. Her reign lasts nine days. Mary, daughter of Henry VIII and Catherine of Aragon, becomes queen of England (“Bloody Mary”). Roman Catholic bishops are restored in England.

	1554: Lady Jane Grey is beheaded. Mary I marries Philip II of Spain.

	1555: England returns to Roman Catholicism. Protestants are persecuted, and about three hundred, including Cranmer, are burned at the stake

	1558: England loses Calais, the last English possession in France. Mary I dies. Elizabeth I, daughter of Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn, becomes queen. Catholic legislation is repealed in England.







To

those good-mannered and agreeable children

Susie and Clara Clemens

this book

is affectionately inscribed

by their father.





The quality of mercy…

is twice bless’d;

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes;

’Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes

The throned monarch better than his crown.

Merchant of Venice






PREFACE
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I will set down a tale as it was told to me by one who had it of his father, which latter had it of his father, this last having in like manner had it of his father, and so on, back and still back, three hundred years and more, the fathers transmitting it to the sons and so preserving it. It may be history, it may be only a legend, a tradition. It may have happened, it may not have happened; but it could have happened. It may be that the wise and the learned believed it in the old days; it may be that only the unlearned and the simple loved it and credited it.





Hugh Latimer, Bishop of Worcester, to Lord Cromwell, on the birth of the Prince of Wales (afterward Edward VI)

FROM THE NATIONAL MANUSCRIPTS PRESERVED BY THE BRITISH BOVERNMENT

Ryght honorable, Salutem in Christo Jesu, and Syr here ys no lesse joynge and rejossynge in thes partees for the byrth of our prynce, hoom we hungurde for so longe, then ther was (I trow), inter vicinos att the byrth of S. I. Baptyste, as thys berer, Master Erance, can telle you. Gode gyffe us alle grace, to yelde dew thankes to our Lorde Gode, Gode of Inglonde, for verely He hathe shoyd Hym selff Gode of Inglonde, or rather an Inglyssh Gode, yf we consydyr and pondyr welle alle Hys procedynges with us from tyme to tyme. He hath overcumme alle our yllnesse with Hys excedynge goodnesse, so that we ar now moor then compellyd to serve Hym, seke Hys glory, promott Hys wurde, yf the Devylle of alle Devylles be natt in us. We have now the stooppe of vayne trustes ande the stey of vayne expectations; lett us alle pray for hys preservatione. Ande I for my partt wylle wyssh that hys Grace allways have, and evyn now from the begynynge, Governares, Instructores and offyceres of ryght jugmente, ne optimum ingenium non optima educatione depravetur.

Butt whatt a grett fowlle am I! So, whatt devotione shoyth many tymys butt lytelle dyscretione! Ande thus the Gode of Inglonde be ever with you in alle your procedynges.

The 19 of October.

Youres, H.L.B. of Wurcestere, now att Hartlebury.

Yf you wolde excytt thys berere to be moore hartye ayen the abuse of ymagry or mor forwarde to promote the veryte, ytt myght doo goode. Natt that ytt came of me, butt of your selffe, &c.

(Addressed) To the Ryght Honorable Loorde P. Sealle hys synguler gode Lorde.






1 THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER
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IN THE ANCIENT city of London, on a certain autumn day in the second quarter of the sixteenth century, a boy was born to a poor family of the name of Canty, who did not want him. On the same day another English child was born to a rich family of the name of Tudor, who did want him. All England wanted him too. England had so longed for him, and hoped for him, and prayed God for him that now that he was really come, the people went nearly mad for joy. Mere acquaintances hugged and kissed each other and cried. Everybody took a holiday, and high and low, rich and poor, feasted and danced and sang, and got very mellow; and they kept this up for days and nights together. By day London was a sight to see, with gay banners waving from every balcony and housetop and splendid pageants marching along. By night it was again a sight to see, with its great bonfires at every corner and its troops of revelers making merry around them. There was no talk in all of England but of the new baby, Edward Tudor, Prince of Wales, who lay lapped in silks and satins, unconscious of all this fuss, and not knowing that great lords and ladies were tending him and watching over him—and not caring either. But there was no talk about the other baby, Tom Canty, lapped in his poor rags, except among the family of paupers whom he had just come to trouble with his presence.






2 TOM’S EARLY LIFE
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LET US SKIP a number of years.

London was fifteen hundred years old, and was a great town—for that day. It had a hundred thousand inhabitants—some think double as many. The streets were very narrow, and crooked, and dirty, especially in that part where Tom Canty lived, which was not far from London Bridge. The houses were of wood, with the second story projecting over the first, and the third sticking its elbows out beyond the second. The higher the houses grew, the broader they grew. They were skeletons of strong criss-cross beams, with solid material between coated with plaster. The beams were painted red or blue or black, according to the owner’s taste, and this gave the houses a very picturesque look. The windows were small, glazed with little diamond-shaped panes, and they opened outward on hinges like doors.

The house which Tom’s father lived in was up a foul little pocket called Offal Court, out of Pudding Lane. It was small, decayed, and rickety, but it was packed full of wretchedly poor families. Canty’s tribe occupied a room on the third floor. The mother and father had a sort of bedstead in the corner; but Tom, his grandmother, and his two sisters, Bet and Nan, were not restricted—they had all the floor to themselves and might sleep where they chose. There were the remains of a blanket or two and some bundles of ancient and dirty straw, but these could not rightly be called beds, for they were not organized; they were kicked into a general pile mornings, and selections made from the mass at night for service.

Bet and Nan were fifteen years old—twins. They were goodhearted girls, unclean, clothed in rags, and profoundly ignorant. Their mother was like them. But the father and the grandmother were a couple of fiends. They got drunk whenever they could; then they fought each other or anybody else who came in the way; they cursed and swore always, drunk or sober; John Canty was a thief, and his mother a beggar. They made beggars of the children but failed to make thieves of them. Among, but not of, the dreadful rabble that inhabited the house was a good old priest whom the king had turned out of house and home with a pension of a few farthings, and he used to get the children aside and teach them right ways secretly. Father Andrew also taught Tom a little Latin and how to read and write, and would have done the same with the girls, but they were afraid of the jeers of their friends, who could not have endured such a queer accomplishment in them.

All Offal Court was just such another hive as Canty’s house. Drunkenness, riot, and brawling were the order there every night and nearly all night long. Broken heads were as common as hunger in that place. Yet little Tom was not unhappy. He had a hard time of it, but did not know it. It was the sort of time that all of the Offal Court boys had; therefore he supposed it was the correct and comfortable thing. When he came home empty-handed at night, he knew his father would curse him and thrash him first, and that when he was done the awful grandmother would do it all over again and improve on it, and that away in the night his starving mother would slip to him stealthily with any miserable scrap or crust she had been able to save for him by going hungry herself, notwithstanding she was often caught in that sort of treason and soundly beaten for it by her husband.

No, Tom’s life went along well enough, especially in summer. He only begged just enough to save himself, for the laws against mendicancy were stringent and the penalties heavy; so he put in a good deal of his time listening to good Father Andrew’s charming old tales and legends about giants and fairies, dwarfs and genii, and enchanted castles, and gorgeous kings and princes. His head grew to be full of these wonderful things, and many a night as he lay in the dark on his scant and offensive straw, tired, hungry, and smarting from a thrashing, he unleashed his imagination and soon forgot his aches and pains in delicious picturings to himself of the charmed life of a petted prince in a regal palace. One desire came in time to haunt him day and night: it was to see a real prince, with his own eyes. He spoke of it once to some of his Offal Court comrades, but they jeered him and scoffed him so unmercifully that he was glad to keep his dream to himself after that.

He often read the priest’s old books and got him to explain and enlarge upon them. His dreamings and readings worked certain changes in him by and by. His dream people were so fine that he grew to lament his shabby clothing and his dirt and to wish to be clean and better clad. He went on playing in the mud just the same, and enjoying it too; but instead of splashing around in the Thames solely for the fun of it, he began to find an added value in it because of the washings and cleansings it afforded.

Tom could always find something going on around the Maypole in Cheapside and at the fairs; and now and then he and the rest of London had a chance to see a military parade when some famous unfortunate was carried prisoner to the Tower by land or boat. One summer’s day he saw poor Anne Askew and three men burned at the stake in Smithfield and heard an ex-bishop preach a sermon to them which did not interest him. Yes, Tom’s life was varied and pleasant enough on the whole.

By and by Tom’s reading and dreaming about princely life wrought such a strong effect upon him that he began to act the prince, unconsciously. His speech and manners became curiously ceremonious and courtly, to the vast admiration and amusement of his intimates. But Tom’s influence among these young people began to grow now day by day, and in time he came to be looked up to by them, with a sort of wondering awe, as a superior being. He seemed to know so much! And he could do and say such marvelous things! And withal, he was so deep and wise! Tom’s remarks and Tom’s performances were reported by the boys to their elders; and these also presently began to discuss Tom Canty and to regard him as a most gifted and extraordinary creature. Full-grown people brought their perplexities to Tom for solution and were often astonished at the wit and wisdom of his decisions. In fact he was become a hero to all who knew him except his own family—these only saw nothing in him.

Privately, after a while, Tom organized a royal court! He was the prince; his special comrades were guards, chamberlains, equerries, lords- and ladies-in-waiting, and the royal family. Daily the mock prince was received with elaborate ceremonials borrowed by Tom from his romantic readings; daily the great affairs of the mimic kingdom were discussed in the royal council; and daily his mimic highness issued decrees to his imaginary armies, navies, and vice-royalties.

After which, he would go forth in his rags and beg a few farthings, eat his poor crust, take his customary cuffs and abuse, and then stretch himself upon his handful of foul straw and resume his empty grandeurs in his dreams.

And still his desire to look just once upon a real prince in the flesh grew upon him, day by day, and week by week, until at last it absorbed all other desires and became the one passion of his life.

One January day, on his usual begging tour, he tramped despondently up and down the region round about Mincing Lane and Little East Cheap, hour after hour, barefooted and cold, looking in at cookshop windows and longing for the dreadful pork pies and other deadly inventions displayed there; for to him these were dainties fit for the angels; that is, judging by the smell they were, for it had never been his good luck to own and eat one. There was a cold drizzle of rain; the atmosphere was murky; it was a melancholy day. At night Tom reached home so wet and tired and hungry that it was not possible for his father and grandmother to observe his forlorn condition and not be moved—after their fashion; wherefore they gave him a brisk cuffing at once and sent him to bed. For a long time his pain and hunger and the swearing and fighting going on in the building kept him awake; but at last his thoughts drifted away to far, romantic lands, and he fell asleep in the company of jeweled and gilded princelings who lived in vast palaces and had servants salaaming before them or flying to execute their orders. And then as usual, he dreamed that he was a princeling himself.

All night long the glories of his royal estate shone upon him: he moved among great lords and ladies in a blaze of light, breathing perfumes, drinking in delicious music, and answering the reverent obeisances of the glittering throng as it parted to make way for him, with here a smile and there a nod of his princely head.

And when he awoke in the morning and looked upon the wretchedness about him, his dream had had its usual effect: it had intensified the sordidness of his surroundings a thousandfold. Then came bitterness, and heartbreak, and tears.






3 TOM’S MEETING WITH THE PRINCE
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TOM GOT UP hungry, and sauntered hungry away, but with his thoughts busy with the shadowy splendors of his night’s dreams. He wandered here and there in the city, hardly noticing where he was going or what was happening around him. People jostled him, and some gave him rough speech; but it was all lost on the musing boy. By and by he found himself at Temple Bar, the farthest from home he had ever traveled in that direction. He stopped and considered a moment, then fell into his imaginings again, and passed on outside the walls of London. The Strand had ceased to be a country road then and regarded itself as a street, but by a strained construction; for though there was a tolerably compact row of houses on one side of it, there were only some scattering great buildings on the other, these being palaces of rich nobles, with ample and beautiful grounds stretching to the river—grounds that are now closely packed with grim acres of brick and stone.

Tom discovered Charing Village presently and rested himself at the beautiful cross built there by a bereaved king of earlier days; then idled down a quiet, lovely road past the great cardinal’s stately palace, toward a far more mighty and majestic palace beyond—Westminster. Tom stared in glad wonder at the vast pile of masonry, the wide-spreading wings, the frowning bastions and turrets, the huge stone gateway, with its gilded bars and its magnificent array of colossal granite lions, and the other signs and symbols of English royalty. Was the desire of his soul to be satisfied at last? Here indeed was a king’s palace. Might he not hope to see a prince now, a prince of flesh and blood, if heaven were willing?

At each side of the gilded gate stood a living statue, that is to say, an erect and stately and motionless man-at-arms clad from head to heel in shining steel armor. At a respectful distance were many country folk and people from the city waiting for any chance glimpse of royalty that might offer. Splendid carriages with splendid people in them and splendid servants outside were arriving and departing by several other noble gateways that pierced the royal enclosure.

Poor little Tom, in his rags, approached and was moving slow and timidly past the sentinels, with a beating heart and a rising hope, when all at once he caught sight through the golden bars of a spectacle that almost made him shout for joy. Within was a comely boy, tanned and brown with sturdy outdoor sports and exercises, whose clothing was all of lovely silks and satins, shining with jewels—at his hip a little jeweled sword and dagger, dainty buskins on his feet, with red heels, and on his head a jaunty crimson cap with drooping plumes fastened with a great sparkling gem. Several gorgeous gentlemen stood near—his servants, without a doubt. Oh! He was a prince—a prince, a living prince, a real prince—without the shadow of a question; and the prayer of the pauper-boys heart was answered at last.

Tom’s breath came quick and short with excitement, and his eyes grew big with wonder and delight. Everything gave way in his mind instantly to one desire: that was to get close to the prince and have a good, devouring look at him. Before he knew what he was about, he had his face against the gate bars. The next instant one of the soldiers snatched him rudely away and sent him spinning among the gaping crowd of country gawks and London idlers.

The soldier said, “Mind thy manners, thou young beggar!”

The crowd jeered and laughed, but the young prince sprang to the gate with his face flushed and his eyes flashing with indignation and cried out, “How darst thou use a poor lad like that! How darst thou use the king my fathers meanest subject so! Open the gates and let him in!”

You should have seen that fickle crowd snatch off their hats then. You should have heard them cheer and shout, “Long live the Prince of Wales!”

The soldiers presented arms with their halberds, opened the gates, and presented again as the little Prince of Poverty passed in, in his fluttering rags, to join hands with the Prince of Limidess Plenty.

Edward Tudor said, “Thou lookest tired and hungry: thou’st been treated ill. Come with me.”

Half a dozen attendants sprang forward to—I don’t know what; interfere, no doubt. But they were waved aside with a right royal gesture, and they stopped stock-still where they were, like so many statues. Edward took Tom to a rich apartment in the palace, which he called his cabinet. By his command a repast was brought such as Tom had never encountered before except in books. The prince, with princely delicacy and breeding, sent away the servants so that his humble guest might not be embarrassed by their critical presence; then he sat nearby and asked questions while Tom ate.

“What is thy name, lad?”

“Tom Canty, an’ it please thee, sir.”

“ ’Tis an odd one. Where dost live?”

“In the city, please thee, sir. Offal Court, out of Pudding Lane.”

“Offal Court! Truly ’tis another odd one. Hast parents?”

“Parents have I, sir, and a grandam likewise that is but indifferently precious to me—God forgive me if it be offense to say it—also twin sisters, Nan and Bet.”

“Then is thy grandam not over kind to thee, I take it.”

“Neither to any other is she, so please your Worship. She hath a wicked heart and worketh evil all her days.”

“Doth she mistreat thee?”

“There be times that she stayeth her hand, being asleep or overcome with drink; but when she hath her judgment clear again, she maketh it up to me with goodly beatings.”

A fierce look came into the little prince’s eyes, and he cried out, “What! Beatings?”

“Oh, indeed, yes, please you, sir.”

“Beatings! And thou so frail and little. Hark ye; before the night come she shall hie her to the Tower. The king my father—”

“In sooth, you forget, sir, her low degree. The Tower is for the great alone.”

“True, indeed. I had not thought of that. I will consider of her punishment. Is thy father kind to thee?”

“Not more than Gammer Canty, sir.”

“Fathers be alike, mayhap. Mine hath not a doll’s temper. He smiteth with a heavy hand, yet spareth me; he spareth me not always with his tongue, though, sooth to say. How doth thy mother use thee?”

“She is good, sir, and giveth me neither sorrow nor pain of any sort. And Nan and Bet are like to her in this.”

“How old be these?”

“Fifteen, an’ it please you, sir.”

“The lady Elizabeth, my sister, is fourteen, and the lady Jane Grey, my cousin, is of mine own age, and comely and gracious withal; but my sister the lady Mary, with her gloomy mien and— Look you; do thy sisters forbid their servants to smile, lest the sin destroy their souls?”

“They? Oh, dost think, sir, that they have servants?”

The little prince contemplated the little pauper gravely a moment, then said, “And prithee, why not? Who helpeth them undress at night? Who attireth them when they rise?”

“None, sir. Wouldst have them take off their garment and sleep without—like beasts?”

“Their garment! Have they but one?”

“Ah, good your Worship, what would they do with more? Truly they have not two bodies each.”

“It is a quaint and marvelous thought! Thy pardon, I had not meant to laugh. But thy good Nan and thy Bet shall have raiment and lackeys enow, and that soon too; my cofferer shall look to it. No, thank me not; ’tis nothing. Thou speakest well; thou hast an easy grace in it. Art learned?”

“I know not if I am or not, sir. The good priest that is called Father Andrew taught me, of his kindness, from his books.”

“Knowst thou the Latin?”

“But scantly, sir, I doubt.”

“Learn it, lad; ’tis hard only at first. The Greek is harder; but neither these nor any tongues else, I think, are hard to the lady Elizabeth and my cousin. Thou shouldst hear those damsels at it! But tell me of thy Offal Court. Hast thou a pleasant life there?”

“In truth, yes, so please you, sir, save when one is hungry. There be Punch-and-Judy shows, and monkeys—oh, such antic creatures, and so bravely dressed!—and there be plays wherein they that play do shout and fight till all are slain, and ’tis so fine to see, and costeth but a farthing, albeit ’tis main hard to get the farthing, please your Worship.”

“Tell me more.”

“We lads of Offal Court do strive against each other with the cudgel, like to the fashion of the ’prentices, sometimes.”

The prince’s eyes flashed. Said he, “Marry, that would not I mislike. Tell me more.”

“We strive in races, sir, to see who of us shall be fleetest.”

“That I would like also. Speak on.”

“In summer, sir, we wade and swim in the canals and in the river, and each doth duck his neighbor, and spatter him with water, and dive and shout and tumble and—”

“ ’Twould be worth my father’s kingdom but to enjoy it once! Prithee go on.”

“We dance and sing about the Maypole in Cheapside; we play in the sand, each covering his neighbor up; and times we make mud pastry—oh, the lovely mud, it hath not its like for delightfulness in all the world!—we do fairly wallow in the mud, sir, saving your worship’s presence.”

“Oh, prithee say no more; ’tis glorious! If that I could but clothe me in raiment like to thine, and strip my feet, and revel in the mud once, just once, with none to rebuke me or forbid, meseemeth I could forgo the crown!”

“And if that I could clothe me once, sweet sir, as thou art clad, just once—”

“Oho, wouldst like it? Then so shall it be. Doff thy rags and don these splendors, lad! It is a brief happiness, but will be not less keen for that. We will have it while we may, and change again before any come to molest.”

A few minutes later the little Prince of Wales was garlanded with Tom’s fluttering odds and ends, and the little Prince of Pauperdom was tricked out in the gaudy plumage of royalty. The two went and stood side by side before a great mirror, and lo, a miracle: there did not seem to have been any change made! They stared at each other, then at the glass, then at each other again. At last the puzzled princeling said, “What dost thou make of this?”

“Ah, good your worship, require me not to answer. It is not meet that one of my degree should utter the thing.”

“Then will I utter it. Thou hast the same hair, the same eyes, the same voice and manner, the same form and stature, the same face and countenance that I bear. Fared we forth naked, there is none could say which was you, and which the Prince of Wales. And now that I am clothed as thou wert clothed, it seemeth I should be able the more nearly to feel as thou didst when the brute soldier— Hark ye, is not this a bruise upon your hand?”

“Yes; but it is a slight thing, and your Worship knoweth that the poor man-at-arms—”

“Peace! It was a shameful thing and a cruel!” cried the little prince, stamping his bare foot. “If the king— Stir not a step till I come again! It is a command!”

In a moment he had snatched up and put away an article of national importance that lay upon a table, and was out at the door and flying through the palace grounds in his bannered rags, with a hot face and glowing eyes. As soon as he reached the great gate, he seized the bars and tried to shake them, shouting, “Open! Unbar the gates!”

The soldier that had maltreated Tom obeyed promptly; and as the prince burst through the portal, half smothered with royal wrath, the soldier fetched him a sounding box on the ear that sent him whirling to the roadway and said, “Take that, thou beggar’s spawn, for what thou got’st me from his Highness!”

The crowd roared with laughter. The prince picked himself out of the mud and made fiercely at the sentry, shouting, “I am the Prince of Wales, my person is sacred; and thou shalt hang for laying thy hand upon me!”

The soldier brought his halberd to a present arms and said mockingly, “I salute your gracious Highness.” Then angrily, “Be off, thou crazy rubbish!”

Here the jeering crowd closed around the poor little prince and hustled him far down the road, hooting him and shouting, “Way for his royal Highness! Way for the Prince of Wales!”



OEBPS/e9781416592174/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781416592174/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781416592174/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/e9781416592174/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781416592174/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Introduction: ‘The Prince and the Pauper’: Twain’s Greatest Novel?


		Chronology of Mark Twain’s Life and Work


		Historical Context of ‘The Prince and the Pauper’


    		Dedication


    		Preface


		Chapter 1: The Birth of the Prince and the Pauper


		Chapter 2: Tom’s Early Life


		Chapter 3: Tom’s Meeting with the Prince


		Chapter 4: The Prince’s Troubles Begin


		Chapter 5: Tom as a Patrician


		Chapter 6: Tom Receives Instructions


		Chapter 7: Tom’s First Royal Dinner


		Chapter 8: The Question of the Seal


		Chapter 9: The River Pageant


		Chapter 10: The Prince in the Toils


		Chapter 11: At Guildhall


		Chapter 12: The Prince and his Deliverer


		Chapter 13: The Disappearance of the Prince


		Chapter 14: Le Roi Est Mort Vive Le Roi


		Chapter 15: Tom as King


		Chapter 16: The State Dinner


		Chapter 17: Foo-Foo the First


		Chapter 18: The Prince with the Tramps


		Chapter 19: The Prince with the Peasants


		Chapter 20: The Prince and the Hermit


		Chapter 21: Hendon to the Rescue


		Chapter 22: A Victim of Treachery


		Chapter 23: The Prince a Prisoner


		Chapter 24: The Escape


		Chapter 25: Hendon Hall


		Chapter 26: Disowned


		Chapter 27: In Prison


		Chapter 28: The Sacrifice


		Chapter 29: To London


		Chapter 30: Tom’s Progress


		Chapter 31: The Recognition Procession


		Chapter 32: Coronation Day


		Chapter 33: Edward as King


		Conclusion: Justice and Retribution


		Interpretive Notes


		Critical Excerpts


		Questions for Discussion


		Suggestions for the Interested Reader


		Notes


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Introduction


		Dedication


		Preface


		Notes


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		XI


		XII


		XIII


		XIV


		XV


		XVI


		XVII


		XVIII


		XIX


		XX


		XXI


		XXII


		XXIII


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296








OEBPS/e9781416592174/images/9781416592174.jpg





OEBPS/e9781416592174/images/title.jpg
Tue PRINCE AND
THE PAUPER

————

Mark Twain

Supplementary materials written by Karen Davidson
Series edited by Cynthia Brantley Johnson

SIMON & SCHUSTER PAPERBACKS
New York LonpoN ToroNTO SYDNEY





OEBPS/e9781416592174/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


