







Dear Reader:

The Childhood of Famous Americans series, seventy years old in 2002, chronicles the early years of famous American men and women in an accessible manner. Each book is faithful in spirit to the values and experiences that influenced the person’s development. History is fleshed out with fictionalized details, and conversations have been added to make the stories come alive to today’s reader, but every reasonable effort has been made to make the stories consistent with the events, ethics, and character of their subjects.

These books reaffirm the importance of our American heritage. We hope you learn to love the heroes and heroines who helped shape this great country. And by doing so, we hope you also develop a lasting love for the nation that gave them the opportunity to make their dreams come true. It will do the same for you.

Happy Reading!

The Editors

Mark Twain

Young Writer
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Sammy began to cry.

“I want to run a boat like that!”

He looked like a little ghost.

“We’ve come to take you home!”

“We made it, Ike,” he whispered.

“What’s the matter?” asked Tom.

The island would be fine for bandits.

The title looked like profane language.

“I’ve always loved the river,” said Sam.

Hannibal is a reminder of Mark Twain.

Numerous smaller illustrations



Contents


Where Is Sammy?

A New Dress for Mother

Hannibal

Helpful Sammy

Schoolboy

Summer with Uncle John

Home Again

The New Neighbor

The Club

Cross Mr. Cross

Melons by Moonlight

Pirate’s Island

Cub Printer

A Wish Comes True

Into the Wide World

The Famous Mark Twain

[image: Image]

Mark Twain

Young Writer

[image: Image]



Where Is Sammy?


“SAMMY, oh Sammy!” called Pamela Clemens. “Where are you? We’re going home now!”

Pamela stood on tiptoe and put her hands to her mouth to make her voice louder. Margaret and Benjamin added their voices to their big sister’s. Baby Henry, waking from his nap, did his share.

“Sam-m-m-y. Come on, Sammy!” they chimed.

Only a lazy river bird answered with his loud cry. No little brother appeared through the willow trees. Pamela sighed.

“I’ll have to go hunt Sammy,” she told the other children. “Stay here till I come back.”

Pamela had brought the younger children down to the shady bank of Salt River for a picnic. It was a warm day in the spring of 1839. Sammy had slipped away from the others while Pamela was busy with her quilt piecing.

Pamela was not worried, though, as she made her way through the tall river grass. She was pretty sure where she would find Sammy. He would be just as close to the river as he could get without falling in.

She looked behind a curtain of willow branches and there, sure enough, was Sammy. He was sitting on a log that hung part way out over the shining water.

“I didn’t hear you!” said Sammy when his big sister scolded him. “Oh dear!” he sighed, “do we have to leave the river?”

“It’s nearly suppertime,” answered Pamela, helping Sammy down from the log. “Mother will be looking for us.”

Sammy Clemens was four years old. He was a thin little boy with sandy curls, bright mischievous eyes, and a mouth that was usually laughing or singing.

“I think a river is the nicest place in the world,” said Sammy. He looked back for one last glimpse of the gleaming water.

Pamela laughed. “It’s too bad you couldn’t have been a duck or a fish,” she said. “You would have been so happy!”

Soon the children left the cool riverside and were on their way back to the dusty little village where they lived. The name of the village was Florida. The town, which was located in the new state of Missouri, looked like many other pioneer villages of the time.

“I think Salt River is a prettier town than Florida,” said Sammy, kicking up the deep dust with his bare feet.

“At least it’s not dusty,” said Margaret.

Mother had supper on the table when the children returned from the picnic. Mother’s name was Jane. She was a pretty woman—full of fun and jokes.

Mr. Clemens was a lawyer, and he did not find much work in that pioneer village. He was a tall, pale man who did not smile often though he was very kind-hearted.

Orion was the oldest boy of the family, and Pamela was the oldest girl. Margaret and Benjamin and Sammy came next. Last of all was Henry, the baby.

Mother had cheerful news for them as they sat down to the table. “There is going to be a house-raising for Hugh Hickman’s boy,” she said. “Aunt Patsey wants us all to go.”

“A house-raising!” the children exclaimed together. “What fun!”

“Will the house-raising be down by the river?” asked Sammy. “If I had a house I’d want it to be  right next to the river so that I could see the river, smell the river, and hear the river all day and all night!”

Pamela laughed. “You funny little mop top, Sammy.” She rumpled his thick flaxen hair. “The Salt River isn’t so much. Why, it’s hardly more than a creek!”

THE HOUSE-RAISING

“Goody, goody, goody, we’re going to a house-raising!” sang Sammy in an excited voice, as he rushed around the kitchen where the family was getting ready for the big picnic.

In those days when a young couple got married, or a new family came to live in the town, the people had a house-raising for them.

A house-raising was really a big work picnic. The women took along great baskets of food. The men rolled logs and built the new house.

The children played and everybody had fun. It did not take long to raise the log house.

The Clemens kitchen was a busy place. The slave girl, Jennie, was frying big platters of chicken and pork. Pamela and Mother were baking dried-apple pies.

Orion had gathered roasting ears from the cornfield early that morning.

Sammy nearly ran into Jennie who was carrying a large platter of fried chicken.

“I’m sorry, Jennie,” said Sammy.

“You take care of the baby, Sammy,” said his mother. “Take him outside for a while.”

Sammy took his baby brother outside and sang to him. He could hardly wait until time to start. The house-raising would be down by the river. That made the event all the nicer.

“Down by the river, the bright shining river,” Sammy sang to Henry.

All the families for miles around came to help with the house-raising. At dusk a new little log house was standing among the tree stumps above the river.

Then the men built a great fire from the leftover logs and branches. Everybody sat around the red flames, resting from their work, while they drank cider and sang or talked.

They sang a jolly old pioneer song which Sammy liked:

“My name it is Joe Bowers,

I’ve got a brother Ike.

I came from old Missouri.

Yes, all the way from Pike!”

“I come from old Missouri,” sang little Sammy in a high bright voice.

The songs of the frogs and the crickets and the river birds seemed to mix with the voices of the people into one big sleepy song.

The night smells were sleepy and pleasant—wood smoke, marshy riverbank, damp forest.

“I like the river,” whispered Sammy. He went to sleep against his mother’s shoulder. The house-raising was over.

The people in the tiny settlement would talk about the house-raising for days. Whenever a new home was built the people were hopeful.

“Someday I am sure the town will be big and prosperous,” said Mr. Clemens. “Then there will be more work for a lawyer.”



A New Dress for Mother


“WE MUST all have new clothes,” said Mother happily, as she went with the children to Uncle John’s store. “The town is growing. A new church has been built and there will be Sunday school every Sunday.”

“It will seem more like a real town when we have a church here,” said Pamela.

Pamela was going to be the organist.

The Clemens children loved to go to Uncle John’s store. Uncle John was friendly and jolly. His store was filled with interesting things. He always gave them something each time they visited his store.

Today he gave the children a big handful of crackers from the barrel which had just been opened. Then he got out the big rolls of bright new calico which he had brought from St. Louis the week before.

“I want something with pink and green flowers,” said Pamela eagerly. Her uncle had just what she was looking for.

“And what for the little ones?” he asked kindly. “Some nice blue, or brown?”

“Something as near the color of mud as you have,” answered Mother in a joking voice. Mrs. Clemens picked out a pretty blue for Benjamin and a calico with white stars on a black background for Margaret. She chose a bright yellow with red rosebuds for baby Henry.

“This is the prettiest fabric I have,” said Uncle John as he got out another roll. He unfolded a bolt of bright striped material for Mrs. Clemens to see. It was beautiful.

“You should have a striped dress, Jane,” he said. “You like stripes so well.”

Mother looked at the pretty calico longingly, but shook her head.

“It is much too bright and gaudy for a backwoods mother,” she replied. “Show me something darker, please.”

In the meantime Sammy had been walking around the store looking at everything. He nearly fell into a barrel of fish. He had knocked down some tools which barely missed his head. He was about to reach into a barrel of brown sugar, when he noticed the striped material.

“Pretty!” he cried, forgetting all about the sugar. He stood on tiptoe and tried to reach the fabric. “Pretty!”

Uncle John got out a dark calico material with small stars in it.

“I will take five yards of that material, John,” said Mrs. Clemens.
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Sammy began to cry. He cried so loudly that his mother was alarmed. “Did a bee sting you, Sammy?” she asked.

Sammy pointed to the bright striped fabric. His hazel eyes flashed. His sandy curls flew out as he shook his head violently.

“Pretty!” he repeated. He pushed the dark calico away. “No!”

“I ought to spank you,” Mrs. Clemens laughed.

“Oh, Mother, get the striped calico,” urged Pamela. “You can still spank Sammy if you want to,” she added. “You can always find a reason for doing that!”

When the new Sunday school started, all the members of the Clemens family were present in their new clothes. John and Orion and Benjamin were wearing new shirts of neat, clear blue. Pamela looked like a rose with her rosy cheeks and black hair. She was wearing her flowered pink dress. Little Margaret looked like a Christmas tree doll dressed in black spangled with white stars.

Handsomest and brightest of all were Sammy and his mother. Their new clothes were striped—beautiful bright stripes with ruffled collars just alike!

Sammy was a little disappointed in Sunday school. When the first excitement of the new place was over, he found it rather boring.

Flies and wasps came in to inspect the new building and to join in the singing. Yellow-jackets were likely to sting anyone who dozed off into a nap.

The teachers were not the best. They were likely to moralize and preach a little too much which made Sammy yawn.

Sammy liked the Bible stories. He listened fascinated to the stories of Moses, the lawgiver, and his long years of travel, as he led his people to the Promised Land. Forty years for a journey of about three hundred miles! What adventures they had along the way!

The frontier child was spellbound by the story of the great lawgiver’s burial. In a community where funerals were rather important affairs with weeping and wailing, such a burial was hardly believable.

“He just went up on a mountain and died and the Lord Himself buried him and nobody ever knew where the grave was,” Sammy repeated this thrilling story to Uncle Ned, the man of all work, when he went home.

The New Testament stories were interesting, too. Sammy liked the simple, beautiful sound of the words. Many of those words wrote themselves in his mind forever.
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