Tiny at 5 pt
Betwixt the hut and the fence, on the back side, was a lean-to that
joined the hut at the eaves, and was made out of plank. It was as
long as the hut, but narrow–only about six foot wide. The door
to it was at the south end, and was padlocked. Tom he went to
the soap-kettle and searched around, and fetched back the iron
thing they lift the lid with; so he took it and prized out one of the
staples. The chain fell down, and we opened the door and went
in, and shut it, and struck a match, and see the shed was only
built against a cabin and hadn’t no connection with it; and there
warn’t no ﬂoor to the shed, nor nothing in it but some old rusty
played-out hoes and spades and picks and a crippled plow.

Caption at 6 pt
Along during the morning I borrowed a sheet and a white shirt oﬀ of
the clothes-line; and I found an old sack and put them in it, and we
went down and got the fox-ﬁre, and put that in too. I called it borrowing, because that was what pap always called it; but Tom said it warn’t
borrowing, it was stealing. He said we was representing prisoners; and
prisoners don’t care how they get a thing so they get it, and nobody
don’t blame them for it, either. It ain’t no crime in a prisoner to steal
the thing he needs to get away with, Tom said; it’s his right; and so, as
long as we was representing a prisoner, we had a perfect right to steal
anything on this place we had the least use for to get ourselves out of
prison with. He said if we warn’t prisoners it would be a very diﬀerent thing, and nobody but a mean, ornery person would steal when he
warn’t a prisoner. So we allowed we would steal everything there was
that come handy.

Caption at 8 pt
Well, the days went along, and the river went down between its
banks again; and about the ﬁrst thing we done was to bait one
of the big hooks with a skinned rabbit and set it and catch a
catﬁsh that was as big as a man, being six foot two inches long,
and weighed over two hundred pounds. We couldn’t handle
him, of course; he would a ﬂung us into Illinois. We just set
there and watched him rip and tear around till he drownded.
We found a brass button in his stomach and a round ball, and
lots of rubbage. We split the ball open with the hatchet, and
there was a spool in it. Jim said he’d had it there a long time,
to coat it over so and make a ball of it. It was as big a ﬁsh
as was ever catched in the Mississippi, I reckon. Jim said he
hadn’t ever seen a bigger one. He would a been worth a good
deal over at the village.

Tiny at 6 pt
Then we started for the house, and I went in the back
door–you only have to pull a buckskin latch-string,
they don’t fasten the doors–but that warn’t romantical enough for Tom Sawyer; no way would do him but
he must climb up the lightning-rod. But after he got
up half way about three times, and missed ﬁre and fell
every time, and the last time most busted his brains
out, he thought he’d got to give it up; but after he was
rested he allowed he would give her one more turn for
luck, and this time he made the trip.

Caption at 7 pt
After breakfast I wanted to talk about the dead man and guess
out how he come to be killed, but Jim didn’t want to. He said
it would fetch bad luck; and besides, he said, he might come
and ha’nt us; he said a man that warn’t buried was more likely
to go a-ha’nting around than one that was planted and comfortable. That sounded pretty reasonable, so I didn’t say no
more; but I couldn’t keep from studying over it and wishing
I knowed who shot the man, and what they done it for. We
rummaged the clothes we’d got, and found eight dollars in
silver sewed up in the lining of an old blanket overcoat. Jim
said he reckoned the people in that house stole the coat.

Regular at 9 pt

Next morning I said it was getting slow and dull, and I
wanted to get a stirring up some way. I said I reckoned
I would slip over the river and ﬁnd out what was going
on. Jim liked that notion; but he said I must go in the
dark and look sharp. Then he studied it over and said,
couldn’t I put on some of them old things and dress up
like a girl? That was a good notion, too. So we shortened
up one of the calico gowns, and I turned up my trouserlegs to my knees and got into it. Jim hitched it behind
with the hooks, and it was a fair ﬁt. I put on the sunbonnet and tied it under my chin, and then for a body
to look in and see my face was like looking down a joint
of stove-pipe.

Regular at 10 pt

Pap warn’t in a good humor—so he was his natural self. He said he was
down town, and everything was going wrong. His lawyer said he reckoned
he would win his lawsuit and get the money if they ever got started on the
trial; but then there was ways to put it oﬀ a long time, and Judge Thatcher
knowed how to do it. And he said people allowed there’d be another trial to
get me away from him and give me to the widow for my guardian, and they
guessed it would win this time. This shook me up considerable, because I
didn’t want to go back to the widow’s any more and be so cramped up and
sivilized, as they called it.
Regular at 11 pt

Then the old man got to cussing, and cussed everything and everybody
he could think of, and then cussed them all over again to make sure
he hadn’t skipped any, and after that he polished oﬀ with a kind of a
general cuss all round, including a considerable parcel of people which
he didn’t know the names of, and so called them what’s-his-name when
he got to them, and went right along with his cussing. He said he would
like to see the widow get me.

Regular at 12 pt

The old man made me go to the skiﬀ and fetch the things he had got. There
was a ﬁfty-pound sack of corn meal, and a side of bacon, ammunition, and a
four-gallon jug of whisky, and an old book and two newspapers for wadding,
besides some tow. I toted up a load, and went back and set down on the bow
of the skiﬀ to rest. I thought it all over, and I reckoned I would walk oﬀ with
the gun and some lines, and take to the woods when I run away. I guessed I
wouldn’t stay in one place, but just tramp right across the country, mostly night
times, and hunt and ﬁsh to keep alive, and so get so far away that the old man
nor the widow couldn’t ever ﬁnd me any more.
Regular at 13 pt

I judged I would saw out and leave that night if pap got drunk enough,
and I reckoned he would. I got so full of it I didn’t notice how long I
was staying till the old man hollered and asked me whether I was asleep
or drownded. I got the things all up to the cabin, and then it was about
dark. While I was cooking supper the old man took a swig or two and
got sort of warmed up, and went to ripping again. He had been drunk
over in town, and laid in the gutter all night, and he was a sight to look at.
A body would a thought he was Adam—he was just all mud. Whenever
his liquor begun to work he most always went for the govment, this time
he says:
Subhead at 14 pt

After supper pap took the jug, and said he had enough whisky there
for two drunks and one delirium tremens. That was always his word.
I judged he would be blind drunk in about an hour, and then I would
steal the key, or saw myself out, one or t’other. He drank and drank,
and tumbled down on his blankets by and by; but luck didn’t run my
way.
Subhead at 16 pt

He didn’t go sound asleep, but was uneasy. He groaned and
moaned and thrashed around this way and that for a long
time. At last I got so sleepy I couldn’t keep my eyes open all
I could do, and so before I knowed what I was about I was
sound asleep, and the candle burning.

Display at 24 pt

The sun was up so high when I
waked that I judged it was after
eight o’clock.
Display at 36 pt

My heart jumped up
amongst my lungs.
Display at 48 pt
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