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H u c k  i s  D i s a p p o i n t e d

MISS WATSON WAS VERY ANGRY WITH ME IN THE MORNING BECAUSE 
of the dirt on my clothes, but the Widow wasn’t. She was very sad and 
unhappy, though, as she cleaned my clothes. Because I didn’t want her 
to feel sad, I promised to be good and do things to make her feel proud 
of me. Then Miss Watson told me to pray every day, and that whatev
er I asked for I would get. But my prayers weren’t answered. I talked to 
the Widow about prayers and she said that my prayers would not be 
answered with material things. She said that I must pray to help other 
people, and that I was never to think about myself. I knew that she 
meant that I would also have to pray to help Miss Watson.

I walked out into the woods and thought about this for a long 
time, but I couldn’t see any advantage in that kind of life for me—all 
the advantage would be for Miss Watson. I decided not to worry about 
praying and being good anymore.

Pap hadn’t been seen by anyone during the previous year, and 
that was fine with me. I didn’t want to see him again. When he wasn’t  
drunk and could catch me, he would beat me, though I tried to hide 
from him whenever he came to our town of St. Petersburg. Some 
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people told me that he was found drowned in the Mississippi River about  
twelve miles from town. They assumed that it was Pap because the 
drowned man was his size and was wearing torn clothes and had unusu
 ally long hair. Not much was left of his face because the body had been 
in the water a long time. They said that the body was floating on its 
back in the water. I knew that the body couldn’t have been Pap because  
a drowned man doesn’t float on his back; he floats on his face. The 
body had been that of a woman dressed in men’s clothing. They buried 
the body before I got to see it, but I was frightened knowing that Pap 
might soon return to find me.

The boys in Tom Sawyer’s club came together for meetings but 
we didn’t really steal money or kill anyone. We only imagined that we 
were killing people and taking their money. Tom Sawyer did a lot of 
fancy talking, but the rest of us did very little. After a while, I tired of 
this game. I told Tom Sawyer that I didn’t find the game fun, and he 
said that it was because I had no imagination. He said that if I read 
more books, I would know of many famous people who had good 
imag inations like his.
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