/. Yarrell calls Huck a realist. Using evidence from other critics

make a case for Huck as a romantic.

8. TIs Huck, as Farrell says, “heedless of authority and convention”

(p. 28)? Has this been the usual opmion of Huck?

9. Why does Farrell say that Huck “cannot afford the fuxury of

romanticism” (p- 28)7

10. In what ways is Huck “symbol of the possibilities in human

beings” (p. 30)?

[AN INTRODUCTION TO
HUCKLEBERRY FINN]

by Lionel Trilling

- In 1876 Mark Twain published The Adventures of Tom Sawyer and
in the same year he began what he called “another boys” book.” He
wmw little store by the new venture and said that he had mbaﬂﬁmwmm H.M

‘more to be at work than anything else.” His heart was not in 16—
like it om@ tolerably well as far as I have got,” he said, “and masy

possibly pigeonhole or burn the MS when it is qmonm.: He pi momvowmm
it Hobm before it was dome and for as much as four years wmn 1880 he
took it out and carried it forward a little, only to mvmumou it again

He had a mz.on of unconscious composition and believed that a moow.
MEMW%&H memﬁ. the book which he referréd to as “Huck Finn's
. Mﬁ M o“mowmwww refused to do the job of its own creation and he would

But then in the summer of 1882 Mark Twain
charge of literary energy which, as he ‘wrote fo méwmmwwmﬂmmmmm HWMM
intense than any he had experienced for many years. He worked all

From Licnel Trilling’s Introductio .

: . n to The Adventures O -
WQJW.WSMF v“ .?Mm% HE,ED .Cf.mmvmﬁ Editions). Oogm%ﬂw % cpo%ww
%m wOum %.?r:.m. Reprinted by permission of the publishers, Holt

inehart and Winston, Inc. Place of publication, New York. ' '
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day and every day, and periodically he so fatigued higself that he had
to recruit his strength by a day or two of smoking and reading in bed.
t is impossible not to suppose that this great creative drive was
connected with—was perhaps the direct result of—the visit to the
Mississippi he had made earlier in the year, the trip which forms the
matter of the second part of Life on the Mississippi. His boyhood and
youth on the river he so profoundly loved had been at once the hap-
piest and most significant part of Mark Twain’s %ife; his return to it in
middle age stirred vital memories which revived and refreshed the idea
of Huckleberry Finn, Now at last the book was not only ready but
eager to write itself. But it was not to receive much conscious help
from its author. He was always full of second-rate literary schemes and
now, in the early weeks of the sammer, with Huckleberry Finn waiting
to complete itself, he turned his hot energy upon several of these sorry
projects, the completion of which gave him as /v/ much sense of
satisfying productivity as did his eventual absorption in Huckleberry
Finn.

When at last Huckleberry Finn was completed and published and
widely loved, Mark Twain became somewhat aware of what he had
accomplished with this book that had been begun as journeywork and
depreciated, postponed, threatened with destruction. It is his master-
piece, and perhaps he learned to know that. But he could scarcely
have estimated it for what it is, one of the world’s great books and one
of the central documents of American culture.

2

Wherein does its greatness lie? Primarily in its power of telling the
truth. An awareness of this quality as it exists in Tom Sawyer once led
Mark Twain to say of the earlier work that “it is not a boys’ book at
all. It will be read only by adults. It is written only for adults.” But
this was only a manner of speaking, Mark Twain’s way of asserting,
with a discernible touch of irritation, the degree of truth he had
achieved. It does not represent his usual view either of boys” books or
of boys. No one, as he well knew, sets a higher value on truth than a
boy. Trath is the whole of a boy’s conscious demand upon the world
of adults. He is likely to believe that the adult world is in a conspiracy
to lie to him, and it is this belief, by no means unfounded, that arouses
Tom and Huck and all boys to their moral sensitivity, their everlasting
concern with justice, which they call fairness. At the same time it
often makes them skillful and profound liars in their own defense, yet
they do not tell the ultimate lie of adults: they do not lie to them-
selves. That is why Mark Twain felt that it was impossible to cary
Tom Sawyer beyond boyhood—in maturity “he would lie just lke
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all the other one-horse men of literature and the reader would con-
ceive a hearty contempt for him.” o

Certainly one clement in the greatness of Huckleberry Finn—as
also in the lesser greatness of Tom Sawyer—is that it succeeds first as
a boys’ book. One can read it at ten and then annually ever after, and
each year find that it is as fresh as /vi/ the year before, that it W.EW
changed only in becoming somewhat larger. To tead it young is .ES
planting a tree young—each year adds a new growth-ring of meaning,
and the book is as little likely as the tree to become dull. So, we may
imagine, an Athenian boy grew up together with the Odyssey. There
are few other books which we can know so young and love so long.

The truth of Huckleberry Finn is of a different kind from that of
Tom Sawyer. It is a more intense truth, fiercer and more complex.
Tom Sawyer has the truth of honesty—what it says about things and
feelings is never false and always both adequate and beautiful. Huckle-
berry Finn has this kind of truth, too, but it has also the truth of
moral passion; it deals directly with the virtue and depravity of man’s
heart.

Perhaps the best clue to the greatness of Huckleberry Finn has been
given to us by a writer who is as different from Mark Twain as it is
possible for one Missourian to be from another. T. S. Eliot’s poem,
“The Dry Salvages,” the third of his Four Quartets, begins with a
meditation on the Mississippi, which Mr. Eliot knew in his St. Louis
boyhood. These are the opening lines:

I do not know much about gods; but I think that the river
Is a strong brown god . . .

And the meditation goes on to speak of the god as

almost forgotten
By the dwellers in cities—ever, however, implacable,
Keeping his seasons and rages, destroyer, reminder
Of what men choose o forget. Unhonoured, unpropitiated
By worshippers of the machine, but waiting, watching and
waiting.?

Huckleberry Finn is a great book because it is about a god—about,
that is, 3 power which seems to have a mind and will of 1¥s own, and
which, to men of moral imagination, appears to embody a great moral
idea. /vii/

Huck himself is the servant of the river-god, and he comes very close
to being aware of the divine nature of the being he serves. The world

* Copyright, 1943, by T. S. Eliot, reprinted by permission of Harcourt, Brace

and Ooﬂm&@\t\. -
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he inhabits is perfectly equipped to accommodate a deity, for it is
full of presences and meanings which it conveys by natural signs and
also by preternatural omens and taboos: to look at the moon over the
left shoulder, to shake the tablecloth after sundown, to handle a
snakeskin, are ways of offending the obscure and prevalent spirits.
Huck is at odds, on moral and @sthetic grounds, with the oaly form
of Christianity he knows, and his very intense moral lLife may be said
to derive from his love of the river. He lives in a perpetual adoration
of the Mississippi’s power and charm. Huck, of course, always expresses
himself better than he can know, but nothing draws upon his gift of
speech like his response to his deity. After every sally into the social
life-of the shore, he returns to the river with relief and thanksgiving;
and at each return, regular and explicit as a chorus in a Greek tragedy,
there is a hymn of praise to the god’s beauty, mystery, and strength,
and to his noble grandeur in contrast with the pettiness of men.

Generally the god is benign, a being of long sunny days and spacious
nights. But, like any god, he is also dangerous and deceptive. He gener-
ates fogs which bewilder, and he contrives echoes and false distances
which confuse. His sandbars can ground and his hiddén snags can
mortally wound a great steamboat. e can cut away the solid earth
from under a man’s feet and take his house with it. The sense of the
danger of the river is what saves the book from any touch of the sen-
timentality and moral ineptitude of most works of the imagination
which contrast the life of nature with the life of society.

The river itself is only divine; it is not ethical and goed. But its
nature seems to foster the goodness of those who love it and try to fit
themselves to its ways. And we must observe that we cannot make—
that Mark Twain does not make—an absolute opposition between the
river and human society. To Huck much of the charm of the river
life is human: it is the /vii/ raft and the wigwam and Jim. He has
not run away from Miss Watson and the Widow Douglas and his
brutai father to a completely individualistic liberty, for in Jim he finds
his true father, very much as Stephen Dedalus in James Joyee's
Ulysses finds his true father in Leopold Bloom.2 The boy and the
Negro slave form a family, a primitive community—and it is a com-
munity of saints.

Huck’s intense and even complex moral quality may possibly not
appear on a fisst reading, for one may be caught and convinced by his

#In Joyce’s Finnegans Wake both Mark Twain znd Huckleberry Finn appear
Tﬁumﬂ@. The theme of rivers is, of course, dominant in the book; and Huck’s
name suits Joyce's purpose, as so many names do, for Finn is one of the many
names of his hero. Mark Twain’s love of and gift for the"spoken language
makes another reason for Joyce’s interest in him.
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own estimate of himself, by his brags about his lazy hedonism, his
avowed preference for being alone, his dislike of civilization. The fact
is, of course, that he is involved in civilization up fo his ears. His

escape from society is but his way of reaching what society ideally

dreams of for itself. Responsibility is the very essence of his character,
and it is perhaps to the point that the original of Huck, a boyhood
companion of Mark Twain’s named Tom Blankenship, did, like Huck,
“light out for the Territory,” only to become a justice of the peace in
Montana, “a good citizen and greatly respected.”

Huck does indeed have all the capacities for simple happiness he
says he has, but circumstances and his own moral nature make him
the least carefree of boys—he is always “in a sweat” over the predica-
ment of someone else. He has a great sense of the sadness of human
life, and although he likes to be alone, the words “lonely” and “lone-
liness” are frequent with him. The note of his special sensibility is
struck early in the story: “Well, when Tom and me got to the edge
of the hilltop .we looked away down into the village and could see
three or four lights twinkling where there werc sick folks, maybe;
and the stars over us was sparkling ever so fine; and down by the
village was the nver, a whole mile broad, and /ix/ awful stilt and
grand.” The identification of those three or four lonely lights as the
lamps of sick-watches defines Huck’s character. _

His sympathy is quick and immediate. When the circus audience
laughs at the supposedly drunken man who tries to ride the horse,
Huck is only miserable: “It wasn’'t funny to me . . . ; 1 was all of a
tremble to see his danger.” When he imprisons the intending mur-
derers on the wrecked steamboat, his first thought is of how to get
someone to rescue them, for he considers “how dreadful it was, even
for murderers, to be in such a fix. I says to myself, there ain’t no tell-
ing but I might come to be a murderer myself yet, and then how
would I like it?”” But his sympathy is never sentimental. When at last
he knows that the murderers are beyond help, he has no inclination to
false pathos. “I felt a little bit heavy-hearted about the gang, but not
much, for I reckoned that if they could stand it 1 could.” His will is
senuinely good and therefore he has no need to torture himself with
guilty second thoughts.

Not the least remarkable thing about Huck’s feeling for people is
that his tendemess goes along with the assumption that his fellow men
are likely to be dangerous and wicked. He travels incognito, never
telling the truth about himself and never twice telling the same lie,
for he trusts no one and the lie comforts him even when it is not
necessary. He instinctively knows that the best way to keep a party of

Babmém«?o.ﬂ._mmﬂomﬁrmnm?wﬁow,wm?mﬁwooomww mvoﬂwﬁowm@
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his family stricken with smallpox. And if he had not already had the
knowledge of human weakness and stupidity and cowardice, he ﬁwoia
soon have acquired it, for all his encounters forcibly teach it to him—
the insensate feud of the Grangerfords and Shepherdsons, the in-
vasion of the raft by the Duke and the King, theé murder of Boggs, the
lynching party, and the speech of Colonel Sherburn. Yet his mHOmocma
and bitter knowledge of human depravity never prevents him from
being a friend to man.

No personal pride interferes with his well-being. He knows what
status is and on the whole he respects it—he is really a /x/ very
respectable person and inclines to like “quality folks”—but he him-
self is unaffected by it. He himself has never had status, he has always
been the lowest of the low, and the considerable fortune he had ac-
quired in The Adventures of Tom Sawyer is never real to him. When
the Duke suggests that Huck and Jim tender him the personal service
that accords with his rank, Fuck’s only comment is, “Well, that was
easy so we done it.” He is injured in every possible way by the Duke
and the King, used and exploited and manipulated, yet when he hears
that they are in danger from a mob, his natural impulse is to warn
them. And when he fails of his purpose and the two men are tarred
and feathered and ridden on a rail, his only thought 15, “Well, it
made me sick to see it; and 1 was sorry for them poor pitiful rascals,
it seemed like I couldn’t ever feel any hardness against them any more
in the world.”

And if Huck and Jim on the raft do indeed make a community of
saints, it is becaase they do not have an ounce of pride between them.
Yet this is not perfectly true, for the one disagreement they ever have
is over a matter of pride. It is on the becasion when Jim and Huck
have been separated by the fog. Jim has mourned Huck as dead, and
then, exhausted, has fallen asleep. When he awakes and finds that
Huck has returned, he is overjoyed; but Huck convinces him that he
has only dreamed the incident, that there has been no fog, no sepa-
sation, no chase, no reunion, and then allows him to make an elaborate
“interpretation” of the dream he now believes he has had. Then the
joke is sprung, and in the growing light of the dawn Huck points to
the debris of leaves on the 1aft and the broken oar.

Jim looked at the trash, and then locked at me, and back at
the trash again. He had got the dream fixed so strong in his
head that he couldn’t seem to shake it loose and get the facts
back info its place again right away. But when he did get the
thing straightened arcund he looked at me steady without ever
smiling, and says: /xi/
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“What do dey stan’ for? I'se gwyne to tell you. When 1
got all wore out wid work, en wid de callin’ for you, en went
to sleep, my heart wuz mos’ broke bekase you wuz log’, en I
dide’ K'yer no mo’ what became er me €n de raf’. En when [
wake up ¢n fine you back agin, all safe en soun’, de tears comie,
en I could a got down on my knees en kiss yo' foot, I’s so thank-
ful. En all you wuz thinkin’ "bout wuz how you could make a
fool uv ole Jim wid a lie. Dat truck dah is trash; en trash is
what people is dat puts dirt on de head er dey fren’s en makes

em ashamed.”
Then he got up slow and walked to the wigwam, and went

in there without saying anything but that.

The pride of human affection has been touched, ome of the few
prides that has any true dignity. And at its utterance, Huck’s one last
dim vestige of pride of status, his sense of his position as a white man,
wholly vanishes: “It was fifteen minutes before I could work myself
up to go and humble myself to a migger; but I dome it, and I warn’t
sorry for it afterward, neither.”

This incident is the beginning of the moral testing and develop-
ment which a character so morally sensitive as Huck’s must inevitably
undergo. And it becomes an heroic character when, on the urging of
affection, Huck discards the moral code he has always taken for
granted and resolves to help Jim in his escape from slavery. The inten-
sity of his struggle over the act suggests how deeply he is involved in
the society which he rejects. The satiric brlliance of the episode lies,
of course, in Huck’s solving his problem not by doing “right” but by
doing “wrong.” He has only to consult his conscience, the conscience
of a Southern boy in the middle of the last century, to know that he
ought to return Jim to slavery. And as soon as he makes the decision
according to conscience and decides to inform on Jim, he has all the
warmly gratifying emotions of conscious virtue. “Why, it was aston-
ishing, the way I felt as light as a feather right straight off, and my

troubles all gone . . . I felt good and all washed clean of sin for the
first time I had ever felt so in my life, and I knowed I could pray /xii/
now.” And when at last he finds that he cannot endure his decision
but must change it and help Jim in his escape, it is not because he has
acquired any new ideas about slavery—he believes that he detests
__Abolitionists; he himself answers when he is asked if the explosion of
4 stearnboat boiler had hurt anyone, “No'm, killed a nigger,” and of
course he finds nothing wrong in the responsive comment, “Well, it’s
lucky because spmetimes people do get hurt.” Ideas and ideals can
be of no help .wo.muww in his moral crisis. He no more condemns slavery
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than Tristram and Lancelot condemn marriage; he is as consciously
wicked as any illicit lover of romance and he consents to be damned
for a personal devotion, never questioning the justice of the punish-
ment he has incarred. .

Huckleberry Finn was once barred from certain libraries and schools
for its alleged subversion of morality. The authorities had in mind
the book’s endemic lying, the petty thefts, the denigrations of respect-
ability and religion, the bad language and the bad grammar. We smile
at that excessive care, yet in point of fact Huckleberry Finn is indeed
a subversive book—no one who reads thoughtfully the dialectic of
Huck’s great moral crisis will ever again be wholly able to accept with-
out some question and some irony the assumptions of the respectable
morality by which he lives, nor will ever again be certain that what
he considers the clear dictates of moral reason are not merely the en-
grained customary beliefs of his time and place.

3

We are not likely to miss in Huckleberry Finn the subtle, implicit
moral meaning of the great river. But we are likely to understand these
moral implications as having to do only with personal and individual
conduct. And since the sum of individual pettiness is on the whole
pretty constant, we are likely to think of the book as applicable to
mankind in general and at all times and in all places, and we praise
it by calling it “universal.” And so it is; but ke many bocks to which
that large adjective applies, it is also local and wmmmo&mw. It has a
/x1il/ particular moral reference to the United States in the period
after the Civil War, It was then when, in Mr. Eliot’s phrase, the river
was forgotten, and precisely by the “dwellers in cities,” by the “wor-
shippers of the machine.”

The Civil War and the development of the railrcads ended the
great days when the river was the central artery of the nation. No
contrast could be more moving than that between the hot, turbulent
energy of the river life of the first part of Life on the Mississippi and
the melancholy reminiscence of the second part. And the war that
brought the end of the rich Mississippi days also marked a change in
the n._ummq of life in America which, to many men, consisted of a
deterioration of American moral values. It is of course a human habit
to look back on the past and to find it a better and more innocent
time than the present. Yet in this instance there seems to be an ob-
jective vm,ﬁ”w for the judgment. We cannot disregard the testimony of
men so diverse as Henry Adams, Walt Whitman, William Dean
Howells, and Mark Twain himself, to mention but a_few of the many

-

who were in agreement on this point. All spoke of something that had
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gone out of American life after the war, some &Bmmﬁg some EMW-
cence, some peace. None of them was under any E.Fﬁom mvocww [
amount of ordinary human wickedness that existed in Fm old wmm“
2nd Mark Twain certainly was not. The difference was in the public
attitude, in the things that were now accepted and Bm@n Hmmwmoﬁg.m in
the national ideal. It was, they all felt, connected é_mu new mEoﬁomw
about money. As Mark Twain said, where maHEmHF. Em:@mo%n ha
desired money,” now they “fall down and .ﬁ.ﬁ?w it.” The ﬂQ.M
gospel was, “Get money. Get it quickly. Get it in abundance. n,w.mﬁ i
in prodigious abundance. Get it dishonestly if you can, honestly if you
* w .
Eﬂwﬂ@ the end of the Civil War capitalism had established itself.
The relaxing influence of the frontier was wommbm ~8:.@5 mm.m: ?ﬁwﬂ
icans increasingly became “dwellers in cities” and “worshippers o».
/xiv/ the machine.” Mark T'wain himself became a notable patt o
this new dispensation. No one worshipped the machine more than he
did, or thought he did—he ruined himself by his devotion to the
Paige typesetting machine by which he hoped to make a fortune ﬁ.mmm
greater than he had made by his wnting, mﬂ@ he sang the praises o
the machine age in A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's O...uczm.
He associated intimately with the dominant figures of American busi-
ness enterprise. Yet at the same time he hated the new way of life
and kept bitter memoranda of his scorn, commenting on the low
morality or the bad taste or the smugness and dullness of the men
who were shaping the national ideal and directing the destiny o the
nation. .
Mark Twain said of Tom Sawyer that it “is simply a hymn, put into
prose form to give it a worldly air.” He might have mmw.m the same, and
with even more reason, of Huckleberry Finn, which is 2 hymn to an
older America forever gone, an America which had its great H.Eﬁoﬁ.&
faults, which was full of violence and even of cruelty, but which still
maintained its sense of reality, for it was not yet enthralled by money,
the father of ultimate illusion and lies. Against the money-god stands
the river-god, whose comments are silent—sunlight, mmmomq.muﬂoﬁn.w&
time, stillness and danger. Jt was quickly forgotten once its mm._oﬁom.w
usefulness had passed, but, as Mr. Eliot’s poem says, “The river is
within us. . . 7

4

In form and style Huckleberry Finn is an almost perfect work. Only
one mistake has ever been charged against it, that it concludes with
Tom Sawyer's elaborate, too elaborate, game of Jim’s escape. Cer-

2 Mark .H%wm.s in. Eruption, edited by Bernard DeVoto, p. 77.
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tainly this episode is too long—-in the original draft it was much longer
—and certainly it is a falling-off, as almost anything would have to be,
from the incidents of the river. Yet it has a cerfain formal aptness—
like, say, that of the Turkish initiation which brings Moliere’s Le
Bourgeois Gentithomme to its close. It is a rather mechanical develop-
ment of an idea, and yet some device is needed to permit Huck to
return to his anonymity, to give up the role of hero, to fall into /xv/
the background which he prefers, for he is modest in all things and
could not well endure the attention and glamour which attend a hero
at a book’s end. For this purpose nothing could serve better than the
mind of Tom Sawyer with its literary furnishings, its coascious ro-
mantic desire for experience and the hero’s part, and its ingenious
schematization of life to achieve that aim.

The form of the book is based on the simpiest of all novel-forms,
the so-called picaresque novel, or novel of the road, which strings its
incidents on the line of the hero’s travels. But, as Pascal says, “rivers
are roads that move,” and the movement of the road in its own
mysterious life transmutes the primitive simplicity of ‘the form: the
road itself is the greatest character in this novel of the road, and the
hero’s departures from the river and his returns to it compose a subtle
and significant pattern. The linear simplicity of the picaresque novel
is further modified by the story’s having a clear dramatic organiza-
tion: it has a beginning, & middle and an end, and a mounting sus-
pense of interest.

As for the style of the book, it is not less than definitive in Amer-
ican literature. The prose of Huckleberry Finn established for written
prose the virtues of American colloquial speech. This has nothing to
do with pronunciation or grammar. It has something to do with ease
and freedom in the use of language. Most of 2ll it has to do with the
structure of the sentence, which is simple, direct, and fluent, maintain-
ing the rhythm of the word-groups of speech and the intonations of
the speaking voice.

In the matter of language, American literature had a special prob-
lem. The young nation was inclined to think that the mark of the
truly literary product was a grandiosity and elegance not to be found
m the common speech. It therefore encouraged a greater breach be-
tween its vernacular and its literary language than, say, English litera-
ture of the same period ever allowed. This accounts for the hollow
ing one now and then hears even in the work of our hest writers in
the first half of the last century. English writers of equal stature would
/xvi/ never have made the lapses into rhetorical excess that are com-

mon in Cooper and Poe and that are to be found even in Melville
and Hawthorne.
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Vet at the same time that the language of ambitious literature was
high and thus always in danger of falseness, the American reader was
keenly interested in the actualities of daily speech. No literature, in-
deed, was ever so taken up with matters of speech as ours was.
“Dialect,” which attracted even our serious writers, was the accepted
common ground of our popular humorous writing. Nothing in social
life seemed so remarkable as the different forms which speech could
take—the brogue of the immigrant Irish or the mispronunciation of
the German, the “affectation” of the English, the reputed precision of
the Bostonian, the legendary twang of the Yankee farmer, and the
draw] of the Pike County man. Mark Twain, of course, was in the
tradition of humor that exploited this interest, and no one could
play with it nearly so well. Although today the carefully spelied-out
dialects of nineteenth-century American humor are likely to seem
dull enough, the subtle variations of speech of Huckleberry Finn, of
which Mark Twain was justly proud, are still part of the liveliness and
flavor of the book.

Out of his knowledge of the actual speech of America Mark Twain
forged a classic prose. The adjective may seem a strange one, yet it is
apt. Forget the misspellings and the faults of grammar, and the prose
will be seen to move with the greatest simplicity, directness, lucidity,
and grace. These qualities are by no means accidental. Mark Twain,
who read widely, was passionately interested in the problems of style;
the mark of the strictest literary sensibility is everywhere to be found
in the prose of Huckleberry Finn.

It is this prose that Emnest Hemingway had chiefly in mind when
he said that “all modern American literature comes from onc book
by Mark Twain called Huckleberry Finn.” Hemingway's own prose
stems from it directly and consciously; so does the prose of the two
modem writers who most influenced Hemingway's early style, Ger-
trude Stein and Sher- /xvil/ wood Anderson (although neither of them
could maintain the robust purity of their model); so, too, does the
best of William Faulkner's prose, which, like Mark Twain's own,
reinforces the colloquial tradition with the literary tradition. Indeed,
it may be said that almost every contemporary writer who deals con-
scientiously with the problems and possibility of prose must feel,
directly or indirectly, the influence of Mark Twain. He is the master
of the style that escapes the fixity of the printed page, that sounds in
our ears with the immediacy of the heard voice, the very voice of
unpretentious truth. /xvii/
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QUESTIONS FOR DISCUSSION AND WRITING

‘What do vou think makes The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn
one of the central documents of American culture”™?

Explain Huck’s views of religion and his struggle with it
Discuss the Mississippi as a god in this novel.

Explain in detail Trlling’s assertion that the river “is only divine.”
Smﬁ has been the critical opinion of the role of the Mississippt
in The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn?

Make a full case for [im as Huck’s “true father.”

Why does Trilling say that Huck and Jim form a “community
of saints”? .

How is loneliness related to the theme of the novel? How is pride
refated to the theme?

What, if anything, keeps this novel from being sentimental?
What is Huck’s major weakness, his major strength?

Wu.wmommm The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn as a “subversive”
o0k.

Do you agree with Trilling’s defense of the novel’s ending? Why
or why not? Can you make a better defense?

Analyze in detail the prose style of a small part of the novel.



