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1: "American Playhouse" Pudd'nhead Wilson (TV Episode ) - IMDb
Summary. The Tragedy of Pudd'nhead Wilson juggles three plot lines, which all come together in a murder trial at the
novel's end. Pudd'nhead Wilson is a Northerner who comes to the small Missouri town of Dawson's Landing to build a
career as a lawyer.

Chapter 3 Roxy Plays a Shrewd Trick Whoever has lived long enough to find out what life is, knows how
deep a debt of gratitude we owe to Adam, the first great benefactor of our race. He brought death into the
world. A profound terror had taken possession of her. Her child could grow up and be sold down the river!
The thought crazed her with horror. She went and stood over it a long time communing with herself. I hates
him, en I could kill him! She had caught sight of her new Sunday gown-- a cheap curtain-calico thing, a
conflagration of gaudy colors and fantastic figures. She surveyed it wistfully, longingly. She looked in the
glass and was astonished at her beauty. She resolved to make her death toilet perfect. She took off her
handkerchief turban and dressed her glossy wealth of hair "like white folks"; she added some odds and ends of
rather lurid ribbon and a spray of atrocious artificial flowers; finally she threw over her shoulders a fluffy
thing called a "cloud" in that day, which was of a blazing red complexion. Then she was ready for the tomb.
She gathered up her baby once more; but when her eye fell upon its miserably short little gray tow-linen shirt
and noted the contrast between its pauper shabbiness and her own volcanic eruption of infernal splendors, her
mother-heart was touched, and she was ashamed. Straightway her eyes begun to widen with astonishment and
admiration, and she clapped her hands and cried out, "Why, it do beat all! I never knowed you was so lovely.
Now a strange light dawned in her eyes, and in a moment she was lost in thought. Then she placed the
children side by side, and after earnest inspection she muttered: It was dat ole nigger preacher dat tole it, de
time he come over here fum Illinois en preached in de nigger church. She took occasional rests from
practicing, and absorbed herself in calculating her chances. The master gave her none, for one of his
speculations was in jeopardy, and his mind was so occupied that he hardly saw the children when he looked at
them, and all Roxy had to do was to get them both into a gale of laughter when he came about; then their faces
were mainly cavities exposing gums, and he was gone again before the spasm passed and the little creatures
resumed a human aspect. Within a few days the fate of the speculation became so dubious that Mr. Percy went
away with his brother, the judge, to see what could be done with it. It was a land speculation as usual, and it
had gotten complicated with a lawsuit. The men were gone seven weeks. Before they got back, Roxy had paid
her visit to Wilson, and was satisfied. Wilson took the fingerprints, labeled them with the names and with the
date-- October the first--put them carefully away, and continued his chat with Roxy, who seemed very anxious
that he should admire the great advance in flesh and beauty which the babes had made since he took their
fingerprints a month before. He discovered nothing; and she went home jubilant, and dropped all concern
about the matter permanently out of her mind.
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2: The Tragedy of Pudd'Nhead Wilson by Mark Twain: Chapter 5
Pudd'nhead Wilson () is a novel by American writer Mark www.enganchecubano.com central intrigue revolves around
two boysâ€”one, born into slavery, with 1/32 black ancestry; the other, white, born to be the master of the house.

His hobby of collecting fingerprints does not raise his standing in the eyes of the townsfolk, who consider him
to be eccentric and do not frequent his law practice. After fellow slaves are caught stealing and are nearly sold
"down the river" to a master in the Deep South, Roxy fears for her son and herself. She considers killing her
boy and herself, but decides to switch Chambers and Tom in their cribs to give her son a life of freedom and
privilege. The narrative moves forward two decades. Tom Driscoll formerly Valet de Chambre , has been
raised to believe that he is white and has become a spoiled aristocrat. He is a selfish and dissolute young man.
She worked for a time on river boats, and saved money for her retirement. When she finally is able to retire,
she discovers that her bank has failed and all of her savings are gone. Tom responds to Roxy with derision.
She tells him the truth about his ancestry and that he is her son and partially black; she blackmails him into
financially supporting her. Desperate for money, Tom robs and murders his wealthy uncle and the blame falls
wrongly on one of the Italians. From that point, the novel proceeds as a crime novel. In a courtroom scene, the
whole mystery is solved when Wilson demonstrates, through fingerprints, both that Tom is the murderer, and
not the true Driscoll heir. Although the real Tom Driscoll is restored to his rights, his life changes for the
worse. Having been raised as a slave, he feels intense unease in white society. At the same time, as a white
man, he is essentially excluded from the company of blacks. Shown to be born to a slave mother, he is
classified as a slave and is legally included among the property assets of the estate. He is sold "downriver",
helping the creditors recoup their losses. Major themes[ edit ] Mark Twain whispers into your ear as you read
his preface to the book, whose first edition features such marginal illustrations on every page. They consider
the subtle, intelligent Wilson to be a simpleton. Racism and nature versus nurture[ edit ] The first part of the
book seems to satirize racism in antebellum Missouri by exposing the fragility of the dividing line between
white and black. The new Tom Driscoll is accepted by a family with high Virginian ancestry as its own, and
he grows up to be corrupt, self-interested, and distasteful. One could interpret the story as a vindication of
racism based on biological differences too subtle to be seen. The essentialism is not reciprocal, however.
Chambers adapts well to life as a slave and fails to successfully assume his proper place as a high-class white.
The circumstances of the denouement, however, possessed in its time great novelty, for fingerprinting had not
then come into official use in crime detection in the United States. With a fair complexion, brown eyes, and
straight brown hair, she looks more white than black, which makes sense based on her ancestry. As she was
born into slavery, she is still considered a slave and is associated with blacks. She identifies as black, and
speaks the dialect of slaves in the antebellum Deep South. She is the mother of Valet de Chambre and acts as
nanny to Thomas Driscoll. Raised as a slave, Chambers is purchased by his uncle Judge Driscoll after his
brother Percy dies. The judge is childless and sad, and wants to prevent the young man Tom Driscoll from
selling Chambers downriver. Chambers is portrayed as a decent young man whom Tom forces to fight bullies.
He is kind and always respectful towards Tom but receives brutal treatment by his master. He speaks in the
black dialect spoken during slavery. From then on he is known as "Tom", and is raised as the white heir to a
large estate. Tom is spoiled, cruel and wicked. In his early years he has an intense hate for Chambers although
the other boy protected Tom and saved his life on numerous occasions. Tom is portrayed as the embodiment
of human folly. His weakness for gambling leads him into debt. They say they want to relax after years of
traveling the world. They claim to be the children of an Italian nobleman who was forced to flee Italy with his
wife after a revolution. He died soon afterward, followed by his wife. One of the twins is said to have killed a
man. One of the twins kicks Tom because he made a joke about him at a town meeting. He establishes a
comfortable life in the town, working as a bookkeeper and pursuing his hobby of collecting fingerprints.
Although the title character, he remains in the background of the novel until the final chapters. He planned for
them to be the central characters of a novel to be titled Those Extraordinary Twins. As he explains in the
introduction to "Those Extraordinary Twins": So I pulled out the farce and left the tragedy. This left the
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original team in, but only as mere names, not as characters. A film in and a made-for-TV movie in were based
on the book.
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3: Pudd'nhead Wilson Quotes by Mark Twain
CHAPTER I. Pudd'nhead Wins His Name. Tell the truth or trumpâ€”but get the trick.â€”Pudd'nhead Wilson's Calendar.
The scene of this chronicle is the town of Dawson's Landing, on the Missouri side of the Mississippi, half a day's journey,
per steamboat, below St. Louis.

I shall write a classic novel, full of my customary barbed wit yet leavened with my compassion for humanity. I
shall open the tale with a delightfully wry meta-introduction - before "meta" was even a thing! The wryness
shall continue throughout what will be an exciting story of bold misdeeds, uncertain justice, and a compelling
and surely very surprising trial. We shall end the tale with evil happily circumvented - but it will be an ending
that is also dripping with iro Samuel Langhorne Clemens: We shall end the tale with evil happily
circumvented - but it will be an ending that is also dripping with irony and pointed critique. This revolutionary
perspective will be present in my tale - but it shall be a trifle muted, to allow for brisk sales. I am the moral
center of this tale and I shall hold that title with much becoming humility. I shall charm the reader with my
unusual observations, sly comments, humane nature, and my prescient knowledge and use of finger-printing all of this despite the derision of my fellows. I am perhaps a stand-in for the estimable Mark Twain. More
importantly, I am also what is known as an Underdog. We came from a discarded story, where we were once
conjoined. But this tale has set us free! I am the villain of the piece - but I shall rally against such diminishing,
unempathetic designations! I am only human, after all. I shall enrage the reader with my high-handed, bullying
ways, my cunning and greedy nature, my cheeky aplomb, my devious misdeeds done in the dark of night. I am
an argument in favor of nurture over nature: Or is this truly the case? Even as a babe in arms, I am
characterized by my monstrousness Unfortunately, the author could have been rather more clear on where my
innately bad nature sprung from. That lack of clarity certainly muddies the water a bit. I thought this was an
admirable tale in many ways, well-written and enjoyable, with a leisurely but exciting narrative.
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4: Tragedy of Puddâ€™nhead Wilson and the Comedy Those Extraordinary Twins Mark Twain | eBay
At the beginning of Pudd'nhead Wilson a young slave woman, fearing for her infant's son's life, exchanges her
light-skinned child with her master's. From this rather simple premise Mark Twain fashioned one of his most entertaining,
funny, yet biting novels.

The peach was once a bitter almond; cauliflower is nothing but cabbage with a college education. York
Driscoll enjoyed two years of bliss with that prize, Tom--bliss that was troubled a little at times, it is true, but
bliss nevertheless; then she died, and her husband and his childless sister, Mrs. Pratt, continued this
bliss-business at the old stand. Tom was petted and indulged and spoiled to his entire content--or nearly that.
This went on till he was nineteen, then he was sent to Yale. He went handsomely equipped with "conditions,"
but otherwise he was not an object of distinction there. He remained at Yale two years, and then threw up the
struggle. He came home with his manners a good deal improved; he had lost his surliness and brusqueness,
and was rather pleasantly soft and smooth, now; he was furtively, and sometimes openly, ironical of speech,
and given to gently touching people on the raw, but he did it with a good-natured semiconscious air that
carried it off safely, and kept him from getting into trouble. He was as indolent as ever and showed no very
strenuous desire to hunt up an occupation. He brought back one or two new habits with him, one of which he
rather openly practiced--tippling--but concealed another, which was gambling. It would not do to gamble
where his uncle could hear of it; he knew that quite well. He brought home with him a suit of clothes of such
exquisite style and cut in fashion-- Eastern fashion, city fashion--that it filled everybody with anguish and was
regarded as a peculiarly wanton affront. He enjoyed the feeling which he was exciting, and paraded the town
serene and happy all day; but the young fellows set a tailor to work that night, and when Tom started out on
his parade next morning, he found the old deformed Negro bell ringer straddling along in his wake tricked out
in a flamboyant curtain-calico exaggeration of his finery, and imitating his fancy Eastern graces as well as he
could. Tom surrendered, and after that clothed himself in the local fashion. But the dull country town was
tiresome to him, since his acquaintanceship with livelier regions, and it grew daily more and more so. He
began to make little trips to St. There he found companionship to suit him, and pleasures to his taste, along
with more freedom, in some particulars, than he could have at home. So, during the next two years, his visits
to the city grew in frequency and his tarryings there grew steadily longer in duration. He was getting into deep
waters. He was taking chances, privately, which might get him into trouble some day--in fact, did. Judge
Driscoll had retired from the bench and from all business activities in , and had now been comfortably idle
three years. Or rather, that was one of the reason why it failed, but there was another and better one. If the
judge had stopped with bare assertion, it would have had a good deal of effect; but he made the mistake of
trying to prove his position. But irony was not for those people; their mental vision was not focused for it.
That is just the way in this world; an enemy can partly ruin a man, but it takes a good-natured injudicious
friend to complete the thing and make it perfect. After this the judge felt tenderer than ever toward Wilson,
and surer than ever that his calendar had merit. Judge Driscoll could be a freethinker and still hold his place in
society because he was the person of most consequence to the community, and therefore could venture to go
his own way and follow out his own notions. The other member of his pet organization was allowed the like
liberty because he was a cipher in the estimation of the public, and nobody attached any importance to what he
thought or did. The Widow Cooper--affectionately called "Aunt Patsy" by everybody-- lived in a snug and
comely cottage with her daughter Rowena, who was nineteen, romantic, amiable, and very pretty, but
otherwise of no consequence. Rowena had a couple of young brothers-- also of no consequence. The widow
had a large spare room, which she let to a lodger, with board, when she could find one, but this room had been
empty for a year now, to her sorrow. Her income was only sufficient for the family support, and she needed
the lodging money for trifling luxuries. But now, at last, on a flaming June day, she found herself happy; her
tedious wait was ended; her year-worn advertisement had been answered; and not by a village applicant, no,
no! She sat on her porch gazing out with unseeing eyes upon the shining reaches of the mighty Mississippi,
her thoughts steeped in her good fortune. Indeed it was specially good fortune, for she was to have two lodgers
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instead of one. She had read the letter to the family, and Rowena had danced away to see to the cleaning and
airing of the room by the slave woman, Nancy, and the boys had rushed abroad in the town to spread the great
news, for it was a matter of public interest, and the public would wonder and not be pleased if not informed.
Presently Rowena returned, all ablush with joyous excitement, and begged for a rereading of the letter. It was
framed thus: My brother and I have seen your advertisement, by chance, and beg leave to take the room you
offer. We are twenty-four years of age and twins. We are Italians by birth, but have lived long in the various
countries of Europe, and several years in the United States. Our names are Luigi and Angelo Capello. You
desire but one guest; but, dear madam, if you will allow us to pay for two, we will not incommode you. We
shall be down Thursday. The whole town will be on its head! Here comes Judge Driscoll in at the gate. The
letter was read and discussed. Soon Justice Robinson arrived with more congratulations, and there was a new
reading and a new discussion. This was the beginning. Neighbor after neighbor, of both sexes, followed, and
the procession drifted in and out all day and evening and all Wednesday and Thursday. The letter was read and
reread until it was nearly worn out; everybody admired its courtly and gracious tone, and smooth and practiced
style, everybody was sympathetic and excited, and the Coopers were steeped in happiness all the while. The
boats were very uncertain in low water in these primitive times. This time the Thursday boat had not arrived at
ten at night-- so the people had waited at the landing all day for nothing; they were driven to their homes by a
heavy storm without having had a view of the illustrious foreigners. The rain and thunder were booming yet,
and the anxious family were still waiting, still hoping. At last there was a knock at the door, and the family
jumped to open it. Two Negro men entered, each carrying a trunk, and proceeded upstairs toward the guest
room. Then entered the twins--the handsomest, the best dressed, the most distinguished-looking pair of young
fellows the West had ever seen. One was a little fairer than the other, but otherwise they were exact duplicates.
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5: Pudd'nhead Wilson Homepage
Pudd'nhead Wilson The setting of this novel is again the world that Sam Clemens grew up in, although now MT calls the
village Dawson's Landing, and has moved it several hundred miles down the Mississippi River.

Tell the truth or trump--but get the trick. In it was a snug collection of modest one- and two- story frame
dwellings, whose whitewashed exteriors were almost concealed from sight by climbing tangles of rose vines,
honeysuckles, and morning glories. When there was room on the ledge outside of the pots and boxes for a cat,
the cat was there-- in sunny weather--stretched at full length, asleep and blissful, with her furry belly to the sun
and a paw curved over her nose. Then that house was complete, and its contentment and peace were made
manifest to the world by this symbol, whose testimony is infallible. A home without a cat--and a well-fed,
well-petted, and properly revered cat-- may be a perfect home, perhaps, but how can it prove title? All along
the streets, on both sides, at the outer edge of the brick sidewalks, stood locust trees with trunks protected by
wooden boxing, and these furnished shade for summer and a sweet fragrancer in spring, when the clusters of
buds came forth. The main street, one block back from the river, and running parallel with it, was the sole
business street. It was six blocks long, and in each block two or three brick stores, three stories high, towered
above interjected bunches of little frame shops. Steamboats passed up and down every hour or so. Those
belonging to the little Cairo line and the little Memphis line always stopped; the big Orleans liners stopped for
hails only, or to land passengers or freight; and this was the case also with the great flotilla of "transients.
Anthony down through nine climates to torrid New Orleans. The town was sleepy and comfortable and
contented. It was fifty years old, and was growing slowly-- very slowly, in fact, but still it was growing. The
chief citizen was York Leicester Driscoll, about forty years old, judge of the county court. He was very proud
of his old Virginian ancestry, and in his hospitalities and his rather formal and stately manners, he kept up its
traditions. He was fine and just and generous. To be a gentleman--a gentleman without stain or blemish--was
his only religion, and to it he was always faithful. He was respected, esteemed, and beloved by all of the
community. He was well off, and was gradually adding to his store. He and his wife were very nearly happy,
but not quite, for they had no children. The longing for the treasure of a child had grown stronger and stronger
as the years slipped away, but the blessing never came--and was never to come. Rachel Pratt, and she also was
childless--childless, and sorrowful for that reason, and not to be comforted. They were Presbyterians, the judge
was a freethinker. Pembroke Howard, lawyer and bachelor, aged almost forty, was another old Virginian
grandee with proved descent from the First Families. He was a fine, majestic creature, a gentleman according
to the nicest requirements of the Virginia rule, a devoted Presbyterian, an authority on the "code", and a man
always courteously ready to stand up before you in the field if any act or word of his had seemed doubtful or
suspicious to you, and explain it with any weapon you might prefer from bradawls to artillery. Percy
Northumberland Driscoll, brother to the judge, and younger than he by five years, was a married man, and had
had children around his hearthstone; but they were attacked in detail by measles, croup, and scarlet fever, and
this had given the doctor a chance with his effective antediluvian methods; so the cradles were empty. He was
a prosperous man, with a good head for speculations, and his fortune was growing. On the first of February, ,
two boy babes were born in his house; one to him, one to one of his slave girls, Roxana by name. Roxana was
twenty years old. She was up and around the same day, with her hands full, for she was tending both babes.
Percy Driscoll died within the week. Roxy remained in charge of the children. She had her own way, for Mr.
Driscoll soon absorbed himself in his speculations and left her to her own devices. David Wilson, a young
fellow of Scotch parentage. He had wandered to this remote region from his birthplace in the interior of the
State of New York, to seek his fortune. He was twenty-five years old, college bred, and had finished a
post-college course in an Eastern law school a couple of years before. He was a homely, freckled,
sandy-haired young fellow, with an intelligent blue eye that had frankness and comradeship in it and a covert
twinkle of a pleasant sort. But he made his fatal remark the first day he spent in the village, and it "gaged"
him. He had just made the acquaintance of a group of citizens when an invisible dog began to yelp and snarl
and howl and make himself very comprehensively disagreeable, whereupon young Wilson said, much as one
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who is thinking aloud: They fell away from him as from something uncanny, and went into privacy to discuss
him. Do you reckon he thought it would live? The incident was told all over the town, and gravely discussed
by everybody. In time he came to be liked, and well liked too; but by that time the nickname had got well
stuck on, and it stayed. The nickname soon ceased to carry any harsh or unfriendly feeling with it, but it held
its place, and was to continue to hold its place for twenty long years.
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6: The Tragedy of Pudd'Nhead Wilson - Chapter 3
Puddinhead Wilson is a tragedy, though filled with the humorous Twain wit found in all of his works. Centered on the
oft-repeated archetype of Trading Places, Puddinhead Wilson satirically points out the absurdity of race-based social
structures and class systems, especially those prevalent at the time.

Everyone is present at the trial, including Roxy, who carries her bill of sale with her, and "Tom", who has
angered Roxy by suggesting that the twins did them a favor by killing Judge Driscoll Roxy has no reason to
think "Tom" has been involved. Pembroke Howard is prosecuting the case. He establishes a motive for the
crime--the lost election and the refused challenge to a duel--and reminds the court that the judge had said in
public that the twins would be able to find their knife the next time they needed to assassinate someone.
Things are looking bad for the twins. He tells the court that their story suggests that another party is involved,
who must be found in order for the twins to get a fair trial. The court adjourns for the day, and "Tom" leaves
congratulating himself on his clever disguise and his care in destroying all the evidence. Confused, he goes to
sleep. A dream suggests a reason for the discrepancy to him, and he rushes to check more of his collection.
The next morning he arrives at the trial and informs the judge that he has new evidence. He gives a brief
demonstration of the process, identifying a series of prints that members of the audience have provided.
Finally he names "Tom" as not only the murderer but as in reality a black slave named Chambers. Roxy begs
God for mercy. The twins, tired of their notoriety, depart for Europe. She is now a meek creature who spends
most of her time in church seeking to redeem herself. Chambers, formerly known as "Tom," confesses to the
crime and is sentenced to life imprisonment. By a convoluted logic, they claim that, had he been sold, the
judge would not have been murdered, and therefore it is not Chambers, but the mistake surrounding his
identity, which is responsible for the murder. However, it is left open whether being sold "down the river" is a
better fate than life in prison or even execution. As for the real Tom, his is perhaps the most horrible situation
of all. Taught to think of himself as less than a man, he cannot speak the way a white man should and he finds
himself in a terrible limbo. The town has thought of him as a black man for so long that it is impossible for
him to move into white society, yet their view of what is proper for a white man keeps him from his friends in
the slave quarters. Twain himself built an entire alternate persona based on different types of public
speech--speaking tours, witty sayings, newspaper articles.
7: German addresses are blocked - www.enganchecubano.com
The two narratives published together in The Tragedy of Pudd'nhead Wilson and the Comedy Those Extraordinary
Twins are overflowing with spectacular events. Twain shows us conjoined twins, babies exchanged in the cradle, acts of
cross-dressing and racial masquerade, duels, a lynching, and a murder mystery.

8: SparkNotes: Pudd'nhead Wilson: Summary
Free kindle book and epub digitized and proofread by Project Gutenberg.

9: The Tragedy of Pudd'Nhead Wilson - Chapter 1
Pudd'nhead Wilson Questions and Answers. The Question and Answer section for Pudd'nhead Wilson is a great
resource to ask questions, find answers, and discuss the novel.
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