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Sample typeset content pages

Most of you will probably wish to use �0pt or ��pt setting so 
the pages which follow provides you with something to review 
using those parameters. As examples each sample is based on 
a similar page size, with common margins. Page numbers and 
any running heads or footers have not been included since 
they will not always apply. 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. 
I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I 
had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards 
of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good 
long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in 
the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. 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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. 
I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I 
had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards 
of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good 
long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in 
the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. Then the old man got to cussing, and cussed 
everything and everybody he could think of, and then cussed them all over 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only 
way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 
rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end 
of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through 
the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised 
the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I 
was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. 
I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only 
way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 
rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end 
of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through 
the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised 
the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I 
was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. 
I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. 
I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I 
had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of 
the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good 
long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in 
the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. 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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. 
I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I 
had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of 
the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good 
long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in 
the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. 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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It 
was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t 
ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind 
I would fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of 
that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a 
window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up 
the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin 
when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about 
the only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at 
last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid 
in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and 
went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs 
at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 
blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under 
the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was 
a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard 
pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped 
the blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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, 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It 
was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t 
ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind 
I would fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of 
that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a 
window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up 
the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin 
when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about 
the only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at 
last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid 
in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and 
went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs 
at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 
blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under 
the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was 
a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard 
pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped 
the blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. 
I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. 
I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I 
had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of 
the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good 
long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in 
the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. 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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. 
I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. 
I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I 
had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 
Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of 
the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of 
the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good 
long job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in 
the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. Then the old man got to cussing, and cussed 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put 
in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There 
was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the 
cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I 
got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put 
in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There 
was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the 
cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I 
got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t 
long after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all 
but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more 
run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t 
see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you 
had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and 
get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and have old 
Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back 
no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; 
but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was 
pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the 
only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; 
I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in 
between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and 
went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the 
logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind 
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw 
a section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. 
Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of 
it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my 
work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon 
pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t 
long after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all 
but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more 
run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t 
see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you 
had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and 
get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and have old 
Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back 
no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; 
but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was 
pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the 
only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; 
I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in 
between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and 
went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the 
logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind 
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw 
a section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. 
Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of 
it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my 
work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon 
pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to 
try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and 
it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, 
and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and 
I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 
where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, 
and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering 
over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the 
time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up 
in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had 
got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I 
was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to 
leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, 
but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big 
enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; 
it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap 
was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the 
cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over 
as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all the time at 
it, because it was about the only way to put in the time. But 
this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and 
the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the 
far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 
blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to 
saw a section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let 
me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting 
towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I 
got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to 
try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and 
it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, 
and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and 
I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 
where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, 
and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering 
over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the 
time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up 
in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had 
got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I 
was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to 
leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, 
but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big 
enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; 
it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap 
was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the 
cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over 
as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all the time at 
it, because it was about the only way to put in the time. But 
this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-
saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and 
the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the 
far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 
blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to 
saw a section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let 
me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting 
towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get 
hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after 
that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide 
part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and 
my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to 
like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, 
and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering 
over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I 
didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow 
didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. 
It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand 
it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking 
me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful 
lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get 
out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some 
way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to 
get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door 
was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife 
or anything in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the 
place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, 
because it was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it 
was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it 
up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the 
logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 
blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the 
table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big 
bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long 
job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the 
woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid 
my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get 
hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after 
that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide 
part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and 
my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to 
like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, 
and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering 
over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I 
didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow 
didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. 
It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand 
it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking 
me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful 
lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get 
out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some 
way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to 
get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door 
was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife 
or anything in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the 
place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, 
because it was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it 
was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it 
up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the 
logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from 
blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the 
table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big 
bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long 
job, but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the 
woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid 
my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t 
long after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all 
but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more 
run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t 
see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had 
to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up 
regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss 
Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no 
more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty 
good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the 
only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; 
I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in 
between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and 
went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the 
logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind 
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a 
section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. 
Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of 
it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my 
work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon pap 
come in. 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t 
long after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all 
but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more 
run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t 
see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had 
to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up 
regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss 
Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no 
more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty 
good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the 
only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; 
I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in 
between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and 
went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the 
logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind 
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got 
under the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a 
section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. 
Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I 
was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I had 
tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There 
warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get 
up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap 
was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in the 
time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw 
without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the 
roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed 
against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind 
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under 
the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big 
bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, 
but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. 
I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, 
and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. 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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I 
was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 
and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go 
back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good 
times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. 
I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking me in. 
Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I 
was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I had 
tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There 
warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get 
up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap 
was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in the 
time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw 
without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the 
roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed 
against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind 
from blowing through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under 
the table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big 
bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, 
but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. 
I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, 
and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. Then the old man got to cussing, and cussed 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all 
the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because 
pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods 
there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put 
in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There 
was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the 
cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I 
got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all 
the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because 
pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods 
there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put 
in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There 
was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the 
cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I 
got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only 
way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 
rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end 
of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through 
the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised 
the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but 
I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the 
woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 
ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and 
eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped 
cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again 
because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the 
woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only 
way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 
rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end 
of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through 
the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised 
the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but 
I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the 
woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and 
hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to 
try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it 
warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and 
I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 
where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and 
go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a 
book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I 
didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because 
the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap 
hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods 
there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got 
drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was 
scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave 
there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough 
for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was 
too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it 
was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any 
handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the 
roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-
blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind 
the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the chinks 
and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, 
but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun 
in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the 
blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

Pap warn’t in a good humor – so he was his natural self. 
He said he was down town, and everything was going wrong. 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to 
try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it 
warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and 
I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 
where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and 
go to bed and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a 
book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I 
didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because 
the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap 
hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods 
there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got 
drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was 
scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave 
there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough 
for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was 
too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it 
was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any 
handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the 
roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-
blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind 
the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the chinks 
and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, 
but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun 
in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all 
the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because 
pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods 
there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way 
to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 
rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end 
of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through 
the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised 
the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I 
was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. 
I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it--all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all 
the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because 
pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods 
there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; 
well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way 
to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a 
rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end 
of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through 
the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised 
the blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I 
was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. 
I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try 
to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it 
warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I 
didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where 
you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed 
and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and 
have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want 
to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow 
didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no 
objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take 
it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got 
drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was 
scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave 
there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough 
for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was 
too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it 
was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any 
handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the 
roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-
blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind 
the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the chinks 
and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, 
but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun 
in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the 
blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

Pap warn’t in a good humor – so he was his natural self. 
He said he was down town, and everything was going wrong. 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try 
to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it 
warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it--all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I 
didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where 
you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed 
and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and 
have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want 
to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow 
didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no 
objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take 
it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got 
drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was 
scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave 
there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough 
for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was 
too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he 
was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it 
was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any 
handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the 
roof. I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-
blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind 
the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the chinks 
and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log 
out – big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, 
but I was getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun 
in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it – all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all 
the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap 
hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, 
take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it 
big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it 
was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; 
I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put 
in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There 
was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the 
cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got 
rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, 
and pretty soon pap come in. 

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. 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try to 
get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it – all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all 
the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap 
hadn’t no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, 
take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was 
dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would 
fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many 
a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big 
enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was 
too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty careful 
not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was away; I 
reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred times; well, 
I was most all the time at it, because it was about the only way to put 
in the time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. There 
was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of the 
cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got 
rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, 
and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to 
try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and 
it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it – all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I 
didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where 
you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed 
and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and 
have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want 
to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow 
didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no 
objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take 
it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so 
much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got 
drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was 
scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some way to leave 
there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough 
for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was 
too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty 
careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin when he was 
away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about the 
only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at 
last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was 
laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased 
it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket nailed 
against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, to 
keep the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the 
candle out. I got under the table and raised the blanket, and went 
to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out – big enough 
to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting 
towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got 
rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to 
try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and 
it warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it – all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or 
more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I 
didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where 
you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed 
and get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and 
have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want 
to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow 
didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no 
objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take 
it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, 
and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three 
days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, 
and I wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I made 
up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I had tried 
to get out of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. 
There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog to get through. 
I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was 
thick, solid oak slabs. Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife 
or anything in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted 
the place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all 
the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in the 
time. But this time I found something at last; I found an old rusty 
wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between a rafter 
and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far 
end of the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing 
through the chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the 
table and raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a section 
of the big bottom log out – big enough to let me through. Well, 
it was a good long job, but I was getting towards the end of it 
when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of my 
work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and pretty soon 
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A few additional setting examples

Page size, layout and typesetting can vary a good deal 
depending on the publication genre and subject matter. While 
standards are often worth following there are few absolute 
rules which are mandatory and if you prefer, you are free to 
think outside the box, as it were, when you settle on a brief 
for your publication.

Following are just a few variations of book typesetting but 
still based on the examples you will have seen earlier in this 
Guide. If it helps you decide on your preferred setting you can 
print these pages – using a reasonable quality printer – before 
making your final decisions.
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try 
to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it – all but the 
cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 
and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 
and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 
got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the 
time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because 
the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t 
no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all 
around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand 
it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking 
me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful 
lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get 
out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some 
way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog 
to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The 
door was thick, solid oak slabs. 

Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin 
when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 
hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about 
the only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I 
found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between 
a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 
There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of 
the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 
chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 
blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 
– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
getting towards the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got 
rid of the signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, 
and pretty soon pap come in. 

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 
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over to try 

to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 

after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it – all but the 

cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, smoking 

and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more run along, 

and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 

got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 

a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 

bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the 

time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, because 

the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t 

no objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it  

all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand 

it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, and locking 

me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful 

lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get 

out any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up some 

way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 

couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a window to it big enough for a dog 

to get through. I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The 

door was thick, solid oak slabs. 

Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the cabin 

when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as much as a 

hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because it was about 

the only way to put in the time. But this time I found something at last; I 

found an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in between 

a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased it up and went to work. 

There was an old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the far end of 

the cabin behind the table, to keep the wind from blowing through the 

chinks and putting the candle out. I got under the table and raised the 

blanket, and went to work to saw a section of the big bottom log out 

– big enough to let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was 
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent a 
man over to try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off 
with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I was used to 
being where I was, and liked it – all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all 
day, smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two 
months or more run along, and my clothes got to be all 
rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on 
a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, 
and be forever bothering over a book, and have old Miss 
Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back 
no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t 
like it; but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no 
objections. It was pretty good times up in the woods there, 
take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away 
so much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and 
was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged 
he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out 
any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up 
some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a 
window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, 
solid oak slabs. 

Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything 
in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the 
place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all 
the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
the time. But this time I found something at last; I found 
an old rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in 
between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. I greased 
it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind 
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent a 
man over to try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off 
with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I was used to 
being where I was, and liked it – all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months 
or more run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and 
dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the 
widow’s, where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and 
comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and be forever 
bothering over a book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 
at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back no more. I 
had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; but 
now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. 
It was pretty good times up in the woods there, take it  
all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I 
couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away 
so much, too, and locking me in. Once he locked me in and 
was gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I judged 
he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever going to get out 
any more. I was scared. I made up my mind I would fix up 
some way to leave there. I had tried to get out of that cabin 
many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a 
window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t 
get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, 
solid oak slabs. 

Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything 
in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the 
place over as much as a hundred times; well, I was most all 
the time at it, because it was about the only way to put in 
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Larger book formats

These formats often suit technical books and periodicals, for 
example architecture, educational, engineering and scientific 
publications. 
 
To comply with the practical guide rule of 60 to 70 characters/
line in these extra wide formats, common-sized text is mostly 
set in two columns, or one column with one wide margin 
which is often used to accommodate tables, diagrams or photo 
spreads (see basic samples on the following pages). Wide 
margins are also sometimes used to allow for the reader to 
keep notes, or sometimes simply to provide a “less is more” 
visual layout.

Text in technical large-format books and periodicals is often 
set in a sans serif typeface, although that isn’t always the case. 
Also, and particularly with two column layouts, the text is 
often set ranged left although, again, not always.  
 
Before specifying a preferred style of layout we suggest you 
look at the way books in your genre have traditionally been 
laid out and choose a design which you feel will best work 
with your content.  
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent a man over 
to try to get hold of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, and it 
warn’t long after that till I was used to being where I was, and liked it 
– all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable all day, 
smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. Two months or more 
run along, and my clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t 
see how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, where you 
had to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and 
get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, and have old 
Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back 
no more. I had stopped cussing, because the widow didn’t like it; 
but now I took to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was 
pretty good times up in the woods there, take it all around.  
 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, and I couldn’t 
stand it. I was all over welts. He got to going away so much, too, 
and locking me in. Once he locked me in and was gone three days. 
It was dreadful lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I 
wasn’t ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I made up my 
mind I would fix up some way to leave there. I had tried to get out 
of that cabin many a time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a 
window to it big enough for a dog to get through. I couldn’t get up 
the chimbly; it was too narrow. The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 

Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or anything in the 
cabin when he was away; I reckon I had hunted the place over as 
much as a hundred times; well, I was most all the time at it, because 
it was about the only way to put in the time. But this time I found 
something at last; I found an old rusty wood-saw without any 
handle; it was laid in between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. 
I greased it up and went to work. There was an old horse-blanket 
nailed against the logs at the far end of the cabin behind the table, 
to keep the wind from blowing through the chinks and putting the 
candle out. I got under the table and raised the blanket, and went to 
work to saw a section of the big bottom log out – big enough to let 
me through. Well, it was a good long job, but I was getting towards 
the end of it when I heard pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the 
signs of my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my saw, and 
pretty soon pap come in. 
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when I found out where I was by and by, and 
she sent a man over to try to get hold of me; but 
pap drove him off with the gun, and it warn’t long 
after that till I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it – all but the cowhide part. 

 
 
 
It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable 
all day, smoking and fishing, and no books nor 
study. Two months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see 
how I’d ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 
where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, and 
comb up, and go to bed and get up regular, and 
be forever bothering over a book, and have old 
Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I didn’t 
want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 
because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took 
to it again because pap hadn’t no objections. It 
was pretty good times up in the woods there, 
take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his 
hick’ry, and I couldn’t stand it. I was all over 
welts. He got to going away so much, too, and 
locking me in. Once he locked me in and was 
gone three days. It was dreadful lonesome. I 
judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t ever 
going to get out any more. I was scared. I made 
up my mind I would fix up some way to leave 
there. I had tried to get out of that cabin many a 
time, but I couldn’t find no way. There warn’t a 
window to it big enough for a dog to get through. 
I couldn’t get up the chimbly; it was too narrow. 
The door was thick, solid oak slabs. 

Pap was pretty careful not to leave a knife or 
anything in the cabin when he was away; I reckon I 
had hunted the place over as much as a hundred 
times; well, I was most all the time at it, because 
it was about the only way to put in the time. But 
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this time I found something at last; I found an old 
rusty wood-saw without any handle; it was laid in 
between a rafter and the clapboards of the roof. 
I greased it up and went to work. There was an 
old horse-blanket nailed against the logs at the 
far end of the cabin behind the table, to keep 
the wind from blowing through the chinks and 
putting the candle out. I got under the table and 
raised the blanket, and went to work to saw a 
section of the big bottom log out – big enough to 
let me through. Well, it was a good long job, but 
I was getting towards the end of it when I heard 
pap’s gun in the woods. I got rid of the signs of 
my work, and dropped the blanket and hid my 
saw, and pretty soon pap come in. 

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.

  
 
 
They didn’t want to go back to the widow’s any 
more and be so cramped up and sivilized, as 
they called it. 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. 

A Technical Book

Subheading style one 

Subheading style two 
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Large print and children’s books

The need to use increased point sizes and extra leading for 
large print and children’s books is pretty obvious. �4pt is 
commonly used although �2pt text may be suitable in certain 
cases depending on the basic size of the characters in a 
particular typeface. In most cases serif is the preferred font 
style along with justified setting. 
 

Nominating the text size, leading and typeface for Children’s 
Books is a little more demanding. Your choice will mostly 
come down to the age group you are aiming your book at and 
the genre will also have a bearing on your decision. For the 
very young, say up to 5 years of age, the size of text should 
probably be in the range �4pt to �8pt with leading ranging 
from 20pt to 30pt – set ranged left or justified.  
 
The general view is that simple sans-serif typefaces work best 
(and they can be friendly or even handwritten styles) since 
their characters most closely emulate the forms which children 
will follow as they begin hand-writing themselves. This latter 
point may also apply to the next age group, up to say �0 years 
of age, although text size and the leading will start to reduce.

Once children are into their teenage years it is probably less 
necessary to vary the layout and setting from that specified  
for adults, although your final choice may come down to  
what suits the subject matter of your children’s, or young 
person’s, book.
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent 

a man over to try to get hold of me; but pap drove him 

off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I was 

used to being where I was, and liked it – all but the 

cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable 

all day, smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. 

Two months or more run along, and my clothes got to 

be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to 

like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, 

and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and 

get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 

and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I 

didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 

because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it 

again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty 

good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, 

and I couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to 

going away so much, too, and locking me in. Once he 

locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful 

lonesome. I judged he had got drownded, and I wasn’t 

ever going to get out any more. I was scared. I made 

up my mind I would fix up some way to leave there. 

I had tried to get out of that cabin many a time, but I 
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when I found out where I was by and by, and she sent 

a man over to try to get hold of me; but pap drove him 

off with the gun, and it warn’t long after that till I was 

used to being where I was, and liked it – all but the 

cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off comfortable 

all day, smoking and fishing, and no books nor study. 

Two months or more run along, and my clothes got to 

be all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever got to 

like it so well at the widow’s, where you had to wash, 

and eat on a plate, and comb up, and go to bed and 

get up regular, and be forever bothering over a book, 

and have old Miss Watson pecking at you all the time. I 

didn’t want to go back no more. I had stopped cussing, 

because the widow didn’t like it; but now I took to it 

again because pap hadn’t no objections. It was pretty 

good times up in the woods there, take it all around. 

But by and by pap got too handy with his hick’ry, 

and I couldn’t stand it. I was all over welts. He got to 

going away so much, too, and locking me in. Once he 

locked me in and was gone three days. It was dreadful 
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when I found out where I was by and by, 

and she sent a man over to try to get hold 

of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, 

and it warn’t long after that till I was used 

to being where I was, and liked it – all but 

the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off 

comfortable all day, smoking and fishing, 

and no books nor study. Two months or 

more run along, and my clothes got to be 

all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 

ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 

where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, 

and comb up, and go to bed and get up 

regular, and be forever bothering over a 

book, and have old Miss Watson pecking 

at you all the time. I didn’t want to go back 
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when I found out where I was by and by, 

and she sent a man over to try to get hold 

of me; but pap drove him off with the gun, 

and it warn’t long after that till I was used 

to being where I was, and liked it – all but 

the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying off 

comfortable all day, smoking and fishing, 

and no books nor study. Two months or 

more run along, and my clothes got to be 

all rags and dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d 

ever got to like it so well at the widow’s, 

where you had to wash, and eat on a plate, 

and comb up, and go to bed and get up 
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found out where I was by and by, 

and she sent a man over to try to 

get hold of me; but pap drove him 

off with the gun, and it warn’t long 

after that till I was used to being 

where I was, and liked it – all but 

the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying 

off comfortable all day, smoking 

and fishing, and no books nor study. 

Two months or more run along, and 

my clothes got to be all rags and 

dirt, and I didn’t see how I’d ever 

got to like it so well at the widow’s, 

where you had to wash, and eat 
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found out where I was by and by, and 
she sent a man over to try to get hold 
of me; but pap drove him off with the 
gun, and it warn’t long after that till 
I was used to being where I was, and 
liked it – all but the cowhide part. 

It was kind of lazy and jolly, laying 
off comfortable all day, smoking and 
fishing, and no books nor study. Two 
months or more run along, and my 
clothes got to be all rags and dirt, and 
I didn’t see how I’d ever got to like it 
so well at the widow’s, where you had 
to wash, and eat on a plate, and comb 
up, and go to bed and get up regular, 
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