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THE CAT AND THE PAIN-KILLER 

A Humorous Reading 

 

Mark Twain 

 

Arranged from “The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.”                                                         ISBN  1-60045-104-7 

 

 Tom Sawyer’s mind had found a new and weighty matter to interest itself about.  Becky Thatcher 

had stopped coming to school.  Tom had struggled with his pride a few days, and tried to “whistle her down 

the wind,” but failed.  He began to find himself hanging around her father’s house, nights, and feeling very 

miserable.  She was ill.  What if she should die!  The charm of life was gone; there was nothing but 

dreariness left.  His aunt was concerned.  She began to try all manner of remedies on him.  She was one of 

those people who are infatuated with patent medicines and all newfangled methods of producing health or 

mending it.  When something fresh in this line came out she was in a fever, right away, to try it; not on 

herself, for she was never ailing, but on anybody else that came handy.  She was as simple-hearted and 

honest as the day was long, and so she was an easy victim.  She gathered together her quack periodicals and 

her quack medicines, and thus armed, she never suspected that she was not an angel of healing and the balm 

of Gilead in disguise, to the suffering neighbors. 

 Tom had become indifferent to persecution by this time.  This phase filled the old lady’s heart with 

consternation.  This indifference must be broken up at any cost.  Now she heard of Pain-killer for the first 

time.  She ordered a lot at once.  She tasted it and was filled with gratitude.  It was simply fire in a liquid 

form.  She dropped the water treatment and everything else, and pinned her faith to Pain-killer.  She gave 

Tom a teaspoonful and watched with the deepest anxiety for the result.  Her troubles were instantly at rest, 

her soul at peace again; for the “indifference” was broken up.  The boy could not have shown a wilder 

heartier interest if she had built a fire under him. 
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