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In hannIbal when I was about fIfteen I was for a short tIme 
a member of a temperance organization. During membership we had 
to promise not to use tobacco. We would turn out and march with red 
ribbons around us on May Day with the Sunday schools and on Inde
pendence Day with the Sunday schools, the independent fire compa
ny, and the soldiers. But you can’t keep a boy’s moral institution alive 
on two displays of ribbons a year. I resigned after the two big days.

I had not smoked for three full months and no words can describe 
the smoke hunger that was eating me up. I had been a smoker from my 
ninth year—a private one during the first two years but a public one 
after that—that is to say, after my father’s death. In my early manhood 
and in middle life I used to worry myself with reforms every now and 
then. I never had occasion to regret these reforms because the reward
ing pleasure which I got out of the vice when I returned to it always 
paid me for all that it cost.
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